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For my spooky, spicy book besties.








  
  Wicked Vows 


Nico Moretti is as cruel and powerful as he is devilishly handsome. 
Everyone knows he murdered his first wife for her inheritance.
He’s also the man my sister is supposed to marry.
Until she betrays him by running off with one of our father’s men.
Leaving me to take her place by Nico’s side at the head of the Moretti Empire.
I’m too young for him, but I have no choice.
My father demands it, and the life of my traitorous sister depends on these wicked vows.
I do.
These two words cement my fate.
I know my duty is to provide my new husband with a child.
What I don’t expect is to enjoy it so much or to fall for him while being haunted by the ghost of his previous wife.
Wicked Vows is a standalone age gap, gothic, mafia romance.






  
  Dear Reader, 


This is a gothic dark mafia romance about a marriage of contract. This story contains death, ravishing, and breeding. You’ve been warned. 
Happy reading.
Glenna 






  
  Chapter One


“Tomorrow is the beginning of everything, Odd one,” Lynette tells me, using her nickname for me. 
I take a sip of the wine she stole before the servants cleared the bottle from the dinner table.
“Aren’t you scared?” Everyone has heard the stories about the man my sister is promised to in a marriage of contract. Nico Moretti. As devilishly handsome as he is cruel. They say he murdered his first wife for her inheritance, and my beloved sister is engaged to him as part of some business deal our father brokered. Like she’s merely chattel.
“Nervous.” She runs her brush through my dark hair as she used to do when she wanted to play beauty salon when we were kids. “You should wear your hair down.”
I twist away from the mirror of my vanity. “No one will pay attention to me. It’s your big day.”
“I’m going to miss sharing a room with you.” She playfully tugs on my hair.
“I’ll come visit as soon as you’re back from your honeymoon.” 
My beautiful sister, who is like daylight compared to dark when standing next to me with her pale blonde hair and fair skin, gets this wistful, almost dopey expression on her face.
“What?”
“Nothing. I was merely thinking about how strange my life will be after tonight.”
I scrunch my nose. “Strange? What do you mean?” I take another sip of the wine, making a sour face. I stare into the cup wondering if it’s gone bad or something. This last drink tasted oddly bitter.
“Different. I meant different.” She sighs and hands me the brush, abandoning my hair to pilfer through our closet once more. She tosses a swimsuit on the top of her suitcase before zipping it up. “I love you, Odd one.”
“You say it like you’re never going to see me again. Do you really think the rumors about him are true? Surely Father wouldn’t have agreed for you to marry a monster?” I let out a heavy yawn, struggling to keep my eyes open. I’m so tired all the sudden. I put my palm to my mouth, stifling another yawn.
“I guess we’ll find out soon enough. Get some sleep.” She places her suitcase by our balcony doors. “We have an early day.”
“Night.” I flip off my bedside light and slip under my covers.
I go to sleep thinking about the first time either of us ever laid eyes on the man my sister will call husband. 
Nico. His face was plastered all over the news. His wife, an heiress of an ungodly fortune, had been murdered. He was the number one suspect but was never charged. 
I remember thinking he was beautiful and not fully understanding just how dangerous he was or how he’d later become gravely important to our survival.

      [image: ]I awaken to my mother shaking my shoulders. “Wake up, Odette,” her frantic tone echoes in my ear.
I blink slowly and wipe the creases of my eyes. I’m so groggy. I glance at the clock on my nightstand and blink again. How is it two in the evening? Why didn’t my alarm wake me? I set it, didn’t I?
“I’m awake,” I mutter as I let out a heavy yawn.
“Where’s your sister?” she hisses as I scoot up, resting my back against the headboard. 
“Which one?” 
Slap. Her palm connects with my cheek.
Tears sting my vision. “Focus. Where’s Lynette?”
“She’s not here?” I glance around the room, noticing her suitcase is no longer sitting by the balcony doors. 
“She’s run off with Frankie,” my mother cries. “Your father wants to see you right away. If you know where they are, you mustn’t tell him. He’ll kill them. Oh, my poor Lynn.” She flops down on my bed and cries hysterically. 
The shock freezes my blood in my veins like shards of ice.
“I don’t know where they are. What do you mean she ran off with Frankie?” Frankie is one of my father’s men. One of his most trusted. Or was. It’s why Father had him working as our bodyguard.
How could she? This marriage saved us. An alliance that would take the target off our backs. If Lynette ran off, what does that mean for the rest of us?
“You expect me to believe you didn’t help them?”
The claim hurls into me, leaving me boneless and panicked. My mind races, trying to understand how my sister, of all people, could do something like this. How could she leave me here to face our parents with no warning?
“I didn’t know,” I insist, my plea flimsy and full of desperation. “I swear I didn’t. Honest.” My head is swimmy, and my thoughts seem jumbled. Like I’ve woken up from a coma.
“Go see your father, and not a word about anything your sister may have told you,” she warns. 
I can’t tell him what I don’t know. 
Grabbing my robe, I throw it on quickly, but I hesitate when I reach the top of the stairs. I picture him behind his desk. Cold eyes. A grim frown. A man used to the world yielding to his will. I know that harsh look he gets, the one that means disappointment or worse. A punishment. The bite of the last lashing I received flares in me like an old bruise that won’t heal. I listen as I descend the stairs, but the house is eerily quiet. Too quiet.
I know better than to keep Father waiting. Carlo Vega isn’t a patient man. My footsteps are soft against the thick carpet as I make my way down the long hallway toward the closed study door. I remember the last time he called me to his den. The room feels more like a prison than a cozy office.
With each step, the shadows seem to grow longer, reaching for me with darkened fingers. Warning me that if I don’t turn back now, I’ll soon regret it. 
I don’t have a choice. If I ignore my father’s request, I’ll pay dearly.
The door is just ahead, but I pause, breathless with the fear of what’s waiting on the other side. The impulse to run in the other direction grips me. I’ve often dreamed of running away from my life. But I can’t. I won’t.
I wouldn’t make it far.
Unlike Lynette. 
I give the two soldiers standing outside the door a weak smile. Do they know where Frankie and my sister ran off to? Did they know what they were planning? They wouldn’t be standing here breathing if they had.
I raise my hand and knock lightly. There’s a muffled sound from behind the door, the deep rumble of his voice, low and impossible to make out. He’s not alone. I desperately hope he’s called Gissette, my younger sister, in here too. Or maybe it’s another one of his men.
“Get in here, Odette,” his voice booms from the other side.
I gulp and twist the knob. 
My father sits behind his desk. One of his men stands to his right, looking out the window that overlooks our driveway, pretending to ignore us. But I know better. His men are his ears and eyes. They know everything. Every secret. Every word I speak or move I make. They are never far.
The leather of father’s new chair creaks as he sits up straighter, taking on that serious fatherly face. The one he wears when I’m in trouble. Papers are strewn before him, with a glass half-full of something tawny at his elbow. The sight sends a quiver through me. Father never drinks this early. Never.
He only drinks after dinner. Usually right before bed. His one vice besides women. Over the years he’s had plenty of mistresses. Mother plays dumb, but she’s not without sin either.
I’ll never forget walking in on her and the pool boy. I shudder at the memory. 
My father clears his throat but doesn’t yell at me for dissociating.
The chair opposite him looms, expectant and waiting. High-backed, rich mahogany leather. I used to love watching him work when I was younger. Before I knew the kind of brutal man he was or is. Still, he’s my father. My heart beats wildly. My pulse pounds in my ears. I lower myself into the chair, wondering what fate awaits not only me, but my sister. 
What was Lynette thinking? And will I bear her punishment since she’s not here to receive it?
“Do you know why I’ve called you here?” His voice comes out controlled, filled with authority. His weathered hands clasped atop his desk.
He stares at me
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