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        To battling demons and coming out

        like a motherfucking superhero.

        One day at a time.
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        This novel includes graphic language and adult situations. It may be offensive to some readers and includes situations that may be hotspots for certain individuals. This book is intended for ages 17 and older due to steamy spots and a darker taboo storyline. This work is fictional. The story is meant to entertain the reader and may not always be completely accurate. Any reproduction of these works without Author Sapphire Knight’s written consent is pirating and will be punished to the fullest extent of the law.

        This book is fiction.

        The guys are over the top Alphas.

        My men and women are nuts.

        This is not real.

        Don’t steal my shit.

        Read for enjoyment.

        This is not your momma’s cookbook.

        Easily offended people should not read this.

        Don’t be a dick.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            VENDETTI FAMIGLIA

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Romano Vendetti (55) – Capo dei tutti

        (Retired)

        Father of the 7

        New Wife – Kaira Vendetti

      

      

      

      
        
        Liliana Vendetti - Mother of the 7

      

      

      

      
        
        Matteo ‘Ruthless’ Vendetti (36) – 1st Capo dei capi

        (Head of the Famiglia)

        Wife – Violet Vendetti

        Daughter – Liliana Vendetti (named after grandmother)

        Son – Damiano Vendetti

      

      

      

      
        
        Salvatore Vendetti (33) – 2nd

        (The black sheep)

        Wife – Annabella Vendetti

        Daughter – Rosa Vendetti

        Son – Santo Vendetti

      

      

      

      
        
        Valentino ‘Casanova’ Vendetti (30) – 3rd Sottocapo

        (Underboss to fill in for Matteo)

      

      

      

      
        
        Dante ‘Devil’ Vendetti (27) – 4th Rappresentante

        (Powerful enough to have a crew & make some decisions)

      

      

      

      
        
        Luciano Vendetti (24) – 5th Soldato

      

      

      

      
        
        Santino Vendetti (21) – 6th Soldato

      

      

      

      
        
        Cristiano Vendetti (19) – 7th Mafioso

        Wife – Arianna Vendetti

        Son – Romeo Matteo Vendetti

        (Named after Matteo in honor of being the 1st boy heir to the throne)

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            TIMELINE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Matteo and Violet marry (The Vendetti Empire)

        Matteo and Violet have Liliana 10 months later (The Vendetti Queen)

        Cristiano and Sofia marry at year 2 (The Vendetti Queen)

        Salvatore and Sofia have Rosa at year 2.10 (The Vendetti Seven)

        Cristiano and Arianna have Romeo at year 3 (The Vendetti Seven)

        Salvatore and Annabella marry at year 3.9 (The Vendetti Coward)

        Matteo and Violet have Damiano at year 4.3 (The Vendetti Daddy)

        Romano elopes with Kaira at year 4.5 (The Vendetti Daddy)

        Salvatore and Annabella have 2nd child at year 4.9

        Dante & Emilia marry at year 5.1 (The Vendetti Devil)

        Romano and Kaira have youngest Vendetti heir at year 5.2 (The Vendetti Devil)

        Matteo and Violet have 3rd child (boy) at year 5.11

        Matteo and Violet have 4th child at year 9.6

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            FREQUENT ITALIAN TERMS IN THE VENDETTI FAMIGLIA

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        (Glossary brought over from previous books)

        A domani, bella – See you tomorrow, beautiful/gorgeous

        Affetto – Affection

        Amore – Love

        Amore mio – My love

        Bambino/a – Baby boy/girl

        Batuffolo – Dumpling

        Bella – Beautiful

        Bellissima – Gorgeous

        Bell’uomo – Handsome man

        Buona note – Goodnight

        Buona sera – Good evening/good afternoon

        Calmati – Calm down

        Capisci – Understand

        Capo – Boss

        Capo dei capi – Boss of bosses

        Caporegime – Captain

        Cara – Dear

        Cazzo – Fuck

        Christo – Christ

        Ciao – Bye

        Dio Santo – Oh my God

        Dolcezza – Sweetness

        Famiglia – Family

        Fica – Cunt

        Fidanzata – Fiancé

        Fiore – Flower

        Four-leaf clover collectors – Slur towards Irish Mob

        Fratello maggiore – Older brother

        Fratello/fratelli – Brother/brothers

        Grazie – Thanks

        ho travato il paradiso – I’ve found heaven

        il mia amata – My beloved

        il miei fratelli – My brothers

        il signore – The man, mister, sir, lord

        la mia famiglia – My family

        Mademan – Initiated mafia member

        Marito – Husband

        Mia amata – My beloved

        Mia moglie – My wife

        Mio/mia – My

        Moglie – Wife

        Neonata – Baby girl

        Nessun matrimonio tradizionale – No traditional wedding?

        Per favore - Please

        Pezzo di merda – Piece of shit

        Polizia – Police

        Porca Miseria – Miserable pig

        Rappresentante – Representative

        Reggazo – Boy

        Scusa – Excuse me

        Serpente/Serpe – Snake

        Si – Yes

        Signorina – Miss/young lady

        Silenzio – Silence

        Soldato/Soldati – Soldier/Soldiers

        Sorella – Sister

        Sottocapo – Underboss

        Tesoro – Treasure

        Una puttana – A whore

        Violetta – Violet

        Zia – Aunt

      

      

      

      
        
        Irish dialog

        Tá – Yes

        Thick – Extremely stupid

        Slán – Safe (phrase said for bye)

      

      

      

      
        
        While I strive to be as authentic as possible in all languages I incorporate, there may be a mistake, even though it has been verified through several sources.

        It’s fiction.

        Please read it for the story and enjoy the bonus of the beautiful Italian language.

        Thank you.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            DEAR READER

          

        

      

    

    
      The Vendetti Famiglia books take place before the previous epilogues. In this case, Matteo and Violet have their daughter, Liliana, and Violet was last pregnant with their second child. Salvatore and Annabella have their daughter, Rosa. Christiano and Arianna have their son, Romeo. Dante was sent to Chicago and has lived there for about three and a half years. He was sent to the city to sit in the Bottaro seat in place of Violet’s dead father and brother at the Table of the Five Famiglias—the five most powerful families in charge of running the Syndicate. Matteo is keen on taking over territory in the city and has Dante quietly kill off each head at the table and their remaining families. He plans to take over the entire hold of the Syndicate eventually, but they run into Thaddaeus ‘Joker’ Morelli (from the books Gangster and Mad Max). He’s a well-respected gangster running the streets who has a plan to kill his uncle, Sammi Morelli, at the table. To co-exist and find the remaining families who’ve gone into hiding, they strike up a deal to temporarily work together.

      Fiadh O’Toole has escaped from the Vendetti Estate and has gone back to Ireland to recover from her injuries and regroup. In the meantime, her brother has been putting more pressure on the Vendettis. Joker catches wind of this and turns them onto Dante in Chicago, and several Irish cells begin popping up wherever the Vendettis’ businesses are located.

      For the first time in the Capo dei capi Ruthless’ reign, he’s on the verge of a full-blown war with the Irish mob and the gangsters of Chicago. He’ll be forced to link his family with enemies, and when a Vendetti is pushed into a corner, he gets angry.

      Shake the Empire, and blood will spill.
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        Learn to be okay with not being invited, included, or considered.

        — Pinterest meme

      

      

      

      Coming to Chicago should’ve been a breath of fresh air, so why did it feel more like a prison sentence? Was it because I was hopelessly in love with my brother, Matteo’s wife, Violet? I say ‘was’ because, well, shit’s happened, and I’m not the man I was when I left New York. I’m the Vendetti Rappresentante, shorn from the Empire, banished to head up the Chicago Five. What a fucking joke. Of course, I respect Matteo, he’s the Capo dei capi Ruthless, but this assignment was simply payback. He and I are too much the same, brothers cut from the same expensive cloth.

      Jealous.

      Possessive.

      Brutal.

      I’d have done the same thing if I were in his position—either sent the offending famiglia far away or slaughtered them and washed my hands of it. I suppose I should be grateful he’s shown more forgiveness and leniency with me than he would in any other case, but I’m not. I’m angry.

      I’m left to simmer alone in a city away from the famiglia. My punishment isn’t swift either. I can feel it—Matteo wants me gone for a long time. His rage silently radiates to the point you’d have to be a fucking bozo not to sense it. It’s fine. He wants me to be his dog, running his game in Chicago, so I’ll bite. I’ll bulldoze over every wannabe mobster this city has to offer, and the Vendettis will come out sitting on top. We always do. No one crosses the Vendetti Empire and lives to tell the tale.

      Violet being a Bottaro, was the perfect way for us to slither into an available seat at the Table of the Five Famiglias. It’s such a shame she wasn’t allowed to come with me on this endeavor. It would’ve made things a touch more interesting and certainly wouldn’t be the first time she’s jetted off to Chicago and gotten her hands dirty. Her willingness to stand beside us, bloody and all, is only one of the reasons why I’d swiftly fell smitten with her, and there were many. Was it truly love between us or obsession? Regardless, the syrup hit me hard with her, and I’ve found myself seeking out every whore in the city resembling Violet to take out my frustrations.

      Matteo demands we take Chicago next, so it’s my job to begin the extermination of anyone in our way. On the plus side, getting to quietly hunt down each famiglia and massacre their entire line has made this a trip to remember. There’s one local gangster who doesn’t plan to budge— Joker. I can get him comfortable with my presence until the time’s right. I’ll let him sit for now, and then he won’t see the hit coming when it’s his time.

      I’ve been in the city a few years now, not by my choice, but by necessity. A while back, I came across Joker’s henchmen, Mad Max, long enough for us to broker a short-term agreement. They want me to hold off from killing one man at the table.

      Sammi Morelli, the cazzo.

      He should’ve been taken out long ago. It’ll only get more difficult to kill him as time passes. Sammi’s got a presence in the city, a dirty mobster looking for an easy way into whatever he can find. The type of scum he’s become attracts others just like him too. They’re not the kind of company one should keep—they’ll stab you in the back the moment you fall asleep.

      Shooting off a quick text to my crew, I let them know I’ll be low-key following Sammi Morelli. He’d shown his face at his nephew’s wedding just long enough to make his presence known but dipped out before any of Joker’s guys could get a good read on him.

      One of my men slides into a separate vehicle behind me while the rest remain at their posts. Santino is around should they need me for any reason. I can’t go anywhere alone, per Capo’s orders. Never mind that I’m more than capable of handling myself on my own. My brother insists we all have someone nearby to call in reinforcements if needed and jump to our aide.

      Sammi has kept to this route like clockwork, and I was able to pick it up. He’s a fool to have a routine down when he’s knee-deep in mob business. I was able to do some digging around on him, and it turns out he’s seeing a young woman.

      At first, I believed she was a mistress. However, soon after, I realized she’s much more than a mere fuck for him. Not only that, she is young. I’m hoping he’s not a sick fuck preying on women too young for him, but instead, she’s a daughter or someone else significant. The only hang-up is he has no family on record, as far as a wife or children go. So who exactly is this chick and the elderly woman I’ve noticed as well? Typically, I tend to be right about reading situations, and my gut is telling me she’s his kid. Imagine my luck of being correct and discovering he has a secret child.

      A mafia princess.

      A man’s biggest weakness.

      Sammi pulls his car into the side entry driveway, and I park a few houses down, waiting. He does this every so often, always for the same amount of time. He carries bags inside, and silently I watch. Taking in every insignificant detail, I’ve followed him here as I’ve done the previous three times. I haven’t wanted to spook him before I did some digging into his famiglia and past. He’s not an easy man to get a read on, but where there’s a will, there’s a way.

      I’m good at my job because I’ve always had to be. If I wanted to survive under Romano, I had to prove I was worth something to him. Being his son doesn’t mean shit in the scheme of things, and at age seven, our lives were flipped upside down. We knew we’d be soldati for him at some point, but training us at age seven? We were mere boys, thrust into the fucked-up world of Mademen.

      Watching the minutes tick by, I reflect on how I’d do this differently if I were in this cazzo’s position. Firstly, I’d never allow it, but I certainly wouldn’t hit the same spot twice if it were out of my control. If I had famiglia stashed somewhere, I’d be staying far away from them to keep them safe rather than creating a new target for my enemies.

      The problem with old-school mobsters like Sammi Morelli is they believe they’re untouchable after so long. Their foolishness is ignorance and always manages to lead to their downfall. In mob life, you never become complacent. Rather than sitting pretty at the top, you build an empire on offense and defense. You rule with an iron fist, constantly bobbing and weaving through hits and younger soldati coming for your seat. Make sure when someone is after you, whether from inside your crew or not, they’re met full force with the power of the mob.

      Take Matteo, for example, mio fratello, the Capo dei capi. He’s the most ruthless of us all, sure, but he’s also incredibly intelligent. He’d built up his reputation and trusted inner circle before he was ever handed the crown to the famiglia. He’s always making moves, sending soldati to different cities, adding pressure so they know we’ll swoop in at the first moment of weakness to inflict our mob presence and take the territory.

      It’s nearly time for Sammi to leave, so it’s my chance to finally make a move. I’m not sure how much longer I’ll have with him visiting and no one catching onto his routine. Right now, I have an advantage the others don’t possess. Exiting the vehicle, I quietly close the door behind me to not draw any attention. Creeping along the houses, I make my way over to Sammi’s car. His doors are locked, so rather than taking him by surprise in his vehicle, I wait off to the side. He won’t see me when he initially leaves, so I’ll be able to catch him off guard.

      Like clockwork, he comes outside. I wait until he says one last goodbye and the front door closes. I don’t want to draw unnecessary attention when I’m about to take this fucker out if need be. Sure, the agreement was to capture him alive, but I’m all about the most effective route. He has to be taken out of my way, whether he’s alive or dead. It doesn’t matter which path I have to utilize to execute my mission.

      Taking a step forward, I leave the spot shadowing my presence. “You have something I desire,” I say by way of greeting.

      He purses his lips briefly before looking me over and unpleasantly replying, “Diavolo.”

      Yes. I am the devil.

      At least to him, I will be.

      Tipping my head in acknowledgment, I state, “Your time is up. You no longer sit at the table. It will be up to you how much you fight it and how much pain you receive. It doesn’t matter to me either way.”

      “Fuck. And Capo Ruthless won’t work out a deal, I suppose?”

      With a solemn shake of my head, he curses again. He’s in deep—it’s good he realizes as much. Regardless, he’s still dying. By my hand or Joker’s, we’ll see who he ultimately chooses with his subsequent actions.

      “If I go with you willingly, will you promise me one thing?”

      “A bargain? Si,” I lie. Only a desperate man would attempt to negotiate when my famiglia is famous for always collecting debts. I owe this man nothing, least of all my promises. He’ll be dead soon enough, so it won’t matter. Usually, I don’t waste words on dead men, but I’m in the middle of a neighborhood, not trying to cause a scene in public without having the Chicago PD in my pocket.

      “My daughter,” he begins, and my brows raise.

      He’s got a mafia princess stashed away from the world. I was right. Rather than give anything up, I remain quiet. Men like to hear themselves speak, especially when they’re met with silence. I’ve never been one with the desire to fill empty space with noise, probably because of how strict Romano was on us. I stare him down, making him uneasy.

      “My famiglia will be killed. All but Joker, I’m sure.”

      Giving nothing away, I brood while he figures out how to bargain with the Diavolo. He’s correct, however, and anyone in his direct line will be slaughtered aside from Joker’s famiglia. It’s the price you pay being a mob boss and getting retired by force. Folding my arms across my broad chest, I loosen my stance. I’m ready to pull my knife free, slash his throat, and be done with this mess already.

      “I’ll go with you… as long as you swear to protect my daughter, Emilia. I’ve heard stories about you… how you tell the truth whether it benefits you or not.”
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        In my next life I’m coming back with money and looks instead of all this sparkling personality bullshit.

        — Pinterest meme

      

      

      

      With a shrug, I remove the silencer from inside my breast pocket and screw it onto my gun. I don’t mind loud and messy, but the neighborhood over here might, and again, I have no cops in my back pocket. “What would I gain by keeping your secret? As you say, I typically go with the truth route, but it isn’t always the case. I owe you nothing. My famiglia owes you nothing. I’ve come to collect your life.”

      “I know. Fuck. I’m aware of how your brother plays. He enjoys having the upper hand at all times.”

      “Si.”

      “If you protect my daughter, you’ll have the one person Joker won’t fight against. He has a strong sense of family, aside from my betrayals. He has no idea Emilia exists… no one does. My father found out, and it’s why I killed him.”

      “You wanted his position,” I retort, calling him out on his lie.

      He nods. “Of course, I did. He knew about my daughter and was holding her over my head. He knew I wouldn’t come after his spot if she were in danger. He’d planned to give my brother his position as head of the family while threatening me continuously. So, I got even. I killed them both, as well as my mother, once she figured it out. I’ve done everything in my power to keep Emilia a secret.”

      “And?”

      “And I plan to continue, even from the grave.”

      “Hmm…” I grunt, thinking over this new information. I know Emilia is a secret, but Sammi’s words prove that she’s been hidden from everyone, even his famiglia. If I take her, we’ll have the upper hand on Joker. I know damn well Capo will approve. Since my brother has become a father to his own tiny princess, I’m also aware that he won’t want this girl killed. He’ll be even angrier with me if I allow her life to perish when I know damn well I can easily protect her.

      “Well? Do I have your word? I’ll go with you without a second thought, just please give me this one last thing. I know no one owes me a thing, but she’s the only good person I know in this life.”

      With a half grumble, half growl, I mutter, “Si.” There’s no going back now. The little mob princess belongs to me. If we were in New York right now, Matteo would have a contract in place, and I’d be forced to put my bloody handprint dead center, signing the blood oath. If she had any idea what that entails, she’d be running for the hills and hiding out for as long as possible.

      Sammi heaves out a relieved sigh, and I bark, “Hands.”

      He moves his arms in front, holding his palms together. I grab a roll of duct tape from my vehicle and jerk his wrists to me, securing them from moving. I pat him down for hidden weapons, and shockingly, he’s not packing anything. I assume he left his weapons in his car while visiting his daughter. Taking his wallet, I empty the wad of cash inside and briefly glance through it. I’ll stack these dead presidents for now and offer them to my crew. They deserve the extra compensation for being stuck with me in the windy city.

      “You won’t tell anyone about her? She has her grandmother to raise her, and she won’t be any trouble for you. Emilia’s a good girl. Listens well.”

      She didn’t look like a small girl to me by any means, but I suppose females always appear small and helpless in a father’s eyes. Violet Vendetti taught me how wrong misogynistic perception is. Women are far from sweet, helpless creatures. They’re brutal when needed and much more intelligent than any man I’ve ever met.

      “Where’s your crew?” I ask and use the tape to wrap his elbows as well.

      “Some have fled, and others are hiding. The loyal ones are making whatever deals they can to keep bringing in money. You and Joker haven’t made it easy to sit at the table anymore. At one point, we were respected and protected from a possible coup.”

      Ripping a piece of tape free, I smack it over his mouth. “Those times are over. Unless your name is Vendetti, your life means nothing to me.” I shove him in the trunk, slap tape over his eyes, then shut the lid. If I find out he’s lying about his men, and they’re waiting for us, they’ll all die too.

      First things first, I need to drop this piece of shit off to Mad Max. Joker can finally have his precious revenge kill, and I won’t have him up my ass as much checking in for details. It’ll move us one step closer to taking the city as my brother plans.

      I’ll come back for the girl.

      Sliding into my driver’s seat, I pull up Santino’s number. I hit the speed dial number, and he picks up on the first ring. “Meet me at Sammi’s safe house. We’ll tell Joker we found Sammi together. He doesn’t need to know we split up. I don’t want him aware you had eyes on him and his guys while I was on Sammi’s tail. Let them believe we always stick together and know less than we do.”

      “Si. I’m almost there. Our men are close behind as is Joker. A few minutes out from us, tops. He’s used to being the motherfucking king ding-a-ling. I’d love to see Matty smoke his ass.” His comment has me twisting my lips in a cruel smirk. Santino’s right, Matteo would eat Joker for a fucking snack.

      Reversing out of my spot, I pull up to my guy who’d followed me. “Remain behind and watch Emilia’s house until I can return.”

      “Si, Boss.” he concedes, and I’m done with him.

      “Meet me at the corner store,” I order Santino and swiftly drive the rest of the way outside the city.

      Before long, I’m pulling into a small mom-and-pop type gas station. Santino’s waiting for me and opens the door when I pull to a stop. “Morelli?”

      Gesturing to the back of the vehicle, I grumble, “Get in the back. Let’s get this over with. I could use a drink and a hard fuck.”

      “My two favorite things.”

      “Hmm.”

      “Apparently, yours is gym time and slashing throats. Sadist.”

      I shoot him a dark look. Fucker doesn’t need to worry about my habits, only his own. “Why are you here again?”

      “To help your lonely ass out should you need it.”

      “Well, I don’t. I’m perfectly capable of killing people on my own.”

      “Trust me, fratello, we all know it. I’m here anyway.”

      We sit in silence while I soak in the words he isn’t saying. He’s here so I won’t be alone. He’s my younger brother, and in our famiglia, it means something to be there for each other.

      We unload Sammi from my vehicle and take him around the back of his place. I’ve learned he has several houses, but this one was harder to track down. Santino picks the lock to the back door, and I push the old mobster inside. Flipping on the living room light, we keep the rest of the house dark, not wanting anyone looking in through the windows. I still don’t know if he has any men lurking around, and I don’t want to be taken by surprise. We need to sit tight until my crew arrives and checks the property out. I watch Sammi like a hawk while Santino checks every other corner in the area. It’s times like these I don’t mind having some backup.

      My phone chimes with a text, and not long after, the sound of multiple approaching vehicles have me standing up straighter than before. I have to look like an unmovable force, just out of reach to anyone trying. Enemies always search out your weakness, attempting to fester their way under your skin. The key to survival in this life is not to have anything they can use against you.

      Glancing at my phone, it’s a text from my men. They’ve arrived before Joker, thankfully. I’ll have some backup around if Mad Max or anyone else with him tries to pull anything. They may think I’m easy pickings since I’ve killed off the other famiglias, but they’ll learn quickly I’m as unmovable as Capo Ruthless is in New York. You can come for one of us, but you’ll be feeling the entire wrath of the Vendetti Empire in return for eternity.

      Tito comes in the back, wrestling with a beefy thug. “He was outside,” he says by way of greeting.

      With a nod, I step forward and slash my blade across the man’s throat before he can put up a fight. Blood drips down his neck, coating his shirt as his eyes grow wide. He chokes and bleeds out. “Any others?”

      “No, Boss.” Tito drags the body into the other room and returns, wiping his freshly washed hands on a paper towel. He offers me a clean towel, and I wave him off. I don’t mind a bit of blood. It’ll send a message of strength to Mad Max, how I kill without much of a mess as well as not minding if I get dirty on the spot. The crazy fucker needs to realize I’m on another level from him.

      A guy I’ve seen with Joker enters first. “Dante,” Cage says.

      I remain quiet because fuck him, I don’t owe him dick.

      Joker strolls inside next, looking dapper and unruffled in the suit he wore to the wedding. He was Mad Max’s best man, along with a few other idiots. I don’t know why anyone would want to marry the psychopath, but I’m not here to dig into anybody’s feelings.

      “Mio fratello and I followed Sammi Morelli here. His protection is dead in the other room. I kept Sammi alive as you requested,” I lie straight to Joker’s face without so much as a twitch to give me away. Matteo swears I always tell the truth, but he fails to divulge that I only do as much with famiglia. If you aren’t Vendetti blood, then I don’t care what you believe. There’s only one famiglia that matters to me, and it’s mine.

      “I’ll relish in taking my revenge. I won’t forget this,” he states earnestly, and I let the unsaid promise roll off my back. I can’t trust him, nor would I ever. He’s a street gangster, and I’m a vital piece of the Vendetti Empire. Two completely different factions of the mafia, both of which mia famiglia anticipates us ruling over.

      “Let me know when he stops breathing so we can move forward with our plans.” We’d agreed to share the spot at the table for the time being. How long the agreement lasts is another thing entirely. I’ll be quietly picking apart his hold while I’m sure he’ll be attempting to do the same to my men and me.

      “I should’ve known he’d show up and think he could escape unscathed since I was distracted,” Joker states and shakes his head. “You were our secret weapon. He had no idea you’d be waiting for him at the wedding as well. I appreciate your assistance with this.”

      With a nod, I shake the hand he holds out. He’d have never caught his uncle if it weren’t for me, but I don’t say as much. I’m fairly certain he knows it and chooses to swallow his pride in the wake of his upcoming revenge. Little does he know I’m the one coming out the winner tonight. I’ll have his niece in my hold to do with as I please before he ever knows she exists. Victory is a sweet taste on my tongue, a warm feeling in my gut that I’ll silently relish.

      “You and Six enjoy your weekend,” he says, calling my brother by his title. It’s common—most people in the mob life know us by our last name and our number. For example, I’m Four, also known as Dante ‘the Devil’ Vendetti. The fourth oldest in the famiglia, Rappresentante to the Empire, and I use it to my benefit. People underestimate you when you’re not number one. They’ve quickly learned I’m just as deadly as our Capo dei capi Ruthless Matteo.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            3

          

          DANTE

        

      

    

    
      
        
        I burned bridges because I can swim.

        Don’t ever think I need you.

        — Pinterest meme

      

      

      

      Leaving Santino behind at my place, I head back for my prize. She’s still safely tucked away inside the house from yesterday. My guy remained at his post as I’d instructed, although it sounds like it wasn’t necessary. No one left nor came to visit. It only leads me to believe she truly is the secret Sammi had claimed her to be, and it makes her all the more valuable to our famiglia.

      Rather than park a few spots away as I’ve done in the past, I pull directly into the driveway. If someone’s following me I’m unaware of, I don’t want them getting a good look at the girl when I take her. It won’t surprise me in the slightest if someone has documented damn near every move I’ve made in this city. They’ve probably got evidence of me strangling the whores and disposing of them, biding their time to use it against me. My men have cleaned up after me, but I’ve discovered nothing in this life is foolproof. I’ll do time eventually, it’s inevitable unless I flee the country. Let’s not get ahead of ourselves, though. At the moment, I’m a free man.

      Exhaling, I leave my vehicle and click the lock button. I don’t anticipate coming out until I have the girl in tow, whether she comes willingly or by force. Whatever the outcome, I have to get her the fuck out of this city before someone else discovers her identity and how important she is to our endgame.

      Lifting my fist, my knuckles rap against a light teal door. The color matches the house trim with a frosted window running down the center. It opens, and I’m momentarily stunned. The young lady who answers is the one I’d seen before, but she’s so much more attractive this close. I clear my throat, not intending to come off too strong but also wanting her to know my presence here means something significant.

      What the fuck do I say to her? I may as well be the damn Hulk compared to her. Of course, she’ll most likely be frightened of me. Right? Typically, fear from others is what I crave, but I find myself desiring something much more carnal with her.

      “My father?” The girl questions as she notices he’s not with me. I’ve kept to Sammi’s schedule and shown up when he’d usually be here. I didn’t want to frighten her or the older woman presently standing behind her, hands on her hips and a severe frown in place. She looks the type to slug you over the head with a rolling pin or a lamp if she needs to. Our cook, Martha, has always had a no-nonsense air about her too. She’d spoil us, but I’m sure she’d have popped us if the time ever called for it. Not that Romano would’ve stopped her if she did. No, Matteo’s the only one who ever shouldered beatings for us.

      “Right, Sammi. He’s unavailable. May I come in so we can discuss him?” I don’t know how to do this exactly—gentle hasn’t always been my strong suit. I tend to be more forward and hands-on with challenges. I’m a knock-you-out-and-drag-you-away sort of guy.

      The older woman reaches around Sammi’s daughter and pushes against the door to close it in my face. She’s got lady balls. I knew it.

      Catching it, I mutter, “Easy, lady. I’m here to talk. You’ll want to hear me out.”

      “Does Sammi know you’re here? I’ve never met you before.”

      “Would I be here during his normal visiting time, otherwise?” I imply, not admitting nor denying. Killing her in front of Sammi’s daughter isn’t on my agenda, so I’ve gotta do this the smart way.

      She sighs, stepping away and pulling her granddaughter back to allow me to enter. I’ve learned a lot in the few days since I made my presence known to Sammi Morelli, and he knew I’d discovered his big secret. As far as the world’s concerned this intriguing young woman may as well be a ghost, she doesn’t exist, and there’s no paper trail to connect her to anyone. If she’d been a little older, I’d have thought she was Sammi’s mistress or girlfriend, but she’s too young. No, the magic happened when I searched through Sammi’s past and discovered he’d been with a woman for years before she’d died. Her image compared to the girl was all the confirmation I needed before I put two and two together to get four.

      The old lady is a problem, though. She’ll have to go, and fast. I can’t give her any time to panic and call for assistance or try to escape with my newfound interest. “Would you like a cup of coffee? We can sit in the kitchen and discuss whatever it is you’ve come to share with us.”

      “Yes. Black is fine.” I follow the two into a quaint kitchen and sit at a small four-seater table. The grandmother moves around the kitchen with grace for her old age, grabbing us each a cup of coffee. I can’t believe Sammi would entrust his daughter’s safety to her as she has to be pushing eighty.

      The girl must be a teenager, though she looks older than she most likely is. She’s tall with curvy hips. If she were older, I’d allow myself to appreciate her shape as well. No doubt, the grandmother has taught her the ways of traditional Italian cooking. I can admire it as I know it takes a lot of work. My nonna was always making something when I was a small boy and we’d visit her in Italy. I loved those times, as the memories were wholesome, aside from my mother disappearing.

      There’s no time for any of the sort. I need to get this old lady buried six feet under and take Sammi’s daughter with me. The only place I can think to go to keep her identity hidden is home. She’d be safe and taken care of in New York, and I wouldn’t have to worry about her being a sitting liability here.

      “I’m Dante and your name?”

      “Emilia,” she offers and sets a plate of iced cake in the middle of the table, along with three small dishes. Not as if any food matters, I’m too busy staring at her too-perfect lips. What is it about a woman with perfect lips—one small body part that can easily drive a man wild with lust.

      Emilia. I test the word on my tongue, thinking I’d like something else there as well. It’s quite beautiful, her name, that is. As well as the rest of her. I could imagine myself stripping her bare and fucking her over this table. Although who am I kidding, it’d break far too easily for what I’d have in mind for her.

      “And this is my nonna, Fredricka.”

      “Grazie,” I murmur as Fredricka places the cup before me and
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