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            WARNING

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        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.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Those of us who love the villain as much as we love the hero.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            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.
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          KAIRA

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Be a bad bitch and a good person.

        It’s okay to be both.

        — Pinterest meme

      

      

      

      “Who is he?” I lean in and lightly elbow the closest dancer to me. She’s been kind to me since I came in one night searching for work. She took pity on the new girl who couldn’t dance. Probably just happy I’m not more competition for her. Thankfully, the asshole in charge of hiring thinks I’m hot and offered me a job on the spot. I’ve been here ever since. It’s not my favorite job in the world, but it’s not too bad.

      “Bell’uomo?” she whispers, glancing at the area reserved strictly for high-profile clients. Usually, they request the best dancers in advance, but I’ve heard nothing about tonight.

      “Si.” I nod. She’s right—he’s ridiculously handsome, especially with his salt-and-pepper hair and distinguished features. I can’t fully make out all the details, but what I see so far, I like. Since I’ve worked here, which hasn’t been long, mind you, only one other guy has had the cash flow it takes to reserve the special space alone. The others have been groups booking in advance to celebrate a party or whatever. Regardless, I haven’t had the opportunity to make the extra tips like the other girls, so I plan to pounce on it tonight.

      “Il signore Vendetti.”

      “Vendetti?” I repeat slowly, testing the name on my tongue, enjoying how much power it wields, even in a whisper. The last man with the means to sit in that area alone also held the name Vendetti. However, he was half this man’s age, and dropped large tips to the others without a second thought. I wonder if this one will ignore me as the other had? I’d merely walked by him, but he didn’t even cast me a second glance.

      “Be careful,” she warns with a concerned glance, and I flash her a carefree smile. They’ve been coming to me easier as the days pass, and I learn to fake my easygoing nature around sex-starved men. Outside this place, I’m strung so tight you couldn’t fit a pin between my ass cheeks. However, no one here knows as much, and I aim to keep it that way.

      “Yeah, yeah.” I chortle and head for the bar. I ignore her anxious expression and gain the bartender’s attention. “Rafael, what’s il signore Vendetti drinking?”

      “Extra dry gin martini.”

      “Hmm… I took him for a cognac drinker.”

      “Si, that too. He drinks many things.”

      “Well, you’re not much help,” I tease, making him chuckle.

      “You wound me, bella.” His hand falls to his chest as he mocks a broken heart.

      I roll my eyes and gesture. “Make him a fresh martini, per favore?”

      “For you, I will.” He turns around, giving me his exposed back artfully filled with tattoos of wings from his shoulders to the dimples above his ass. If only Rafael were interested in the opposite sex, I have a feeling he’d be a force to be reckoned with in the bedroom. He’s charismatic, handsome, and has a body with just enough definition it’ll have you doing a double take. The men of Italy, and this club, to be exact, are fortunate to have him batting for their team.

      “Grazie,” I murmur and take the chilled martini. I drop a few napkins on my tray and head up the few dark carpeted stairs to the exclusive platform area. It’s off to the side of the club, a little way in the back and elevated by four or five stairs. It gives the illusion of privacy with its dark and wispy tied-back curtains yet offers an unobstructed view of the pole dancing and bar should the patrons desire it.

      Setting the glass down, I stand up straight, meeting the older man’s smoldering gaze. His presence is somewhat overwhelming, having me lose my train of thought in his company. He’s far more handsome up close, to the point I’m momentarily speechless. I wasn’t anticipating him having an effect on me like this. I wonder if that’s what the prior warning was all about. Perhaps he has this effect on every woman he comes across.

      “I didn’t order that,” he growls in English, flicking his gaze over the offending drink. His tone is demanding, and I doubt he has trouble making others quake with his scorn. Where I’m sure others are frightened, he only serves to intrigue me further.

      Should I pretend to only understand Italian? It would serve him right, but in the off chance he speaks to someone about me, he’ll quickly discover I’m dubbed the half-Italian around here. I do speak Italian fluently and understand it just as well, however, I tend to speak in English randomly without realizing it at times. Not wanting to get called out later, I quietly respond, “You strike me as a man who deserves the best in life.”

      “Oh?” His voice is rich and deep, making me think of velvety honey dripping all over me to be licked clean. He leans in, just close enough for me to get a whiff of his cologne, and Lord help me, he even smells expensive. “And what gave you the impression? That I deserve anything at all?”

      “Your aura is intense and alluring. You draw attention, and anyone with half a brain would know it takes a powerful man to accomplish as much.”

      He sits back on the posh seat. It’s a couch that stretches the entirety of the area. Behind it is a raised bed, all at the disposal of whoever is influential enough to claim it. He leaves the fresh drink on the table and crosses his arms over his broad chest. He’s not built big like a wrestler, yet he strikes me as a man strong enough to hold his own.

      “Dance.” He barks the order without a second thought.

      “Excuse me?”

      “I said, dance. I want to know how well you can move those wide hips.”

      His comment catches me off guard. Drawing in a shaky breath, I murmur, “I don’t dance.” His comment almost stings, but I hold back from being overly sensitive. He didn’t say my wide hips were a bad thing, so I won’t take it as a jab. However, if it came from a weaker man, I’d be pissed and gearing up to draw blood.

      “Hmm…” is all he replies, then ignores me to watch the women on the poles. Not wanting to dilly-dally, I grab his old, half-full drink and trek my way back to the bar. So much for making a decent impression. I have a feeling Mr. Vendetti couldn’t care less if I went back to check on him or keeled over on the spot.

      “Well? Did he fall helplessly at your feet? You have those sad eyes. Men will be putty for you, no?” Rafael teases, making me snort.

      “Hardly. The guy is a tough one to shake, isn’t he?”

      He sends me a wink. “Si. It’d do you well to leave him be and forget he’s there. Fill his drink if he motions for it. Otherwise, we leave him to his privacy.”

      Everyone else around here may be okay with ignoring him, but I’m not. He’s far too intriguing not to poke at a bit and see what I can find out. Maybe me paying him some more attention than others is exactly what I need to get him to open up a bit. Besides, Rafael just admitted this Vendetti is a repeat customer, so all the more reason to work a little harder on him.

      “Not hardly. Look how he’s dressed. He’s got money, and I have tips to make. I plan to be the best damn server he’s ever had and go home with enough cash tonight to pay rent.”

      “You better be serving something I’m not making back here then ‘cause, honey, he’s not the type of man to toss money around. Everything with him is a debt you can’t afford. Trust me on this one.”

      “We’ll see,” I mutter, staring in Vendetti’s direction. He’s not hard on the eyes in the least bit. I’m not one to give up easily either, so hopefully, he grows fond of me as the drinks kick in. I need the liquor to do the work if I can’t.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      “Well?” Rafael probes as I finish cleaning the tables, being his normal nosy self we all adore. “You want rent money, you should work the back rooms.”

      There’s no way I’m having sex with random men for money in the private rooms here. I’m not knocking it, plenty of good women do it, but I’m not one of them. I’ve had my fair share of sex, and one thing all my partners have in common is me choosing them. “Not my thing,” I shrug, placing the dirty towels in the wash bucket.

      “You could dance.”

      I keep being reminded as much, but again, not interested. “The dancers here are ridiculously talented, world-known for being above the rest in Italy. I’m terrible compared to them. It’d help if people tipped here like they do in the US.”

      “What do you know about Western tipping? I thought you were local, no?”

      “I come and go… I’ve learned many things about different places,” I say with a flirty smile, hoping it plays off my previous comment. Of course, I sound different than many of the women here, but I always brush it off around them to having traveled my fair share. Occasionally, I slip up like a moment ago, and my words hit a little too close to home. Am I local here? In a sense. I’ve been to so many places in this beautiful country, I like to believe I could pass as one. Am I really? No.

      “Our own gypsy, bella,” he teases, trying to keep up with me speaking English. He’s gotten pretty good in the time I’ve been here. He knew some when I started, but with my help, his pronunciation has gotten even clearer.

      With a nod, I take one of the fake costume jewels I’d found while cleaning and stick it to my forehead. It makes him laugh and gets his mind off my American comment.

      “You want me to walk you?” he asks as I offer him his tip out and then hand off the other tip portion to one of the security guys. Each dancer and waitress must tip out the bartender and one security guy so it’s fair. We then have to shave off ten percent to pay our house fee for allowing us to work in the exclusive upscale club. I place my ten percent in the designated envelope, stuff it in a slot in the wall that connects to the office and grab my long jacket. I tug it on, and it falls to my ankles. It’s lightweight yet big enough it covers my scandalous outfit.

      “Grazie, no.”

      “You’re sure? It’s late.”

      “I don’t want to keep you even later. I’ll be fine.” I’d hate for him to leave, walk me, then have to come back and finish cleaning. I can only imagine how exhausted he’d be, and his boyfriend will miss him at home, I’m sure. I appreciate him caring enough to offer, though.

      He dips his head, “A domani, bella”

      “Si. Buona note,” I answer, and call out, “Ciao!” to anyone else who’s still around.
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          KAIRA

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Sometimes, it takes balls to be a woman.

        — French by design blog

      

      

      

      He’s standing there in the same place as before. With his back against the black wall, his arms crossed over his chest, and his gaze peppering over everyone in the club. This man doesn’t strike me as the typical bachelor looking for a dance and a quick fuck. He hits me as more of someone assessing the building for what it’s worth. Even though there’s something darker lingering underneath those penetrating stares he casts, this Vendetti looks the part of a successful business mogul.

      Each night I find him the same way and attempt to break through his shell, bringing him whatever drink he’s having. Over the last week, it’s been much of the same, me choking on my words while he grumbles a quiet yet affirmative, “Didn’t order that.” Like I give a fuck, I’m still bringing it.

      Besides, it doesn’t matter to me whether he drinks the liquor I order for him or not. What does is the lingering, contemplative stares I’m catching him sending more and more in my direction. He’s attracted to me—I can read it all over the stony-faced grumpy Vendetti. It’s taking longer than most men would, but I’m slowly worming my way under his skin. We’re finally to the point where I’m not the only one coming into the club searching for someone specific.

      Rafael

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





OEBPS/images/image2.jpg
WALL STREET JOURNAL & USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

SAPPHIRE K NIGHT





OEBPS/images/image1.jpg
CAPO DEI TUTTI RETI
ROMANO VENDETTI





OEBPS/images/vendetti-daddy.jpg
CAPOID EIRDUILLI
ROMANORVENDET






