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Prelude
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I am evil. I am no longer human. Blood is my mainstay, and we kill for blood in my world. Also, revenge is the sweetest truth I know.

I rule one of the most notorious Mafia families in New York City, the Prattori family.

For five hundred years, I have walked this earth, spilling my evil upon humanity. Now, in the twenty-first century, I know I am not the last of my kind. All Mafia men live as they please, sharing their evil with the modern world, a world of sex, sin, and debauchery.

It is a world in which creatures like me can thrive.

Animal is what they call me, and it suits me because I am a vampire and more animal than human.
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Chapter One
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I am Vampire

Vampire.

Such an evil word, and yet it is what I am. But I am more than a creature of blood. I am Lincoln Darius Prattori, Don of the Prattori family, heir to a cursed Mafia dynasty, and the last name my enemies hear before darkness claims them. Killing a werewolf, a demon, or another vampire is no easy feat, so in my world, a Mafia war is more than business. It is survival.

The last war destroyed my so-called father, the man who ruled the Prattori family before me. Three years ago, silver bullets found his heart.

Before he took his last breath, he left me one command: “Do it. Be the animal you are. Let the Prattori curse make this family the most powerful in the city and across the Eastern Seaboard.” 

I honored his dying words the only way a Prattori could: with blood, obedience, and fear.

Every day I avenge my father’s death. Not because I loved him. Love had never been a Prattori virtue. I would avenge him because his blood is mine, his empire is mine, and whoever was responsible for the silver in his heart had dared to kill blood of my blood.

Death should have never ended my father’s reign. He’d lived too long to be taken down by one silver bullet. Instead, it opened a grave inside me and filled it with questions. Who had dared to kill Carlos Antonio Prattori? Who had known enough to use silver? And why did every answer lead back to a woman my father had wanted more than money, power, and fucking wisdom allowed?

The males in my family were cursed, and for five hundred years, I learned what that curse demanded. The men of our blood were drawn into endless hunger and loneliness by a seductress of depravity. She stole our hearts, fed on our souls, and taught us to seek love only so we could destroy the women foolish enough to worship us.

I was no different. The curse had found me, shaped me, and taught me to mistake hunger for love.

But the temptress who made me kept the truth buried for five centuries. Only when her life ended beneath my hands did she confess what she had stolen from me: my name, my bloodline, and the father I had never known. Her confession sent me hunting for Carlos Prattori.

I came into my father’s life only a year before he was murdered. Until then, Carlos Prattori had never known I existed, never known he had a son who carried the same curse rotting through his bloodline.

I had lived just outside his world, an illegitimate heir born five hundred years too early and damned before I ever learned my true name. The same temptress who cursed him came for me when I turned eighteen, drawn by the blood we shared. She took me, used me, and taught me that a vampire was the ultimate lover and the perfect animal.

I fell under her spell. Her beauty, her sexual deviance, and hunger for blood ruled me for over a century. She taught me well, and I, too, left a trail of corpses in my wake. But evil, the talent to take control of the human psyche and body, allowed me to amass a fortune.

I learned how to camouflage the deadness in me. I used the beauty my affliction gifted me. I appeared to be the epitome of wealth, breeding, and beauty. Women fell at my feet, allowing me to use their blood and essence to survive. I took down any man in my way, took what he’d amassed, and killed any product of his loins. I don’t have a conscience.

And now, within that final year of my father’s life, and our meeting as father and son, Margretta stepped into my father’s dark existence. 

To him, she was beauty and light, everything he wanted and believed he needed. But she could not see past the blood, the gore, or the Don he truly was. It didn’t matter to my father, because a vampire takes what he wants, even when what he wants is destined to destroy him.

He took Margretta to his bed, allowed her to experience the ultimate pleasure of a vampire’s cock. He then let himself feel emotions again and gave her everything her greedy heart desired, including his heart. When she was done with him and had what she wanted, she left him. To this day, I know the bitch had him murdered. When our private family doctor opened my father’s chest, he found the proof lodged in the dead meat of his heart: pure silver bullets.

It was obvious Margretta knew far more than my father, or I, had ever realized. She was more than a great piece of ass; she was more, and as evil as Carlos Prattori.

The bitch was evil, inhuman, and I hadn’t gotten close enough to her to sense what she was. But now I had my witch, Sherry, and I had to keep her safe. Margretta’s evil powers could hurt the one woman that meant everything to me. 

However, the Prattori family honored one ancient Italian law above all others: vendetta. If Margretta were guilty, she would not simply suffer beneath the full weight of ours. She would learn why men feared our name long after they were dead.
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Chapter Two
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Margretta

I saw her from across the room: Margretta. She was with a slick, handsome guy, and his eyes were fixed on her, then on me. He acted as if he owned her. Who the fuck was this guy?

Had he any idea who I was?

I sniffed the air around me, and then our eyes met, and he gave me a quick nod. I slowly returned the gesture. He held Margretta’s hand and pulled her close. She looked up at him with a questioning look. My acute hearing caught their whole conversation.

“Yuri?” she asked. “Are you okay?”

The tall, dark-haired, muscled bulk of a man smiled.

“What is it?” she asked.

“I think you know one of the dudes here,” he said, his keen eyes on me.

“I have no idea what you are talking about,” she said, slowly moving her head to look through the crowd of people at the club, a club for those who enjoyed sex, pain, and more.

“A big blonde motherfucker has his eyes on you.”

She became rigid. “I don’t know any of the men here.”

The man with her sneered and laughed. “Sure, you don’t, my love. You’re just, my love, you’re just an angel in disguise,” he said, his voice deep, dripping with sarcasm.

She gazed up at him. “I don’t like your tone. I told you I don’t know any of these people, especially the men.”

I approached her slowly. “Margretta?” my deep baritone voice asked.

She spun around; her beauty was dazzling, and she smelled so damn delicious. “Sorry, do I know you?”

“No, you don’t know me, but you knew my father.”

She tilted her head. “Sorry, your father?”

“Carlos Antonio Prattori. I am Carlos’ son.”

I felt her gasp, and her knees nearly gave out. The big, slick man had a grip on her. Her long, overly long eyelashes fluttered as she answered me. “His son? He never said he had a son.”

Was that fear I was sensing from her? “You’d already left him by the time I found him. At first he didn’t accept me, because I was his illegitimate dark secret, but then he realized my worth. There was no love lost between us; my father was a real bastard. However, he was rich and powerful. Days before his demise, he’d named me as his legal heir, and I inherited his entire fortune. He must be turning in his grave.”

“If you are coming after me for any part of his estate, I wasn’t married to your father, so I’m entitled to nothing. I am sorry for your loss, and I guess congratulations are in order.”

“Thanks,” I said.

The slick, handsome guy then looked at me. “And you are?”

“Lincoln Darius Prattori.”

His eyes widened. “Seems you are a very rich and powerful man now,” he said.

“I like to think so,” I answered. “Is Margretta your wife?”

“Not yet, but she belongs to me. Marriage is just a formality.” I sensed no real love, just possessiveness, ownership. 

I then turned to Margretta. “Of course, I agree; I can see she is important to you. It was nice meeting you, Margretta. My father wasn’t lying when he said you were a beautiful woman. And so young. I’m glad you never tied the knot with my old man. I’d hate to have a stepmother younger than me.”

I smiled, took her hand, and kissed her palm. I could feel her trembling from my cold touch. She had to know that my father and I shared more than just blood, but the same cold, evil affliction. My eyes met hers. “Again, nice to meet you.” I released her hand, and then the man with Margretta looked me straight in the eye. “And it was nice to meet you, Lincoln. My name is Yuri Gromov.”

She was with a Russian, one with a deadly reputation. He was a werewolf, and his pack was powerful. The Gromov family was ruthless and a deadly Russian mob. They were gaining in rank and power; I had to respect that. 

“And a pleasure, Yuri Gromov.” Neither one of us extended a hand. Right then and there, boundaries were established.

I left, pushing my way into the crowd. However, Margretta was visibly shaken. But so was the man with her. Once more I sniffed the air; there was a strange odor, one I recognized and one that could possibly be a threat.

Again, I heard their conversation.

“Baby, are you okay?” he asked.

“No, there is a new monster in town. I didn’t recognize him. He’s changed so much, and he is exactly like his father. He is not human; he’s a fucking vampire.”

“Ah, fuck,” the slick man growled. “A damn vampire. I really fucking hate vampires. Are you telling me that old man Prattori was a blood-sucker?”

Her lips tightened as she looked up at the Russian. “Yes, and when I heard that his son showed up, I knew it was time for me to move on. He would catch my scent and know that...”

She stopped, and Yuri snickered. “You keep what you are well hidden, why?” he asked.

She cast a glance over her shoulder, and our eyes met one last time. “Because of powerful evil bastards like him.”

I recognized the odor around Yuri: dirt and mange; the guy with Margretta was, without a doubt, a werewolf. Her fear of me was evident. I carefully tried to pry open the door to her mind; she resisted. However, I felt her hatred for Carlos, and I couldn’t fault her for that, but now I knew for sure that bitch had killed my father. 

I felt bad for the wolf, because he was also very much in love with her, and all she wanted from him was more of what she always wanted: money, fame, and protection.

The bitch was evil. 

Yes, protection; she knew who I was, and her innocence was nothing more than a mask she wore for men foolish enough to believe it. 

Margretta had survived too long among monsters not to understand the price of standing beside one. She wanted Gromov’s strength, his devotion, and his name between her and the darkness hunting her. But I knew better. A woman like Margretta did not run to a wolf because she feared the night. She ran to him because she knew an even worse beast had finally found her. She was dead meat, but before I ended her miserable existence, I’d fuck her until she begged me to stop. 

First, I had to find out what she was hiding.

Vengeance was mine. An Italian vendetta would be fulfilled. But little did I know that a stunning, beautiful redhead would cross my path. Trouble, desire, and passion were but a few days away.
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