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        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.
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        And as always, the haters can choke on a dick.
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        Romano and Liliana Vendetti – Parents

        Capo dei tutti retired

      

        

      
        Matteo ‘Ruthless’ Vendetti (35) – 1st Capo dei capi,

        head of the famiglia. Wife- Violet Vendetti,

        daughter- Liliana Vendetti

      

        

      
        Salvatore Vendetti (32) – 2nd

      

        

      
        Valentino Vendetti (29) – 3rd Sottocapo,

        underboss to fill in for Matteo

      

        

      
        Dante ‘Devil’ Vendetti (26) – 4th Rappresentante

      

        

      
        Luciano Vendetti (23) – 5th Soldato

      

        

      
        Santino Vendetti (20) – 6th Soldato

      

        

      
        Cristiano Vendetti (18) – 7th Mafioso,

        newest made man in the famiglia.

        Wife - Arianna Vendetti,

        son - Romeo Matteo Vendetti
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        Capo dei Capi – Boss of bosses

        Polizia – Police

        Famiglia – Family

        Bella – Beautiful

        Moglie – Wife

        Fidanzata – Fiancé

        Fiore – Flower

        Violetta – Violet

        Grazie – Thanks

        Il miei fratelli- my brothers

        Fratelli- brothers

        Fratello- brother

        Fratello maggiore- older brother

        Mio/mia- my

        la mia famiglia – My family

        Capo- Boss

        Mia moglie- my wife

        Si- yes

        Neonata- baby girl

        Il mia amata- my beloved

        Una puttana- a whore

        Capisci- understand

        Bambino- baby

        Amore – love

        Scusa – excuse me

        Dolcezza – sweetness

        Affetto – affection

        Sorella – sister

        Porca Miseria – miserable pig

        Batuffolo – dumpling

        Tesoro – treasure

        Bellissima – gorgeous

        Signorina – miss

        Marito – husband

        Amore mio – my love

        Pezzo di merda – piece of shit

        Mia amata – my beloved

        Cara- dear
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      “You’re going to Chicago,” mio fratello Capo dei capi Ruthless, orders out of the blue.

      The statement is more than welcome if I’m being honest with myself. I’ve grown tired of being cooped up in this estate—regardless of how lavish it may be—burdened with my new wife. I shouldn’t hate her already, but I think I may. Hate’s a strong word, but I’m yet to discover another that fits properly when it comes to her. I’ve been torn over it for a bit, but I can’t find it in myself to have much sympathy where she’s concerned.

      I’ve been aching for an excuse to not be under the same roof as her for a while, and this could be the distraction I need. Not that I see her around the house much—I’m usually holed up in this office, working for my brother. Taking a trip over to Chicago will mean I get some time with my other brother, Dante. Possibly even some face time with the five famiglias, though that one’s not a guarantee by any means.

      Matteo’s finally putting me to work outside the mansion. I’m forever glued to his side in most cases. Not that I mind. I couldn’t picture myself doing anything else around here but working closely with the Capo. He’s a man I greatly admire.

      I wonder, does Dante need assistance in taking one of the bosses out? Are we finally making the next move in taking over that area of the Mafia?

      Mio fratello would never ask for help outright, being a stubborn brute. However, maybe Matteo feels differently about the entire situation. Needless to say, I’m honored the oldest Vendetti has given me the extended obligation—finally. I’ve been biding my time grasping at straws for more responsibility.

      I need this trip—the work—more than I can acknowledge. Besides, what sort of a mafioso made man deserves that title without his fair share of spilling blood and shouldering responsibility for the famiglia. I may be the youngest, but the last thing I’ve wanted was for Matteo to treat me any differently than our five other fratelli.

      I may be only eighteen, young in their eyes, but this is the Italian Mafia. Age and line of succession shouldn’t matter when it comes to my training. In other circumstances, such as marriage and our traditions, it doesn’t. Up until now, it’s pretty much been the case for me; I’ve been somewhat sheltered by their hands. My brother has done whatever he could to protect me, which I respect a great deal, but it’s no longer necessary.

      I’m a grown man, an adult in the eyes of the law. I don’t need to be coddled and protected by my older siblings any longer. I’m no good to our famiglia if I can’t do my part. They need to be able to rely on me as much as they attempt to protect me.

      There’s also this mess with Sofia, my beautiful young bride. Our lives crossed paths in Italy—not by fate—but because I asked the Capo to set up my betrothal. It’s always been my duty to marry for the famiglia’s benefit; the same goes for my brothers. At the time, I’d just witnessed Matteo marry Violet. She’s an amazingly headstrong, caring woman, and I’d known then and there that I wanted my own moglie.

      Sof seemed to be great, at first. She acted as if I was the most handsome, interesting man in the world. She played her part well. I won’t lie; I ate up the attention as would any viral man in my position. I was a virginal sixteen-year-old young man, and the attention of a bountiful young lady trained on me was more than I could handle at the time. Too bad things didn’t stay that way—naïve and exciting. Our lives were quickly changed, hers for the better, mine into my own personal misery.

      I was thrown into a tailspin, and it had me drowning.

      From the start, I should’ve known our marriage was doomed. I quickly discovered that Sofia, being from a well-respected, wealthy Italian famiglia like myself, was, in fact, my best friend’s cousin. Before Sof came in the picture, Arianna, her cousin, was my life—where friends were concerned anyhow. As long as I did whatever Matteo requested of me while growing up and I stayed far out of Romano’s sight, I could practically run free with Arianna any time we were in Italy.

      She was more to me than any friend could ever be. Ari was like air, my taste at freedom…my future. Or so I’d wished. I was greatly mistaken and foolish to believe my life would be any different than what had been expected from my ancestors before me.

      As I got older, my feelings morphed. I went from thinking of her as my long-distance best friend that I only got to see when we visited our Italian villa to realizing that she was, in fact, evolving into a beautiful young lady. Her sweet, rounded face had begun to shed the childish baby weight she’d carried in certain places. Not that I cared for such things, none of that sort of thing ever mattered between us. As we got older, though, I started to unknowingly pay closer attention to her changes. Hell, eventually, it took everything in me to stop myself from staring my fill and making things awkward between us.

      I wasn’t the only one who noticed and stared at her, either. I’d discovered a few of the boys that she and I occasionally caught up with, speaking about her one day. I’d overheard a couple of them contemplating whether they should ask her out…if she’d agree. The talk bothered me more than I liked to admit at the time; I won’t try to deny it now. However, I continued to keep my thoughts to myself. She was my favorite friend, and I wasn’t ready for that fact to possibly change just yet.

      Finally, one day when Ari was thirteen, the last straw snapped for me, and everything changed. The other boys and I were fourteen and fifteen, chock-full of raging hormones, with our minds filled with all the things we wanted to explore. Anyhow, I’d caught them saying how they were going to go swimming and hopefully catch a glimpse of Arianna’s breasts. One of the older kids, a fifteen-year-old, claimed he could get her to let him go even further. He wanted to touch her in places I’d heard my brothers often speak of.

      I’d finally lost it at hearing his plans for her. Arianna was mine, and I’d always protect her. I was done sitting by idly, letting them chitchat at her expense. I pummeled that boy bloody, gave him a beating he’d never forget. I may’ve been a year younger, but I’m a Vendetti, goddamn it. Whether I’m somewhat pampered or not, I’ve been training to kill since I could walk, along with mio fratelli.

      The rest of those bastardos stood back and watched as I’d wailed my fists on their buddy with a newfound vengeance. I didn’t have to touch any of the others for my threat of oncoming violence to set in. Arianna was an innocent, and to them, from that day forward, she was mine. My girl. Which meant none of them better consider coming near her. I promised to bring down the wrath of the Vendetti famiglia if they crossed me, and our name has significant weight anywhere we go. In the end, I knew I couldn’t have her in the ways I’d begun to dream of, but I was still somewhat selfish. If I couldn’t have her, then no one else would either.

      When the time came for me to meet my betrothed, I was shocked to find she was Arianna’s cousin. I didn’t have the courage to inform either of them about the other and their significance in my life. I knew there was no way I could ever stomach Ari’s reaction, whether it was glee or heartache. I was a coward faced with the reality of my situation. I had no idea how to properly handle any of it. Then she’d stormed into the church, begging for the wedding to be called off, and it broke me inside. The girl I’d always played with, the one I’d protected, laughed with, and secretly loved, was shattered, and it was all my fault.
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      “Take your wife to Chicago with you,” Matteo says after I’ve already agreed to go to Chicago. I’ve been anxiously waiting for his orders on whatever job he wants to be handled while I’m away, not anticipating having Sofia tag along.

      “Mia moglie?” I echo, with my gaze shuttered and frown deep.

      Why would I take her with me? I want to be alone. I thought I was getting away from her.

      He nods. “Si. Think of it as a late honeymoon weekend. You can check in on Dante and spoil Sofia a bit. Enjoy New Year’s Eve and the parties that come with it. Dante has an important meeting that evening, and I’d like another set of ears around him if possible.”

      Ah. He’s not sending me on a job, finally entrusting me to do more than be his measly assistant. I’m practically nothing more than a damn glorified secretary at this rate. I know what this is really about, the Vendetti bloodline. It’s our first obligation in marriage to secure an heir to keep the Vendetti bloodline strong. Obviously, my time as a newlywed is up, in his opinion, and more duty calls.  I’m such a fool to assume I’d be garnering more responsibility within The Empire.

      I swallow, keeping my angry thoughts and conflicting opinions to myself. It’s not the time nor place to voice them, and Matteo won’t give a royal fuck whether I like it or not. He’s the Capo, and the last thing he concerns himself with is disgruntled feelings from his youngest brother. I shouldn’t think that, but I do. I know he cares in his own twisted way, but marriage and duty are two topics you don’t question in the Mafia or in the Vendetti famiglia. Over the years, I’ve learned we can solve most of our problems with either money or violence. I’ll have to practice patience and discover which one of the two will get me what and where I want to be. One thing people fail to mention is that the waiting is always the hardest part.

      Gritting my teeth, I bow my head in submission. He is my master, after all, the head of the famiglia, the boss. “Si. Consider it done.”

      “Grazie, fratello,” he murmurs, his hand squeezing my shoulder. “Go pack and call on the jet. You leave tonight.”

      His wish is my command. After all, I’m merely the seventh, the youngest, and furthest in line to the Vendetti Empire.
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      “Dante!” I exclaim once my fratello maggiore eventually arrives at the gala. I clap him on the back as I lean in for a brotherly hug. I’ve missed him and his burly stature—we all have. The house isn’t the same with one of us missing.

      He was sent to Chicago two years ago to get some space from Matteo and his wife, Violet. He was spiraling, and something had to change before it got even more out of control. I expected Dante would come home after a few months of distance, but he hasn’t returned. He stubbornly remained in Chicago, sitting at the table of the five famiglias, representing the Vendetti name. Matteo wants his hands everywhere Mafia business is conducted, even if it means sending our brother to another state. Mio fratello Capo dei capi has a cutthroat business sense when it comes to the mafioso, and Dante is the strongest asset to have so far away. If our family can barely penetrate the shell he’s erected around himself, then an outsider wouldn’t have any better luck.

      “Seven…” He gruffly mumbles—the greeting leaving him fondly, giving me a quick, tight squeeze in return. I’m the youngest out of the famiglia and tend to get along with all six of my fratelli maggiores, better than most. I have my favorites, as does everyone else with a large famiglia, but I try to seem neutral with them all.

      “Fratello maggiore, you get more robust every time I see you. You must spend all of your time at the gym, no?”

      He shrugs off the compliment and admits, “I’ve got a new bench at my apartment.”

      I grin widely. I’ve missed his gruffness and bulk around our famiglia’s mansion. He and Matteo tended to lean toward being my protector growing up. Matteo did so with our father and Dante with my brothers. I miss him more than the others do, I suspect.

      “You need to come home. Our fratelli wonders if you’ve found a woman to keep you away.”

      He scoffs. “Oh, please. Cristiano, stop attempting to meddle. I see you haven’t changed, still sticking your head in everyone’s business. Nosey little fratello.”

      I burst out with a laugh. He knows me well. I may be the youngest, but I tend to take after Matteo and have my nose firmly ensconced in everyone’s news. What can I say? I was practically raised by Matteo “Ruthless” Vendetti. Of course, he’d teach me to think like him. I’m essentially his shadow.

      “You can tell the famiglia there is no woman, and there won’t be. I only have time for business. I prefer it that way.”

      “Ah, the Devil hasn’t met his match yet? No one worth a second glance?”

      His eyes shoot skyward as he releases a huff, reaching for a crystal flute of champagne as the waiter quietly steps past. I signal the help for one as well and immediately down half the contents as soon as it’s in my possession. We’re Italian; wine may as well be water to us. He shifts, broaching, “Where’s this new wife of yours?” He swallows the sparkling liquid in three gulps and trades his empty glass for a full one as the next tray passes by.

      My brow shoots up, curious at his sudden interest. “Are we sharing all of our wives?”

      He smirks, although it’s a bit bitter coming from him. “We could, I suppose. Why not ruin us all?” He shifts again and admits, “I was asking because we’re surrounded by many enemies, mio fratello.” He tilts his head toward the variety of gentlemen spread about the room. At least, that’s what they look like to anyone who’s not us. We’ve been taught that everyone is a potential enemy and allies are few and far between. We’re not the only sharks swimming in the water—just the big ones.

      I wave my hand in the direction of the coatroom. Should I bother with worrying? “She’s probably off snorting herself to death.” At least her demise won’t be on my conscious if that’s the case. Not that I’d be so lucky.

      “Ah. She’s showing her true self, then?”

      I nod, displeased with this recent discovery. Matteo couldn’t care less as long as she doesn’t embarrass the famiglia. However, I feel differently. Her bad habit picks at me from deep in my gut.

      “I like to party,” I retort, unnecessarily. My brothers are more than aware of my pleasures; however, I still hustle and stay motivated. “She’s using daily…it’s practically become her morning cup of coffee.” I shake my head, irritation causing my cheeks to warm. “Matty doesn’t give it a second thought.” Not that he would; his wife is fucking perfect.

      He snaps his tongue, a sign of displeasure we’re used to and make when we agree it’s bad. That’s a trait Romano Vendetti, our father, passed on to us. We knew when a beating was coming from him when we did something to displease him, and he made that noise. However, Matteo shouldered the brunt of those beatings for us. He’s always been the famiglia’s protector—the ruthless fratello.

      “She’s beautiful,” he reasons after a moment, quickly writing off her questionable habits—another flaw of our ancestors. The men always fall prey to a pretty face. Somehow that trait skipped me. I just want her to die. I miss Arianna, but I’ll never admit that to anyone. She’s probably long been dead anyhow, no reason to agonize over lost wishes.

      I shrug off his compliment of her. Outside beauty means nothing when the inside is distorted. Not that I have room to talk. I like to treat her like a bird and pluck her feathers when she angers me enough. She’s not much of a fan of me tying her up and taking my cane to her, but she loves it when two of my brothers fuck her.

      You’d think I’d be upset when I found out she was having sex with Luciano and Santino repeatedly, but that’s not the truth entirely. I don’t mind sharing with il miei fratelli. Matteo shared his wife with all of us in the beginning, after all. If he can handle it, then so can I. I refuse to be weak in front of any of them, and Sofia won’t be my breaking point. She wants a good, solid fuck, just not as hard as I like to offer it. I should’ve known I’d get stuck with a wife who doesn’t have much of a taste for my sort of desires.

      “I’m sure she’d preen hearing you say that,” I remark.

      His head tilts, sympathy coating his gaze. He knows what it is to have a devastated heart. His was shattered by Violet Vendetti, il miei fratelli moglie. She was never his in the first place—if only he hadn’t gotten so attached, maybe he’d stood a chance against her charm. It seems as if many of us are plagued with regrets. I surely am.

      Will Luciano and Santino fall for Sofia, as Dante did for Violet? Would I care? Of course, I would. We took vows under God. It’s why I can’t kill her myself.

      Slashing my hand in front of me, gesturing that I’ve had enough of this topic, I cast my gaze around the room. “Can you believe the tacky décor? I understand it’s New Year’s, but this is over the top.”

      “I’m sure Violetta still has the mansion decorated to the nines,” he comments, sounding a tad on the hostile side over the thought of it. I can’t blame him for his resentment even though I do adore my sister-in-law. I even call her fidanzata just to tease her.

      “How do you know it’s Violet who’s had the staff decorate?”

      He cracks his neck, glaring at practically everyone who passes, especially the women. Matteo’s moglie did a number on this testy Italian. He’s already dubbed “The Devil,” and she had to go and make him meaner by breaking his cold, dead heart. The bastardo has no doubt delved into the depths of hell since parting from her light.

      “Please.” He huffs. “Matteo only celebrates when it comes to one of us. He’d have done the bare minimum at any other time. For her, he’d do anything…that includes allowing her to put festive décor everywhere. He spoils her too much.”

      “Mm.” I make the noncommittal noise with a nod, wanting him to keep opening up about it. I know he’s gone through a tough time attempting to process the changes, yet he tells no one about any of it. He’s even more protective than I am, so I can only imagine what this whole situation has done to him. Perhaps I can get him to confide in me, and he’ll return home, where he belongs.

      “Valentino texted me pictures,” he eventually admits sourly.

      “Ah, and the truth comes out. Si, our fratello told you she went a little crazy. I blame the neonata, but Valentino says it’s only Matteo indulging her.” I hand over the empty flute to a different waiter and slide my hands in my pockets. “Believe what you want. They all have their speculations.”

      “You think she’s pregnant again?” he grumbles, voicing one of my speculations. My poor brother…it has to be a bitter pill for him to swallow. The woman he wants chose his brother, but she was never Dante’s to keep in the first place.

      I wince, not wanting to lie to him. I’d thought of it, but she’d have told us…I hope so anyhow. “No, Dante. Try not to think of her.”

      “It’s hard not to. What if the neonata is mine? Would Matteo stop loving and protecting her?”

      “What matters is the neonata has Vendetti blood ruining through her veins. You know the rules.”

      He stares, offering me a hard, disbelieving look. I think he wants the baby to be his, so he has a reason to fight for her. He’ll be disappointed, though. Violet is completely devoted to Matteo, and our niece is the apple of her father’s eye. While Violet may have a soft spot for all of us in her heart, Matteo is the one she loves most. I wouldn’t doubt the paternity of their child.

      I regard him carefully before divulging, “Our niece looks just like Matty. I don’t think she’s anyone’s neonata but his.” Never mind, we all resemble each other a bit, aside from Valentino, but the child has to be Matteo’s. There’s no other option that doesn’t result in blood being spilled.

      He grumbles, and I manage to catch him mirroring my own thoughts. “We all resemble each other.”

      I refrain from agreeing or commenting on it anymore altogether. He’s clearly having a tough time processing still, with everything as far as Violet is concerned. That situation got messy, far too quickly. I can understand why it was a good idea for him to come to Chicago and get some space. Things could’ve gotten much worse had he stayed with our famiglia at home.

      “Do you see our contact anywhere?” I finally ask after a brief beat of tense silence.

      Mio fratello is wound extra tight at the moment; he may end up killing someone if they cross him tonight. Hopefully, he stays away from the puttana later. The last thing we need to worry about is more messes to clean up in another state. It took forever, it seemed, for the cops to finally back off after they’d discovered the bodies we’d disposed of the night before Matteo’s wedding. I doubt Dante would be careful about hiding a body or two tonight should he need to, and I don’t want the cops up our famiglia’s ass all over again.

      “No, I don’t see him. Nor your wife.”

      “I wasn’t looking for her,” I confess flippantly. My main concern right now is business, not what Sofia may be getting herself into. That’s the real reason I came to Chicago in the first place. Bringing mia moglie was merely an afterthought put in place by Matteo before I was set to leave. He believed it would be good to get her off of the estate and spend alone time with her, but it’s been more of a hindrance.

      “You should be. There are many wealthy men here tonight.”

      I roll my eyes. “She enjoys our fratelli far too much to seek out a wealthy fling. She’s not that stupid to piss off our famiglia.” Aside from that, I doubt many, if any, of the men here have as much money as the Vendetti Empire holds nor doles out the consequences my brothers are known for.

      “I wasn’t talking about her leaving here willingly with one of them. I was thinking of the auctions—of them using her for money. This is Chicago, Seven. You’re in the epicenter of the sex trade; the authorities have no real power in this demented city.”

      My brow wrinkles as the thought never crossed my mind. “You think she’d be taken and sold?” Surely those in attendance would know she belongs to la mia famiglia and the repercussions that’d follow if she were kidnapped.

      He shrugs, his wide shoulders jostling his custom-fitted suit as he reasons aloud. “Wouldn’t be the first time. Consider how appealing she would be to them, especially if they later discovered she’s a Vendetti. Or better yet already know she’s your wife and market her on that fact alone. She’d bring in millions on the promise of revenge fucks and torture alone.”

      “It would help me get rid of a problem, and she’s Vendetti by name only,” I murmur, not immediately buying into her potential worth to others. I live with her, after all. I know firsthand she’s nothing that meets the eye.

      He snorts. “You were married in a Catholic church, in a place of worship, under Him. You better watch what you say, mio fratello. You may end up keeping company with the Devil in the end. No worries, though. Your fratelli will be down there as well.”

      I release a pent-up breath and give in. “You have a point. If she passes by, I’ll call her over.” I guess I should probably heed the warning if it’s coming from Dante.

      “Good. I see our man also.”

      “Where?”

      “Don’t be too anxious, Cristiano; you may spook him. We need this face-to-face.”

      “Is he Italian?”

      “No. I already told you, he’s a biker. He belongs to a large MC down south.”

      “Doesn’t mean he’s not Italian. Is it not suspicious for us, clean-cut, and a mangy biker meeting around so many witnesses?”

      “Si, but he’s not a mangy biker. We’re not some alleyway thugs. You’ll see. Be patient.”

      I’m busy keeping my eyes peeled for my flakey wife when a mountain of a man approaches. He gives Dante a run for his money as far as bulk is concerned. Mio fratello was right. I’d never expected this man to be a biker and in a motorcycle club no less. His suit rivals ours with its finely stitched, custom fit. It was definitely made specifically for him—not something that was pre-purchased and then tailored to his measurements. This isn’t some raggedy motorcycle man. This guy has money and looks as clean-cut as any of the other crooked businessmen we meet with.

      “Chaos.” Dante extends his arm, holding his hand out to greet the bulky man before us. “Thank you for meeting us while you’re in town. This is my brother, Cristiano, the seventh.”

      “Cristiano,” his deep timbre rasps, and we shake hands. Up close, I can pick out some of the differences between him and others we meet with. Chaos is definitely not Italian; his skin is more on the tan side rather than olive-toned and is a bit weathered. If I had to guess, it’s from riding his motorcycle and being out in the elements often. His nails are well-manicured, and his facial scruff and hair are well-groomed, telling me he’s not impartial to elaborate events and knows how to prepare accordingly for them. Interesting.

      “I stopped in on my way to some other business, so it wasn’t a problem. I’m glad we can finally shake on this, rather than a quick call here and there.”

      Dante agrees. I don’t know much, just the bits and pieces of what they’ve been discussing that mio fratello has fed me to keep my curiosity in check. It’s no longer working for me, though. I want more. I want to know everything he does on this new contact he’s made in Chaos. I don’t trust anyone who doesn’t have the name Vendetti attached to them in some way and even less if they aren’t my blood.

      Sofia floats over, right at the most inconvenient time. She approaches, and I glower, wanting to shoo her away like an irritating bug. This is Mafia business and no place for her. She should’ve stayed back in New York, not tagged along to get in the way.

      “Well, hello, Dante.” She flutters her lashes as she meets his gaze. He grunts in response, and she moves on to the next. “Hello, I’m Sofia Vendetti.” She holds out her hand to Chaos.

      Color me stunned when the biker responds properly by lightly taking her dainty fingers in his palm, presses a kiss to the top of her hand, and offers her a dazzling smile. Knowing my wife, she’s picturing him naked at the moment.

      Dante flashes a glance at me. “Cristiano, please excuse us. I need to speak to my acquaintance on the terrace without any disruptions.”

      I nod, offering a polite smile. In reality, I’m stewing inside. I was supposed to be at this meeting tonight as well, but I’m stuck on babysitting duty. How am I supposed to be able to tell Matteo anything that Dante happens to leave out? This was my chance to prove myself useful, and Sof blew it for me.

      “Oh, Cris, let’s dance, please?” Sofia asks, and I give in. I was taught to oblige and be devoted to my wife. I’ve always been dead set on doing things the right way where marriage is concerned. I even saved my virginity for my bride, with Matteo’s help. Too bad she didn’t appreciate it as much as I’d hoped. I wanted us to have a traditional Catholic wedding, in hopes we’d be blessed and not have a tough time.

      Boy, was I ever wrong to think I’d get that lucky. Sofia and I are nothing alike. I was so excited to discover that I actually liked her, and she had a beauty like no other when we were introduced through our famiglias, but none of it matters anymore. Our vows were a joke to her. She doesn’t covet our marriage, and that makes it hard for me to have any respect for her in return.

      “Si.” I take her hand, leading her to the dance floor.

      Sofia’s in an exquisitely-fitted, floor-length emerald gown that Violet helped her pick out. My sister-in-law is a saint compared to my new bride. She’s extremely protective of us all, and she keeps attempting to lead Sofia down the right path, but my wife doesn’t seem to want to follow that route. She doesn’t want to do anything that doesn’t involve having two of my brothers' cocks shoved into her at once. I’m not bitter about it or anything.

      “Mia carina, your dress is magnificent. Makes your eyes look even more dazzling.”

      She beams as I pull her tiny frame to mine, tucking her close to slow dance. “Grazie, Cristiano.”

      “Of course,” I murmur, pretending I want to be here right this moment. She pushes up on her tippy-toes to press a kiss to my lips. She manages to land a peck to my bottom lip, and I lean in so she can reach me properly. I’m not a total jerk, after all.

      We’re still considered newlyweds, and having the Vendetti name means we’re in the spotlight whether we want it or not, especially at events such as this one. The paparazzi are always attempting to get a snap of a Vendetti, as are the other media outlets. We’re too influential to not be pushed into the spotlight at some point in our lives.

      Tonight, I’m playing the part of a man in love, although our vows were practically a farce. I should’ve known when il mia amata showed up at the church to protest the wedding. She’s probably dead at the moment from pulling that stunt, at least that’s what I keep telling myself. I need to learn to forget about Arianna, as Dante does with Violet. I’m a married man—to her cousin, no less.

      Matteo never would’ve allowed me to marry a commoner, and il mia amata was a poor florist’s daughter from the tiny town located close to our mansion in Italy. Mio fratello arranged for me to marry her cousin, Sofia. She comes from a prominent, wealthy Italian famiglia. Everything is always a business deal, so I was expecting it, even if I’m not happy with how it turned out. At least he gave me the courtesy of allowing me to meet Sofia prior to the announcement. In our lives, that rarely happens unless you happen to have the chance to grow up together. None of it matters anymore; what’s done is done. I’m married to Sofia, and
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