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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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      The friends who stopped what they were doing to read this book. You gave me just the boost of confidence I needed to push this bad boy to the end. You all are amazing and I appreciate it immensely.
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        Romano and Liliana Vendetti – Parents

        Matteo ‘Ruthless’ Vendetti (33) – 1st and Capo dei capi, head of the famiglia

        Salvatore Vendetti (30) – 2nd

        Valentino Vendetti (27) – 3rd

        Dante Vendetti (24) – 4th

        Luciano Vendetti (21) – 5th

        Santino Vendetti (18) – 6th

        Cristiano Vendetti (16) – 7th
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        Capo dei capi – Boss of bosses

        Polizia – Police

        Mia - My

        Famiglia – Family

        Bella – Beautiful

        Moglie – Wife

        Fidanzata – Fiancé

        Fiore – Flower

        Violetta – Violet

        Grazie – Thanks
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      He gurgles as I strangle him—my hands clutched tightly around his neck, his face changing colors. First, it goes pale turning into an angry red; he clutches tightly to my wrists for a moment longer. His coloring switches into a purplish-blue and his meaty fingers fall away. Mine remain sturdy, a deathly vice until the fight escapes him completely. His weight grows heavier and I release, letting him fall to the floor, spent.

      Another one dead.

      Another traitor gone.

      This is what you do when you’re in line to be Capo. You clean house as the time nears to take the reins. My father’s old, and he wants to retire. He deserves a bit of tranquility during his senior years. This has been in the works for years now, him grooming me to lead. Since I was ten years old, I’ve known I’d be Capo someday. I’ll never forget the elation I felt knowing that one day I’d head up our famiglia’s empire. I’ll save that for another time. I prefer not to reminisce of my few untainted memories when merely moments before, I strangled a man with my bare hands.

      It’s liberating, killing a man—especially if he’s a fool. It makes witnessing the life drain from their frightened gaze even sweeter. They all underestimate me—my father’s enemies—and they shouldn’t. I don’t have some bullshit nickname like Bull or Cleaner or whatever the hell else they go by. No, they call me Ruthless. I’ve earned it and I love seeing them tremble in my wake. I make my father proud and I protect my brothers with my reputation alone.

      “Matty, let’s go out?” The oldest of my younger brothers suggests it like it’s a question. He may want to do something, but he knows to ask rather than demand. They all do. I have six brothers who look up to me and help watch my back; they range in age from sixteen to twenty-nine.

      “If we stop, you stay away from anything that isn’t alcohol. Understand?”

      He grunts, but if he doesn’t obey, I’ll drag his ass out. I’ve done it before, and I’d do it again. He enjoys substances too much and I won’t let him sink down that path. I won’t let him kill himself or disgrace the famiglia.

      An hour later and we’re at a club, line stretching around the front of the building. We were here the last time we visited Milan; it was packed then too. I rarely take care of business myself outside of New York, but this was a friend of my father’s, so it deserved a special trip. Plus, my brother wanted to shop, and it was fashion week. It may sound strange, but when you’re a prominent famiglia and frequently in the public eye, what you wear is important. It helps convey the first impression on people and ours radiates power and wealth.

      The Vendettis run New York and it’s vital that everyone knows it and respects it.

      The bouncer nods, waving us through. I roll four deep—myself, my brother, Salvatore, and two of my men. Anyone connected to the life of crime knows who my family is, who I am. I’m important and it’s imperative I remain alive until I’m done getting my famiglia prepared for the Capo under me. My own son will eventually take over, but for that to happen, I must have children with someone.

      “I need a drink,” Salvatore announces, strolling directly for the bar. I let him be. If he’s at the bar, he’s staying away from the powders and pills that are being passed around like party favors.

      With a quick step, I stop a server passing by with a tray full of drinks. She’s surprised, a pleased smile gracing her lips, until I down a few of the shots on her tray.

      “Hey! Those are for customers. You can’t do that.”

      It’s hard to hear over the noise, but after a moment, what she says registers. I’ve studied many languages over the years, all in preparation. My father has always said that it’s better to know too many languages than not enough. You can’t get swindled if you know what they’re saying.

      Reaching into my front pocket, I hand over two, hundred-dollar bills and take the tray from her grip. I pass it behind me so my men can each have a shot and then I can finish the others off when I’m ready. “Keep it.”

      She’s not fluent in English, but her mouth pops open when she realizes that I just gave her a huge tip. She nods, flashing a timid smile and races back to the bar—I’m assuming to refill her tray before I have a chance to change my mind.

      “Thirsty?” I gesture toward the tray of shots, nodding to Vito and Severo. They’ve earned a drink. They’re always cleaning up bodies that I leave behind and making sure no one stabs me in the back—literally.

      “Grazie.” Severo nods and takes a glass.

      “Si.” Vito grabs one as well.

      I watch as they swallow them back and drink down two more myself. I pass my empty shot glasses to Severo and head for the dance floor. I caught sight of something pretty, something free.

      She has deep purple hair and legs that go on for miles. They’re right on display, barely covered in a tiny charcoal skirt. It’s paired with an obnoxious silver sequin jacket that shimmers as she waves her hands in the air. This new age pop crap isn’t dancing; it’s jumping around and jiggling your ass.

      There’s an abundance of multicolor lights shining from above, running over the crowd, painting everyone in a different color. She still stands out with her pink, glittery lipstick and it makes my cock ache just from looking at her. She’s dressed for fucking—built for fucking by a man such as myself.

      A new song comes on, singing about guys her age not knowing how to treat her or touch her. The woman moves her hips in a rhythm, seducing me with each tilt until I blink and I’m standing in front of her, towering over her. Her winged eyeliner giving her just an edge of mystery behind those big, innocent eyes that practically beg for my attention.

      A naughty grin lights her face as she runs a hand down the front of my suit jacket and I pull her in closer. Our bodies brush against each other with each tilt of her hips. It’s like she’s spinning a spell, paired with the burn from the liquor and my mouth is on hers. Her tongue is made of velvet and sin. The woman can kiss like she was bred for it.

      Guys her age don’t know how to touch her for sure. I’d never let her out of bed.

      The room’s hot and stuffy, all the bodies crammed in together on the dance floor, our cocoon even more intimate as her tongue twirls with mine, promising me things she could never keep. Her hands bring mine to her hips and I bend, running them up and over the outside of her thighs.

      They’re firm and muscular; I know she could ride me if I let her. Or wrap her legs around my waist as I drove into her. She’d be fun. My hands find their way under the hem of her skirt, rubbing, caressing until my fingertips come in contact with her lace-covered pussy lips.

      Shoving the scrap of fabric to the side, I thrust two of my fingers inside. Her kiss gets deeper, her mouth telling on her, confessing just how turned on she really is. She vibrates, damn near purring in my mouth as I pump my digits in and out. She’s so damn tight; I’d almost swear she was a virgin if she weren’t in a place like this, dressed like that.

      It takes mere seconds before her mouth is open, moaning loudly, but the music pumps through the building, her beautiful pleasure fading into the night with her orgasm. Her pussy grips my fingers, pulling and throbbing around them, wetness coating my fingers as she comes all over my hand.

      Some may call a woman like her a whore, but not me. I’m a dog for pushing her, touching her and making her give in, but I don’t care. There’s something so unbelievably freeing about a random hookup or a one-night stand in a completely different country with someone you’ll never see again. I want to discover every inch of her, leave a lasting imprint she can look back on in five years and still feel me there.

      “Violet!” is yelled to our side and her lips leave mine, her eyes dazed as she stares at me. My fingers slip free, my lips wet from her kiss. I was just fucking her with my mouth and it was beyond incredible. I probably could’ve come myself had she not pulled away. Her cheeks are flushed, her lips parted as she pants.

      “Violet, we have to go, now!” her friend shouts again, tugging at her elbow. Another girl behind her, gestures in agreement.

      “Mr. Vendetti,” Vito rumbles and taps my shoulder, calling for my attention. “Your father wishes to speak to you.” I nod and turn back toward the woman, but she’s no longer there. She and her friends have disappeared just like that, and instead of me leaving an impression on her, she’s left one on me.

      With an exhale, I toss her image to the back of my mind. It’s no use having my men fetch her. As the future Capo, I’m already betrothed. Too bad it’s to the Bottaro Princess—a Sicilian—and one of my famiglia’s long-standing enemies.
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      “Matteo, this has to happen.” My father’s eyebrow raises in his no bullshit sort of way he’s done for as long as I can remember. “You can’t display any type of weakness. A wife will show you’re not afraid of the long haul. The men will feel more confident with you.” He may be getting older, but he’s still the strongest person I know. If anyone had a chance at immortality, it’d be him, and the man’s a shark when it comes to living the life of Capo.

      “I understand, it’s tradition. I’m just surprised that you’re serious about stepping down.”

      “It’s time, Matteo.” He waves me off, his voice sounding tired, the wrinkles beside his eyes seeming more prominent recently. “You understand why we need this merger with the Sicilians? Si?”

      He ignores my noncommittal grunt and continues.

      “It’ll help you in the future. Her father’s use will come in handy someday and it’ll benefit you a great deal. She’s their Princess. She’s at your station, even if she is a watered-down Sicilian with all their mingled breeding over the years. You can pair your brothers up with other famiglias as the need arises, and then later when you have your own sons, do the same. It’s how things have always been done. Blood controls this life—no other.”

      I know all of this. We’ve been over it since I was a child. He’s been raising me to be his shadow—his successor—for as long as I can remember. Even as a small boy, everything was tied up in some sort of lesson. I eat, breathe, and sleep the Mafia.

      “She’s young.” I bring up the one thing that’s been bothering me again. It has nothing to do with her watered-down breeding as my father would call it, and everything to do with having a strong partner. This is not the life for a weak woman, or a young one for that matter.

      I haven’t seen her. My father promises she’s beautiful, but that’s not what bothers me either. She’s nineteen years old, barely older than a child. I’m a thirty-three-year-old man. What would I do with someone so young? Well, besides make her have ten of my children like my father wants? I was hoping it’d be someone my age, so we could at least have a mutual respect for each other. This one would be more suited marrying Cristiano, my sixteen-year-old brother or Dante my nineteen-year-old brother. Not me. She won’t have any idea what to do with a man like me.

      “Relax…this is how it’s always been. We marry them young, they’re easier to mold how we want them that way. They’re able to have many children and the passion will stay alive much longer this way. You need to have a woman that will listen and a young one will do that. Older women become too headstrong, and in this life, you have to be the strong one, Matteo.”

      Another thing we disagree on. My mother was a powerful woman for many years and she helped mold us into the men we are today. I would much rather have someone beside me rather than behind me or left at home to do whatever it is that women at home do. Raise children, I suppose. She won’t be cooking or cleaning; we have staff for that.

      I nod, taking a drink of the dry martini my father made for us when he first summoned me into his office.

      “You have plenty of time before the wedding to have fun with whomever you want and then you can consummate the marriage and take a mistress to satisfy your needs. It’s not a bad way…trust me, my son.”

      I do trust him. He’s one of the few Capos who’s stayed alive for so long, and he knows what he’s talking about. But I don’t want the same things he does. He had five mistresses while I was growing up. I met them all at one point in my life, and once my mother passed away I could understand he was lonely.

      However, I never understood why he had a mistress before she died. They had a great marriage. My mother was beautiful and kind, and there was no reason for him to step away from her. After my mother had the first mistress poisoned, it was never the same between my parents.

      I don’t want more than one woman, but I don’t tell him that. I’m going to have to do everything in my power to make this work with my soon-to-be wife. I’m rarely intimidated by anything, but the thought of disappointing her as my father did my mother, makes me sick inside. Ring’s not even on my finger yet and she has too much control already.

      “I’ll be fine.”

      He claps me on the back. “Good. You’ve been home two days now and I’ve heard nothing of your trip. How was Milan?”

      “Beneficial. I tied up a loose strand and more should realize I mean business with the message left behind.”

      His gaze beams with pride as he finishes his extra dry gin martini. “I had no doubt—” He begins to comment when we’re interrupted by a knock.

      “Si?” my father calls out and Severo pops his head in.

      “Capo, forgive the intrusion but the Bottaros have arrived.”

      “Grazie Severo, show them to the sitting room,” my father replies, turning to me and tightening my tie just a touch and squeezing my shoulder. I don’t need it, but he’s showing me he cares and that he may also be a bit nervous, marrying his first born off to a southern Sicilian family.  “You have the ring I gave you?”

      “Yes.” I pat my suit pocket, feeling the small box pressing against my chest.

      “You’ll wait until we’re at the dining table as we went over before? Follow tradition?”

      “Si, Father.” His firm grip on my shoulder tightens briefly; it offers his support and gratitude for me following his orders like a good soldier.

      I must, though, if I want to be the one awarded to take his place. Any of my brothers would do a decent job, but I don’t want them to have the burden of it. I want to do everything I can so they have an easier, safer life.

      Severo lowers his head, his gaze trained to the floor as we exit, showing his unwavering respect and obedience. “The Bottaros are seated, Capo.”

      My father passes him by without responding and I follow in his footsteps through the dim hallway. The beige walls along the small path are lined with expertly crafted frames holding pictures of myself and my siblings. It was the one thing my mother insisted upon. She swore that on the way to his office, my father would have to think of his family. That being surrounded by our photos we would be in the front of his mind as he went to handle business.

      We enter the sitting room and everyone gets to their feet. Vito stands solemnly in the corner, arms crossed over his chest, appearing bored. He does, however, lower his head and eyes in submission when my father glances in his direction.

      “Welcome to our home.” He greets the Bottaros as if they are old family friends and not enemies. They’ve always been an enemy, however, another thing that plagues me. How can I trust my future wife with the deceptive family she comes from?

      And if she dies, then everyone will know I killed her. Would they fault me if she were to attempt to slit my throat in the middle of the night? I’ve been imagining her as a child all this time, but what if she’s actually a trained killer such as myself? My father assures me she is nothing of the sort, but one does not live as Capo without thinking of these things.

      “Capo dei tutti Vendetti!” he greets and the older man exchanges a firm, friendly handshake with my father.

      The woman to his side meekly steps forward, tears in her eyes as she meets my father’s commanding stare. “Oh, V?” She utters almost like a plea and my father’s façade falters momentarily before pulling her into a strong hug.

      “She will be fine…Matteo will protect her. All of my sons will.”

      “Th-thank you, Capo. Violet is…well, she is sought after by every family and now that we have tied our family to yours, there are threats against her life.”

      My father shushes her. “She will become a Vendetti and no one will touch her. You have my word.”

      Mr. Bottaro steps forward. “You have our gratitude, Capo. Anything we can do to aid in the Vendetti Empire, we will gladly assist.”

      It takes years of training not to show a blink of emotion. I’m learning in mere moments prior to meeting my bride that there is indeed so much more that my father has yet to share with me. I thought he hated the Sicilians, so why does it feel more like he’s meeting old friends instead of a once-despised enemy?

      “Matteo?” he calls and I step forward, my jaw tight with anger. I can’t stand it when he holds something back and I basically must walk in, guns blazing to stay on top of things. He pulls away, releasing the woman and she quickly wipes away a stray tear. The thing with my father, too, is he’ll never tell me what that was all about. He shares nothing unless he wishes to, and as the powerful man he is, you learn early on not to question him.

      “Mr. and Mrs. Bottaro,” I acknowledge and the woman practically tackles me into a tight hug, mumbling how thankful she is for protecting her daughter.

      I say nothing. After all, I had no idea she needed any extra protection. Being my wife, of course she’d have my men around her for safety, but obviously, this is something else entirely. Because clearly, I needed more shit added to my already full load of taking over the Empire. why not add in a nineteen-year-old with who knows how many death threats on her head to my list. I should give her to my brothers and be done with it.

      “Matteo,” my betrothed’s father begins, and I cut him off severely.

      “I am to be Capo.”

      He practically chokes, his eyes widening. “Of-of course, forgive me, Mr. Vendetti. I am honored to meet you and present my daughter’s hand to you.”

      “Her hand, Mr. Bottaro?” I lift my brow as I continue to fuck with him. It’s the only payback I can inflict for my father’s lack of information. I tower over the older man, my gaze filled with anger, goading him to screw up. “I would expect you to present me with everything, not just her hand. I expect her loyalty, her devotion, and her cunt. Tell me, can you give me that?”

      This time he does choke. He coughs as I squeeze his hand in mine and my father’s grip lands on my shoulder.

      “Of course, Matteo, you will have all of her. Now release Mr. Bottaro’s hand before you cause him to have a stroke. This is meant to be a happy day, not one filled with hostility.”

      My stare trains on his. He’s challenging me to stand up to him. One last show of power before he hands over the reins I suppose. Locking my anger away, I release the old man and take a step back. A blink later and the moment’s passed. A man my age comes into the sitting room with a young woman hot on his heels.

      “Forgive the rudeness. My daughter wanted to freshen up before meeting Mr. Vendetti,” Mr. Bottaro supplies quickly.

      The woman glances up, meeting my gaze and steals the breath straight from my lungs. It’s her...the woman from Milan.
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      “Pleasure, bella.” My father’s hand swallows hers in his gentle grip. He leads the beautiful woman toward me, and my voice is caught in my throat, leaving me speechless like a fool.

      Her lashes flutter as her inquisitive orbs take in every detail of my face. Clearly she wasn’t expecting me either.

      Violet’s father interrupts the trance like moment. “Forgive her disrespect, Mr. Vendetti. She was unaware of her betrothed. It was kept secret for her safety.”

      I raise my hand, silently commanding the man to shut his mouth while I gaze at his daughter. Nineteen-fucking-years-old, this one. Jesus Christ and I’d already planned to fuck her, not knowing I was to be married to her. The attraction’s there, no doubt, but what the hell was she doing out partying in Milan? No wife of mine will be that accessible to other men. Ever.

      “Is she even pure?” I flick my irises over her from head to toe and her cheeks flush at my implication. I’ve offended her. Good. She offends me, knowing she was to be married yet not holding me back from finger fucking her in the middle of a dance floor. It seems we have our own secrets from our fathers.

      The old woman gasps at my blunt question and my father jumps in to smooth it over. “Matteo! Of course she’s a virgin; the marriage would never have been arranged otherwise.”

      Violet’s nostrils flair. Her irises reflect anger
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