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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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	My husband - I love you more than words can express. Thank you for the support you’ve shown me. Some days you drive me crazy, other days I just want to kiss your face off. Who knew this would turn out to be our life, but in this journey, I wouldn’t want to spend it with anyone else. Thanks for falling for my brand of crazy. I love you, I’m thankful for you, I can’t say it enough. 

	My boys - You are my whole world. I love you both. This never changes, and you better not be reading these books until you’re thirty and tell yourself your momma did not write them! I can never express how grateful I am for your support. You are quick to tell me that my career makes you proud, that I make you proud. As far as mom wins go; that one takes the cake. I love you with every beat of my heart and I will forever. 

	My Beta Babes - This wouldn’t be possible without you. I can’t express my gratitude enough for each of you. Thank you so much!

	Editor Mitzi Carroll – You’re one of the most dedicated, kindest people I’ve come across in this industry. Your hard work makes mine stand out, and I’m so grateful! Thank you for pouring tons of hours into my passion and being so wonderful to me. Thank you for your friendship and support. 

	Cover Designer Clarise Tan– I cannot thank you enough for the wonderful work you’ve done for me. Your support truly means so much. I can’t wait to see our future projects, you always blow me away. You are a creative genius!

	Photographer Wander Aguiar - Thank you so much for the support you’ve been kind enough to show me in our book community. Your talent is beyond amazing and I look forward to our future projects. You’ve made the entire process quick and easy. Thank you for your friendship and to your amazing team (Andrey, Jenny, Donna, Stephanie) as well. I adore each of you! 

	Cover Model Jonny James – Thank you for being a great guy to work with and such a good sport about being on my cover. You always capture my character perfectly and are a true gentleman each time I see you.

	Formatting by Formatting Done Wright – Thank you so much for making my books always look professional and beautiful. I truly appreciate it and the kindness you’ve shown me. I know I can depend on you even in short notice and it’s so refreshing. You are always quick and efficient, thank you!!!

	My good friends Hilary Storm and Victoria Ashley- You both are such an inspiration. I thank my stars that books brought you both into my life. #Crew

	My Blogger Friends –YOU ARE AMAZING! I LOVE YOU!  No really, I do!!! You take a new chance on me with each book and in return share my passion with the world. You never truly get enough credit, and I’m forever grateful! 

	My Readers – I love you. You make my life possible, thank you. I can’t wait to meet many of you this year and in the future! 
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	Romano and Liliana Vendetti – Parents

	 

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

	 

	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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	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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	Capo dei Capi – Boss of bosses

	Polizia – Police

	Mia - My

	Familia – 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 familia’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 familia. 

	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 familia 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 familia 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 body’s 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 familia’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 familias 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 at the embarrassment I’ve caused in front of her parents. The room seems ten degrees warmer since she’s entered, a light sweat aches to break over my brow and give away my discomfort. The tension’s so thick you could cut it with a butter knife at this point. With a deep inhale, I shake off the overheated feeling and look to my father. “Have you checked her?”

	His jaw hardens, his expression mirroring mine most of the time. Clearly, he wasn’t expecting this much resistance from me and he wouldn’t have received it had I known who I was marrying. Or had I been previously informed that there is obviously more to the young woman and her family than he’s been letting on leading up to this point. With an irritated swallow, he jerks his head to the side. “I have not. I trusted the Bottaro word.”

	A grunt escapes me. It’s a full-fledged sign of disrespect in front of everyone. I’m so damn irritated at this point, I pay it no mind. Back when I was younger, he’d have whipped my back bloody for it. He’ll do no such thing in front of our guests today, being that I am moving into the head of the family’s position. “She’ll be checked before I break bread or exchange vows with the Bottaro Princess. Her purity will be confirmed before I offer her anything more than a second thought.”

	“Nonsense,” Violet’s mother gasps in horror and her father rushes to quiet the outraged woman. In this life, this is a man’s world. She has no place to speak in a conversation about business, and when it comes down to it, that’s what her daughter is—a business transaction and like it or not, she needs me to agree. I’m the buyer in this deal, not the other way around. 

	“Fine!” my father grits out, snatching the girl’s wrist in haste before yanking her toward his office. He can be pissed all he wants. He wasn’t the one with his fingers in her cunt in the middle of a nightclub filled with people; I was. 

	I follow in his wake, gesturing to Severo with an order to keep her family in the sitting room. They don’t need to witness this. Rather than stopping in his office, my father goes one door farther. Violet stumbles to keep up with his pace and I smirk to myself—the bastard that I am at witnessing her discomfort and finding pleasure in it. 

	She was going to fuck me in that club. I know it. She deserves this little retribution. Back in old times, she’d have been killed for such a transgression—stoned to death or hung. I know, it’s very hypocritical and barbaric of me to do this, to feel that way, but I can’t help the flair of jealousy knowing that my soon-to-be wife may have fucked other men. That she may be a whore and is supposed to be rewarded with my name.

	He flings her to a long, sandstone leather padded, table in the center of the room. We have other...traditions and use this table for the consummation ritual. If she’s pure, she’ll soon learn of the Vendetti way of consummation. With a flick of his fingers, my brothers trailing in behind me instantly grab her limbs, securing her to the table so she cannot escape. I cross my arms over my chest, a cruel smirk on my lips as my father pushes his hand up Violet’s delicate, light blue dress. She almost looks innocent in it. Almost. . 

	Violet cries out in surprise and I know he has his fingers inside her pussy. Will she be as wet as she was when mine were in her? Will her cunt be as tight and tempting as it was to me?

	He groans, leaning his head back as his eyes find the ceiling. A moment later, he bends down, leaning in to push her skirt up, never removing his fingers.  Using his other hand, he pushes her ebony lacy panties to the side. She’s cleanly waxed and I can see everything; her pink folds begging to be licked as her core sucks in his fingers. 

	He blows out a breath and brings his wet fingers to his mouth, tasting her. I should be furious, but I’m not. I’m too fucking turned on at seeing her cunt close enough for me to pound into it. “Christ, Matteo.” He nearly pants and adjusts his erection. “She’s pure and so very addicting. You will be a pleased man with her pussy.” We’re all turned on and completely fucked in the head, seeing nothing wrong with what’s taking place at the moment.

	“Thank you, Father,” I reply with a quick nod and leave the room. I have to get some distance; I can’t claim her until after we say our vows. No matter if I’d planned to take her the first time we’d crossed paths. That isn’t how it’s done in our family. If it was, every one of us would be fighting right now to fuck her silky flesh. 

	Mr. Botarro’s busily pacing as I reenter the formally decorated sitting room. It still smells faintly of gardenia, my mother’s favorite scent. I guess my father can’t completely let her go, no matter how much time has passed. “Is she?” Mr. Bottaro inquires immediately.

	I nod, offering him a neutral expression. “She’s fine, just cleaning up from the exam.”  I’m sure Romano and the rest of my brothers are all fighting hard-ons at the moment as well. 

	Her mother releases a relieved breath and I must refrain from scoffing at her overreaction. 

	One of the staff quietly enters, seeking out my attention. “Dinner is ready, sir.”

	“Thank you, Antonia.”

	Her head bows and she’s gone as quickly as she appeared. My father likes his staff to be more like mice—rarely seen or heard, even though you know they’re indeed scurrying around.  I, however, prefer to visit with them when I have a chance. How can you trust those who are in your home, cleaning and cooking for you, if you never speak to them or offer a polite comment? I know Romano has his preferred methods, but I have mine as well. I tend to believe if your household is content, then they’ll be less likely to betray or attempt to kill you.  

	“Shall we head for the dining room? My brothers will escort Violet when she’s finished.” It’s not a question, merely a polite order. 

	The two flick a worried gaze toward one another but nod in submission and follow Severo as he dutifully steps behind me—always watching my back. “I hope you enjoy prosciutto and fresh mozzarella? It’s a favorite of my brothers to start every dinner with.” Along with olives and an abundance of wine. 

	“Oh yes,” they both easily agree as we enter the lavishly decorated dining room. The table is dressed in layers of heavy black and white linen, trimmed with touches of silver. Resting on top is my late grandmother’s china; they’re only reserved for special occasions. The expensive dishes nearly glitter under the massive sparkling crystal chandelier, the staff shining everything to perfection. We do have that in common with most normal families, I suppose, and I’m guessing my father felt tonight called for special occasion dishware. 

	I snort, picturing him knuckle deep in Violet’s cunt. Special indeed. 

	“Mr. Bottaro, my father has arranged seating placement. If you’ll check the cards, I believe you are to be seated beside him as a sign of welcome.”

	“I’m honored.”

	I stand to the right of the head of the table, dutifully waiting for my father to enter before sitting. The Botarros observe my stance and do the same, not wanting to show disrespect. 

	Violet enters a moment later, her gaze glued to the floor. She must believe I told her parents about our little informal exam, but I would never. I won’t put her mind at ease, though. I’ll let it fester until she works up the courage to ask. 

	“Grazie, Matteo, for hosting the Bottaros in my absence.” Romano sends a charming but fake smile around the room. “Marcella does a wonderful dinner. I hope you enjoy the welcome into our familia,” my father purrs to the Bottaros as he stops to stand behind his chair. Obviously tasting Violet on his fingers has set him back into a decent mood. 

	Lucky bastardo. 

	“It smells amazing!” Mrs. Botarro smiles warmly at my father. He’s no doubt fucked her at some point in his life or else she wants him to. That’d most certainly explain why I’m expected to marry this girl. My father knows I’ll chew her up and spit her out like a goddamn spoiled appetizer. 

	“Matteo, my son.” Romano’s eyes find mine and I meet his stare. He rarely admits that my brothers or I are his familia. His gaze is full of pride as he begins. “This has been a long time coming. Now that everything is falling where it is meant to be, and you have a woman that meets your station to wed, I feel as if I can finally pass our familia’s legacy to you. I could not think of anyone better to take over the Vendetti Empire. I know you will lead this familia with blood and power in the front of your mind. You’ve been blessed with an unyielding will that places your familia’s safety and success above all else. Should you falter, you have your brothers to lean on, as it is your responsibility to hold them up when needed. You will continue to bring honor to the Vendetti name and welcome sons into this world to carry on our heritage that’s been passed on through father and son in our familia for many generations.”

	He pauses for a moment, scanning my brothers, seeing their approval at his well-thought-out spiel before he finishes. “We were meant to lead and will continue to do so. To power…to familia…and to you, Matteo Vendetti, Capo dei capi Ruthless.” He swallows and pulls me into a fatherly embrace, so unlike his normal stiff behavior and my six younger brothers cheer. He steps away, gesturing to the head of the table. “Your place, Capo.”

	He takes the seat to my left, the Bottaros each shuffling down a spot with the shift in power. My betrothed gets pushed to the seat on my right. The place that should be filled by my brother, but instead has Violet Bottaro, the woman now set to take my last name. 

	This time tomorrow, she’ll be Violet Vendetti, wife to the Capo dei capi of the Vendetti Empire. We’re the strongest Italian familia to head up the Mafia in New York and Italy. 

	We’re the most ruthless familia to ever hit America, and she’s sitting right at the top of it.
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	I’ve never been so humiliated in my life. First, I discover the man in the club that humid night in Milan was no other than Matteo Vendetti himself, but that he’s also who I’m supposed to be marrying. And the bastard had his father check for my innocence like I’m some budding flower. Absolutely ridiculous and piggish. Had Mr. Vendetti been any other male, I’d have crushed his nuts in my grip until he was on his knees in front of me, begging for my forgiveness.  With the Vendettis, however, that would’ve been a death sentence for me.

	I’m Sicilian, a Bottaro, and a Mafia Princess, you don’t touch me without my permission. Ever. Matteo Vendetti may be sitting at the head of the table, all smug with his nose up in the air like the bastard Capo dei capi that he is, but I’ll get my payback. If there’s one thing I am, it’s patient. Just ask my papa. He told me he’d offered my hand in marriage, and I’d stopped speaking to him until he paid for a trip to Milan for fashion week with my cousins. Now I’m thinking that stubbornness hadn’t actually paid off as it led me straight to Matteo without realizing it. Could my papa have known that Matteo would be in the country at the same time and that’s why he finally let me go?  

	And Matteo will soon learn that I get what I want. He may be in charge, used to getting his way and is known to be ruthless, but he’s never been with a Sicilian woman. Or has he? Why does that thought bother me? Why do I even care about a thickheaded, rude Italian Capo? 

	Was it because of the way he touched me in that club amongst the sweaty bodies, the flickering colored lights, and the air thick with pheromones? I’ve thought of no other since then, except for the man who kissed me as if he were dying—the man now meant to be my husband. 

	Shaking those thoughts away, my mother catches my attention. With an exhale, I watch her load various items on my plate: bruschetta, mozzarella, and olives. Amazingly she doesn’t chastise me that the cheese will go to my hips if I eat too much as she usually does. She’s constantly shoveling food into my brother’s plate, however, telling him to eat up. 

	On autopilot, I make the sign of the cross and tilt my head as if I’m paying attention to the prayers. I don’t need the murmured “thanks” from my betrothed to offer up the dinner prayer to the Almighty. I’ve been praying to him nonstop since my father uttered the words “prearranged betrothed.” According to my papa I should feel lucky to be so old, as he wedded my mother at sixteen. He doesn’t understand that nineteen isn’t old at all. I want to go off to college like my cousin Patricia, and yet I’m stuck marrying into an empire filled with deadly mobsters. 

	According to my cousins—I have a lot of them—they tell me that the Vendettis take their bloodline very seriously and that they’ll expect me to have a child within the first two years. It can’t be true; that’s an absolute outlandish requirement. Surely Matteo can’t expect me to sit home and pop out children left and right for him. I’m the Bottaro Princess, not a damn breeding cow. 

	If he’s anything like the other Italian men of his age, he’ll no doubt have a few mistresses waiting in his bed already. I doubt he’ll look at me twice. Perhaps even he’ll forget about me after we say our vows. He can go back to whatever whore of the night he’s chosen and I can sleep peacefully in my suite that I’m sure they’ve already prepared for my stay. It’s probably not even on the same floor as his highness’s. Can’t have his flings see the old wife; it’d be bad for his sex life. 

	Why does the thought of him having a sex life outside of me irk me so strongly? I don’t want him to touch me after his pigheaded way in the sitting room, ordering me checked like some common slut with a disease. However the thought of him with another woman has me wanting to claw her eyes out as well. I can’t allow him to discover that though. Men like him take advantage of whatever they can to control you. 

	“All set for tomorrow, ragazza carina?” Mr. Vendetti asks me from across the table. 

	As if it’s not uncomfortable enough knowing he just had his fingers inside me, but I’m forced to sit directly across from him. It could be worse I suppose; the man is handsome and charming. I’m surprised he’s not married, being close to my own papa’s age. I wonder if he thought I was a pretty girl before he got up close and personal with the juncture between my legs or if he thinks of me that way knowing I saved myself for his son. I’ll never understand Italian men and their obsession with women being virgins and then expecting them to have many children for them. Isn’t it enough you had us praying religiously in the Catholic church like good women and saving ourselves, then turn around to demand we push out five sons and name all of them after you? 

	I snort to myself and go back to my other thoughts. Did I really, though? Save myself? In a sense, I guess so, though I let the man in Milan have a piece of me. Hell, I would’ve let him have all of me had my cousins not dragged me away. Even if I can’t stand this man beside me, Matteo Vendetti, I’ll treasure the moment when we met before, and neither of us knew the identity of the other. 

	“How does one truly prepare to marry a man she doesn’t know?” My eyebrow quirks and I can see fire light his irises. He’s used to submissive women, I suppose, but what else can be expected living most of your life as the Capo dei tutti of New York—essentially the Americanized Italian Mafia King.

	“Ah, carina, but you are in luck as your future husband is my Matteo. Women line up just to spend a night in his bed.”

	A snort escapes and my mother practically hisses at my outburst. “That’s what I was afraid of.” I flick my gaze to the man next to me but his face is a blank slate. It’s going to be interesting learning how to read this guy. 

	My mother cuts in, eager to please the Vendettis. “We’ve had the most beautiful dress made. It suits her figure; your son will be pleased.”

	“Sons,” he corrects and my mother sputters. I can’t help my stomach from dropping at his words as well. It’s one surprise after another and I seem to have been thrown to the wolves.

	“Excuse me?” she asks, and I eagerly wait for his answer.

	He waves her off. “It’s nothing, just family tradition when the Capo dei Capi marries.”

	Her gaze flicks at me curiously, no doubt wondering what I’m in for and how I got to be the one in line to marry Matteo in the first place. His bloodline is practically Italian royalty, and I’m not from their part of Italy. If we were home, I wouldn’t be considered “good enough” for him, and I’d more than likely be his throwaway whore than his wife. I don’t know how my father pulled it off, either. Sure, we’re part of the five influential families in Chicago, but marrying the boss of bosses in New York is a damn big deal in our world. My papa no doubt had some favors in his back pocket he called in.   

	I also can’t help but wonder, who could want us dead that badly for him to show his hand to the Vendettis?
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	Salvatore plops down on one of the large, onyx covered sitting chairs in my suite, his movements sloppy. “Well, Matty? What did you think?” He peers at me, his sable irises hazy from too much wine at dinner. 

	I shrug as the rest of my younger brothers file in, each sitting or leaning on various surfaces. There are seven of us in all, and none of us are small in stature by any means, thanks to my father’s strong genes. We easily fill a room when we’re together and we’re always around each other when we’re home. It’s far too dangerous to be in one place when we’re out in public. That’d be an enemy’s greatest wish fulfilled. 

	“She could be mia fidanzata,” Cristiano, my youngest brother of sixteen interjects, and I must close my eyes to stop them from rolling. Of course, my baby brother would have a crush on Violet. She’s beautiful and a new face. Most think Cristiano is my son not my brother; few know that our parents had a seventh child. Even fewer are aware that it’s what broke my parents’ marriage completely.

	Santino, the second to youngest who favors my mother Liliana’s looks the most, scoffs. “You wish she was yours to marry. Matteo would kick your ass, stupido.”

	I wouldn’t, but I let them believe what they want. Being the oldest at thirty-three and having brothers that are sixteen and eighteen years old has been an interesting experience, and any respect I can instill in them, I do. My father has been busy being the Capo, and in doing so, I’ve stepped into a heavier roll than just the big brother. My siblings know they can come to me and depend on me for anything they may need. 

	“Romano says she’s nineteen—too old for you, little brother,” Luciano supplies. He’s twenty-one and levelheaded compared to the rest of us.

	We all refer to our father either as “Father” or “Romano,” and Romano Vendetti prefers we call him by name, especially around company. Most everyone knows we’re his sons, but just in case they don’t, he likes to keep it formal with names. None of us have called him papa since we were seven years old. It seems at that age he made us stop being children and started molding us into becoming little Mafia soldiers. 

	Valentino, the third oldest of us clears his throat and rasps, “Speaking of...you’re Capo dei capi now, Matteo. You know what happens tomorrow night is tradition. You sure you’re okay going through with it?”

	Does it bother me, our so called familia tradition? Of course, it’s fucking twisted; however if I must do it with anyone, my brothers are the one’=s I’d chose. “I have to be,” I say with a shrug.

	Dante, our middle brother grumbles. “No, you don’t. You’re the head of the familia now. If you don’t want to do it, you don’t have to.” He looks so much like Romano, people probably believe he’s our uncle and not our sibling. 

	“Romano will be there to witness,” I remind them, rubbing my hands over my slack covered thighs. 

	Salvatore murmurs, unscrewing the flask he keeps tucked inside his suit jacket at all times. I wish he’d stay sober, but that’ll never happen. “You could take him, Matty. We’re all behind you.”

	“Don’t talk like that. He’s retired now. You all should treat him like a father; this is your chance to have him in your life as such and without him telling you to take care of business matters.”

	Cristiano perks up again. “I may be the youngest, but even I know that’s never going to happen.”

	A few of us chuckle, because he’s right. No way will my father ever fully retire and spend his days playing golf and getting fat. He’ll always be a mob boss in his cold, black heart, even if I’m sitting at the head of the table now. He relinquished his reigns for one reason only; I’m just like he is. 

	“So, the bella?” Dante asks.

	Clearing my throat, I nod. “We keep tradition. She’ll be ‘queen’ of the empire.” I make air quotes like an asshole. She’ll be a queen by name and status at least. Will I allow her to interfere with my empire? Not hardly. “It’s a small sacrifice, and in return, she’ll gain each of your protection.”

	Valentino grins. “Little fidanzata will be pissed. I could see rebellion in her gaze at dinner. When we strap her down tomorrow night, she’ll curse us all to hell and then some. You better say your prayers tonight brothers.”

	They snicker. We’re a bunch of twisted freaks and Violet’s about to find out firsthand about the family she’s gaining. 
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	The wedding’s simple, but still opulent, as expected with anyone with my family’s status and wealth. Understated some would call it, I suppose, and nothing even remotely close to a traditional Italian wedding, where everyone’s expected to attend. Hell, at those, there are so many damn cousins, you usually end up kissing at least one of them and never realize you’re even related. 

	My first kiss was to Rosa Marie. Found out five years later when we attended her engagement party that she was the daughter of Romano’s youngest brother, Sergio. Never would’ve guessed, and it made for an awkward congratulatory hug. Thankfully she’s not here today, probably busy at home with ten bambinos of her own. 

	Violet shows up wearing electric blue lipstick, and her mother nearly bursts into tears, apologizing repeatedly because she’s mortified by her daughter’s behavior. However, I’m aware that it’s Violet’s one tiny way of standing out against whatever mold her parents seem to attempt to shove her into. She’s young and rebelling, and despite my more traditional beliefs, the blue’s sexy as fuck. It’ll definitely make for some interesting wedding photos for her to explain to our own bambinos someday. 

	Can’t say it surprises me, though, after our first meeting and seeing her so colorful that night in Milan...I like this version of her better. My little Vendetti Queen with blue lips; I think I’ll keep her. After tonight she’ll be ruined for anyone else anyhow. Not that my brothers or I would ever let another man have her. Tonight, we go by tradition; tonight, we make her ours for good. 
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	A few hours past exchanging the standard set of vows to one another, my new wife and I sit at a long, rectangular table surrounded by each of my brothers. Smaller, less imposing round tables filled with various people are spread out in front of ours, so we may watch them if we wish. They’re all probably shitting their pants to see such power together at one table at the same time. Only the most influential individuals were invited to this trivial impromptu reception celebration. It’s more of a coronation than a marriage that took place today. The people gathered are here to get a small glimpse at the new Capo dei Capi and his young queen. Seeing all of the Vendetti brothers together is just an added bonus to feed their fantasies of a power they’ll never attain. 

	“Eat, Princess.” Salvatore loads Violet’s plate with some fresh fruit. I haven’t seen my wife eat today, and it appears I’m not the only one who’s noticed. 

	“I’m not hungry.” She shakes her head and his irritated glare meets mine. He doesn’t have to say anything; I’m thinking the same thing he is. 

	“Violetta.” Her name comes from my lips on a purr in fluent Italian. “You will need your strength…listen to Salvatore, carina.” I growl under my breath so that the nosey ears won’t pick up on my bride’s discord at being here. 

	“Vi-O-Let,” she enunciates with a hiss in response and my palm grips her thigh, a bit tightly, causing her to suddenly sit up straighter. “And I can’t,” she finally admits.

	My gaze meets hers; she hasn’t looked me in the eyes since we exchanged our vows in front of the Father and our immediate family members. “Excuse me?” I keep my palm firmly attached to her thigh, craving for her attention to remain on me.

	With a frustrated huff, Violet mutters, “My dress is too tight.” She exhales like she’s finally been able to admit something that’d been bothering her for some time. “And I can’t eat without it digging into my skin more than it already has.” Her perfect fingers fidget with a bit of thread on her thigh as she speaks. When her eyes close briefly, her hand smooths the wayward thread flat and it sparks an idea.

	With a curse, I push her forward and grip the delicate lace in my palms. “Lace is just a damn appetizer anyhow,” I rasp as my hands rip the back open. She gasps, but there’s too much noise—chatter, music, and the clink of heavy silverware on plates and such that no one pays us any attention. Not that anyone would dare speak up about it anyhow; they’d likely get their tongue removed. 

	Motioning to the pineapple chunk, she obeys. Rather than act as the proper lady I’m sure she’s been raised to be, she forgoes the silverware and picks the juicy fruit up between her fingers. She bites into the lush, sunny fruit and sweet juice dribbles over her bottom lip, trailing down her chin. I can’t stop myself from pulling her close to suck the droplets clean. I want to fuck her badly, even if her indiscretion in the club lights fire in my veins, I can’t help but be drawn to Violet. 

	She’s breathing heavily as I release her, and then her fingers are at my own lips, feeding me a chunk of the fruit. It’s the first time we’ve connected since Milan and I won’t ruin it. Parting my lips, I accept her offering—a gift obviously—after ridding her of her delicate constraint. Had I known it was that constricting, to actually cause her such discomfort not to eat, I’d have told her to change directly after the ceremony was over. Hell, I’d have said forget the dress and married her in something less formal. That would’ve been a scandal in her mother’s eyes, no doubt—not that I care. 

	Having felt the expensive, intricately-sewn material tear between my fingertips and then tasting her soft chin and delicate, sweet sculpted bottom lip has me wanting to pull her completely free of the beautiful bright ivory material. Lace on such a gorgeous woman is beyond dangerous to a man like me. I can only wonder how my brothers must feel, sitting here, knowing she’s mine but also being aware of what will happen tonight....what will be done to her.
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	The server offers Matteo a glass of champagne, her lashes fluttering obnoxiously. He scoffs, glaring at the poor woman. With his pompous attitude, he’s probably angry at her for merely breathing. This man has such an ego. I can understand why she’d be dazed in his presence. I was the first time I breathed the same air as him. 

	Thankfully, his response is enough to shake me out of the spell he’d briefly had me under when his lips met my chin. Jesus, I’ve never been so wet between my thighs in my entire life. Okay, maybe the night he had his fingers inside my pussy, but his mouth tasting me just a moment ago was purely erotic. Damn if it doesn’t make me want him to continue in that brief pursuit too. 

	Reminiscing of that intense night not long ago has me thinking more in depth. He had his fingers inside me, finger fucking me on the dance floor. He’d have to have known that I’m a virgin, from that alone. Did he create a spectacle of my innocence needing to be checked just to mortify myself and my family? 

	This dickface!

	My head shakes at the infuriating thought. My glower cuts back to his too handsome face, breezing over his lips looking as if they were formed by a master sculptor wanting women to bow before the man in question.

	“Why have your father check me, when you’d already touched me?” I mutter the question outright—just another of my bad habits according to my mother. I’m known for speaking up when something bothers me and that goes against her desire of being a subservient and dutiful wife to my papa. “Was it necessary or are you just that spoiled?”

	He runs his tongue across those luscious panty dropping lips, wetting them just a touch, and damn it, even that miniscule motion has my full attention riveted on his mouth. Bad enough the man has breathtaking features; he shouldn’t be allowed to look so goddamn perfect all wrapped up in a ridiculously expensive suit, but Ruthless Vendetti doesn’t play by any rules. None of his family does.

	“You were being given my name. Of course, it was necessary.” 

	“You knew...Damn it,” I hiss with a scowl coating my features. 

	“No.” His deep voice lowers another decibel, making him sound like something straight out of a nightmare. “You had time to go off and fuck anyone.” His rich, coffee-colored irises scream ‘guilty’ when they stare into my own eyes, as if they’ve already convicted me of a crime I never committed.  He finishes, “Especially whoring around with random men in clubs.” 

	“Fuck! You!” I fiercely whispered. I moved so quickly to stand, the chair jolts. His brothers straighten in their seats, gazes locked on Matteo and me, waiting for instructions, no doubt, and most likely shocked to hear me breathe such disrespectful words toward their brother, the almighty Capo. 

	The guests quiet, turning their heads to stare at me, waiting. For what, I have no idea. 

	Matteo gets to his feet, his body so big and imposing, close enough to mine that I don’t know where I begin and he ends. His large palm scorches me as it contacts my upper arm, his grip tight enough that it draws a gasp from the silent promises his touch inflicts. I shouldn’t react to him like this from a mere touch; no one should be able to hold that much power over another. His chest rumbles in a barely-constricted growl against my back as his other arm crosses over my stomach. Possessively, his free hand lands on my hip, anchoring me to his firm chest. His touch is full of ownership, no doubt making a statement to the rest of the room that I’m his, and no one will ever have something that belongs to a Vendetti. 

	His cock’s solid, seated against my ass cheek and lower back. The sheer size pressed against me indicates that it’s bigger than I ever envisioned a man’s cock being in the first place. Of course, it’s large. Why would I expect anything less when it comes to Matteo? Not only does he look perfect, but his cock is most likely perfect, and while we’re at it, he probably fucks perfectly as well.  

	I imagine this is what it feels like to have a criminal at your back, one who’s holding you at gunpoint. Sweat beads along the back of my neck. The room suddenly feeling a bit clammy, and goosebumps rise over my flesh as my breathing become labored. My heart beats at a rapid pace, the thrum just there, waiting...wondering. 

	Is he going to kill me in front of them? He’s dangerous; everyone knows he’s the Ruthless Vendetti. And now, he’s also my husband. Will he simply snap my neck? Or will he slit my throat and allow everyone to bear witness to his new bride bleeding out at their feet?

	I always do this to myself—get in regrettable situations—and here I stand with him plastered to me, right in the very center of everyone’s attention. My lips part, to say who knows what? But before I can stammer out anything even remotely understandable, the man over my shoulder speaks, or more like jests. It’s so unlike his broody character I’ve grown to expect from our brief encounters.  

	“In true Vendetti form, I must retire. Mia Moglie has a long night ahead of her.” I can hear the too pleased smirk sitting on his lips as he pompously implies I’ll have my hands full. 

	With a cock that size, no doubt I will, but I won’t be fucking him. I don’t want to sleep in the same bed as him, let alone allow him to make love to me. Married or not, I won’t have sex with an asshole who likes to embarrass me. I don’t care how mortified my mother would be. Matteo owes me an apology. While we’re at it, his father and brothers owe me one as well. His father for examining me, his brothers for eagerly watching, and then this infuriating male for the constant inadvertent subjection to embarrassment. I hate it that, even through it all, I can’t stop thinking of him, can’t stop savoring that pineapple as if it’s how his lips taste, can’t stop clenching my thighs together...just knowing that when he does finally take me, my body will be ruined for anyone else. 

	The room breaks out into knowing chuckles and cheers and his brothers stand. Their towering bodies create a wall on either side of us, their presence one full of protection. Their menacing muscles all clad in designer suits that were no doubt hand stitched to perfection with each individual firm body in mind. I’ve never been in such a close proximity of so many devastatingly handsome men as I have since arriving at the Vendetti mansion. 

	Mansion is an understatement as well. It’s more of a compound that looks as if it were designed for a future king. No wonder they call it an empire; it’d have to be a freaking empire to be able to live in such opulent wealth. And it’s supposed to be my new home. I’m supposed to live alone, amongst all these men? Sleeping in a house full of dangerous, experienced killers? 

	The guests raise their glasses in a toast to our union as Matteo’s grip further tightens and he nearly drags me alongside him. His strides are much too long and quick that I find myself stumbling, my feet attempting to keep up in the five-inch Italian-made stilettos. Rather than pausing, he hugs me to his body—nearly lifting me from the floor as one brother follows closely behind, holding my ripped dress together. The rest of Matteo’s brothers fall into what I’m assuming is their normal formation when being around their Capo. They quickly close ranks around us, swallowing our forms into the middle of tailored suits and large, buff bodies.

	“What’s the rush? Jesus, you’re going to break my ankle!” I can’t walk in these pretty shoes no matter how much my mothers had me practice in the past, and Lord knows, I’ve tried to today. At this rate, I’ll be visiting the emergency room for not life-threatening injuries before he ever has a chance to wring my neck. 

	With a grunt, he plows forward. Another of his brothers takes my free arm, his enormous hand wrapping around my bicep. He lifts me farther than Matteo, to the point that my feet no longer touch the ground at all. This is absolutely ridiculous. The handsy brother leans in; Salvatore’s his name, if I remember correctly. He’s the one who sat directly across from me at the table earlier too. 

	His warm breath hits my ear, “Moglie.” His rumbling deep rasp of “wife” in Italian leaves his lips sounding like mouyaay. The endearment coming from a Vendetti reminds me more of a collar around me claiming their ownership. The noose constricting around my throat, no matter how smoothly spoken as if he’s the one I married earlier and not his older brother.  

	“Enemies are always scheming and plotting—planning a hit. You just became the empire’s biggest weakness and you go and stand up in front of the room, in the open. Stupida moglie, you’re so beautiful, but so, so stupida. I’m not cleaning up blood today; not even yours, Princess.” He leans up, still holding me close and off the ground as he keeps up with Matteo’s brisk pace.  

	Luciano—I believe—the one holding my dress together, bends forward, his nose nearly in my hair. “We have plans for you,” he shares ominously, and I choke on the retort I had for Salvatore insisting that I’m stupid. 

	Plans? I thought they didn’t want to clean up any blood, even mine. I’m so screwed. My father never should’ve left me here in New York amongst people who can’t stand my family. I’m in a cage full of vipers, and I’m the newest snack—a mouse ready to be swallowed by whoever’s hungry first. The hall passes in a blur as my head grows dizzy. The nervous perspiration shifts from my neck to dot my brow as well. I’m a frazzled, hot mess. 

	Eventually, we stop in front of a locked door. I’d never forget this room and my embarrassment at the hands of Matteo and his father, Romano. I clear my throat, mumbling, “The uh, exam room?” I’d rather be anywhere but here, remembering the mortification on my parents’ faces as I was taken away to be “checked over.” Why on earth would these brothers bring me back to this place? I was hoping I’d never see this door or room again.

	I’m met with various growls from the men surrounding me. What in the hell kind of plans could they have that would elicit a reaction of growls? I don’t think I want to find out.
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	 “Strap her down.” I give the order effortlessly upon entering as we usher Violet to the leather exam table once again, leaving no time for her to fight us. We had the element of surprise for Romano’s premarital exam; she’s not that naïve this time around on what the table’s used for. 

	“Wait, what?” Violet gasps, on the verge of protesting. She probably doesn’t believe her own ears and with good reason. She will be strapped down, though; it’s nonnegotiable.  

	Laying her down, she begins to squirm her delicious petite body in all different directions. Not that she can move much in that constricting dress. Perhaps I should thank her mother for it rather than curse her thoughtlessness. The sight of her struggle has me groaning with anticipation, knowing she’ll make those same moves when I have my tongue lapping at her tight, virgin pussy. Her protests are useless; she can’t escape my grip. My brothers surround her, holding her in place so we can get her arms and legs strapped in. 

	“Stop this!” she yells and an evilly delightful chuckle rumbles through my chest. Seeing her fired up is a sight to behold. The poor flower’s frightened, but she needn’t be. We aren’t going to hurt her—too badly, at least. We’re just gonna bruise up that perfect pussy a bit. 

	Briefly turning away from the sight of her pink cheeks and flushed chest, I reach for a pair of scissors. I can’t help but rush myself, wanting to finally see those perfect tits without any more damn barriers. The woman sets me on edge just looking at her. I want her naked and wrapped around my cock.    

	“Please,” she pleads, voice growing frantic. “Don’t kill me!” 

	Dante grins, running his fingertips across her cheek. “Shhh, we’ll make you feel good, beautiful.”

	Her fearful gaze locks on mine as I approach, scissors ready to slice through every piece of fabric in my way. “Matteo, what are you going to do to me? W-what’s he talking about? Please just let me free.”

	“Dante always speaks the truth,” I rumble and her irises flick to him, then back to me after he nods. I leave out the rest of my answer. That she’ll never be free, that she’s my wife—mine. Violet Vendetti’s my unspoiled little flower to keep and care for. To nurture how I see fit.  She’ll be lucky if I don’t lock her in one of the tower suites and only let her leave once I’ve fucked her into submission.

	But first, we must go about the tradition. 

	My brothers’ palms rest on various places over her frame, holding her securely while I cut through the lace gown. I hope she’s not one of those women expecting to keep her wedding dress as memorabilia of her wedding day. I could save her some scraps. My slices make quick work in ruining the delicate design. We rip the fabric away, almost as one, each of us anxious to see her body bared before us. 

	“Matteo, please stop.” Violet chokes the words free, her voice lowering to hide the tell that she’s about to cry. Is it so wrong of me that I want to see the drops flow over her cheeks? Maybe have a small taste as I fill her core? She’s so young, yet I find myself overzealous to possess her entirely. “Why are you doing this in front of them?” she gasps, goosebumps running wild over her exposed flesh. “I’m your wife!” The last is merely an uttered whisper, yet I feel it all the way down to my toes, as if she were screaming it in my face. 

	“Si, mia.” Yes, mine. If she only had an inkling of what that title truly brought with it. Her life as she previously knew it is no more. She’s a Vendetti now—my queen to the empire and she must pay her price for her safety to all of us. 

	“Then tell them to leave,” she bargains, “and take me to your suite.”

	Cristiano swallows roughly with a curse, ready to pounce. Being the youngest, he’s showing a great deal of restraint. If I were in his shoes, I don’t know if I’d be able to hold myself back. Her pleads must be driving him crazy as well. 

	Violet’s scantly covered in what remains of the ivory lace, a bra fashioned from the same material as her dress. The material’s so thin, we can all easily see her tan areolas through the dainty design, lying in wait to be caressed. Her pebbled nipples are further enticing, begging us to remove the lace bralette and suck them greedily. The tiny white triangle between her thighs barely covers her waxed pussy, and I know I’m not the only man in the room whose mouth is watering at the sight. I want to lick her, eat her, and fuck her until she can no longer take me. 

	“Matteo,” Santino utters, licking his lips, urging me to continue, and I nod. 

	They eagerly watch as I snip each thin satin strip holding the lingerie in place, ridding the remaining barriers. My wife’s securely strapped in place to the table, the stirrups spreading her legs just enough that we can see everything. She’s completely stripped and bared to my brothers and me, seven men each looking their fill as she’s unable to move or hide herself from our lustful gazes. Tears run freely over her high cheekbones, mixing into her hair, and I swear she’s never appeared more beautiful than this moment right here. 

	So vulnerable, mia fiore—my flower. 

	“Touch her,” I command, and she sputters with the frightened eyes of a doe, staring up at me as if I’m her newest nightmare in the flesh, her very own monster here to torment the poor thing. The argument dies on her lips as Valentino keenly runs his fingertips over the tender skin on the inside of her bicep. Violet’s breath catches in her throat on a gasp, her tearstained gaze jumping to follow Valentino’s touch. 

	“Sei così attraente quando ti arrabbi,” he mutters with a smirk. Silently, I agree with him; she is breathtaking when she’s angry. 

	“W-what?” she questions, as her forehead scrunches in confusion. She flicks her curious eyes between the two of us. My brothers chuckle around us. Violet’s too Americanized for our familia. She’s not fluent in our tongue, and she’ll miss out on a lot of conversations and remarks because of it. 

	“You’re not familiar with Italian, Violet?” Santino questions and leans in, as he caresses the side of her face, wiping the sweet tears away. “Did your familia not speak to you in our own language?”

	She swallows, her mind momentarily distracted. “I can pick up random words. My papa never allowed it; he preferred to keep me out of his business.”

	Santino doesn’t have to reply. We’re all thinking the same thing anyhow. Her father is smart and stupid. Smart to have an easy way to keep her out of his dealings and stupid for not sharing an important part of our culture with his daughter. She should be fluent and he should’ve spoken to her in Italian with pride. I suppose it should be expected, though; the bastardo is a Bottaro after all.

	Not being able to refrain myself from touching her flawless skin any longer, my palms land on her thighs. My large fingers splay widely, taking up as much of her pale flesh as possible. I’m greedy. I want to touch and feel as much of her as possible all at once. I’ve heard enough talking tonight, and the truth is, that I don’t pay any mind or respect to her babbling father. As far as I’m concerned, I’m doing him a favor having his daughter under my care and protection, and now I plan to reap any such benefits from the situation I was pressured into. 

	But first, the tradition.

	“Is this a consummation thing?” she asks, biting her luscious fucking lip. I want to nip that part of her as well and feel her breath against my mouth as she mewls underneath me. “Are you all going to watch me and Matteo as witnesses?”

	Cute. God, she’s so fucking cute and innocent. 

	My brothers look to me with amusement and begrudgingly my heated gaze leaves her succulent pink folds. Clearing my throat, I mutter, “Something like that. And also they’re all going to fuck you...” At her gasp, I continue. “The number one priority of a Vendetti male, is keeping the bloodline strong. You’re the new queen, fiore; it’s our job to make sure you have a Vendetti child in your womb immediately. What better way than for all of us to fill you with our cum? We’ll breed you, impregnate you as soon as possible with our strong line and have you pushing out sons in no time.”

	Her little hands fist, but it’s no use, she still can’t move them to defend herself. “You expect me to be pregnant right now?” she repeats with outrage. “But we were barely freaking married today! This is madness! You guys are crazy—all of you.”

	Santino grunts, his voice gravelly, no doubt from her state of undress. “It’s your life now. Get used to it.”

	Cristiano nods. “No use fighting it, non pensarci troppo con la tua bella testolina.” He finishes switching to Italian without realizing it. It’s going to take some practice for us to realize Violet doesn’t understand what we’re saying when that happens. 

	She peers at him puzzled for a moment before Salvatore grumbles to the sixteen-year-old, “English asshole.” He turns to her then. “He says not to worry your pretty head, babe.”

	With a snort, she moves to disagree and Luciano covers her mouth with a tsk. “Enough!” he growls. With his free hand, he flicks the closure on his slate colored slacks open and looks to me for his next move. “Matty?”

	He’s ready for me to fuck her. They all are. 

	“She’ll always be mine first,” I respond, pushing my finger deep into her tight, wet core. Her pussy clenches at the intrusion, milking my finger for more. She pretends to not want this, but her sweet heat doesn’t lie. 

	I remember her dancing to the song in the club, talking about boys her age not knowing how to touch her. She’ll never have that issue again, as I’ll make her come until her cunts blissfully sore from throbbing with pleasure over and over again. Not only that, but I’m the Capo dei capi, and I’ll kill anyone that touches her without my blessing. 

	Passing a woman around between my brothers is nothing new. However, coming in one, that’s an entirely different story. The wedding night tradition goes back multiple generations and it only pertains to the head of the familia, the Capo. If Cristiano marries, for example, we won’t all be lining up to fuck his wife, especially those of us who’ve already exchanged vows to another. 

	It’s a special occasion when the Capo marries and brings a new queen into the fold to be by his side. Assuming he allows her to be at his side. If I share her with my brothers then we’re more likely to get her pregnant immediately, securing the familia’s future to keep the bloodline going. Not only that, but by letting them each have a small taste of Violet, they’ll be more so devoted to her and they’ll protect her always. That’s one of the most important jobs they’ll ever have. 

	The code chirps, letting us know it’s being keyed in, and then the door behind me swings open. Even, measured footsteps approach, and before I see the person, I know it’s my father. He’s had that confident gait for as long as I can remember.

	“Sweet mother above,” he breathes with a groan, coming to a standstill beside me. 

	Violet squirms under his equally dark penetrating gaze. His face is covered in a dusting of light stubble. There’s no doubt in my mind that he’s thrown back some Courvoisier, reminiscing of his own wedding day. She’s unable to move away or protest, not that we’d heed her requests. She wishes to cover herself, but I relish in her nakedness. She has no idea she’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. My father has every right to be here and witness this. He had to do it with my own mother; however, he only shared with two younger brothers. I, on the other hand, have six. One thing is for certain: Violet can’t complain about not being satisfied tonight.

	“You’ve merely just begun with her,” Romano observes, groaning as her wetness coats my finger. Violet acts as if she opposes this, but her body doesn’t lie. It craves my touch. She wants this, maybe even more than we do. Romano steps away, leaning against the wall, watching but not participating. He’s here to witness, not to partake in the feast of Violet’s tender innocence. He’s always seemed more of a controlling brother rather than what I’d expect of a parent. I believe that’s probably why it’s no big deal to me or my brothers to have him watching us touch and blissfully torment my new virgin wife.  

	Rather than replying to his comment, I lean in, bringing my face to her sensitive bud and swipe my tongue through her juicy slit. Violet’s throaty moan gets muffled against Luciano’s palm as I continue my delicious assault, fingering and licking her sugary heat. My taste buds revel in her honeyed flavor, my mouth watering in response. Her arousal’s thick in the air, beckoning me to take her with force. The scent has me vibrating with need, wanting to ravish her flesh with my mouth and my cock. 

	“Mia Violetta Vendetti, listen to me when I say that I will own your flesh,” I growl into her pussy, and it spasms in return. She begins to come, crying out with pleasure, her body tightening up but not being able to move from the restraints. Swiftly, I pull my hand free from her core, popping the hook and loop closure on my slacks and whip my dick free. My cock’s so goddamn hard with desire, I’m surprised it didn’t beat down my zipper and flop out on its own accord sooner.

	I’ve watched Violet all day. Hour after hour ticking by slowly, her tight body wrapped snuggly in that formfitting lace, and now witnessing her bared before me is my undoing. I’ve wanted to be inside her from the very moment I caressed her flesh in the club. There’s something about Violet. She’s entrancing, spinning me into her web and she’s completely unaware of it. She can never find out, either. I refuse to be controlled by anyone—my wife and father included. I’m at the head of the table now and I’ll heed to no one. 

	With one hand firmly gripping her hip in place, I line my cock up. The tip nudges at her entrance. “This’ll be unpleasant mia fiore.” I promise my flower and thrust deep into her core without pause. 

	Her previous pleasure twists quickly, her eyes growing wide with her pain-filled gasp. I’m not a small man by any means, my cock included. Her barrier easily snaps free with my thrust, my dick claiming ownership to her womanhood. Just knowing that I will be her first and her last has my chest swelling with a primal feeling of satisfaction.

	Dante caresses her chest, moving to lightly pluck at her nipples with his fingers. He murmurs, “Concentrate on the pleasure, bella. Go back to where you were moments ago when you were coming. Bring that memory of bliss back to the front of your mind and breathe through the thrusts, through the pain. It will feel good again soon.”

	Luciano moves his hand away from her mouth, quietly offering her his own comforting consolation. “It’ll get better, babe; just try to relax.”

	Watching my cock enter her snug opening, I inhale my own deep breaths and concentrate on being patient. I don’t want to shoot my cum into her immediately, the primal part of me is telling me to claim her pussy hard and fast firstly, and then fill her full with my seed. It’s tough taking slow, measured strokes when I want to slam home and split her cunt in two so badly. I don’t drive in any harder, though; the last thing I want is for her to hate me for wrecking her pussy. She’d end up hating me even more than she already does. 

	“One day?” she proclaims suddenly. “Do you realize I’ve only had one day to get used to you guys? To all of you...and now I’m going to sleep with each of you! Th-this isn’t normal.”

	“You have no choice,” I murmur on a thrust. It leaves me in a raspy growl, “wife.” I finish with another drive, this time just hard enough to make her draw in a breath. 

	Salvatore shoots me a glare. “Easy Matty or she’ll be too sore for us. I want my turn.”

	“Doesn’t matter,” I shrug. “She has no choice, remember? Once a son’s secure in her belly, then she can sit in her room and sulk if she wishes. Until then, we breed, whether she likes it or not.”

	“You’re such an asshole,” Violet huffs, but her pussy clutches me tight with its own need. “Bastard,” she mumbles to herself. 

	Violet can be angry all she wants; it’s distracting her from me claiming her virgin cunt. As much as I enjoy knowing she’s never been with another man before me, I can’t help but look forward to it not hurting her anymore. I want to toss her over onto her hands and knees and fuck her until she can’t walk. I’m a Vendetti, armed with a cock damn near the size of a horse and blessed with enough stamina to keep you laid out all night. 

	Luciano’s hand runs over the side of her face, caressing, but she jerks away. The woman’s stubborn to the bone, but I’ll fix that little setback as well. Flicking my gaze from her cunt to her irises and back, I utter more to myself, “Can’t believe you’re finally mine.” I’ve imagined this since the night we met; I can’t believe I’m actually fucking her...and that she’s the one who ended up being my wife.

	Violet snorts, garnering my attention and making my cheeks warm. She’s young, rude, and completely undisciplined. Her father has spoiled her rotten. “I don’t belong to anyone,” she argues. 

	Santino grumbles loud enough for everyone to hear, “Even rotting six feet under, you’re still Vendetti property and not just any Vendetti. You belong to the most powerful, dominant one of us all. You’re married to Ruthless. And you’re nothing more than the little, weak, Bottaro Mafia Princessa.” Santino grins menacingly as he stares down at the shocked woman taking my cock. 

	With him giving Violet a dose of truth, a satisfied groan leaves me as I pump her tight sheath full of cum. She releases a whimper as the thought runs through my mind, I AM RUTHLESS VENDETTI. 
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	Stupid, stupid, stupid Violet. Just shut up! 

	I keep digging myself a bigger hole, I can feel it. Matteo glared at me as he came. Not the way I had ever imagined my wedding night would be, or any night for that matter. I’m strapped to a table with my legs spread wide open like I’m some sort of breeding mare or something for them. I can’t even find it in myself to be mortified anymore because I loved every second of what he did to me. His groans and glowers, looking like he wanted to strangle me but couldn’t get enough of me all at once was thrilling. I’ve never felt more wanted by a man. He may have fought against his feelings for me, but I could see straight through him with each powerful thrust.

	Matteo and his brothers are giving me what I’ve wanted, what I’ve secretly wished for. I’d had my absolute fill of guys my age by the time I’d bumped into Matteo in Milan. They’d never know the right way to touch me, stuttering around like lost little boys. Each one, no matter how different the guy had seemed in the beginning, would end up making me roll my eyes, not turning me on in the least. With Matteo and his brothers, however, I feel like my body’s lit on fire just being next to them—especially  by my husband.

	Valentino steps between my legs next and I gulp. Jesus, Matteo’s breathtaking, but Valentino is an easy second when it comes to looks. His strong hands make quick work of the leather belt securing the slacks to his trim hips. I guess we’re just going to do this one after the other then? No intermission or shower...anything?  Surely, it must bother them that Matteo’s cum is still dripping from my channel. I could be completely wrong, though. I seem to know next to nothing when it comes to the Vendetti’s. They’re the type of family you think you have figured out, but you really have no clue. I’m not sure I’d refer to them as an actual family, either. Their way of bonding isn’t exactly normal in my opinion. 

	Dante runs his thick thumb over my lips. “You know how we chose the order we’d get to fuck you in?” He’s the bulkier brother, muscles stacked on top of other muscles it seems. I’d hate to get on his bad side and run across him in a dark alley, or anywhere for that matter. His tongue swipes over his bottom lip, wetting the same perfect pout his oldest brother is blessed with. 

	With wide eyes, I shake my head, his thumb softly rubbing back and forth then around my lips. He’s staring hard at my mouth, probably imagining it in other places or his shoving his cock inside. 

	“We had to slit an enemy’s throat. Valentino has quicker reflexes, but don’t fret mia petite bella, I got next. I watched the chump bleed out with glee, knowing I’d taken an enemy out and that I’d get to fuck you third.” 

	The breath catches in my lungs at his admission. The air burns as it builds up inside until I have no other choice but to exhale or pass out. I’m not foolish enough to think he’s lying. No, Dante never lies. Isn’t that what Matteo had just finished telling me moments prior? Shit. The worst part is knowing that they’ve already killed for me, for this chance right now. It turns me on like never before. I should feel guilty or ashamed—wrong somehow—yet I can’t help my heart fluttering faster in excitement. 

	Valentino unstraps one ankle, the cool air hitting the warmed flesh. Gripping my flesh firmly in his large palm, Valentino brings it to his lips. His mouth opens, his teeth biting down into my flesh as he sinks his cock deeply inside me and I scream. It’s so erotic having his heated, commanding gaze locked on mine as he bites and fucks me. He didn’t even take the time to remove his shirt, yet each move of his hips has me moaning. My voice grows louder as my pussy milks Valentino’s cock, spasms taking over my core in yet another orgasm. Thank God for it too, I’ll need the extra lubrication as I doubt the others will wait to have their turn in fucking me as well. They’re all way too eager to give me and my body any sort of break.   

	I can’t help my reaction to the amazing feelings lurching through me. My body is gone to me when it comes to this group. They all watch, every single one of them eagerly waiting, wanting me badly and it makes me feel so fucking powerful. Here I believed I was under their control, but that’s not it at all. I’m giving myself to them, because they’re mine, every single one of them. The Vendettis want to fuck me, but they’ve also killed for me and will do so in the future if needed. I bet I could snap my fingers and they’d jump. How had I not noticed this before? 

	Luciano must not enjoy my attention being distracted and no longer trained on him, as his fingers snatch a fistful of hair, wrenching my head to the side. He leans in and bites my neck, his sharp canines mimicking his brother’s bites on my ankles. Luciano’s warm breath brushing against my throat has me crying out in ecstasy. My body relinquishes the last grip it had on reality, and I surrender to the pull and moan through a potent climax. 

	Valentino spills himself in me, growling with satisfaction as Dante hisses, “Out of my way, brother.” 

	I’m sensing some sibling rivalry between the two. Dante doesn’t seem fond of his younger brother having me before he does. I wonder if they’ve always been competitive in this sense or if it’s only with me? Valentino’s cock barely makes it free from my pussy lips as Dante’s vast form shoves him out of the way. 

	Dante mumbles to me in Italian, his voice so gravely, it’s nearly a purr. The throaty rasp is a silky caress and my pussy throbs eagerly at the sound, having just come with the potential of more on the way. There’s no doubt that Dante knows what he’s doing. Could he be the Casanova of the group, the pussy whisperer? I wouldn’t put it past him; these men have taken me from right to left field. They’re strong, demanding men and yet they shower my body with pleasure. Their cocks silently promise much more pleasure in the future as well. How will I get through this if it’s always so intense with each of them?

	Matteo, Romano, and Valentino stand off to the side. Their large frames lined up next to each other against the far wall, their arms firmly crossed over their chests with serious expressions in place as they watch Dante smirk down at me. Santino and Salvatore remain on each side of the table, eagerly peering down at my naked flesh. They run their fingers and palms all over my body, up and down, circling lightly giving me goosebumps. They’re the good kind of goosebumps, making me shiver with never-ending desire.  Cristiano lingers off to the opposite side, alone, staring at the ground. He’s concentrating on keeping his cool; it must be quite intimidating having these six imposing men as your older brothers. 

	I don’t think I could do it—perform  in front of them all. I’d be a complete wreck, because what if all of his brothers make me come, but yet he can’t? Could you imagine the mortification he’d feel with their presence? They’d all witness his failure. And I thought the pressure was on me, but in reality, it’s on Matteo and Cristiano. Matteo because he’s my husband and the Capo dei capi, and Cristiano as well, because he’s the youngest of the Vendettis. 

	“Cristiano,” I utter and his head shoots up. Golden irises a bit curious and perhaps a little shocked to hear his name on my lips. 

	Matteo coughs garnering everyone’s attention. Cristiano darts his gaze at his brother for a moment before planting his stare firmly to the floor in front of him again. 

	Dante enters me, pushing deep right as I’m about to call out to Cristiano again. Santino tsk’s, shaking his head while caressing my cheek. With so much going on, it helps keep me distracted from the pinch of pain. Dante is thick everywhere it appears, filling my core to near bursting. No wonder he’s so damn arrogant; his cock is fatter than his brothers’. 

	Santino brings his lips to my ear, murmuring, “Leave Cristiano alone.” His breath smells of the whiskey he was savoring at the reception earlier. I’ve heard rumors that Santino’s looks favor their mother the most out of all the brothers. I finally witnessed it for myself last night on the way to my suite. The family portrait was a bit eerie. They seemed almost perfect, all of them dressed in expensive fabrics, blank faces staring at the camera. They were so young, so innocent.  

	Jerking away, I glare up at him, but it’s no use. Grabbing my head with force, he yanks me back, his breath fluttering over my neck. “Listen to me, carina. His self-control is...lacking,” he supplies cryptically, then quickly flicks his gaze around the room, then back to me. “You make him lose it and my brother will punish him. Cristiano will hurt you with his fumbling hands; that, I can promise.”

	That’s rich, them worrying about me being hurt. I’m strapped to an exam table being passed from one brother to the next. Not that I mind since I’ve been given multiple orgasms. Besides that, it was going to happen no matter what, and I’ve come to terms with it. But, their concern with my comfort is comical. 

	My gaze searches the youngest out again, and this time when he meets my stare, I see something inside. The golden tone of his irises is more of a burning ember, almost as if he’s hiding something away at first glance. He seems like the sweet and innocent one, but is he really? The youngest of six older brothers—more experienced brothers who aren’t known for showing anything resembling mercy. I can only imagine what Cristiano has done to prove himself or keep up with his brothers. Perhaps he’s the most dangerous of them all? Only time will tell. 

	A loud slap echoes throughout the room. The sting of Dante’s palm on my thigh has me gasping. “I’m between your thighs, not anyone else. Remember that!” he practically growls, driving deep, and this surge has me groaning as he hits a different spot. He notices the change and immediately keeps pace with the deep plunges. In no time, he has me moaning again and again, attempting to twist back and forth. I can’t. My hands are secured tightly, but it doesn’t stop the movements. 

	“Ah, found your G-spot, bella,” Dante rasps and I swear his cock swells in size. It has to be me, there’s no way his cock could grow even larger. 

	One more plunge whilst grinding his pelvis against my clit and I’m thrown into full-out cheerleader mode, yelling as if the score depends on it. I’ve never had a more powerful orgasm as I am now with Dante, fucking me so deeply that I’d swear he’s all the way inside my belly. With a grunt, he comes, his hot seed filling me and mixing with what remains of his brothers’.  As he pulls out, finally feeling sated, the mixed cum spills, dripping from my hole. How they expect me to take all their seed is beyond me. 

	His chuckle is completely self-assured and arrogant, as is his pleased grin. It’s hard to fathom that he was just telling me how they all killed people in order to fuck me and yet he’s over here acting like the cat that got the cream. He’s probably already forgotten about our previous conversation. Dante pulls his pants back up, secures the buckle and then trots over next to his father and brothers. 

	I’m left with four: Luciano, Salvatore, Santino, and Cristiano. How can there still be four more men? I feel as if I’ve been taken by a horse and I’m not even through half of them yet. Luciano rounds the table; he’s next, I’m guessing, as Santino and Salvatore wait on each side of me. I don’t know if my vagina can take much more pounding at the moment. Surely I can come too many times that it’ll break or something, right?

	“I-I don’t get a break at all through this?” I mean shit, they aren’t giving me any downtime from my orgasms or anything. “Not even to rehydrate?” I’m too exhausted to fight them at this point. They should let me rest if even for a moment. Or is this what they wanted—a pliant, exhausted Violet, too tired to put up a fight against these finely sculpted Italians? Once again they’ve confirmed I’m unable to read them.

	Matteo scoffs, the arrogant prick. “A break, mia fiore, really?” 

	I don’t have to see his face to know he’s got the smug expression he’s always wearing on his face. With his nose tipped up just a touch—entitlement perhaps, or is it because he’s earned the position to look down on other men? His brows will be raised and those luscious, sculpted lips will be turned slightly down at the corners. Even when chastising, he looks breathtaking. Nope, I don’t have to look even a little bit; I have his image resolutely implanted in my mind. 

	I try again to plead my case. “I’d like to use the restroom. It also wouldn’t hurt you to offer me a drink, preferably a strong one, at that.”

	He snaps his fingers and Cristiano’s by my side almost immediately. Opening a bottle of water, he carefully tilts my head, so I can take a few small sips of the cool beverage. It only makes me thirstier, though. The multiple orgasms have drained me of any energy, if I even had any left. 

	I was woken up at four a.m. sharp, under my mother’s instruction so I could begin the wedding day preparations. I had no idea of the wedding before, either. My parents were not completely sure it would all go off without a hitch, so it was a full-fledged whirlwind attempt to get me ready enough today for my nuptials. I was kept in the dark before yesterday, and yet my mother was insistent that the ceremony today had to be picture perfect. It didn’t matter one bit that I’ve pretty much been in nonstop shock since we arrived yesterday. My own mother sabotaged me, not that it should surprise me.

	Sure, very few people knew about the betrothal and wedding, but none of that mattered to my mother. She said my wedding had to be flawless, because I was marrying the Capo dei capi, and that I had to steal his breath away and make everyone in the room envious of his new bride. The politics of this world are exhausting. I’m a nineteen-year-old new bride, marrying one of the most influential men in the country, and yet they want me to worry about making people jealous. It’s all a bit absurd if you ask me. He’s the Capo already. Who cares what anyone thinks of me? 

	I just wanted to eat some macaroni and cheese and binge on rom-coms all day. Instead, I’ve married a beautiful monster. Matteo’s so unbelievably mesmerizing to look at, but when he opens his mouth, he’s one hundred percent big headed Italian asshole. I’m pretty sure I’d built him up in my head from that night in the club as well, so that didn’t help. Here I was fantasizing of his face night after night, but in my fantasies he was my prince charming, riding in to steal me away to a life of love and passion. He’s more like the grim reaper, determined to own my life and bend me to his will. Hopefully, he doesn’t kill me as well. 

	How could my parents be so heartless to destine me to this monster? They didn’t even think to warn me of the man I was going to be spending the rest of my life with, no matter how short that may end up being. If they could see me now, being ravished by seven men, would they feel even an ounce of compassion or regret then? Or would they chalk it up to “the good of the Bottaro family?” 

	“Free her wrists and ankles so she may use the restroom,” the Capo himself commands, and like perfect toy soldiers, Santino and Luciano follow his orders dutifully. Thankfully, I’m smart enough not to snort aloud or they may string me up again. 

	I attempt to move but remain stationary. My body has been tuned to gelatin. I’d been yanked and stretched, jerked and twisted so much that I’d completely worn out what small muscles I possess. Not to mention, I’ve barely gotten to eat or drink anything today and am practically on the verge of passing out at this point. I need the bathroom to splash water on my face, to catch my breath and gain my bearings...only I don’t believe I can even stand, let alone walk to the damn bathroom. I should curse my mother for not allowing me to eat when I woke up this morning, but I can’t bring myself to offer her any thought at the moment. I’m going to need all my concentration for the trip to the bathroom. I hope it’s not far. 

	“Well then, move quickly. I don’t expect you to keep my brothers waiting long. This is your duty, after all. This is the Vendetti way; don’t fight us on it.”

	At his words I want to scream and claw his hair from his scalp. I can’t, but I want to. 

	The brothers all take a step back, giving me some space, waiting for their turns. I am, after all, the Vendetti breeding cow now. 

	“Mia fidanzata?” Cristiano asks, cocking his head. I have no idea what he called me, but the brother’s snicker while Matteo and Romano roll their eyes. 

	Salvatore shakes his head. “She cannot be your fiancée, Cristiano. She’s married to Matty now.”

	Cristiano shrugs his muscular shoulders, unmoved by his brother’s words and cocks his head, watching me as he speaks to my husband. “Matteo, la fidanzata broken?”

	Yes, I am broken. I know that much is true. 

	Matteo’s intense gaze on me morphs from annoyed to curious. I’d almost say it’s mixed with a bit of worry as well, but this is the almighty and powerful Ruthless Vendetti. I doubt he worries about anything. Luciano backs farther away as the Capo approaches. Cristiano’s head cocks to the side, the move making him appear more like Matteo’s own son rather than younger brother. I can’t believe I didn’t see the strong resemblance sooner, but it’s definitely there now that I’ve noticed it. 

	My husband’s hand comes to my cheek, caressing softly; he slides his palm until the tips of his fingers to raise my chin up to stare into my eyes. “Are you unwell, mia moglie?”

	It’s the first touch of tenderness and compassion he’s shown me, and I’m stupid enough to feel myself begin to drown under his intensity. My heart kicks up again, the beat quickening from a mere sweet gaze from the man of my fantasies. Just a touch of affection, and I’m ready to wave the white flag, giving the man whatever he demands of me. How is it that a man can have so much control over another human? 

	My mouth parts, ready to admit to him that I cannot stand, let alone walk, and my vision grows hazy. His image blurs, everything darkening...the last thing I hear is him shouting my name, “Violet, Violet, mia Violetta!”

	And then there’s nothing, just blackness mixed with silence. Zero stress, and most of all, no imposing men surrounding me. I can finally relax my overtired muscles and not worry about a thing. 
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	I was careless with Violet. She’s the first woman to be put under my protection as the Capo, and she’s already been taken advantage of. The worst part was that it was me and the Vendetti tradition that did it to her. I should’ve checked on my new wife throughout the day and actually paid close enough attention to know that her mother kept her from eating or drinking anything. How often does this sort of thing occur with Violet and her mother? My father was cruel in his ways, but we never went hungry.

	“I should’ve waited and given her a chance to settle in, and then maybe this all could’ve been avoided.” I bite out in frustration. Could’ve, should’ve, and would’ve scenarios play out in my mind, but they’re all useless. What is done is done, and I’m to blame for it.

	“Nonsense,” Romano disagrees, immediately discarding any responsibility placed on the Vendetti name. “The tradition is always carried out on the wedding night; it’s our custom. You heard Dr. Beneventi earlier. He says she’s malnourished and you had no way of knowing that.”

	“Hmm. I also heard him declare that she was under duress and it was the added stress that was the last straw to make her pass out with exhaustion. I could’ve avoided all of this, had I not been so selfish and blindsided by everything.”

	“You are the Capo dei capi; it is expected for you to be selfish.”

	But I don’t want to be that way when it comes to her. Sure in some aspects I do...like keeping her to myself so no one can ever do any type of harm to her. It doesn’t mean, however, I would deem my selfishness to a level that’d have me looking the other way regarding her health and well-being. If anything, it’d have me acting even more overbearing. This woman’s in for a hell of a change, that’s for certain. 

	“Mr. Vendetti,” Dr. Beneventi strides into the hallway and both my father and I stand up to offer the doctor our attention. We’d been discussing everything that happened in the small sitting area outside Violet’s suite while I’d not-so-patiently pretended to wait since she collapsed. 

	“Uh,” the man stammers glancing to my father. “Not you, sir; the other Mr. Vendetti.” He clears his throat and gestures to me, uneasiness in his gaze. Everyone’s terrified of Romano; they’re used to him being in charge and being quite merciless. 

	“What is it, Luca?” I interrupt before my father can utter a retort about being in charge. He’s not any longer and he needs to be shown right away that I can handle this, amongst other issues. 

	The older man pats his palms against the sides of his slacks, a telltale sign that he’s nervous. “You’d asked me to let you know when she was awake.” He gestures to the room behind him. “I gave her a brief summary about her losing consciousness and that I’d hooked her up to a saline drip, amongst the dosage of antibiotics and vitamins I’d injected her with while she slept. She agreed to the protein drink, the one I’d requested from you for her earlier. I’m having her take small sips now, and she knows not to have too much if she begins to feel queasy. We don’t want her expelling any bit of nutrition we get in her body.”

	I move to pass him and he steps to the side, effectively putting him directly in my path. Dumb move on his part; I’ve killed men for being in my way. My brow hikes and the doctor’s mouth moves to speak but nothing comes out. Sweat drips from his brow, his hands move from patting his pants to trembling as he digs a handkerchief free to dab the perspiration away. 

	“F-fo-forgive me Capo dei Capi Vendetti.” His gaze falls to my feet, showing his respect and his submission.

	My other eyebrow rises as well, impatient for him to stop wasting my time. “My wife, doctor.”

	“Yes, just please...” I can tell it’s taking everything in him to stand here and not piss himself in fear. “If I may suggest that you do not put her under any added duress. The young lady will be on the mend quickly with decent nutritional options and without unnecessary pressure.”

	Did she tell him what we were in the middle of? Does he know we were taking turns teasing and fucking her?

	“Are you implying something?”

	“N-no sir. Just following protocol and making sure you’re aware.”

	“Noted. Now, Luca?”

	“Yes, Mr. Vendetti, sir?”

	“Get the hell out of my way.”

	“Yes sir, of course, Capo.” He nods and dutifully moves to the side, anxiously glancing between myself and Romano. 

	Drawing in a deep breath, I twist the knob to Violet’s room and exhale as I step over the threshold. The area is dim, her entire room shadowed, making me feel as if I need to be quiet like she may be sleeping again. I know she’s awake; the doctor just told me, yet I still can’t help but to keep my steps light as I make my way toward the oversized canopy bed. 

	I can’t help but wonder with each step if she’s come to hate me even more than before...

	Yesterday while mia fiore was distracted, I’d had Violet’s mother let the staff know what her favorite colors are, and they’d worked all day today during the ceremony and reception to get her room redecorated to better suit her. She doesn’t even get to enjoy the small surprise I’d had planned for her. I assumed after being with my brothers and me that this would be a small token toward her and she’d seek refuge here to rest when we weren’t keeping her busy. 

	My wife comes into view and Violet’s no longer drinking the protein shake the doctor gave her. Her eyes are closed and she’s covered to her chin with the fluffy bright yellow down comforter. She seems so small and frail in the middle of the king mattress. I’d never have guessed her favorite color was sunshine yellow. She struck me as the type to like black or purple, but that’s neither here nor there. The fact is glaringly obvious as I take her form in; she’s tiny, especially compared to my brothers and me. We were too rough with her. she’s fragile, and we always must keep that in mind. It’s far too easy to forget as she has a fire inside that easily makes her seem so much bigger and stronger—a worthy opponent.

	As I come to the side of the bed and gaze down, I take in her features. She’s so peaceful like this, nothing like before in the exam room. She was fierce in there, fighting and mouthing off as if she were strong. She had us fooled, but I see her now. I thought I’d have to break her, but my flower’s already broken. She has much to share with me. I’m sure that will take time; Violet’s not too trusting—a quality I’m familiar with. In this life, you can’t be or else you’ll end up with your throat slit and stuffed in a random freezer. 

	Her lashes flutter as her lids part, offering me a glimpse of those beautiful irises. She says nothing, only watches me as I take a seat by her side. I move slowly, careful not to jostle her too much. The tip of her pink tongue darts out, wetting her bottom lip. 

	“Are you thirsty?” I nearly whisper, my voice gruff with emotion I’m not used to feeling toward a woman.  If she was falling asleep I don’t want to rattle her right away, peppering her with health questions. Violet’s my wife, and it’s my duty to take care of her in sickness and in health. 

	She shakes her head and I find myself chewing on the inside of my lip. I don’t know how to fix things; usually I just break them and get rid of them. What am I supposed to do to help her? I want her to yell at me like she did before, rain her fists against my chest and tell me how much she hates me. That I can deal with. Her tired gaze falls to my lap and immediately I find myself reaching out to her. Cupping her cheek, I ask, “What do you need? What can I do?”

	She blinks, once, twice, a third time before quietly responding. “Will you lay with me?”

	It’s far from what I was expecting her to say, so I nod. My throat’s feeling uncomfortably parched at her request as I get to my feet, loosening the plain black tie still in place from our wedding ceremony yesterday. Or was it merely this morning? I swear it feels as if it were days ago with all the worry from her passing out and the day dragging on through the ceremonial events. The knot comes free and I carefully lay my tie over the plush, dove grey suede sofa at the end of the bed. Next, my fingers make quick work of the small buttons on my dress shirt, my gaze never straying from hers. 

	She peers over at me with enough fascination that I can’t help but find it a bit intriguing. I wonder if she’s never had a man undress before her as I am. The thought has my stomach clenching with an uncommon bout of jealousy. The poisonous emotion dutifully works to claw free, so I quickly choke it away and focus on slipping my leather shoes off. They’re tucked neatly against the couch as I reach for my matching belt’s buckle. 

	She draws in a quick breath at the latch coming free and immediately my lips turn up into a smirk.  I can’t help that her anxiety does something to my insides. I’m a bastard for reveling in it. “Relax mia fiore; I do not plan to lick and fuck you tonight. I simply don’t sleep in clothes.” 

	I’ll leave my boxer briefs and white T-shirt on tonight, for her sake. If I remove them as well, I’m afraid I may take advantage of her wifely duties and I’ve already pushed her far enough for one day. I’m not sure I’ll ever have my fill of her warm, sweet, tight cunt though. The need to impregnate her rides heavily through my veins, my seed ready to burst into her at a moment’s notice. 

	Exhaling, I continue my task of folding my shirt and pants; I place them next to my tie uniformly. Even as a grown man I still make sure everything’s nice and neat. We were never messy children. Our father would’ve had us each whipped until we couldn’t be anything but well-ordered. I, however, don’t plan to put my own children through the same treatment. Will I be strict on them? Of course, you have to, if you want them to flourish in the Empire; it’s the Vendetti life. 

	Making my way to the opposite side, I pull back the fluffy down and climb into the bed next to her. The cool sheets hit my skin and my new wife appears even frailer like this, against her soft pale sheets. How can she tempt me looking so weak and helpless? Something is seriously fucked in my head if seeing her so helpless makes me desire her even more. I need a strong female, one that will have my back and not be afraid to shoot, should a threat appear. I don’t need a woman like this; so young, so inexperienced, so useless. Yet, I find myself yearning to draw her to me, wanting to shield her from anything bad out in the world. 

	I can be strong enough for both of us.  

	The thought festers from the same cavernous space that drives the emotion forward to keep her safe, to make her happy. Here I am worrying over her well-being and yet we haven’t even made it through twenty-four hours without her unscathed. Not only that, but she’s yet to fuck my other brothers. There’s no way she’ll want anything to do with me for God knows how long, but it can’t be helped. My brothers and I, we’ve been groomed for this nearly our entire lives. This is what we do, we run the Vendetti Empire; we are the Vendetti legacy—not anyone else. And now Violet must find her place amongst us, whether she ends up preferring the company of one of my brothers over my own is irrelevant. What matters most is that she accepts responsibility and carries on our bloodline; that is her duty in all of this.  

	She twists my way, her nose burrowing into the crease where my bicep and the mattress meet. She must be seeking comfort. It’s an action I’m not familiar with offering. Of course, my mother would occasionally comfort and console us as children, but she’s been gone many years now, and we had to grow up quickly around my father and his men. When it came to having women in my bed, they’ve been quick fucks. I only required someone to scratch an itch, nothing more. I knew from a young age that I’d be betrothed as an adult and not to grow attached to a female unless she would be comfortable with being a mistress. My form of comforting would be allowing her to suck my cock, but I don’t think that’s what she needs at the moment. 

	Moving my arm above her, I stretch it across the pillow and carefully pull her to my chest. She sighs with what I’d guess is relief and her hand comes to rest on my abdomen. “Careful carina, a bit lower and you won’t be getting any sleep tonight.” 

	I don’t know why I say it, maybe because I’m an asshole. No matter, it’s the truth and where my cock’s concerned the truth is something I don’t plan on keeping away from her. I don’t wish to make her uncomfortable, but in the same respect, she needs to understand just how badly I want to sink my length into her wet heat again. Had she not fallen weak earlier, I’d be fucking her again now and enjoying every single stroke into her wetness.  

	Each nerve in my body pulses with the craving to take her again and put my child in her belly.  I imagine it’s worse at the moment, knowing my brothers were inside her cunt as well and there’s a possibility she could have their child rather than my own. My father swears that I’m the stronger male in every aspect when it comes to my brothers, but I can’t help the sense of possessiveness that’s overtaken me when it comes to Violet. When she does fall pregnant, I want that kid to be mine, not anyone else’s. Brothers or not, Violet needs to have my son before anyone else’s. 

	Rather than ruin this moment by talking or, in our case, arguing per the usual, my arm wraps over her hip, bringing her a touch closer. With her securely in my arms, we both drift off to sleep.
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	I’m woken by delicious pressure against my engorged cock. My eyes part, making sure I’m not still asleep, having some sort of good dream. Alas, it’s nothing of the sort. It’s the real deal. My sweet little wife straddles my body, her soft pussy grinding against my stiff, heavy member. Who knew she had it in her to take what she wants. Perhaps my brothers and I awoke something buried inside her? Could she be a sex kitten needing fucked into submission? I’m going to find out and revel in it as I do. 

	My hands fall to her back, sliding over the smooth, naked flesh. Rounding over her delicious curvy ass, I cup the globes pulling them into me as I thrust my huge cock upward. It’s enough to bring forth a loud moan, and if I thought I’d been hard before, I was mistaken. That moan first thing in the morning has me wanting to flip her over and ravish her completely. My hand trails lower, loving the crease under her ass cheek until I feel her wetness on my fingertips. I dip it inside her warm heat, spreading the wetness up and down her slit. 

	She’s so damn wet and perfect. The feel of her tender, swollen flesh has me groaning and pulling her to grind against me again. She whimpers a delightful sound. The sweet flower must need my cock so, so badly. Thrusting two fingers into her core, I push them deep, past my knuckles and her warm breath as she exhales brushes my nipples through my T-shirt. The sensation spurs me on, and I finger fuck her rougher, in and out, in and out, in and out until her pussy begins to spasm. Her sweet mewls breathed against my chest are enticing on their own. 

	Removing my hand, I swiftly reach into my boxer briefs, yanking my cock out and line it up to her hole. The next spasm from her pussy has me thrusting into her until I’m fully sheathed. She calls out loudly as I firmly grip her hips. She sits up, groaning at the fullness of having me seated in her fully; the sweet pussy has never had a cock inside first thing in the morning. Violet’s sparkling irises meet mine. She’s awake now and feeling much better by the look of her. She was sleepily grinding against me when I awoke, but no more, she can feel me everywhere. 

	“Ride me, fiore,” I order. The sex and sleep has my rasp coming out gruffer than usual. If I don’t allow her to service me, then I’ll end up fucking her far too hard. I don’t want to hurt her already when she’s only just begun to initiate sex today.

	“I don’t know how,” she whispers, and I grin. Best thing I’ve heard in a long time. I love it that she doesn’t know how to ride a cock, because if she did, she’d have been intimate like that with another man and if that were the case I’d have to kill him. She belongs to me—no other. This pussy is mine. 

	My palms splay where her hips and thighs meet, moving her, tilting her hips forward and back. I move her just how I like, lifting her a few inches, dropping her down, then rock forward and back. I repeat it a few times until she gets the rhythm I prefer down. Thankfully, she takes over mimicking the motion, with her snugness it’s becoming hard for me to concentrate on anything but the intense feelings. Fuck, I want to flip her over and tear her to pieces so badly. My hands fist her flesh at the delicious thought, but I hold back. I put too much pressure on her yesterday; I need to ease her into the wild fucking I enjoy so much. What’s important now is being inside her core, filling her with my seed while she’s willing. 

	My hands move to palm her perky tits. They’re a handful just as I like, but I can’t wait to see them grow heavy with milk for my sons. She will make a perfect queen once I break her in. My thumbs flick back and forth over the taught peaks, forcing her to cry out in bliss and rotate her hips, grinding against me. I’ll train her just as I like, she’ll be the perfect wife, the perfect future; I can see now why my father was so insistent.

	Leaning up, I pull one tip into my mouth, sucking deeply on her nipples, moving from one breast to the next. She releases a drawn out moan, the sound going directly to my groin and I reach around with one hand to fist her hair. Her head falls back as I tug on the natural leash, pistoning my hips into her pussy harder and faster until she explodes around my cock. Her grip has me throbbing, needing to come in her badly. I tighten my grip with my opposite hand, holding her to me as she rides the wave of her orgasm and I let my release flow free. The thick cum fills her. With each pump of my seed, my own satisfaction’s evident within her tender folds. 

	I unwind my hand from her long silky locks and Violet releases a breath, her lips turned up in a pleased smile. I meet her gaze and she lies on my chest, her tits dotted with perspiration. Having her so close and satisfied has me feeling content. I just pleased my wife and I’ve never felt such a feeling like it before. My palm lazily rubs over her smooth back, offering her further comfort as she catches her breath and comes down from the natural high. Will sex always be this good with her? Even when she was pissed yesterday, the fucking was out of this world. I enjoyed every moment of it. And then this morning, she initiated it, and it was even better than taking her virginity, in my opinion.

	There’s a knock at the door and Violet freezes. My hold tightens around her, not letting her move. My cock’s still buried in her warm, wet pussy and doesn’t want to move just yet. 

	“Yes?” I reply loud enough so whoever’s on the other side of the door can hear me. Violet buries her face in my neck, her tits firmly pressed against my chest and it has me wanting to have her body again. She’s warm and soft; I could ease her over onto her tummy and ride her from behind this time. Really start to break her pussy in with my cock.

	The door opens a bit and Luciano pokes his head in. “I thought I heard you both awake.”

	I nod. “Were you sitting outside the door?”

	“Yes, Romano sent for me after you came in. He didn’t want any of the men positioned outside. He thought you’d be more comfortable with me if you needed something.”

	I nod again. Because I know that’s not the main reason Romano sent for him. It’s Luciano’s turn to have Violet. That’s my father. Even though he’s no longer the Capo, he’s still thinking of the family. It’s Vendetti tradition, and he’s seeing it through, but that’s my job now. He needs to back off. I was comforting Violet, giving her something she desired, and in return, she’s repaid the favor graciously.

	“How’s the patient feeling this morning?” Luciano asks, his gaze trailing over the naked body that’s resting snuggly against my own.  I lightly smack Violet’s ass cheek under the bit of sheet she’d grabbed so she’ll stop being shy and speak to my brother. She’ll come off as rude if she doesn’t respond, and Luciano’s a good man. He doesn’t deserve her sassy tongue or to be ignored, even if she is just nervous or whatever.

	She moves her face away from my throat, laying the side of her cheek on my broad shoulder and replies shyly, “Uh...umm, I’m much better, thank you.” 

	“Good to see you so responsive,” he murmurs and I catch the double meaning in his words, but I doubt Violet does. 

	Shifting her off of me to the side, I yank up the sheet, keeping the fabric up and over her to offer her a sense of modesty. Once she’s covered, I tuck my cock back into my boxer briefs. Climbing out of the bed and to my feet, I pull my undershirt back over my abdomen and run my hand through my sleep tasseled hair. I make my way to the oversized ivory chair placed in front of a massive bay window overlooking the back gardens and pool. 

	With an exhale, I send Luciano a nod of permission.

	This is another part of the tradition; I must watch my brothers enjoy Violet’s body. It’s a requirement just in case a sibling ever decides to act like a hero and not fuck or decides to hurt her. It’s always been this way, and I’m starting to believe it may be one of the main reasons why we can’t choose our own betrothed. If we don’t know or love the female we’re set to marry, how can we get overly jealous or angry when we have to share her with each of our brothers? The men in my family are fiercely protective. There’s no doubt in my mind that if we married the woman we were in love with and then had to watch them with another man, we’d take out the entire family to protect our woman. This way the tradition takes root and no one dies. 

	It’s smart and I agree with the technique to a certain extent. The only thing left eating at me now is how can I be feeling this bit of possessiveness over Violet already? We’ve been married one day and no more. We’ve only fucked twice. In the Vendetti family, once we’re married and have consummated the relationship, our wives have the option to keep up relations with any of the brothers if she should choose to do so. That’s another thing my ancestors thought of, if the females introduced to the family are sleeping with at least one Vendetti male, then she’ll keep having our babies and continue on the bloodline. But why does the thought of her keeping ties with any of my brothers, more so than them offering her their protection regularly. Why  does that thought eat away at me so harshly, and so soon? 

	After mia Violetta is shared once with each of my younger brothers, I want her all to myself and in my bed only. I doubt it’ll happen, though; I’m a hard man to get along with if I don’t have my way. Some may say I’m spoiled; others in the family would say it’s my birthright being born the oldest male in a powerful dynasty. I’m the Capo, and as my father says, I’m entitled to be selfish.

	Can I control what my father refers to as my “silent temper?” I stew on things silently and then take care of it with a ruthless fist in a blaze of anger. I don’t want to become overly jealous to the point of killing her and my brothers that may care for her. I can’t. This is our life. This is how things are done and always have been. I was used to it and completely fine before, but now...well, I want her all to myself. 

	I’m nothing more than a typical selfish Vendetti heir. 
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	Clutching the sheet to my body tightly, I turn over and sit up making sure the fabric is tucked securely over my naked breasts. I hadn’t the slightest idea that there was someone actually sitting outside the bedroom door waiting or else I would’ve made myself be quiet while Matteo was inside me moments ago. Thankfully, it was just his brother Luciano, or else I may’ve been a bit embarrassed for my husband and myself. I don’t know how Matteo feels about his men hearing my uninhibited response to our sexual intercourse. There’s no way that anyone outside the door wouldn’t know exactly what we’d been doing. 

	Being intimate with Matteo, Valentino, and Dante yesterday opened my eyes once I stopped fighting against what was happening. They shared me so willingly, yet not. Each is possessive in his own way, especially my husband. I could see that my pleasure was important to them even if they pretended otherwise, and how they each couldn’t wait for their turn to touch me. To feel unbelievably desired by so many men at once is liberating. I felt immensely powerful yesterday, witnessing each man crumbling with passion before me and knowing in my mind that I was the one who’d given them those feelings. 

	It’s happening again with Luciano. He’s here after just hearing me come, and he’s watching me as if he’s ravenous. He hasn’t had his turn with me yet and I can definitely tell the big man is eager for it. Yesterday I was overwhelmed and frightened, but today, I’m more excited than anything. My life has done a one eighty, but these men are offering me so much in return as well. 

	“Let her eat first.” Matteo scolds the younger brother, but Luciano will not hear of it. 

	He stalks toward me, a strong, determined man on a mission, as his older brother glares more and more with each stride he makes closer to me. “I’ve waited longer than is custom for our familia. She’s had her rest and I’ve run out of patience.”

	Swallowing, I glance between them both, speaking up for myself. “She is right here and can make up her own mind.” 

	Matteo scowls but remains silent, quietly stewing in his bossy alpha way with irritation. He’s not a man I would push around if I were Luciano. But maybe because they are brothers, Matteo will show him some leniency.

	“Babe,” Luciano mutters, his fingers going under my chin as he tenderly turns my face up to his. I’ve had a few guys call me babe before, but the way the word rolls from his lips has my toes curling in anticipation.

	“Luciano.”

	“Morning orgasms look so damn good on you.” 

	My cheeks heat. I’m still not used to men’s attention so blatantly obvious on me. Of course, I’d dated in the past, but nothing ever came out of any of them. My father had a hand in everything I did, even when I was out with friends or around guys. His men were always around to make sure I was safe and kept untouched. It was usually a cousin or a close family friend that he’d trust my safety with. None of them showed real interest in me as each knew I’d be betrothed eventually or else they’d end up six feet under. And especially now, knowing that I was promised to the Vendettis, am I glad no one ever tried in that sense. I have a feeling they’d be dead if they had and not by my father’s doing. 

	Luciano’s free hand falls to my bare shoulder, his fingertips lightly trace from my shoulder up along the skin of my throat and back again, giving me pleasant goosebumps. He continues to explore, the touch trailing over the crest of each pale breast following the fold of the sheet. His lips part as he murmurs something low in Italian. Whatever he said—he sounds pleased.  His gaze skirts over every freckle on my face before removing his hand from my chin to place it on my other shoulder. He applies enough pressure to have me shifting backward, lying on the bed again with the sheet taut across my body. 

	His nostrils flare as his stare continues to move lower over every dip and curve. No doubt he can make out every curve I posses with the way the sheet falls against my flesh. “It’s my turn, babe. Do you know what that means?” he asks, and I nod, ready for more—for all of them to take me. I’ve made peace with this. I must be with each and rather than be angry or disgusted, I’m excited. How many women get the chance to marry a man and then have sex with seven different men, all gorgeous and powerful? I’ve never met even one woman offered such a luxury, that’s for sure. 

	Luciano eagerly tugs the sheet to one side, exposing my nakedness underneath. Matteo bites out a curse as Luciano licks his lips eagerly. “If only Matty hadn’t just come in you, I’d eat your pussy until you came so many times your legs shook.”

	My thighs press together on their own accord, the pressure sending a small jolt of bliss to my core. It’s not nearly enough, but the move has Luciano grinning and pushing my legs apart. He stares at my core as he unbuckles his wrinkled dress pants. He didn’t even change from yesterday. If I had to guess, he’s been outside that door all night waiting for this moment. 

	“How do you want me?” I get up the nerve to ask, unsure if he’d like me to be on top of him as Matteo had just enjoyed it so much. 

	Luciano curses, his hold shifting as he yanks my ankle and hip over. He moves me, twisting my body so quickly that I’m shocked to find myself flipped over onto my stomach. His hands both span over my hips, their expanse large enough that they nearly touch each other as he pulls me up to rest on my hands and knees. In this position, I’m unbelievably exposed to him, and he can see every bit of my core.

	“Will you allow me to fuck you like this, or do I need to tie you up?” He squeezes my hips as his voice rumbles with the question. These men get turned on and their voices instantly turn all Batmanish, and it’s insanely sexy.

	I can make out Matteo grumbling in the background about Luciano not being allowed to hurt me and how he’s only just begun breaking me in. Matteo’s words are surprising considering that just yesterday he was strapping me down to a table, telling me how he didn’t care about my thoughts or feelings. 

	The blunt silky tip of Luciano’s cock pushes at my entrance, begging to be let in. I draw in a heavy breath, filling my lungs with anticipation. I have no idea of his size. The others I could plainly see as they’d entered me, but not now. One of his strong hands leaves my body to caress my back, following along my spine. He rubs me a few times in the same pattern until I find myself relaxing and leaning a bit into his touch. 

	I let out a sigh, his stroke leaving my back to line his cock up more precise. In one swift thrust he enters me so fully, I call out in surprise. Releasing my pent up breath, it leaves me in a rush and my core spasms around his length. 

	“So damn tight, babe,” he murmurs as his hand returns to the same spot as before, rubbing me in the soothing pattern along my spine again. His other palm remains firmly on my hip, holding me in the same spot. His grip is too tight, and his strength is so much more powerful than my own that there’s no way I could move, even if I wanted to. I don’t, but it’s important to keep note that he’d take me whether I was ready or not. Hell, they all would; they’re influential enough that no one would blink an eye at it either. 

	This is Luciano’s birthright, the same with Matteo and all of the other Vendetti brothers. I’m the one who’s been chosen to take them all on and to marry the Capo dei capi Vendetti. There are women out there who would kill for this spot, to be so close to Matteo and his brothers. But it’s all mine. 

	Luciano backtracks, tugging his long, hard cock nearly the entire way out before pushing all the way back in, making me groan with the movement. It must feel good to him, too, as he repeats the move again and again, over and over. It’s nearly too much—the buildup with the thick girth stretching me to the point that pain pinches in different spots. His length finds a spot buried deep inside my center that has me moaning loudly as I bite into the sunny overfilled down comforter. 

	My eyes flash open with him letting off the intense pressure, pulling out again, and I find Matteo standing next to the couch at the end of the bed. He watches my face, my gaze meeting his. He’s pissed and turned on all at once; it’s an overwhelming combination when it comes to a man like him. And holy shit does he look hot wearing it! 

	“Finish, Luciano,” Matteo commands, “or you won’t have a cock attached to your body,” he promises. The more he gets worked up, the quicker his chest rises and falls. His brother’s hips piston, shoving his dick into me faster and rougher. 

	I don’t know if it’s seeing Matteo angry and turned on at witnessing Luciano fucking me or if it’s the hard cock pounding into me from behind, but I explode. My orgasm hits me quickly, slamming into me with enough force it steals my breath away, my eyes rolling as the sensations flutter over every inch of my body. At my sounds of pleasure, Luciano loses himself, pumping my center full of his hot cum and fulfilling his part of the Vendetti tradition. 
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	Matteo glances at his phone as Luciano dresses and I sip from the bottle of water on the bedside table. It seems that so much has changed in a short amount of time. I know absolutely nothing about what’s expected of me being Matteo’s wife besides the obvious desire he has of me having his sons. I’m too young for all this responsibility, but in this family, I have no choice in the matter. Growing up entangled in the mob lifestyle, women rarely make such strong decisions. This is a man’s world that I was simply born into, expected to do my part for the Bottaro family. 

	Luciano finishes buckling his fine leather belt in place as Matteo dips his head in to whisper something to his brother. It stings a bit that he feels the need to keep whatever he’s telling him between the two of them and not share it with me. I just had sex with both of them; would it really be so bad to speak in front of me? My father did so in Italian. I may not have understood his words, but at least I didn’t feel so much like an outsider. With Matteo, I’m not even allowed to hear the words being said. 

	“Babe.” Luciano smiles warmly, lifting my hand to his lips. He presses a gentle kiss and my stomach leaps. Not as much as when Matteo touches me, but I still feel a bit giddy inside that this striking man has his lips pressed to my flesh. “Such perfection. My brother is indeed a lucky man. We all are, to have you join our familia.”

	I nod, a little choked up at his words. No one’s shown me kindness like his words since I’ve arrived. Sure they’ve complimented me on my body and my looks, but the way Luciano says it, it seems he means it in so many other ways, like he truly thinks I’m a catch for their family. 

	Matteo huffs as he glances between us. “Out, Luciano! Enough already.” 

	Is that jealousy I hear in his voice? Could it be that he doesn’t like to witness his brothers treat me with affection? It seems with each brother fulfilling the Vendetti wedding tradition, the more territorial he becomes toward me. Maybe being intimate with his brothers really will work to my advantage. It’s already offering me a taste of power within the family, but perhaps it’ll offer me a real chance to have my husband genuinely care for me as well. I don’t want him having mistresses, and if jealousy is the way to bring him to me and away from any other women, well, I’m not opposed to using that to my advantage. 

	With another sweet smile directed toward me, Luciano nods his compliance to his brother and closes the door behind him. Matteo’s dark gaze immediately falls to me, and I swallow down my questions. I can’t just ask him if he’s jealous as I want to. However, one look at him is answer enough. The man is pissed and has pure possession gleaming in his eyes. 

	“Matteo?” I murmur, unsure of what exactly he wants me to do next. Of course I obeyed my father, but I could push him when I really wanted my way. With Matteo, things are much more different; he’s the Capo, the most powerful man in the family and in New York.

	“Shower and then call your father. He won’t stop calling my phone to check on you. After you speak to him, you will eat and then entertain Salvatore.” He scowls as his brother’s name leaves his mouth, as if he can’t stand to say it. They seem close when they’re around each other, though. Could it be more jealousy rearing its head? 

	“I would still choose you over them; you know, if it came to a choice,” I admit softly with a shrug.

	He snorts, reminding me of the pompous asshole he’d been when I first arrived. “You belong to me, Princessa Bottaro, make no mistake about that. You may fuck my brothers but none of them will ever own you as I do. Princessa or not, you are the Vendetti Queen now. Get used to it.”

	My cheeks heat in anger, and I feel the warm flush spread over my neck and chest. I open my mouth to give him a piece of my mind and his eyebrow rises. His gaze is cold and angry; no doubt the man can shut his emotions off at the drop of a hat. 

	“Ah, ah, ah, watch how you speak to me, little wife. I’ll have that tongue cut out of your mouth if you can’t keep quiet. You’d be able to suck my cock even better as well.”

	Hot salty tears crest; it takes everything in me not to tell him to fuck off. The man has so much nerve. No doubt he’s the Capo dei capi. Only a hateful man can speak to someone like that and it not faze him one bit. My face turns to the side, breaking eye contact as the tears fall over my cheeks, creating streaks of frustration that I don’t want him witnessing.  He doesn’t deserve them. He deserves nothing from me.

	Not that me being upset matters to him in the slightest anyhow, he strides toward me. Matteo’s back to being fully clothed in his fancy shoes, slacks, and button up shirt while I sit naked, clutching the sheet to my body like a lifeline. His fingers tip my chin up and he nears as if to kiss me. I hold my breath in anticipation, believing he’s going to kiss me and apologize for his hateful words. Only he doesn’t.

	His tongue darts out and caresses my cheek, licking the trail my tears have left behind. “So utterly beautiful when you cry,” he mutters barely loud enough for me to hear. “You will learn to be strong mia fiore, or else you will break in the process. Trust me in this.” 

	He presses his nose into my hair, inhaling deeply before standing to his full height, his face closed off once again. “Shower!” he orders. “But leave the cum between your thighs or there will be consequences.” He tosses my phone onto the bed beside me. “And call your damn father.” With that last demand, he leaves. The door closes in his wake, and it’s so quiet, it’s nearly deafening as the tears fall more freely without anyone to witness them. 

	I only allow myself to cry as I shower. He said I would learn to be stronger or else he would break me. I’m way too stubborn to allow a man to have that much control over me, and besides, I think he’d enjoy that a little too much. I’m sure all the Vendetti men would.

	I turn the water off and step out of the luxurious, oversized shower and pat myself dry. Pushing the tears away, I stand a little straighter. Sometimes you need a good cry to center yourself and decide what you need to do. I won’t succumb to the easy way out; I’ll be stronger. And Matteo Vendetti will eat his words when he finally falls helplessly in love with me, because it’ll happen. I’ll make sure of it. Even if it’s the last thing I do, that man will learn to love me. That will be my retribution for his sharp tongue; he’ll have to live with what he put me through in the beginning of our marriage for the rest of his life.  

	Tying a black silk robe over my freshly scrubbed body, I dial my father. 

	“Vi?”

	“Hi, Poppa.” I smile into the phone even though he can’t see me. I can already picture his eyebrows scrunched with the tone of his voice.

	“Are you unwell, my girl? I called several times and finally Romano tells me you’d fallen ill yesterday.”

	“I’m fine; I was just tired from everything. It was a long day. Does this mean you’ve already left?”

	“Yes, my dear. We flew home yesterday after the dinner.”

	My chest tightens hearing that I really am left alone here. I may not have the best relationship with my mother, and there’s no way my father could protect me from the Vendetti house, but there’s a bit of comfort knowing they’re under the same roof with me. But they’re not even in the same state any longer. They left to go back to Chicago without saying a simple goodbye. How could they do that to their only daughter? I know, because I’m not my brother. If it were him, they’d be staying for at least a week to see him off. 

	“I see,” I reply, refusing to cry and let him hear my voice choked up with grief. I shouldn’t be surprised; this has my mother written all over it. My father never would’ve gone without hugging me first, if she weren’t involved with it somehow. 

	“This is for the best, Vi. Stop punishing me for securing your safety, for looking out for your future.” I can hear the worry in his voice; he thinks I will blame him forever for marrying me off to the Vendetti family. I get it; I always knew this would happen. It was the fact that he didn’t tell me I’d be marrying none other than Ruthless Vendetti of the Vendetti Empire before bringing me here. He simply married me off the next day and didn’t even blink about it. That’s had me so upset at him and my mother since we arrived. “I tried to see you again but the Capo had swept you away so quickly. That place is a fortress when they don’t want you there. It was impossible for me to get to you again once you’d left the dinner.”

	Hearing him say that he’d at least tried to see me again soothes the hurt in my heart. He does love me, and I believe that it was impossible for him to get to me. I wasn’t in my room, even if he had been able to come to me. 

	While everyone was enjoying the last of their dinners, desserts, and saying their goodbyes, I was strapped to a table getting fucked by multiple men. I’m not complaining, though; after the initial pain of Matteo taking my virginity, I enjoyed it immensely. That also explains why Romano came in much later. He’d been seeing the guests off and clearing his house out so his sons could take part in the legendary Vendetti tradition. Why does the revelation not take me by surprise? 

	“I understand, Poppa. I need to go; I was only calling to let you know that I’m okay. I love you.”

	“Good. The Vendetti familia will take care of you, Vi girl, much better than I ever could. I know you will want for nothing in the future.”

	“You did your best.”

	“I wish I could’ve given you more, offered you the chance to choose your husband or go to one of those schools you’ve always been interested in.”

	“You had your reasons and I respect that. I’ve known it would come to this; I just wasn’t expecting it to be the Vendettis...let alone the Capo dei capi.” I end on a whisper and hear him draw in a deep breath.

	“Si. Watch out for yourself, my dear girl, and remember I’m only a phone call away.”

	“I love you, Poppa.” My chest tightens with his words. Even if I did need to call him for help, he’d never be able to get to me. No one could. The Vendettis are the most powerful Italian Mafia family in the US.

	“Love you, Violet,” he says, and I press end. If I stay on the phone any longer, I’ll turn into a sobbing mess and I just finished pep-talking myself to stop with the frustrated crying. Matteo said I have to be stronger and that’s exactly what I plan to do. No matter how difficult it is adjusting to my new life surrounded by dangerous men who desire me—my husband being the most lethal of them all. 

	There’s a knock at my door, so I quickly toss the cell phone onto the makeup vanity and head in the direction of the door. Cracking it open a few inches I’m met with a woman about ten years my senior. Valentino’s relaxed, sprawled in the chair reading a magazine in the small sitting area off to the side of my suite.

	“Mrs. Vendetti, I’m here to collect your clothes to wash and see if you need anything?”

	“Oh, thank you…” I pause, and she quickly fills in my unasked question.

	“Sarah, ma’am; you may call me Sarah.”

	“Sarah, thank you for checking with me, but I don’t need anything at the moment. Well, besides directions to breakfast. This place is so big, I have no idea where to go. I’m still confused which way is up at this point.”

	She smiles and nods, but Valentino interrupts before she can respond. 

	“I will escort you to breakfast once you’re ready, carina.”

	I glance his way and smile, “All right, thank you.”

	“It’s my pleasure.” He licks his lips, glancing through the small opening of the door. I follow his gaze and see that my robe isn’t hiding much of anything. The fabric has parted, exposing a decent portion of my thighs, barely covering my pussy and breasts.

	I’m not trying to entice any of Matteo’s brothers without the man himself present. Valentino’s already had his turn yesterday, so I’m not sure how things work exactly with their traditions and expectations. “Thank you for checking, Sarah. Maybe tomorrow.” I smile, dismissing her and she returns it.

	“No problem, have a good day.” She turns away and I quickly close the door, shielding my nakedness from Valentino. I’ll admit witnessing him gawk at me like that and knowing he’s had pleasure from my body is pretty hot. My thighs squeeze together at the thought, feeling the small zing of desire shoot through me, before rushing to throw on some clean clothes.  

	Every piece of clothing I own is here. My mother made sure I had nothing left behind. Some may think of it as her being thoughtful, but part of me wonders if she believes I’ll never return. I can’t help but speculate that there may be some truth in that thought. The life I once knew is over. I’m a wife now and my loyalty lies to the Vendettis; they’re my new family. I must make the best of my situation, no matter how unusual the changes may be. I can only hope that they’ll never be cruel or abusive.

	So far, everything is different; I thought I knew what living the mob life was like. Obviously, I have no idea. I was the daughter—the Bottaro Princessa—sheltered from most everything, thanks to my father. I have a feeling I’m in for a rude awakening when it comes to my husband and his family. If  they let me in on anything, that is, but who knows? So far, they seem to be keeping anything not sex related away from me. Maybe it’s because I’m new to their tight-knit group? 

	Shaking off those thoughts, I pull on some skinny jeans and an oversized Victoria Secret long-sleeved cropped top. It’s been a bit chilly and I tend to get cold easier than most. Never mind that it also covers me up. I love the fact that the men in this house seem to find me undeniably attractive, but the juncture between my thighs is tender. I would appreciate a bit of down time to recoup. Using quick, effective strokes, I brush my hair up into a sloppy ponytail. No Marcia Brady brushing for me. I need to hurry up. I think I look cute, but also comfy—perfect for my first breakfast as the Capo’s wife. At least I hope so. 

	Sliding on some flip-flops, I open the door to Valentino standing right in front of it. He inhales deeply, his gaze turning even more heated, if possible, as it trails over me from head to toe. “Oh, Princess...” He shakes his head. “That won’t do. Even if those jeans do make your legs look a mile long, my brother will be furious to catch you dressed like this for breakfast.”

	Glancing down the front of my clothes, my eyebrow rises as I take in the very appropriate outfit. What on earth can be wrong with what I’m wearing? It’s not scandalous by any means. “Excuse me? Please tell me you’re joking.”

	“Your closet is full of appropriate attire in your specific size. We have a tailor on call as well if something doesn’t fit quite right.”

	“I want to wear my own clothes, not the stuff hanging in there with the tags still attached. These are comfortable and Matteo didn’t say we’d be going out anywhere today. I can change if we leave.”

	He grins and it’s not the friendly sort—more of the my sister in law is cute and naïve and I’ll pretend to be patient because I want to fuck her again type of smile. Regardless, it doesn’t matter; the ass is still completely gorgeous. 

	“It doesn’t matter what you want to wear or if you’re going out anywhere. If Ruthless catches anyone staring at your bared midriff in that crop sweater, he will have them put in a freezer with their eyes gouged out. He expects his wife to dress well, whether at home or going out. You never know when he’ll have business associates stop over. You need to be dressed as his wife should be to receive them. Think of it as a business meeting every time you leave this room.”

	Swallowing, my chest grows warm with irritation. I promised myself I’d adapt and I guess that includes learning how to dress as an old hag. If he wants me to wifey up, then that’s what I have to do. On the plus side, none of them will want to fuck me today, and my vagina will get a break. Not that I’m complaining. Those Vendetti men know how to work their hips to bring out delicious orgasms. 

	“And fix your hair,” he continues. “The Capo will approve if you put a few curls in your hair. The only time a ponytail is needed is if you’re being fucked from behind.”

	Releasing a breath, I want to be angry, damn it, I do! But his talk about fucking me from behind, has my breasts growing heavy and my nipples tightening into peaks of expectation. Rather than argue, I clear my throat. It’s suddenly dry with the images of the brothers pulling my ponytail. “Fine. Then expect to wait awhile.”

	“I’ll be here all day,” he replies with a wink, wearing the same grin. It’s full of mischief. No doubt he’s picturing the same images I am, but I’d bet he’s the only one doing the tugging. 

	It’s bad enough I must deal with getting wet every time Matteo opens his mouth, his voice is deep and raspy—like he sings for a living rather than slits throats. Then throw in his six gorgeous younger brothers flirting and making comments. At this rate I’m going to be a walking, talking, turned on sexpot ready to explode whenever one of them decides to touch me. 

	Turning around quickly, I head back into my suite, not bothering to close the door. He wants to make me all hot and bothered flashing those fuck-me dimples that no doubt he’s aware of, I’ll do a little teasing of my own. Shimmying out of the jeans, I pull them off and stand with my legs spread, back toward Valentino and yank off my shirt. I toss the comfy offending crop top onto the overstuffed sofa at the end of the bed and offer him an uninterrupted view of me from behind. I have on a tiny pair of black lace cheeky panties and matching bralette. He groans once he realizes what I’ve done and I smile to myself. Mission payback is accomplished.  

	Heading back into the massive walk-in closet, I rifle through the rows of clothes on the right side. It’s all the stuff that was here when I arrived. It still irks me that my mother sent over my measurements and size information beforehand and yet failed to mention to me that I was going to be getting married. She must’ve believed me to be such a fool to not suspect anything when she told me I needed to pack some things for a trip. She kept me busy and had me stay with my cousin in the guest room while the maids packed up my room. I never once thought about needing to go in my room for anything beforehand, and I feel like such an idiot to be played so easily by my own mother. 

	Eventually, I land on a beige underdress with black lace overlay. It looks like it’ll be fitted and not too long, so I carefully remove the exquisite piece of clothing off the velvet-covered hanger and unzip the side closure. I grab a pair of tall, glossy black Jimmy Choo’s and make my way into the bathroom. Matteo wants me dressed appropriately; I’ll make him eat his own words with the clothes he supplied. 

	Plugging in my straightener, I begin the process of applying my makeup. I go for a smoky eye, and then apply my primer, base, and setting powder. I highlight lightly in a few spots, contour to give me dimension and add a touch of blush before moving on to my hair. Using my straightener, I twirl a few loose curls into my long, dark hair and slip into the dress. It fits like a glove, and paired with the shoes, I’m a knockout. Brushing on some clear, shiny lip gloss and some inky mascara, I dig into one of the many expensive bottles of perfume that was already in the drawers. 

	My husband seemed to think of everything, or he’s a total control freak. I wonder if he thought he’d have to kidnap me and had everything here waiting just in case. I end up spraying Versace and it smells divine. I’m guessing Matteo approves of the scent or else the bottles wouldn’t be in here. I wonder if he pictured me in this dress when he’d approved of it or if he had seen someone else wearing it. 

	Spoiled bastard. 

	Crossing the threshold, I throw a smirk at Valentino, hearing him curse under his breath along with muttering something in Italian. With these men, I’m going to have to start learning Italian to know what they’re saying. My father always spoke English to me, but the Vendettis don’t offer me the same privilege. “Better, Mr. Valentino Vendetti?” I ask and he curses again, pinching the bridge of his nose. 

	“Follow me and drop the mister. My brother will stroke,” he grates out and I laugh to myself.

	“Oh, is something the matter?” I goad and he groans, spinning around quickly. His intimidating size has me plastered up against the wall with his move, my chest brushing against his as he’s so close. My breaths trip after each other, my breathing coming in small pants at his scent. The man is intoxicating.

	His nostrils flare, and in that moment, he reminds me so much of Matteo. “How the fuck,” he rasps on the verge of a snarl, licking his lips before continuing in that low gravelly voice of his, “am I supposed to protect you, when you look like that? I’ll be too busy thinking of all the ways I want in that tight pussy of yours than to be worrying about keeping you alive,” he finishes and I swallow, at a loss for words. 

	He dips his head in, his nose lightly grazing my collar bone as he inhales deeply. “And fuck, you’re wearing my favorite perfume.” With a tormented growl, he grabs my wrist and spins back in the direction we were walking toward, muttering to himself as he tugs me along.

	I catch him saying that Ruthless is going to castrate him and that I look too sexy to be in this house and how I smell edible. It’s enough that by the time we arrive to the breakfast table, I’m feeling pretty good on my dress selection and wearing a bold smile with the get up. 

	He yanks me into the room, coming to stand behind me. Matteo and his brothers all stare at me with hunger in their gaze as Valentino bites out a curse. “I’m done for today. Someone else fucking watch her.” He storms out and I witness as Matteo clenches his jaw before his emotions are shuttered away and my blank husband is once again in complete control. 
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	Holy fuck! She takes my breath away. 

	Why did Valentino allow her to leave her suite looking like that? And how in the hell am I going to be able to get anything done when all I’m going to be thinking about is fucking her.

	Romano’s the first one to speak up. “Violetta, you are absolutely stunning today, bella. Rest certainly looks good on you.”

	“Thank you, Mr. Vendetti,” she replies, offering him one of her rare smiles. 

	“Please, it’s Romano or Poppa. We’re familia now, carina,” he boasts, kissing her on each cheek. He’s no doubt taken with her, as he hasn’t allowed any of his own children refer to him as father since we were eight years old. For Violet, however, he’s ‘Poppa.’ I nearly snort, but refrain, as it’d just piss him off and that’s a side of him I don’t want my wife witnessing. 

	“Romano, then,” Violet accepts. “Thank you for the compliment; I am feeling much better today.” She returns the gesture, lightly kissing each side of his face, and I must smother the growl that wants to break free from my chest. One of Salvatore’s many dates had been wearing that dress and I’d thought it looked decent, so I requested the same for Violet. That was a stupid, idiotic mistake. She’s far, far more enticing than the bimbo who was wearing it ever could be. 

	Dante’s large form goes to her side. He places her hand in the crook of his elbow and escorts her closer to the buffet table full of various breakfast foods the cook prepared fresh this morning. “What would you like to eat, mia bella?” He gives her a smirk, which is so unlike my brooding brother.

	She’s not his beauty, she’s mine damn it. 

	This is exactly how it’s supposed to be. They’re supposed to cherish her as she’s at the head of the familia with myself, but this is driving me crazy inside. How will I get through it if she decides to warm my brothers’ beds over mine? I must figure out a way because just watching Violet next to them has me on edge, and she still must sleep with Salvatore, Santino, and Cristiano. This tradition is going to be the death of me! 

	“Relax, son,” Romano utters as he takes a seat beside mine. The other side is left vacant for my wife and I want her sitting there immediately so everyone has a reminder of who she belongs to. Not to mention, the table will help block their views of her shapely legs. 

	Gritting my teeth, I watch as she giggles over something Dante murmurs into her ear, far too close for my comfort.  Giggles over Dante...what the fuck? Since when did my grouchy brother learn to say anything even remotely funny? He’s big and moody and respects me, and that’s why we’ve always gotten along so well. Now he’s smirking and saying funny shit to make my bride laugh?

	I huff, stewing silently, per my usual temper tantrum way.

	“The tradition isn’t complete Matteo. When it is, she will only be yours.” My father drones on and I turn to him, my teeth clenched, my face in a snarl. 

	“She’s mine, now,” I declare, Ruthless showing himself in the moment. I’m no longer patient, calm, cool Matteo Vendetti. I’m Ruthless, ready to take what is his and fuck up anyone else in the way. 

	“She is,” Romano quickly agrees, placating the monster waiting to take over. “You’re the Capo dei capi Vendetti now; you must take some deep breaths and calm yourself. You’re with your familia, your brothers, your father, and your wife. Everyone is here for you, to serve you, Matteo.”

	Glancing around the table, my brothers nod in support, their mouths tight at seeing my bad side come out at a family meal. Valentino’s long gone, but I understand why. He had to remain professional and take a moment to himself. He’s already had his turn with Violet. Now he must step back as our brothers have theirs and she fully transitions into the Vendetti Queen’s role she is meant to have. 

	Dante escorts her to the chair at my side, sliding it out and pushing it in for her. This is what they’re supposed to be doing: protecting her, helping her, watching out for her. I have to get back in control of my emotions. I don’t want her believing I’m a loose cannon, even if I really am one with a good front in place. 

	Her palm lands on my forearm and my hand clenches into a fist. 

	“Valentino suggested I wear one of the new dresses you approved of. What do you think?” Violet asks and stares at me with genuine curiosity in her gaze. She knows what my brothers think already, of that I’m certain. Anyone with eyes can see they’re smitten with the Princessa. 

	“You’re beautiful. So much so, I have to stop myself from stabbing each of my brothers’ eyes out.” I admit before I can stop myself and her eyes grow wide. A few beats pass before she lets out the cutest fucking giggle and my brothers all follow behind chuckling at my statement. Hearing her laugh and seeing her smile pointed at myself this time has my shoulders relaxing and my fist uncurling. “That doesn’t frighten you?” I ask a moment later and am rewarded with another of her smiles.

	She shakes her head. “No. It would bother me if you didn’t find me attractive, if you didn’t think I was presentable. Hearing you say that does the opposite,” she admits, and my pants become tighter with my thickening cock. It seems I lose all control when she’s around—at one moment I’m angry and the next ,unbelievably horny. 

	“Eat,” leaves me gruffly and everyone around the table digs in. 

	I let my free hand fall under the table, landing on her lace covered thigh. It reminds me of her wedding dress and how I’d torn part of it from her body. She looked incredibly sexy all prim and proper in that white lace. Now, however, she looks utterly sinful in black lace, and knowing I took her virginity and fucked her again this morning, has me salivating for her again. My brothers may get a taste in the beginning, but it boils down to me owning her pussy and no other man having it.  

	My brothers carry on about who knows what. I can’t concentrate enough past my hand on her thigh and the food I keep shoveling away like it’s my first meal in months. I do, however, make sure she eats, as well as drinks some of her orange juice. The doctor was insistent on her needing good nutrition in order to keep up with my brothers and me. Her well-being means everything to me as I make her strong enough to carry my children and be by my side in our empire. 

	Romano eventually finishes and takes his leave. Valentino shows up around the same time, muttering apologies as he loads a plate full of food and sits toward the end of the table. I’m full myself with plenty of things to keep me busy, but I can’t seem to get myself to move from this chair as Violet slowly works on her food and entertains my brothers with random meaningless conversations. My brothers rarely put up with any sort of questions, but they encourage my wife as if she’s their new favorite toy.  

	At one point, Salvatore scoots his chair back, getting to his feet. “We’re all here, so I think this is as good a time as any. What do you think, Matty?” He stares my way, as his words finally register after a beat. He wants to fuck Violet right now. He’s asking my permission and per the tradition I’m supposed to grant it, and I should be grateful they all want her. This is what they receive in return for pledging their lives to her. 

	Swallowing down my annoyance and possessiveness, I take a big gulp of water before turning to Violet. She’s so damn beautiful today. She obviously went to trouble to do up her hair and makeup, and now, Salvatore’s about to ruin it. I think the part that bothers me most is not getting to be the one to mess her up. Without another thought, my hand reaches out, threading through her hair at her nape. Leaning in, I take her mouth in a hard, rough kiss. I want her to feel that she has me twisted up in knots inside. She needs to know that it’s not only my brothers who want her, but I do as well. 

	Pulling away, I press a soft kiss to her lips once before removing my hand. “Salvatore is ready to fuck you, mia fiore.” The words leave me in a growl, my voice thick with my own need. The kiss was torture; I did it to prove a point, yet it made me crave her even more.

	She nearly chokes before glancing at him and then back to me. “Now?”

	“Yes.” 

	“Are we going back to my room? I don’t want to be put on that exam table again, please.” Her face turns anxious, her hand squeezing my own with her softly spoken plea. 

	Standing, I fling my arm through the dishes, clearing the table away in one swoop. The dishes crash to the floor in a heap of a mess with a loud clatter. “You don’t have to go back in there,” I promise her and hold my hand to her. Violet leaps to her feet, her hand shooting out to grab mine again. “Salvatore,” I grant permission, gesturing to the table and he easily agrees.

	“This will work perfectly.” He hastily leaves his place at the table, and with a few strides, he’s beside Violet. “I don’t want to rip that gorgeous material, pull it up for me, moglie.”

	My hands curl into fists at him calling her ”wife.” She’s mine. Will this get any easier? It seems to become more difficult each time. I shouldn’t have had sex with her this morning. It’s made me too territorial, but I had to. I want to make sure it’s my child she ends up carrying not my brothers. 

	I’m not supposed to feel this way, yet I do. If my father were aware, he’d be disappointed in me. My brothers, mia familia, is supposed to come first, even before my new wife. I was bred to head up an empire, and doing that, I cannot have weaknesses.  I’m the Capo dei capi, for heaven’s sake; I can’t afford to show emotions as I desire to when it comes to mia moglie Violetta. 

	I watch, twisting my arms over my chest, as Violet complies, doing what Salvatore asks. She scrunches the bottom of the dress up over her hips, exposing miles of smooth legs, her ass incased in black lace just begging to be ripped apart. Salvatore cups her delectable ass, squeezing the globes before lifting her over the edge of the cherry wood table. 

	She lies back, parting her legs to fit his muscular thighs between them. He’s not nearly as big as I am, or say Dante, but he still manages to make her look small and feminine. Salvatore gazes down at her body, cock growing hard as he stares at the fabric that barely covers her waxed pussy. I think in that moment we’re all following along with our pants fighting our stiff dicks at the sight laid out before us. Violet’s undeniably stunning, and with her not rebelling, just opening those luscious thighs right up to be fucked at breakfast is a sight to behold.

	The situation has me nearly groaning with envy. We all wish to be in Salvatore’s place at the moment. I keep my thoughts to myself and watch as he pushes the panties right over her hole to the side, his finger dipping into her wetness. He pushes his finger inside her core about an inch before retreating and then pushing in again the entire length of his middle finger. 

	I wonder if she’s still soaked inside from mine and Luciano’s cum from when we finished inside her earlier. It’s like a car crash; none of us can look away as Salvatore pumps first one finger and then two into her heat. He finger fucks her as we all stare, cocks harder than steel, waiting to do the exact same thing but having to hold back. 

	Violet’s gaze meets mine as she parts her thighs even more, welcoming him deeper into her cunt. Her cheeks are flushed; her irises full of desire as she doesn’t watch him, but instead, she concentrates on me. She glances over my frame from head to toe, the juncture of her thighs growing wetter the more she gapes at my cock pushing against the expertly pressed slacks. I’m so damn turned on I feel as if I may split the fabric of my pants to break free and have her ride my cock in a repeat of this morning.

	“Now, Salvatore,” I command, my voice coming out strained, sounding like someone else entirely.

	Salvatore uses his free hand to unhook his belt and unclasp the pants enclosure. The two come undone and he shoves his briefs down enough to let his cock loose. Violet’s head falls backward, as she begins to moan, her chest rising and falling much quicker. She’s the sexiest woman I’ve seen in my life, letting us all watch her like this. She’s so vulnerable and open; it has me gripping my cock through my slacks. Salvatore leans in, trailing his dick up and down her slit, spreading her wetness as he continues fingering her. 

	“Fuck,” I curse. “I said, NOW, Salvatore.” I don’t know if the rest of us can hold back much longer. The need to claim and breed has never been stronger before and watching him play with what’s mine has me wanting to rip him away and take her. 

	Finally he sinks his length into her core. Violet cries out in a mixture of bliss and relief. The noise has my cock beading with precum and all of us breaking out in a sweat. The room’s cool, but she’s got us all deeply spun under her intoxicating spell. Salvatore pushes his cock into her fully and retreats, over and over. It takes seven thrusts and she’s screaming out her release. I think Cristiano came in his pants watching her, and Santino and Valentino darted from the room in the middle of her release. They’re either hunting down a willing female or taking care of it themselves—who knows which. 

	Her undoing is the beginning of Salvatore’s as well. He slams into her again and again, slapping noises echoing in the room as he thrusts into her and makes contact with her soaking wet pussy. It’s beyond erotic and I can’t wait to have my turn with her again. Another wet slap and he cries out, his ass clenching as his cock empties every drop of cum into her. 

	When he finally pulls free from her, we’re all panting as if we were the one’s who’d just spread her out over a table and fucked her until she came. This woman is going to be the death of me. 
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	Shocked would be an understatement. I keep underestimating these Vendetti men and I have to stop. Never would I have thought they’d expect me to just lay spread out on the table at breakfast for a quick fuck. And Matteo...he appeared as if he was ready to rip off all of his clothes and steal me out of Salvatore’s clutches. Witnessing him turned on that much while he was watching me had me feeling so powerful and in control of the moment. 

	Should I be feeling guilty for letting them have me so easily? Or for enjoying it as much as I do? Because I don’t feel the slightest bit ashamed and I can’t seem to find it in myself to be remorseful about any of it. I still have Santino and Cristiano to get through and with each brother, I find myself enjoying the sex more and more. Above all, though, I still want Matteo the most. I wonder if that will change as I’m with his other brothers? 

	Romano comes back into the room as I’m pulling my dress down over my thighs. I don’t dare ask for a towel to clean myself as that would start a world war with how badly these men want me pregnant. I made sure my underwear securely covered me until I can be alone later to change. He briefly glances over me and then at each of his sons, awareness overtaking his features as he turns to Matteo.

	“Severo and Vito are due to start working again tonight. Are you okay with them in the main house, or do you want them to continue to monitor the grounds? I assumed you’d have the family tradition taken care of by now and it wouldn’t be an issue with them returning to your personal security.” 

	My husband huffs. “Violet was ill yesterday. You know that as well as I do. We all witnessed her passing out, collapsing, and then heard the doctor’s recommendation about taking it easy on her. We’re taking care of everything today. They can come back to work inside tomorrow night.”

	Romano tsks. “The longer you push business aside, the more people believe they have a chance at taking over, at gaining control.”

	Matteo’s expression morphs, becoming dark, and I nearly make the sign of the cross. The man is scary when he’s angry about something. With a curse, he glowers at his father. “They can try; I welcome them to it, in fact. As I will enjoy watching each and every one of them die before me as a reminder not to cross me. Now, do you have any business to discuss with me, or is this visit purely about the gossip?”

	“There is one thing...” He trails off, glancing at me briefly before meeting Matteo’s stare once more. Whatever he has to say, he must not want me to hear it. That’s fine, I’m used to my father keeping me far away from his business, and it’s not like Matteo can send me off to marry someone without telling me. My own flesh and blood were the ones to pull that underhanded move. I was blindly loyal to them and I was a damn fool in the end because of it too. 

	“Tell me. Mia fiore has no one to speak to about our business, and if she did, we would hear about it.” He shoots a pointed look at me, warning me that I’m being recorded and that they know everything I do. I’d expect nothing less from the Capo dei capi though. He didn’t become top of the Mafia food chain by being careless. 

	Romano exhales deeply, glancing at me and then his sons once again. It must be hard for him, being in control for all those years as the head of the most powerful family around to just hand over the reins to his son. He’s fortunate Matteo is willing to discuss business with him at all; most Capos are dead or permanently retired when the control shifts hands. “The polizia discovered the bodies and are calling for anyone with information to step forward. You may have to clean up a bit if someone were to decide to testify.”

	“Who do you believe would talk?” my husband asks as one of his large hands run over his face with the news. Anytime the police are asking for witnesses it’s not good because someone usually turns up. My father taught me that much when he was being splashed all over the news in a case.

	Romano shrugs. “You have dealt with this for many years, my son. Having you as my right hand was the best decision I could’ve made. You will figure this out; that I have faith in. I only mention it to you because I know you are preoccupied being a newlywed. Unfortunately, business of this type offers no one a vacation. Even you cannot afford distractions at this time.”

	His father wants me sleeping with his sons, pregnant with my own son, and yet, I’m the distraction.  

	“Thank you, Romano. I’ll look into it.”

	“That being said, I was thinking of spending a little time out in the Hamptons...give you some space with your new wife and brothers. You don’t need me hovering over you; you’re well aware what being Capo entails.”

	“Go, father.” Matteo nods and his brothers follow suit. “You deserve some peace and quiet. It’s been too long for you and it is much deserved.”

	At his son’s blessing, he offers them each a handshake and mumbled Italian words. He includes me as well with a hug and takes his leave. I can’t believe he’s not going to stick around to make sure I end up pregnant with a grandchild as soon as possible. The man was so adamant about it when he examined me a few days ago. I guess seeing how his sons are acting around me is proof enough that they’ll each make sure to have their turn.  

	We’re all standing around the breakfast room when Matteo breaks the silence. “Valentino, put feelers out and see if anyone knows anything.”

	“Yes, Capo,” he replies immediately, hurrying from the room. This isn’t his big brother speaking right now; it’s his boss. 

	“Dante and Luciano, keep your phones on you at all times. If anything comes of this, be ready to clean up any witnesses planning to testify.”

	“Yes, Capo,” they echo.

	I know I should, but I can’t stop the words spilling from my mouth, since Matteo is allowing me to hear his business. “Um, sorry to interrupt, and I understand if I’m not allowed to know, but what is this all about?”

	The remaining brothers stare me down, continuing with their ominous silence.

	I continue to mumble, growing a bit nervous with their serious gazes focused on me. “I just…well, I just would like to know in case the feds show up or my husband gets taken away for some reason. I’d like to at least know what I could be expecting to happen. You all are my family now, and it worries me to think one of you could be hurt or taken away.”

	Cristiano drops his stare to the floor; Santino and Salvatore look to the Capo for his reply. Rather than order me to mind my own business, Matteo takes the few strides to me, closing the short distance between us to take me into his arms. He holds me as if he may break me, as if he cherishes me. His palm comes to my cheek tenderly, and I lean into the soft touch, that’s so unlike his strict demeanor. 

	“Yes, we are your familia, mia bella.” His irises reflect that he’s being genuine as he says it. He truly believes me to be a Vendetti after all, as do I. “I will tell you as you are my wife, and in court you will not be forced to testify against me.”  

	Biting my lip I eagerly stand in his embrace, wanting him to tell me the whole lot of what’s happening. My father’s kept me sheltered from nearly everything, and he never confided in me about his business, well past a few random tips like the one I already mentioned. Part of me wants to stop my husband from speaking—from admitting to whatever crime he’s committed. Do I really want to know what’s going on, so I can prepare for something that may happen? 

	Will I be able to handle what it is he has to say? He’s the Capo dei Capi of the Vendetti Empire. I’m sure his rap sheet is a mile long, and I have a good idea that there’s a lot on that sheet I’d do well without knowing. I want him to confide in me, yet I don’t want it to be so damaging that I can no longer gaze upon him with rose colored glasses. 

	I promised I’d be stronger for him and for myself, that I’d adapt...yet here I am expecting him to shelter me from everything as my own father had. Matteo’s nothing like my poppa. He’s ruthless and that’s exactly who I must keep reminding myself that I’m talking to. I’m a woman, a wife, and no longer that little girl who could hide in the walls many years back when bad men were storming inside to take out my family. They didn’t succeed, but it was a wake-up call as to what this life really is. 

	My last name has evolved, and with that, I don’t have to hide or be sheltered. Men will fear me for my spouse’s name alone. Matteo is my husband, but so is Capo dei capi Ruthless, the man who helped forge the Vendetti Empire into what it is today. It’s been around through generations; however, never as powerful as it is now. So I ask myself one more time, can I handle what he has to say to me? 

	Yes. 

	“I will never speak a word against you in court or to the police. You have my loyalty, Matteo.”

	His gaze sparkles as if my words have made him proud, and in return, I’m filled with my own sense of power. He has to trust in me and share his thoughts if he truly wishes for me to be at his side. This is a big step and in the right direction. His brothers will fight for me and die to protect me, and Matteo will confide in me and allow me to stand beside him. I’ll be the most powerful woman in the Italian Mafia, and after coming from a family that never let me have anything to do with their business, I couldn’t be more excited with the prospect. 

	“I know you won’t, mia moglie,” he mutters, and I don’t know if it’s him being overly confident in our newfound relationship or if it’s a thinly veiled threat that I should pay attention to. “It appears the polizia has recovered a set of bodies.”

	“Okay, what does it have to do with the Vendettis?” I ask, and his thumb lightly caresses my bottom lip. He licks his own before divulging further. 

	“The bodies, they’re from the night that my brothers decided in which order they’d get to have your body, carina.”

	Oh, that night. So, in other words, the bodies the police have discovered were all killed by Matteo’s brothers. This is their crime, yet he’s covering all his bases and protecting his family as if it were his own crime rather than theirs. No wonder they’re quick to jump and do as he asks of them. If he’s protecting them now, then there’s no telling how many times he’s done something similar in the past. I would do the same if it were my own brother asking for help, so I get it. 

	“Can this come back to you personally?” I ask the main question that’s beating down on me at the moment.

	“Of course. The polizia will try to pin whatever they can on me or anyone in mia familia. It’s no use; they’ll find nothing.”

	I must appear worried as he pulls me into his chest, holding me to his towering, strong frame. He never seems so big until I’m standing right in front of him, and then I’m reminded that Matteo may be on the slimmer side, but compared to other men, he’s still massive in size and strength. 

	“And if they have a witness to say otherwise?”

	“Then that problem will be taken care of.”

	It’s just that easy for him to end someone’s life. This is my husband, the man I’m supposed to sleep next to each night, the same man who’s going to share in the lives of our children. I should be frightened to be so close to him all the time, but I’m not. They say keep your friends close and your enemies closer. Well, there’s no closer than being married to the man and sleeping with him.

	“Is there anything I can do to help?” At my question, he embraces me just a bit tighter before pulling away.

	“No. I won’t involve you in this. We’ll take care of it; you have nothing to worry about. It is our job to keep you safe and unaffected.”

	I nod, but don’t respond. He’s got enough on his plate at the moment than to stand around answering my questions.  At my silence, he presses a chaste kiss to my forehead and the touch has me spinning. He runs hot one minute and then cold the next, but now he’s mixing in a few tender touches here and there. It’s the exact opposite of what I expect of him. Could he be doing it for my benefit? Whatever the reason, I certainly enjoy it. 

	“Did you have enough to eat?” Cristiano asks, breaking up some of the tension from the newest turn of events. 

	“I did, thank you. Everything was delicious.”

	Santino steps forward. “How about I take you for a tour of the estate and we let my brother get some work done?”

	I glance to my husband and he gives me a dip of his head in approval. Turning to Santino, I smile. “I’d appreciate that, I keep finding myself all mixed up whenever I leave my room.”

	“I think my grandfather had this place built like that on purpose. It’s harder to find us if you’re always lost.” He winks and Matteo takes his leave, Cristiano right on his heels as they head for my husband’s office. “Come on little queen, let’s take a walk.” Santino tucks my hand in the crook of his elbow and then we’re off. 
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	 “I’m surprised you told bella the truth...well, part of it anyhow,” Cristiano comments as soon as we arrive in my office. It used to be my fathers, but I’ve taken it over as I’m the Capo and head of the familia now. Not that he needs it anyhow, with him jetting off to the Hamptons.

	“Did you expect me to lie to her?”

	“She’s a woman.” He shrugs and I catch myself scoffing. Sometimes I forget just how young Cristiano really is compared to my thirty-three years. His life is merely beginning compared to what I’ve already lived through. 

	“Trust me little brother that means absolutely nothing. And never put it past a woman to get retribution if she’s got her mind made up, a woman scorned is not one to be taken lightly. Whatever you do, don’t let them hear you undermining them.”

	“If you say so,” he mumbles, pinching a spec of lint off his shirt.

	“I do and I won’t be treating mia Violetta with kid gloves based on her gender. She has to have a backbone to help run this familia, especially the empire. I have to know that if something were to compromise me that she can function and keep going until I’m back in control. That’s why you and our brothers are so vital in all of this; I need you to always protect her before myself. She has to be our priority.”

	“That’s what all your brothers are for; we can run the empire if necessary.” He crosses his arms, not fond of where this conversation has headed. I’ve told him all of this before but I don’t think he believed me at the time. He should now, because I’m absolutely serious. 

	“I run the Vendetti Empire and I’m the Capo di Capi. Mia Violetta is the Vendetti Queen; she is to be by my side. You and our brothers are to protect her at all times and then worry about everything else. In that order, Cristiano, you were told this before. She is the most important person in this familia until my children, the heirs are born, and then she most remain protected as she will move up further on everyone’s hit list. It’s the way things have always been and they’ve stayed that way for a reason. We’re on top because what our familia has implemented in the past has worked to our benefit.”

	“I understand, Capo.”

	Nodding, I riffle around in the desk until I find the nondescript beige business card and dial Severo. He’s on the estate grounds in one of the small houses we keep for staff members, but it’s still too far for me to walk over and speak to him in person. I need him on this body build up immediately. I won’t have my brothers compromised for my sake nor the traditions. I don’t know how in the hell the polizia found the bodies already anyhow. We’re always good about cleaning up our messes. 

	“Capo,” he answers immediately. 

	“Severo, I have a name and address of our inside person. Let me know when you’re ready for it.”

	“I am, sir.” 

	As soon as he gives me the okay, I rattle off the address and the owner’s name of the private recycling facility where we’d dumped the bodies. He’s the only person I can think of now who’d be cornered enough to be willing to testify against us. Even so, he’d better be getting promised some fucking miracles from those lying cops down at the local station to be giving mia familia up. My brothers will carve out his intestines and string him up in a sausage factory if they figure out it’s him ratting us out. No matter what the polizia says, I know they’re full of shit. Most of them are in someone’s pocket.  

	“And Severo?”

	“Yeah, boss?”

	“Bring him to me alive. I want him questioned to the fullest extent before we rule him out or dispose of the incriminating evidence. Also, check his office on site. He may have some cameras trolling that we weren’t made aware of the first time around. I don’t want anything left untouched. If it was him, find out whatever it is he knows and has already disclosed to the cops.”

	“I will.”

	“Keep me posted.” 

	“Yes sir, you have my word,” he replies and I hang up the phone, meeting Cristiano’s gaze.

	“You’re going to get bloody while on your honeymoon?” His brow rises, as would mine if the positions were reversed right now. 

	“This isn’t a honeymoon. I may have gotten married but it’s not as if we have the opportunity to celebrate such union. Even if I wanted to put everything on hold, I couldn’t with the cops nipping at our heels.”

	“You know what I mean. You’re supposed to be taking a few days off to be with Violet. She’s a new addition to our family and she hasn’t fulfilled the tradition completely. You heard Romano; it was supposed to be done already.”

	“So that’s what this is really about...” I pause, shooting him an annoyed glance. “You haven’t gotten to fuck her yet.”

	“Not completely, no. This is me doing what I’m supposed to, while being your counsel.”

	“Don’t lie to me, Cristiano. I can see what’s on your mind easily. You forget I was your age at one time too.” The main differences being that I merely reprimand him for it, whereas my father would’ve had me drink bleach for attempting the simplest of lies. 

	“But you had Father on your back; I doubt you and I experience the same things.” The statement couldn’t be truer, but he really has no idea. Being the youngest, life is much easier on him than it was on me, being the oldest of Romano’s sons.

	“Exactly, so be grateful you have me to deal with and not him. You’ll get to fuck her, make no mistake about that. She was too weak to take us all on the wedding night. You’ll get your chance tomorrow; it is your birthday, after all. Don’t say I never gave you anything.”

	Cristiano snorts, then let’s loose a chuckle, finally relaxing. He’s a pain in the ass, but he’s still my brother and he’s young, turning seventeen tomorrow. After burying my cock deep in Violet, I know one thing for certain; he’ll never get a better birthday gift than sinking into her heat. I think the only reason why that thought doesn’t have me wanting to strangle him is because I know it has to happen to keep with the tradition, but also because he’s younger than her by a few years. He’s no competition in taking Violet from me. No one is. She belongs to me.

	A knock interrupts our conversation; Cristiano’s gaze meets mine waiting for orders, and I gesture for him to open the door. He heads for the heavy oak door, pausing to reach behind a decorative antique table. It’s positioned near the door handle to hide a small reinforced panel. Cristiano presses the hidden switch my father had installed many years ago. The office is essentially set up as a sort of panic room. Unless you know where to look, there’s a hidden locking mechanism. When it’s clicked three times in a row, a steel panel slides over the door. 

	The main office is centrally located in the estate and Romano wanted to make sure we had multiple options should the need ever arise. I’d like to think we’re ready and able if an enemy was to make it inside, but you can never be too prepared. My grandfather along with my father believed that, as do I. I’m even more grateful for the added security now that I’m planning on bringing my own children into the world to grow up in the family home. They’ll be the fourth generation of Vendettis to live on this soil. That thought fills me with pride and now Violet will be a part of it as well.  

	Cristiano shuffles to the side a bit, playing butler, and opens the door wider so Santino and Violet can step through. Seeing her in that ebony lace dress has me swallowing my tongue all over again. Damn, she is breathtaking. The nude underlining makes the dress appear as if it’s a layer of lace over her flesh and nothing more. I think it’s my favorite and least favorite piece clothing she owns all rolled into one because, no doubt, others look at her and have the same thought. I can handle my brothers picturing her naked or in lace, they’re my familia...but other men I’d have to put six feet below. 

	Bottaro was well aware of what he was doing when he betrothed Violet to me. He knew that if another man I didn’t approve of were to touch her, that I’d gut them. I’ve always been a bit possessive, but with my wife, it’s another level entirely. 

	“Tino?” I stare Santino down, waiting for him to tell me why they’ve arrived at my office so soon. He reminds me so much of my mother. He favors Liliana the strongest out of all of us, and since I’m the oldest, I believe that I remember her presence here the most. 

	I know there’s no way they saw the entire mansion already. Violet comes to stand beside me and I can’t help but to reach over and run my palm along the back of her silky thigh. She’s so damn sexy. Her heated irises flash to mine and suddenly my pants are tight again. This woman is turning me into a sex starved teen, but that’s a good thing since she’s my new wife and we’ll be spending many years in each other’s presence.

	“We passed Salvatore on his way out,” my brother mentions helpfully.

	“He was leaving?” 

	“Yeah, he was strapping up pretty heavily, too; said he was going to help Severo and Vito with whatever they were doing today.”

	My hand curls into a fist as I mutter a curse. Salvatore’s mentioned nothing to me about leaving and I’m sure he has Vito and Severo believing it was me who sent him along with them. The men know no better. This is one thing I’ll miss my father dealing with—my brothers. They can do as they please in most scenarios, but when it comes to business, everything should be run through me first. Salvatore can’t just jump into my men’s orders whenever he’s feeling froggy and wants to play mobster. He’ll end up dead and I’ll be the one the family blames for it in the end. Not only that, but he’s my brother; I don’t want anything to happen to him. 

	Santino sighs, realizing by my reaction that it wasn’t my idea in the first place for Salvatore to join them. “I wanted to make sure you knew he was going...which I see now that you didn’t. Let me guess, you never gave the order for him to join them?”

	“No. I never would’ve sent him with them, it’s too dangerous. Salvatore could end up in jail, damn it. And with his fondness for substances, I can’t depend on him staying sober for the orders I’d given. The last thing we need is loose cannons when we’re cleaning up.”

	“I could go after them?”

	“No, Santino. I need my brothers here with me. Besides, you know as well as I do that Salvatore would fight you tooth and nail. He’d never come back without being restrained.”

	“So you don’t have anything you’d like me to take care of then?”

	“No. We need to lay low and keep our heads down so this can all blow over and be put to rest. Or unless we get some sort of intel on who the witness is, whichever comes first. That’s a lot of bodies to get charged with and whoever they pin it on will be slapped with some serious time. The polizia catch wind there’s a new Capo, well they’ll be putting their noses in my business more than usual.” 

	If they don’t already know as it is. I need to figure out which cops will be willing to look the other way for me and how much money they expect in return for future favors. Don’t get me wrong, many of them are good, upstanding citizens who uphold the laws.  I respect them for what they’re trying to do, keeping the people safe. However, I’m the head of a Mafia empire. Paying off any cops I can, is good for business. 

	Santino nods. “You want me to cancel the weekly meet up at Gino’s?”

	He means the meeting we have each week with the other familias. It’s not so much a meet up, more like when their rent’s due and they have to fork over some cash. That’s the way things are for the smaller players; they pay me to keep me from squashing them out of the game completely. Everyone must pay their dues, except the Vendettis, that is, because we are the mob.

	I meet his stare again; he has the same irises as Liliana had. “No. I have a better idea. Right before they’re supposed to show up, text them to meet us at the Buffalo location.”

	“First week as Capo dei capi Vendetti and already upsetting the familias,” he grins approvingly, and I shrug off his excitement. 

	Their convenience isn’t my priority and a last-minute changeup could do us some good with the polizia sniffing around. We don’t need them stumbling into one of our weekly get-togethers. That’d be bad for all of us attending, mia familia especially if they were to overhear what we usually discuss. I’m not stupid enough to believe that we’re not on their radar each week. Any large group of criminals coming together in one spot would raise red flags, but for the most part, they usually keep to themselves. 

	I press out a text to Vito before I become too distracted and forget and tell him to keep me in the loop if something goes awry tonight. I need to make sure Salvatore stays clear of any trouble that’ll get him put six feet under or behind bars. For being Romano’s second eldest, you’d think he’d be taking it a bit more seriously now that I’m the Capo dei capi. If something were to happen to me, it’d fall to his shoulders to take care of business along with the familia. I doubt he would be able to handle it; not unless he got sober and remained that way, but I don’t see that ever happening. 

	“Cristiano, show mia moglie to her suite.”

	Violet’s gaze locks on mine, her mouth turned down into a frown as she questions me. “But why? I want to stay here…with you.”

	My palm runs up and down the back of her thigh again, itching to move farther under her skirt. “You need to rest, my wife. The doctor said you need time to recoup and you need to eat more.”

	Her cheeks flush as she quickly glances at my brothers and then back to me. I’ve embarrassed her, but I don’t know why. 

	“I feel fine,” she argues and my brothers grin. “I’m strong.” The stubborn female is arguing with me, while men twice, maybe even three times her weight, would never have the nerve to question my orders. “Is it such a bother to have me here in your space? I’m supposed to be your wife, remember? Does that count for nothing?”

	“Leave us.” 

	At my command, Cristiano and Santino move quickly to escape my wrath. They’ve been witness to those who’ve crossed me before and have seen me tear them to shreds. As the door closes behind them; I stand, towering over my petite wife, yet it doesn’t faze her in the slightest. She glares as she tilts her head to look up at me. It’s no doubt the Sicilian in her, egging on her own fiery temper to match my own. I’m at a loss, however; she’s not one of my brothers or men, she’s not an enemy...she’s my wife. I can’t treat her in the same fashion as I would one of them.  And I have to admit, her not being frightened of me has me wanting to push her further and further. 

	My finger moves, resting under her soft chin, tilting her face up a bit more. Leaning over I touch my lips to hers ever so softly. Continuing my pursuit as I skirt them over the silky smooth skin of her jaw, I pause next to her ear to murmur lowly, “You test my patience sweet, sweet wife. Shall I punish you for it, carina? Do you need to be owned yet again? Was this morning so long ago that I need to remind you who has the cock in this marriage? ” 

	She swallows, her ample chest rising and falling as she inhales then exhales deeply. The pulse point in her throat quickens with my underlying threat. All of it motivates my cock to harden to the point of pain. I want so badly to reach into the third desk drawer and pull the ball gag free that I know is securely tucked away. I could teach her a lesson in what happens when she questions my orders. Tie her wrists and keep her on the edge of orgasm all damn day, until she submits and begs to obey my every command.

	“It would be such a shame to have to gag a mouth this pretty.” My thumb trails over her lower lip. My finger moves the plump flesh away just enough to imagine my dick resting in the middle. “Especially, when these pouty lips could be used in so many other pleasurable ways.” 

	My cock flexes as I picture her positioned below me resting on her knees, taking my length into her mouth one inch at a time. Her lips would be swollen, her mouth an enticing shade of pink from stretching with my girth. Would she beg me to come in her mouth? Would she swallow it like a good little wife, or would she let it coat her lips and chin? Either way, she would look absolutely breathtaking in my eyes. Both sounds unbelievably good. Maybe I’ll have her suck me off twice. The first time she can swallow every drop I offer. The second time I allow her to suck on my cock I’ll paint her flawless skin with my warm cum

	A groan escapes as my jaw flexes with the pent up desire the images inflict. I nip at Violet’s lobe, unable to hold myself back and she shudders at the contact. Need filling her core as if she can read my thoughts and approves. She has no idea what all I’d enjoy doing to her. Some thoughts may even scare her, but we’ll find out eventually.

	Licking my lips, I continue with my verbal foreplay. “Shall I tie you to my desk? Leave you helpless without my touch? Leave you wanting?” My tongue snakes out to soothe the flesh I’d just had between my teeth. “Tell me, cara, how would you feel knowing you were helpless…completely dependent on me and left to fulfill any cravings I may desire? Could you handle it, knowing I’d be the one commanding your release…or denying it?”

	“You would tie me up?” she breathes, her voice wispy and dazed, leaving her in a needy whisper. Her sex-laden voice mimics a caress where I want to feel her most. My senses explode inside, begging me to throw her down and breed her, to fill her with my seed. 

	With a rasp, I admit, “Mia fiore, I would do so, so much more.” My free hand lightly brushes over her dress clad pussy. There’s no mistaking my intentions. I want in that tight cunt.

	Violet’s body leans into my sturdy frame as she forgets that she was angry with my previous orders. Her mind’s elsewhere, exactly as I want it to be...giving me control. Her submission is the utmost allure, drawing me in to consume more. She belongs to me; her body is mine and before long, I’ll possess her mind as well. 
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	A quiet telling moan escapes my lips without me even realizing it until it’s too late. His softly spoken words entwined with that deep baritone have me so turned on, I feel as if I’m vibrating all over with want for his touch. My body’s twisted into a needy ball, aching for him to unwind it. I’m so warm; my skin’s most likely hot to the touch. My breasts swell with the thought of his mouth on them once again. The dress is suddenly too tight, the formfitting material nearly suffocating my flesh as I want to rip it free and bare my body to Matteo. 

	I’ve never had a man speak to me the way my husband does—so forward. I’ve had young guys attempt to talk to me sexily, but the words always ended up sounding jumbled or out of place. It was more awkward than anything. But Matteo has me wanting to beg for those things he’s threatened to do to me. 

	His mouth grazes from my ear to my neck, his teeth applying just enough pressure to give me goosebumps with each love bite. My head falls back, exposing the vulnerable spot fully to his delicious assault. He’s the Capo, he’s the dominant always and I think I’m just starting to realize that. I’d begun to believe that I was powerful and in control as the tradition took place with each new body...but now I see it was him with all of the influence this entire time. He’s been offering little tastes of it, building me up until I’d want whatever he’s willing to give. 

	His hand moves down farther until it’s under the delicate expensive material and finally the only barrier in his way is the cheeky black panties I’d put on with him in mind. They’re still damp from Salvatore’s cum he’d filled me with after breakfast. Matteo’s palm breezes over my abdomen and quickly dips below the delicate barrier. My heart thunders in my chest, mimicking my excitement. Wasting no time, his fingers find my tender folds already wet and ready. These Vendetti men have had me in a constant state of arousal since my husband claimed my virginity. 

	He swears harshly, his hot breath against my throat as his fingertip rims my entrance. The digit spreads the wetness before plunging inside to the hilt. The move has me crying out at the sensation, my body growing wanton to his touch. His hands are like nothing I’ve ever experienced before, not only from being a virgin, but because he knows exactly how to touch me. 

	“Mmm...mia moglie...bella Violetta,” he rasps, the Italian words mimicking a satiny caress. “So soon, and yet your sweet pussy needs to be fucked again. Shall I give you my cock in your pussy or your mouth?”

	“I don’t care, just touch me,” I admit, completely gone to his will. I want him everywhere at this point.

	Matteo draws back, stopping immediately. My shocked gaze finds his dark coffee-colored orbs. He stares at me intently and if it weren’t for the hard shaft pushing his slacks outward, I’d think the man wasn’t fazed whatsoever. His control is insane. How does he do it when I want him so badly, I feel as if I may burst? He backs up a step and sits down in his oversized office chair as I pant, confused as to why he’s stopped touching me. We should be naked right now. Doesn’t he want me? 

	I need him inside me again, right this instant. “What did I do?” I ask and bite the inside of my bottom lip. No doubt he’s had many women in his life. I’m sure they were far more experienced than me as well, but is it normal for him to turn a woman away? 

	He pushes his chair back a little more, shaking his head. “Nothing, you’re bella, you’re perfecto. Put your ass right here.” He taps the edge of the middle of the desk and I step over, leaning until my butt meets the edge. “Good, now spread your legs.” I do as I’m told, spreading them until my Jimmy Choo’s are on each side of his dress shoes. 

	A palm lands on each of my thighs as he shoves the dress upwards to scrunch and stop at my waist. He can see the black panties along with the wetness on the insides of my thighs. I’m so turned on and curious that I don’t have it in me to be embarrassed. He’s the reason why I’m wet and ready right now anyhow, just as he’s the one responsible for having Salvatore pump me full of cum at breakfast earlier. 

	“If it weren’t for this damn tradition, I’d eat your pussy until your cunt was sore from coming so many times.”

	My chest flushes, my breasts feeling so full and heavy as my nipples pebble at his words. To imagine the Capo dei capi between my legs, licking me there, has me dizzy with desire. “Matteo, the things you say to me…the way they make my body feel...” I leave off with a moan as he leans forward putting my lacey mound in his mouth. His breath scorches my core, the heat making me throb for him. “Please,” I cry with need. I’m not above begging right now. He can tie me up or do whatever it was he threatened if he’s inside of me to stop this ache. 

	He sits back again, pushing the barrier to the side as he fills me with a finger again. “Please what, Violet? Tell me.” 

	“Make me feel good?” I reply more as a question and he pushes a second finger in deeply. It’s enough to make me moan and shudder with a rewarding jolt. “Please, more.” I say again and he uses a third finger, filling me just enough to put me on the cusp of an orgasm. He moves in and out again and again with the perfect amount of force, finger fucking me to the point of losing control. Yet he remains seated, cool and calm.

	“Tell me what you want, damn it!” he commands, his voice on the verge of anger.

	“Fuck me, Matteo! Make me come!” I give in with a shout and in the next second he’s throwing everything off his desk. Papers, files and who knows what else go flying off in every direction as he shoves me down on the hard desk surface. One hand rips at my underwear as the other yanks at his pants, eventually freeing both of us in haste. 

	“Say it again,” he demands and I don’t hesitate to yell at him to fuck me hard. 

	Matteo’s palm lands on my mouth, his grip strong enough that when my hands fly to his wrist attempting to pull it free I can’t get it to budge. In one rough thrust he plants his cock in me to the hilt. I can’t cry out or even speak as his hand covers my mouth while he goes to work, pounding into my core. His free hand clutches my hip in a bruising hold, all of it combined with how turned on he’s already made me leading up to this moment has me screaming my release into his palm. The orgasm hits me hard, my eyes rolling back with the intensity.

	“Again,” he growls, continuing his brutal assault with his hips. With each drive, he plants himself so deeply that my clit is rewarded with just enough pressure to have me spinning. My mewls around his hand do nothing but spur him on more, and when he finally releases my hip to pinch my nipple, I come so hard tears trail down my cheeks. I’ve never felt anything so intense, so rewarding and to have an absolutely gorgeous man as my assailant has me questioning myself if this is all real or a dream.

	“That’s it,” Matteo rasps, watching each teardrop fall. “You belong to me, Violet. Never forget that when my brothers fuck you.” His face tightens with pleasure and his cock swells. I’d swear he couldn’t get any bigger, yet he does—his frame, his muscles, and his dick. It all seems larger as he groans out his release, shooting hot jets of cum, filling my core once again. 

	Matteo may say I belong to him, yet he’s shown me one of his insecurities without realizing he’s done so. He’s afraid I’ll replace him with his brothers. Is that why he’s wanted me to sleep with them all so quickly—to essentially get it out of the way? Or so he doesn’t become attached, should I prefer one of them over him? I’ll probably never know and I don’t dare ask him about it. He most likely doesn’t realize what he’s said and how the words can be portrayed—what he’s unknowingly admitted.  

	When I think back to him making me have the exam before we were married, he was acting spiteful. At the time I thought it was him being spoiled, but maybe it wasn’t. Could he actually be jealous of the prospect of me being with other men? It’s hard to figure out because sometimes he seems okay when at other times he doesn’t. It’s almost as if he doesn’t mind me having sex with his brother’s as long as I crave him over them. Then at times it’s like he wants me completely to himself.  

	“Don’t question me in front of anyone ever again, or there will be consequences,” he scolds as he collects himself, putting his cock away and straightening his clothes. 

	I guess my husband’s back in dick mode. You’d think the sex would take some of that fire away, but I’m beginning to wonder if anything can. “Consequences?” I huff as he helps me stand and pulls my dress back in place. My underwear is toast from him ripping them off. I thought that was supposed to be hard to do, but Matteo shredded them far too easily; they were more of an annoying piece of wrapping paper than a barrier. Regardless, I have none on now and while I stand, his cum drips down the inside of my thigh. If I don’t get to my room and quick, this could turn embarrassing fast.  

	“Yes, I have plenty of creative methods to teach you just how to behave.” A snort escapes me before I can stop it and his brow rises. With a flick of his gaze, he divulges, “I’ll start by chaining you under my desk, naked.”

	“That doesn’t sound so bad as long as I get bathroom breaks and snacks.”

	“Noted.” He turns away but not before I’m able to see his lips turn up into a smirk. I’m sure his idea of desk time and mine are two very different things. He heads for the side table, pouring a glass of fresh cucumber and lemon water. He takes a long drink from the glass, draining a good portion of the beverage without asking if I’d like some as well. 

	“What exactly would I be doing under that desk?” I ask, even though I have an idea already. Flashing a flirty smile, my hand caresses the desk I’m quickly growing fond of. 

	“Sucking my cock and swallowing my cum, mia fiore. You’d be much too full for any snacks, but I’ll keep them in mind.”

	My finger comes to my chin, tapping as I think. “I’ve never sucked one before. How do you know I’d even be good at it?”

	His stare meets mine as he takes another large gulp of the refreshing beverage. The water wasn’t enough though, as he has to clear his throat to respond. “Don’t tempt me to teach you. I’d have you practicing all afternoon just to get it perfect. I think you’ve had enough for the moment.”

	I feel a stirring in my core, like my vagina’s waking up for another round at hearing his words. However, now is not the time. If I don’t take care of this mess, it’s liable to drip all the way down my legs and I would be mortified if anyone were to witness it. I have to remember I’m the Capo’s wife and I seriously doubt one would ever be caught in that position. Running my fingers through my messy curls, I nod. “We’ll reschedule then.” The suggestion comes out sounding breathier than I’d intended and his smirk grows into a pleased grin. A giggle escapes me at the absurdity of me scheduling to give him a blow job all day under his desk. It’s comforting to know my new husband does have a lighter side he tends to hide. 

	“Perhaps.” The handsome man takes another long drink before flashing a touch of bright white teeth in what I’d consider a small smile coming from the Capo himself. 

	“I think I’ll head to my room for a little while and freshen up.” I nod again, more to myself as I make up my mind. He may have ordered me to do it prior to his brother’s leaving, but now the demand holds some merit with me. I need to stop this mess before his brothers and anyone else notices it as well.

	“You do that.” His tone’s amused as he presses a small button. It buzzes and in the next instant Santino pops his head in. 

	“Matty?” he greets and glances back and forth between the both of us. There’s no doubt what just went down in here. I’m sure he can smell the sex we just had. 

	“Take my wife to her suite.”

	“Sure thing.” 

	“And go slowly; she may be a bit tender.” His gaze on me is like fire, burning me with each word, reminding me just how hard he was fucking me moments prior. I bet Santino heard the entire thing, too, considering how quickly he was in answering the summons. My cheeks heat with Matteo’s parting remark and I can’t bring myself to look at his younger brother. I’m supposed to be with him next, per the Vendetti tradition and right now my husband is rubbing it in that we’d just had some pretty great, rough sex.

	Santino clears his throat. “Uh, right. No problem. Come on, bella.” 

	He closes the door behind us and I walk half a step slower so he’s not behind me. I don’t think I’m walking funny but Matteo’s words still ring in my ears about needing to go slow and I can’t deal with the embarrassment if they hold merit. He’s certainly conceited in that department but after those amazing orgasms, I can understand why he’d be that way. 

	“So…” Santino clears his throat after a beat and glances at me briefly almost as if he’s embarrassed himself. Maybe he did hear the entire bout between Matteo and me. It was definitely enough to make anyone speechless.  We probably sounded like crazy people, yelling at each other at first then it quickly morphing to moaning and…other things.

	I flash him a shy smile, hoping he can see that I don’t want to discuss what just went down, at least not with him. Not that I didn’t enjoy it, because I did immensely. I’d just rather talk to Matteo about it, not anyone else. 

	“You must be feeling quite overwhelmed with all of this. I can imagine it’s a big change being here,” he comments as we walk through another long hallway. I swear this place is like a maze. 

	“That’s a good word to describe it.” I nod. “Everything is different here.” I leave it at that because, well, it covers a broad range.

	He grins at that, no doubt automatically assuming I mean the sex. Which yes, that is completely different, but that’s not all that has tipped me upside down since coming here. I came here a few days ago under the impression I was meeting my future husband. I had no idea that I’d be meeting him, getting married, and never leaving here. I need to take it one day at a time to process it all and adapt; otherwise, the changes may overwhelm me to the point of freaking out. I guess in a sense I already did. The wedding day was too much for me to handle and I passed out. What a poor way to remember one of the most important milestones in your life. Not much of a first impression left on anyone either, I imagine. 

	“Can I ask you something, Santino?”

	He takes a few steps up the massive grand staircase, before momentarily pausing to reply. “Of course.” 

	I follow along, staring over the banister at the beautiful chandelier sparkling brilliantly with shards of light as we make it to the top of the staircase.  The entire estate is done up in the finest of everything. The decorations are a flattering mixture of classical and modern. How they intertwined it to look as if it all belongs together is beyond me. Then again, I was raised to be the Bottaro Princess, not an interior decorator. “How did the Vendetti tradition get started? Surely I’m not the first to have to go through this? I don’t mean it in a negative way, so please don’t take it as such.” 

	“No-no, I get what you’re saying. I’m not sure if I should be the one to tell you of our family history or if it should be my brother. I don’t know if he’d approve of any of us speaking to you about it or not.”

	“Oh, I didn’t think about asking him. I should have earlier but I just now thought of it, probably just hit me since I’ve been speaking to you all more. Would Matteo be angry if you told me?” 

	“Let’s hope not for both of our sakes. I’ll tell you, but first, one piece of advice to heed: don’t get on my brother’s bad side. I’m sure you’ve already heard some of the rumors.”

	“A few, yes, but he’s the Capo dei capi. I’d expect nothing less.”

	“Ruthless Vendetti is a completely different man than the one you’ve been around. Trust me on this. My brother has been soft with you—always remember that in everything you do, and you’ll be just fine here.”

	I nod, even though I’m not too worried about it. He’s my husband after all, and I plan to support him in his businesses, not cause any problems for him and his family. I do have a quick temper, though. Hopefully that doesn’t turn him into a psycho, though he did threaten to tie me naked to his desk already. I’ll keep that between him and me. I don’t want his brothers getting ideas like that as well, at least not until I’ve tried it out with Matteo first.

	“The tradition began four generations ago,” he starts out, like it’s a magnificent fairy tale from long ago. “My great-grandfather and his brother were in love with the same woman. My great-grandfather wanted to marry her when it was his turn to be the Capo, but his brother wanted to do the same. Not be the Capo, but marry her as well.”

	I nod, following his meaning.

	“It made them resent each other as soon as the other one found out. So anyhow, their father, my great-great grandfather arranged for her to marry my great-grandfather since he was to be the Capo and essentially being the oldest son, he got first pick.” His cheeks redden a touch and he glances at me, gauging to see if I’ll object to him getting to pick his bride. I won’t though. I know that this is normal in our type of life and especially so long ago. 

	“Did they marry?” I ask, wanting him to continue.

	He takes my cue. “Actually they did, but she was in love with both men and ended up sleeping with my great-uncle the same night of the wedding, after she’d consummated the marriage with her new husband, the Capo.”

	“Oh wow,” I breathe, completely engaged in the story. It’s getting interesting. 

	“Yeah,” he sighs. “So, long story short, the brothers fought many times over. They resented each other and she spent her life torn between loving two men. An old enemy put a hit out on her, and in the end, my great-uncle gave up his life to save hers. In doing that, my great-grandfather laid all grudges to rest with his deceased brother. Before my grandfather took over as Capo, my great-grandfather made one Vendetti rule that the Capos were to follow to come into power and head of the family—”

	I interrupt, “The Vendetti tradition.”

	“Right,” he agrees. “It was decreed in our familia a formal tradition to be honored by all Vendettis wishing to take the Capo dei capi title. The oldest male son in the Vendetti bloodline must marry in order to take his place, and in doing so, he must share his bride with his brothers. This is to ensure he gains their loyalty to keep the Vendetti Queen safe and she can love more than one man in return for her sacrifice to our family.” 

	“Wow,” I breathe out again, speechless.  This is crazy stuff you read about in books or see in movies, but to them it’s real life. To think they’ve lived this for generations and believe in it for the good of their family. They’ve kept it all secret, too. My father never would’ve agreed with my hand in marriage had he’d known about any of it. 

	“That’s not all. My great-grandmother had twins...” He pauses, drawing me in deeper. “Two sons.”

	“No way...”

	“Yep.” He comes to a stop outside my suite door. “One son from each brother.”

	My mouth drops open. I didn’t even think that was possible!

	“My great-grandfather loved them both and claimed both boys as his own, but the familia knows the truth. Doctors say it’s not possible to know if their fathers were truly different, but just one look at the two of them and you’d know which son belonged to which brother.”

	I hold back my gasp, but lordy do I want to pepper him with a million questions and go digging around in their family history.

	“And your grandfather?”

	“He was the true son and was Capo dei capi at one point as well.”

	“Did he...” I trail off and he smiles.

	“Yes, he had to share his wife with his half-brother.”

	“Holy shit.”

	“So, you see, Matteo isn’t offering you up to all of us because he enjoys it. He’s doing it because you will have seven men protecting you always.”

	“But what if one of you were to fall in love and marry your own wife?”

	He shrugs. “We can, I mean, we’re permitted. My uncle has his own wife and they have children together as well.”

	“But how does it work?”

	“My uncle would continue to protect my mother if she were still around as well as have his own family.”

	“I see.” I glance at Santino again, noticing him in a different light, seeing them all differently now that I understand a little better why they’re doing what they are. Reaching out, I grab his much larger hand with mine and squeeze it softly before letting it go. “Thank you, Santino.”

	His lips turn up. They’re unlike his brothers, much thinner, but still attractive. His rich chocolate irises sparkle as he tenderly tucks a strand of my hair behind my ear. “My pleasure, bella Violetta. Now get some much-needed rest.” With a wink, he takes a seat in the sitting area off to the side of my rooms. He’s there in case I need anything, including protecting and that has me feeling some type of way—maybe even a little special.
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	I’ve stayed away from Violet since I’d taken her so roughly in my office yesterday. I’m supposed to be giving mia moglie time to relax as the doctor instructed yet I can’t seem to keep my hands off the little fiore whenever I’m around her. I have this need to possess her and yet I have to allow each of my brothers a chance to consummate the union between us as well. They were all supposed to have their time with her on the wedding night just as my family has done in the past, yet that hasn’t happened. Thankfully, my father is on leave or he’d be furious over it.

	I don’t want to share Violet and yet there is nothing I can do about it without breaking the family rules. Our goal is to make sure she’s safe here, that she continues the Vendetti bloodline and eventually, hopefully, she learns to love one of us as well. Only I don’t want her to fall for any of my brothers. I want her deeply in love with me and no one else. I’m the Capo. It should be me whom she desires above all else. I don’t want to share her affections. I won’t stop her from seeing my brothers if she pleases, even though it goes against the alpha in me to allow it. When I really dig deep, I know it wouldn’t be so bad if she were to love them just as long as I got some of her time as well. I don’t have to like it though.

	The poor woman. Violet believed she’d be getting a normal husband. She had no idea that the husband title came with six brothers in tow as well. It’s for her own good, though. She’s more important to this familia than she realizes and the more men she has protecting her, the better. I will spare nothing, my life included to make sure she and my heirs are safe and happy.

	Today’s Cristiano’s seventeenth birthday—the day I promised he’d get his chance to sample my wife. He’s been more patient than I would’ve expected or given him credit for. He’s the youngest and yet he’s shown me that I can rely on him to do what is needed, to be tolerant and caring with mia Violetta. 

	Angelo, one of the extra guards finds me in my office. It’s usually where I end up most of the time these days. “Capo?”

	“Yes, Angelo?” I nod to the older man. His hair’s peppered with more white than black, and yet he’s still one of the best men I have around besides my brothers. 

	“The kitchen staff was asking if you had a final count for tonight.”

	I swear crossly, my fingers moving to massage my temples. I’d completely forgotten about Cristiano’s party in the midst of the wedding, Vendetti tradition, and the polizia discovering the bodies. Usually my father pawns the details off on one of my younger brothers and the house staff takes care of the rest. He must be taking this retirement seriously if he’s not even here for my brother’s birthday. I know his safety is in jeopardy more so than before since he’s no longer in power, but Cristiano may not take his absence so well. At least the rest of us are all under one roof to help him celebrate.

	“You forgot?” Angelo inquires and I huff another curse, confirming his guess. “You have a lot on your plate, sir, and a new wife. You can’t be expected to do everything.” He leaves off the rest of that sentence, about how my father never should’ve taken his leave in a time when so much is happening at once. He’s still respectful even when Romano’s nowhere around. That’s true loyalty.

	“I’m Capo now and have no other choice.” I shrug.

	He nods, patiently waiting as I attempt to remember everything we need. 

	“Have the kitchen call Gino Moreno to cater tonight. Tell him it’s a favor to me and I’ll owe them one. I don’t care what he decides to bring, just make sure it’ll feed two hundred and he’s got staff to work it out. They need to be in all black.”

	“Good choice, boss. Gino will make it happen.” 

	“Have the kitchen work on a three-tier cake—red velvet as it’s Cristiano’s favorite. Also, some cheesecakes in various flavors. Maria can handle it, she loves baking for us.” She’s been cooking for my familia since I was a young boy. Maria was always one to sneak us a cookie here and there, too, and she’s also an award-winning chef. 

	Angelo confirms and I continue going down my internal list. “Have Luigi call my tailor and request black suits to be fitted for each of us. He already has all of our measurements and tell him I will pay double to have them ready and delivered by six p.m.”

	“What time do you expect the guests to arrive?”

	“Nine tonight, the same as in the past. Someone needs to call Chantel, too. She needs to bring dress and shoe options for Violet, along with masks for each of us. Tell the maids to call for flower deliveries. I don’t care what they come up with. Just make sure they’re in shades of blue and not roses. Have some of the guys bring in the cases of champagne flutes and get them polished. I want the maids to get the ballroom ready and have some of the guys do valet tonight.”

	“You got it. We’ll get it all taken care of.”

	“I know, thanks Angelo. I guess it helps that Cristiano has wanted a masked ball for the past three years as his staple birthday celebration. I’d be fucked if the kid decided to change it up on us.”

	He chuckles. “I’m going to relay all of this to everyone and get started.”

	“If I remember something else, I’ll text.”

	“Yes, Capo,” he says respectfully, and as he’s leaving, Severo, my personal guard steps in.

	“Severo,” I greet, immediately asking him, “how did it go?”

	He frowns heavily. “Not as expected.” The big brute shifts from one foot to the other.

	“Tell me,” I order, gesturing for him to have a seat in one of the large leather chairs across from me. We sit at the desk quite often so my father ordered special Italian leather office chairs. They’re like smooth clouds, comfortable enough to rest on for hours, if needed. 

	“We went to the dump site and it was the usual—police tape everywhere and various staked markers.”

	“Yeah?”

	“The part that was off was the box at the gate. You know the glass box where the employee sits to check incoming loads?”

	“I do. Vito made sure the employee was on an unscheduled break.”

	“Blood splatter all inside. It looks as if someone went in afterward and finished him off. There’s police tape all over it. I tried to get a good look, but with the flashlight, it wasn’t the best. The place was covered in blood though, so whoever did it was messy about it.”

	My fingers move back to massage my temples. No wonder the polizia were there and found the bodies. My guys never would’ve left the place looking like that, so noticeable to anyone passing through.

	“Was he one of ours?”

	Severo shakes his head. “No, sir. Vito pumped our guy full of laxatives to get him out of the way.”

	“I see.” I’m at a loss for words. I don’t know who would’ve done this, but whoever it is, makes it look like we were getting serious payback and being ridiculously careless. No wonder the cops have been sniffing around.

	“Do we have any idea who the murdered employee was?”

	“Salvatore was going to do a little digging today to see if he could find out.”

	“Christ. I want my brother far away from this mess. If the cops even get a hint that he’s involved, they’ll be taking him in hoping he’ll flop. He needs rehab, not a jail cell, Severo.”

	He nods, quietly waiting for my orders. 

	“This’ll have to be taken care of later. Tonight we have Cristiano’s birthday to celebrate. Make sure no one gets on the property without being on the approved list or has a warrant in hand.”

	“Yes, Capo.”

	“And any more news, I don’t care what it is, I want to know about it immediately.”

	“Yes, sir.”

	I nod, dismissing him as my hands rake through my thick hair in frustration. Who the hell would want to kill some random employee in a dump yard? It had to be one of the other familias, stirring up the polizia to see what the new Capo’s made of. Would the Botarro’s have done this? And risk Violet’s life? Not likely. So who? Whoever is the guilty familia, they’ll be here tonight at the mascaraed ball; that much I can count on.  

	I put a call through to my personal groomer along with the woman who’d prepared Violet’s hair and makeup for our wedding. I don’t want my new bride to have anything to worry about when it comes to tonight. I’m at fault for forgetting about the party and not mentioning it to her sooner. She’s already expected to finish up the Vendetti tradition with Santino and Cristiano as soon as possible. I hope she doesn’t give them too much grief over it. Once it’s complete though, we can all move forward into the roles we’re supposed to have. She’ll be the queen of the Vendetti Empire and my brothers her protection as is expected. 

	Stopping by the kitchen for some fresh fruit, I grab a plateful, and then make my way upstairs to my beautiful woman. I’ve got to break the news about tonight and make sure she’s healthy and ready. Once my brothers have had their turn, I plan to remind her exactly who she belongs to all over again.
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	Dante escorts Violet from her room, meeting me at the grand staircase. She’s unbelievably stunning clad in a tasteful floor-length winter white gown. The beautiful female is the light to my dark. She seems utterly innocent and pure dressed like this and it’s overwhelmingly enticing. The color is virginal yet the dress clings to her form in the most sinful of ways. I’ll have to hold myself back from killing men tonight; I can already feel it. 

	“Mia moglie, bella mia fiore,” I greet, bringing her dainty hand to my mouth. Pressing my lips to her knuckles softly, it pleases me to see she’s wearing the diamond bracelet I’d presented her with earlier. I’d wanted her dripping in diamonds for this evening, making a bold statement early on to whomever shows up tonight, but she wasn’t having it. I should be delighted that my wife is more on the simpler side when it comes to wealth, but it does the opposite. I wish to spoil her; I want everyone who glances her way to see how the Capo dei capi Vendetti takes exceptional care of what belongs to him. And Violet is mine. 

	“Matteo,” she sighs breathily and it has my stomach twisting in knots to hear my name on her lips, my groin tightening with memories of how I fucked her over my desk earlier. With each hour that passes between us, I find myself growing fonder of the little flower, craving her more and more. 

	“Dante,” I acknowledge, “grazie for escorting my bride.” 

	My brother favors our father even more than usual tonight, dressed in a solid black tuxedo. Dante already looks nearly identical to Romano and me, only younger and a bit more solid with muscle. If it weren’t for those two factors, he could be our double. He waves me off. The gesture saying that it’s nothing to him, of course; however, her safety is everything to me. 

	“I mean it, Dante.”

	He grins. “I know, Capo. The pleasure is mine, always.” He kisses each of Violet’s cheeks, murmuring to her of her exceptional beauty this evening, before moving her hand from the crook of his elbow. I take it in the palm of my own, tucking her into the safety of my arm. 

	My finger curls beneath her chin, raising her gaze to mine as my free arm circles around her back. I have her fully in my grasp and even though I’d seen her mere hours before, it feels like it was far too long ago. “I want to rip this fabric from your body right here and fuck you in front of the entire room.” I mutter low enough that only she and my brother can hear me. Dante remains two steps away, just in case I need his assistance with anything. My brothers always have my back. 

	Her chest flushes as it always does when she’s flustered. Her breasts move as she inhales and exhales, the tempo increasing at my words. With a smirk, I finish my thoughts. “I will settle for a kiss, as Santino and Cristiano get to relish in your warm, wet pussy tonight. However, I’ll have you on my arm and they’ll be forced to wait until I’ve had some of your time.” 

	Violet’s tongue darts out, the pink tip licking over the clear sparkly gloss coating and it’s my snapping point. I kiss her, completely possessed for her. Every single person in the area needs to be well aware of exactly who the hell she is and what she means to me. There will be no confusion, no misunderstandings. She’s the Capo’s young new wife. And if anyone without the Vendetti name asks for her to dance tonight, I will strike them down where they stand. 

	Her hands lay flat against my pecs, her nails pressing into my suit. My own arm holds her close enough that she couldn’t possibly escape my grip, not that she’d want to. I can tell with the quick, needy noises she makes that she’d like nothing more than for me to make her orgasm right here and now. I swallow down her mewls and moans with my kiss as my tongue swirls with hers. My hand falls from her lower back to her ass, tucking her body in even closer into me so she can feel just how hard she makes me with only a kiss. She does this to me...makes me feel reckless and territorial. I’m a Vendetti, so I was born that way already, yet she amplifies it to a dangerous level. 

	Pulling back, her warm, quick pants hit my lips, her breath tasting of peaches. “You’ve already been drinking, my sweet.”

	She licks her lips again before responding. “Just one glass of that peach wine you brought with the fruit earlier. I think it’s my new favorite.”

	“Are you able to walk? It hasn’t got you too dizzy?”

	Her cheeks pinken a delicious shade, highlighting the touch of blush the makeup woman had applied. “The wine isn’t what makes me dizzy,” she admits and I feel myself grin. It’s genuine and something I don’t often do when surrounded by so many outsiders. 

	“Is that right?” I rasp, my hardness making itself known even more as my cock strains to be in her again. I’m like a walking time bomb. I need to come inside her and soon before I lose myself to unnecessary anger. 

	“Mmhmm,” she nods, a naughty smile overtaking her lips. I swear she is more gorgeous with each new glimpse of herself that she shares. 

	“We must greet the guests and wish Cristiano a happy birthday before I decide to hell with everything and take you back upstairs. If it weren’t his birthday, I’d say to hell with everyone.”

	“I’d be just fine with dipping out of here.”

	I step back, clearing my throat as I wind one arm back in place, holding her close to my body and concentrate on getting my erection to go down. “You’re a minx tonight. Shall we blame it on the wine or should I expect more of this delicious teasing from you in the future?”

	Violet shrugs, fitting perfectly to me as we leisurely make our way down the remaining stairs with Dante hot on our heels. She moves her far hand to my chest again, the movement quite intimate even with how new our marriage is. She’s perfect; I couldn’t ask for more from her as the entire room witnesses us together as a united front. “If you keep showing up to my room with food and diamonds, I’d say you should expect it.”

	Her blatant honesty has a chuckle breaking free, my grin infectious as my brothers below watch our descent toward them. They all grin in return, obviously feeling what Violet’s presence does to me. I’ve never met a woman who makes me feel lighter; will this be how our marriage is in the future as well? If so, I’m in danger of falling foolishly in love with her. You know the dumb kind of love, where you’d follow the person blindly even if it were to your death? She makes me think that kind of love will be ours if we get to that level and that’s terrifying. I’m the Capo; I can’t afford to love someone like that, even my own wife, and especially not if she ends up loving one of my brothers as well. 

	“Dance with me,” I rasp into her ear and she nods immediately. We greet my brothers on the bottom step and move straight into the ballroom to the dance floor. I can’t help but want to have her closer and closer, safe and content in my hold. The musicians strum a classic waltz and I’m delighted to find that Violet can match me step for step. It’s like she was made to dance with me. I must thank the Botarros. I wasn’t expecting us to be so well matched for one another. If anything I was anticipating the opposite. 

	With the next step, I pause, twisting my arm until she spins. She twirls back toward me, light and happiness shining in her eyes as she smiles brightly. A younger, lesser man would give the world to her on a platter for that look alone. Good thing it’s me and not one of my younger brothers she’s married to. They’d be gone for her before they’d even gotten between those soft, curvy thighs of hers.

	“Bella,” I murmur as I pull her back into position and take another step. She giggles, lighting up the entire room with her beauty and youth. In this moment I find myself hoping she can feel just like this—happy, free and cherished for the rest of our lives. With each moment that passes, my cold heart cracks, opening to her warmth.

	The music slowly fades into a different song and I walk her off the dance floor beside me. I’d enjoyed myself enough holding her closely and twirling her around that I have to concentrate on holding the smile back from bursting free. This is a room full of other familias and business associates; I can’t afford to let them see me so taken with her. At this rate, she’ll be in even more danger if they do witness my happiness.
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	Matteo and I must’ve danced for what felt like was half the night. I can’t remember a time I’d had so much fun at one of these big parties. I was expecting to get all dressed up and stand around bored as I have at these types of gatherings in the past. Of course I’ve danced at them as well, but it was always with my father’s old stuffy business friends. None of them danced half as well as Matteo does, and to think, he’s my husband! 

	Not to mention the way he kissed me on the grand staircase, it was unreal. He made me feel so wanted, like he couldn’t get enough of me. Then the rest of the time, his brothers were taking turns dancing with me and having me try different treats the catering company had brought for the party. My feet are sore enough they may fall off, but in the best sort of way. I’d believed once my father married me off, I’d be bored and lonely like my mother is, but so far, my time here has been nothing remotely close. The night has me channeling my inner Cinderella if there is such a thing, as I don’t want it to end.

	I was a fool with how angry I was when my parents first brought me here. And I find myself falling deeper and deeper for the Vendettis. Not only Matteo but for his brothers as well. I care for my husband more than the others, but the emotion and attraction are there when it comes to them. Is this normal? I’ve heard of how the tradition came to be, but should I want to be with so many men at the same time? It’s strange feeling like this, wanting them but then ultimately desiring Matteo more. I don’t know what I’m supposed to do, so I’m taking it one day at a time; it’s the only thing I can do. 

	Santino comes to steal me from Luciano’s hold, bringing with him a fresh chilled glass of the peach wine that’s fast becoming my favorite. “Thank you!” I respond, offering him a grateful smile and take a large gulp of the fizzy goodness. Luciano has been twirling me around the ballroom for the past two songs, without even a hair out of place. I’m sure I look a hot mess, breathing heavy, tromping around with sore feet. The shoes the personal shopper brought over were all beautiful, these being my favorite of the selection, but they kill my feet. 

	“You appear to be in need of a break, carina.” He returns my smile with his own sweet grin. I’ve come to learn that Santino is probably the sweetest out of Matteo’s brothers. 

	“I’m having such a great night! The dancing is fun, but you’re right, I’m worn out.”

	He pulls me a step closer, resting my arm on his. I’m grateful for the extra support and follow him off to the side of the room. 

	“I haven’t seen Matteo in a while, have you?” I ask quietly, not wanting anyone to overhear my concern for the Capo, my husband. 

	“Yes, actually I have. He’s the one who sent me to collect you.”

	“Oh, good.” I release another breath, calming my heartrate down from the last dance. I keep following him through a few doors until I realize I’m lost as to where we’re going yet again. This house is so big; I can never keep it all straight. “Where are we going?” The sounds of the party grow fainter with each new doorway we go through. 

	He opens one more door, pushing me through as he replies, “In here.” 

	We’re essentially in an oversized coat closet, and as I look to the side, I meet Matteo’s gaze. “Matteo?”

	“Mia fiore,” he breathes and releases a pent-up breath that he must’ve been holding when the door opened.

	“What are you doing back here? Are you hiding from your own guests?”

	“I’ve been watching you,” he admits, not the least bit ashamed. Santino comes to a standstill right behind me. The door lock clicks in place and then Santino’s warmth is at my back, even closer than a moment ago. Matteo meets his brother’s eyes and nearly growls. “Fuck her already, Santino, or else I will.” 

	My husband meets my surprised gaze, his own full of fire and blistering need. He’s doing this for the tradition, because he wants my body and isn’t supposed to have me again until Santino and Cristiano get their turns. “Matteo?” I gasp and then I’m being spun around by Santino’s strong grasp. 

	He moves me until my front is pressed up against the wall directly beside where Matteo stands, his stance wide, peering down at me full of hunger. I’ve never felt more desired by any other man—ever.

	Santino’s lips trail down the side of my neck, his teeth pausing to nip at random. The air kicks on, fluttering through the vent above me and goosebumps alight my flesh with his caresses against my sensitive flesh. “I swear I’ve been waiting for forever to sink into your pussy, Violet.” At his confession, my nipples harden with anticipation, loving the fact that he’s been thinking of this moment. 

	Matteo moves swiftly, his fingers shifting my own hands in position behind my back. He clasps them together in one firm grip, while Santino bends, his fingers griping the delicate material of my dress. He works the smooth texture up and over the curve of my hips, barring my ass to them both. I’ve worn minimal underwear as this dress shows everything. The personal shopper suggested I go with a seamless G-string type of panty so it wouldn’t be noticeable under the silky material and I heeded her advice. 

	Both men groan as they discover my lack of barrier over my butt, my cheeks bared for their pleasure.

	“You lucky bastard,” Santino grumbles to his brother. Their gazes are no doubt pinned to my body; I can feel the intensity of their stares on my flesh. Matteo uses his free hand to hold my dress in place beside my clasped hands as Santino moves the sliver of underwear to the side. “I’m sorry, sweet Violet. This is going to be fast and hard. I don’t think I can hold myself back from coming in you as soon as possible.” 

	My breathing increases, my chest pushed into the wall as my heart rate surges with his words. They have me so freaking turned on, working together to restrain me and then fuck me. Clenching my thighs together, I squeeze them; the pulses rocketing through my pussy make me want to beg. “Please hurry.” It leaves me breathlessly, making me sound winded. 

	“You’re a goddamn bastardo, Matteo. I swear it; she should be fucked by us all regularly,” Santino comments in a rush, jerking his slacks open with a quick tug. I hear him shuffle around as he pushes his pants down, working the barrier out of the way. The blunt tip of his cock is pushing at my entrance within the next second.

	“Do it, Santino,” Matteo orders and clenches his jaw. He meets my lust dazed stare, bearing witness to my eyes widening with Santino pushing his length in my core. 

	He stops when he has around an inch inside. The tip of his cock swells deliciously inside as his fist grips his shaft and squeezes, a soft mewl escapes me at the sensation. He pulls it out briefly to rub wetness up my slit, teasing my clit momentarily before pressing back into my core. Santino sinks in much deeper this time, my pussy throbbing around his impressive length, greedy to have all of him as deep as possible. 

	“Please,” I moan. “I want your cock so badly.” 

	Matteo bites his bottom lip, watching me begin to beg for Santino to fuck me. I wouldn’t be surprised if he draws blood; the intensity’s written all over his face. He wishes this were him behind me, driving deep and pleasing me. I can’t help but feel hope and desire well up inside my chest that the powerful Italian Mafia mobster will take my body again and soon.

	I’ve been curious about Santino. We get along easily and we’re roughly around the same age as well. I’m a little older, but you’d never know that with how calm and responsible he is. It’s exciting having his hands on me...being the focus of all his attention. It doesn’t hurt that all of the Vendetti men are exceptionally gorgeous and charming in their own ways as well. Having him share with me earlier about the story of the tradition also has me feeling a bit closer to him than the other brothers, besides Matteo.  

	“You don’t have to ask twice,” he rasps, the hint of Italian intonation becoming more pronounced with him being turned on.  “I’ll pound this sweet pussy anytime you’ll allow it, until you can no longer walk if that’s what you want,” Santino promises and follows through, thrusting into me with punishing force. Having Matteo right here, so wound up as he watches us go at it, has me going crazy inside. I want them both to fuck me, here and now...to use my body for their combined pleasure. 

	“Yes!” The exclamation leaves me excitedly; my eyes drooping with the need to roll back as he grazes my G-spot. The rewarding thrust and grunt mixed in from his own satisfaction is enough to have me gasping repeatedly as he hits my sensitive button with each powerful drive. “Right there, Santino. Oh, please, just don’t stop!”

	“You couldn’t get me to fucking stop if you begged.” His hand yanks my hair, my head wrenching back as I lose it. The overpowering all-consuming release has my muscles growing stiff and then turning to jelly as I moan with pleasure and satisfaction. 

	Matteo’s grip remains firm as he keeps my hands restrained behind my back. Santino takes my quick orgasm as his permission to increase his tempo and pounds into me from behind with a bruising force. How these men can be so well endowed and brutal with their hips, pistoning as if they’re possessed is awe-inspiring. They truly are cut from a different cloth, one with a strong bloodline and good genes I’d have to say. 

	His body moves so quickly, so roughly that a quiet cry escapes. The Vendettis are consumed with control and it seems the brothers are even more demanding when it comes to their bedmates. My body remains against the wall, the structure being my saving grace when holding me up. If not for its placing, I’d be reduced to my hands and knees bracing as best as I could on the exquisitely hard, gray marble floor. 

	Both men help to keep my body in place with their strong grips, their gazes burning with consuming desire at the sight of me being so thoroughly fucked. Santino’s cock throbs, the girth swelling inside my tight core with his impending orgasm. He’s just on the verge of tipping over, I can feel it. 

	Wanting to push him to his limit I squeeze my Kegel muscles and beg again. “Please come in me. Please, Santino, fill me up.” The breathy plea is his undoing, sending him tumbling over the edge into his orgasm. 

	Sighing with relief, the gush of hot cum instantly offers a silky reprieve to my battered core. “Feels so good,” I admit and he groans.

	“God, yes, you do.” 

	His words of approval have my insides feeling full as warmth spreads all over, but for an entirely different reason. I love it that I’ve brought pleasure to nearly all of them. Before this I’d think any woman in my current position was a slut, but living it...well, I can see now that it’s nothing of the sort. I’ve never felt more appreciated and wanted before and I’m learning to love every minute of it. 

	Santino carefully unwinds his fingers from my hair, delicately massaging my scalp momentarily before dropping his hand to lightly squeeze my hip. “Bella,” he compliments wistfully and draws back a step, his cock pulling free with his retrieval. As he breaks the link between us, his cum escapes, dripping down my thigh. 

	Both men groan and Matteo releases my hands. Just as I bring them to my body, my arms sore from the restraint, Santino uses his grip on my hips to quickly spin me around. 

	He falls to his knees before me, his gaze hooded as he watches the cum drip down the inside of my thigh. Keeping myself still, I try not to move a muscle. I’m not used to men looking me over so closely, wanting to see every bit of me. 

	His lust filled irises meet mine, my mouth falling open in response at the sight before me. It’s broken almost immediately as Matteo grabs my chin, pulling me back to his stare and takes my mouth in a demanding kiss. His lips against mine claim ownership. He may allow his brothers to sample me, but there’s no doubt in my mind just who I belong to. My husband. 

	Santino’s fingers trail over my calf, moving up and inside my thighs until he uses two fingers to scoop up some of his cum. Matteo kisses me relentlessly as his brother spreads his cum all over my pussy and thighs, coating my lips, clit and surrounding area more so than they already are. His palm cups my opening, wetting the skin before he moves his hand up and down, applying just enough pressure to have delicious sparks flaring through me all over again.

	“I want to watch your pussy as I make you come again. I want to see you grow wetter and wetter until you drench my hand,” Santino murmurs, pulling a moan from me as Matteo catches it in our kiss.  

	I do exactly as he requests, too. With each circle of his palm, my pussy zings and pulses, missing the feeling of being so full just moments prior.  Whiny mewls of approval escape me as he moves against me relentlessly, demanding me to cave into him. 

	“Oh!” I cry out, breaking free from Matteo’s lip lock as Santino moves his hand a few inches toward my behind. His two drenched fingers sink into my ass upon impact and my body shakes in response. 

	I’m untouched there and the pleasure mixed with the sudden change to pain has me yelling louder. He pushes them a bit deeper before rocking the heel of his hand backward, applying strong pressure to my clit. The back and forth movement sends my body shooting off inside, shocks of pleasure rocketing off all over my flesh. I have no chance at fighting any of the Vendetti brothers. They play my body so easily, demanding and taking, then giving me the sweetest torment and rewards in response. 

	“Oh, Santino!” 

	I’m met with his answering smile and smug expression. He loves seeing me reduced to a quivering mess. Him mixed with Matteo’s presence is overwhelming in the best possible sense. The oldest brother grabs my forearm, helping me straighten once the lingering waves of bliss have vanished. 

	“Mia fiore, so, so exquisite.”  Matteo’s free hand comes to my forehead, his handkerchief dotting the perspiration from my forehead. “You must straighten yourself up now, as we still have to find Cristiano and the guests are still here.”

	My mouth drops at his order. Cristiano? So soon? I can barely stand from the orgasms Santino just inflicted and now he expects me to find the birthday boy right away? I hope the youngest doesn’t mind me laid out and unmoving because now that’s about the full extent of activity I can manage at the moment. 

	The bossy man sits on a small bench, watching me as I attempt to fix my appearance. “Santino, go look for our brother. We may have to meet him in one of the bedrooms, as mia moglie is spent.”

	“Si, Capo.” He nods as he finishes dressing. Once he’s clothed, without a hair out of place, mind you, he closes the door behind him to find the youngest brother.

	I’m pulled into Matteo’s waiting lap, his arms wrapping around me. I feel wobbly and pliant like Jell-O. Having a great night with the dancing, the sex, and being shown off proudly by my husband has been a whirlwind of an experience, one I wasn’t anticipating. 

	“Shh,” he breathes against my ear, and then inhales deeply at the crown of my hair. “You smell so fucking good. How can you be like this?”

	Leaning my head back, my wide eyes meet his. “Like what?” I ask, worry filling my stomach. Is he getting sick of me always being weaker than he is? I’ve been feeling better, having more energy; I hope he’s not too burdened taking me on as his wife. I can’t help it that the doctor thinks I need more rest. 

	You’re unbelievably alluring. I just watched my brother fuck you raw, and yet, I find myself incredibly turned on. I seem to desire you more and more with each moment I’m around you. I don’t understand how you can be like this, when no other women even remotely tempt me so,” he admits softly, confusion lacing the rich timbre and the springs of unease I’d previously carried begin to uncurl in my belly. 

	I move my head to lean on his shoulder, my tired stare trained on the scruff along his jaw. He was clean-shaven earlier, but as the day’s worn on, he’s grown looser, the liquor and eleven o’clock shadow making him even more desirable, if possible. Shrugging, my fingers move to trace his tie. “I feel the same way when it comes to you, you know.”

	His walnut stained irises stare into mine for a moment before gruffly asking, “Si?”

	I nod and his lips move to mine once more. This time his kiss is careful, soft, and measured. Each stroke of his tongue is like a drug, urging me on to keep taking. He kisses me as if I mean something to him and with that comforting thought, I grow even more lax. While we wait for Santino to return, Matteo holds me to his body sweetly, warming me from the inside out until I fall fast asleep in his arms. 
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	Santino and Valentino found Cristiano with two women wrapped around him. Both were dressed remarkably like the Victoria Secrets angels. Their shoulders were strapped with the wings and all. With Cristiano, I can’t say this surprises me in the least. He has my looks, so much so that people are often confused when they see us. He’s similar to the point that it catches me off guard at times as well. That’s where the similarities end, however. My brother’s a bit reckless and I’m the opposite, always strung tight, ready to defend the Vendetti title and never willing to trust an outsider. 

	“I say let them join in the fun,” Cristiano rambles, drunk off too much champagne. His glassy gaze jumps from each brother, a cocky smile adorning his mouth with the suggestion. He’s not one to usually speak so brazenly around women. He usually keeps his thoughts to himself. 

	“Shh! She’s asleep,” Valentino hisses, gesturing to Violet who’s passed out, lying in the middle of the oversized sleigh bed. We’re all right inside the door, having left the two models who trailed along after my brothers behind in the hall. 

	“You’re just mad, dear brother,” the youngest slurs, “that two of the trashy fashion shows models want to suck my cock tonight. I’d share...tomorrow.”

	There’s an answering snort before I lean in to interrupt. “You will not disrespect mia moglie with such requests. She’s to be the head of the empire. You’re fortunate to kiss her feet, to be presented with such an opportunity to offer her your loyalty and services.”

	“You mean give her my cum.” 

	In a flash, Santino’s hands grasp my shoulders, sidestepping to stand in front of me. I could easily dismember him if I wanted him out of my way. None of my brothers are as vicious as myself. That’s why I’m called Ruthless and they’re not. “He’s drunk, Capo. He doesn’t know what he’s saying,” Santino murmurs attempting to diffuse my rising temper.

	I scoff. “He knows exactly what he’s saying. It’s the liquor freeing his tongue enough to speak it aloud. I should make an example of him for the future.”

	Valentino slaps Cristiano on the side of his head, growling something I can’t make out. 

	“If this weren’t such a vital tradition to our bloodline, our brother would have you fuck those two whores instead. But this is our life. You’re aware of your duty, Cristiano,” Santino scolds and our brother’s hands fly up, his irises appearing a touch clearer than a moment before. 

	He clears his throat. “I get it…” Cristiano trails off, swallowing roughly before staring at the floor. “I need to speak to Matteo alone for a moment.” He says my name in a way that I know he needs to talk to his oldest brother, not the Capo dei capi or Ruthless, just me—Matteo. I don’t know what he would deem so important to keep it between the two of us and for it to sober him up.

	“Go.” I glance between Santino and Valentino, then nod toward the door and they file out minus Cristiano. “What could you possibly have to say that those two can’t hear or don’t already know?” I gesture to the closed door.

	A flush quickly spreads from his neck all the way to his forehead. It’s unlike my little brother and instantly has me looking a little more cautiously at him. “Are you going to be sick?” I ask, placing my hand on his shoulder. He may irritate me at times, but I care if he’s unwell. Cristiano’s my brother after all. 

	He shakes his head, and after a moment finally admits, “I-uh...I’ve never…” His voice lowers to a mumble, “had sex before.”

	My eyes roll before I can hold the movement back. It’s unlike me, but Violet seems to be rubbing off a bit. “I don’t have time for this nonsense,” I breathe and his eyes meet mine, a plead swirling within their dark depths. 

	“It’s not. I swear it; I’m telling you the truth.”

	“We’ve all heard you talk before, all of the bragging you do. Hell, you were just telling Valentino how you were planning on fucking the two of those women out there tonight. I heard you. I’m not fucking stupid.”

	His hand rakes over his gel stiffened style as he sighs. “It’s an act, all of it. Of course, I’d fool around with those models. They’re hot and I can’t let it get around that I turned them down completely. I was going to let them suck my cock then send them home.” 

	“You’ve never had sex before,” I mutter, repeating him and he shakes his head.

	“Never.”

	“But...why not? You’ve had numerous opportunities in the past. We’ve all been around many times.”

	“I know, but I wanted to wait until I met the woman I was going to marry.”

	“Fuck!” The harsh curse escapes as I mimic his movement and run my hand over my hair in frustration. 

	“I didn’t think Romano would find you a wife, at least not like that.”

	“You knew the Bottaro girl was mine.” 

	He nods, blowing out a breath.

	“But?”

	“But, you’re Ruthless!” He says the name like it explains everything.

	“Not always, Cristiano. Sometimes I’m simply Matteo Vendetti, heir to the Vendetti Empire.”

	It’s his turn to snort. “You’re never just Matteo. I assumed, being who you are and that you rarely take orders from anyone, even our father—I  was expecting the Bottaro Princess to end up with Salvatore or maybe Valentino. I never once thought you’d go through with actually marrying her until it was too late and the tradition was already in motion.”

	“What am I supposed to do?” I mutter aloud and he shrugs. “I take it you don’t want the others to know you’re planning to wait for marriage?”

	He shakes his head.

	“We’re Catholic, Cristiano. Waiting for marriage is nothing to be ashamed of. In fact, the church prefers it.”

	“The church isn’t my brothers, though.”

	“You have a point. Regardless, I don’t know what to do about the Vendetti tradition. You know I have to abide by it to take over the head of the family. It’s a rule in our familia and Romano has already left. I won’t have Salvatore coming after the head of the table,” I admit, and his shoulders drop.

	“He could never do what you do.”

	“I know.” I nod, agreeing completely. “I can’t believe it’s been an act these past few days with you.”

	“I might have an idea, if you’re open to it?”

	“At this point, I’d welcome suggestions, even from my seventeen-year-old brother. By the way, happy seventeenth birthday.”

	A genuine smile graces his lips. “Thanks. Now, do you have a blindfold?”

	“A blindfold?”

	“Never mind, since we’re in my room we’ll use a black shirt of mine or something, so it smells like me.”

	I stare at him, puzzled, and watch as he glances toward Violet, making sure she’s still sleeping peacefully. Once reassured, he strides to his closet and I wait a moment until he returns with a black T-shirt. He heads for the side of the bed and waves me over.

	“Tie this over her eyes,” he whispers, and I cock a brow. “You’re going to do all the touching, while I do the talking,” he fills me in.

	I nod, beginning to catch on.

	“Undress first and don’t speak. We have to make her think it’s me, so none of the brothers doubt anything.” 

	It’s smart, I’ll give him that. 

	Setting the T-shirt on the end of the bed, I remove my cufflinks and tie. I’d already shed my jacket back in the coat room and never put it back on. Moving to my shirt, I tug it free of my trousers, my fingers making quick work of the buttons before neatly folding it and laying it to the side. I slide the dress shoes off, scooting them together until they line up next to each other and then unclasp my pants. The expensive material glides from my hips and then I’m folding them as well, moving to stack everything on top of my shoes. My brother watches me, used to my process even though he’s not nearly as disciplined. The beatings for him weren’t too bad, as he was the youngest and most tolerated by our father. 

	Picking up the shirt, I await his next instruction. He clumsily removes his clothes, minus his boxers and dress socks and then throws it all into a messy pile. He points to the right side and I nod, quietly stopping to stand at the head of the bed. He copies me on the opposite side, gazing down at mia fiore.

	She must be sleeping deeply enough to satisfy him as he waves me on. Moving the covers back, I slide into the bed, coming to stop right behind Violet. Cristiano gestures to his eyes and I crisply fold the shirt long ways a few times before moving to place it over my wife’s eyes. 

	She stirs and Cristiano leans close to her as I tie a knot, effectively keeping the material in place. He murmurs, “It’s my turn, fidanzata.”

	I keep the growl to myself at him calling her ”fiancée” and watch as her delicate hand reaches to her face, her fingers patting over the makeshift blindfold. 

	“Relax,” he mutters close enough that his lips graze the top of her ear. 

	“Cristiano?” she guesses sleepily, and I place one hand on her bicep, the other shifting her locks away from her neck. 

	“Si, bella.” 

	“What are you doing?”

	“I have plans for you. You’re my birthday present tonight.” He smirks and nods at me.

	Taking the cue, my lips find the exposed skin of her neck, peppering kisses and nips along the smooth skin until I reach the curve of her shoulder. 

	“Where’s Matteo?” My name leaves her on a breath, the sound making my cock hard as steel. 

	“He’s here,” Cristiano shares as if she should already know this, “watching.”

	“He’s watching us right now?” she repeats and shudders, goosebumps flying over her flesh as I feel her heartbeat increase. The thumps remind me of a horse’s gallop, the excited hoofbeats thundering across the ground. I can’t refrain from running the tip of my thumbnail along the back of her bicep, over those tiny telling bumps and the move has her drawing in a quick breath.  

	“You hear that, Capo?” My brother’s eyes shine with amusement. He’s enjoying this charade it appears. “Little moglie likes it when you watch.” He takes a few steps backward before deepening his voice to reply, “Indeed.”

	I roll my eyes again at his impression of me. It works, though, as Violet releases another breath she’d been keeping, her nipples stiffening under the delicate dress in response. I should’ve had her undress earlier, but she looked far too peaceful when I’d initially carried her up here. I’d have done whatever I could in my power to keep her that way, too. My fingers find the peak, tweaking it left then right. 

	Her head falls back, forehead lifted to the ceiling as she groans. The enticing female attempts to muffle the sound to herself, but I’m not having it. In my opinion she could never be too loud when it comes to me touching her and I want to know every response she has no matter how minute the sound may be. 

	My brows rise impatiently at Cristiano and thankfully he takes the hint to speak up. “Louder. I want your husband to hear how good I make you feel. How much you love my hands all over this sexy body.” 

	My hands move on his cue, they caress the perfect swell of her breast, my free hand shifting to lightly squeeze the nape of her neck. Deep down I know Cristiano would never be as dominant as I am in and out of the bed. Around Violet I seem to crave it with a heightened intensity that I can’t escape. Releasing her breast, my fingers move to tug the thin strap of her dress over her shoulder, desiring to see even more. The delicate material droops to expose half of her creamy breast and my mouth waters at the enticing sight. I want to suckle the peak, show her how much I can make her go crazy from her breast alone. 

	Every bit of her draws me in to her. Remaining quiet is going to be the true struggle to pull this rouse off. This female has me growling left and right whenever I’m around her like this. Damn Cristiano and bless him all in the same instant for coming up with this new plan of his. 

	“Lean up so we can remove this dress. I want to see your body.”

	Fully awake now, she sits up, replying, “It’s beautiful.” 

	My frame shifts, moving with her, sliding the remaining strap from the opposite shoulder. My fingers ache to rip it off, but it’d easily give me away, so I refrain. Violet should have no doubt in her mind after my office run-in that I’m the most demanding lover of the Vendetti brothers. I don’t want to just fuck her, I want to own every centimeter of her, break her so that it makes her never forget my touch no matter how long the wait may be until I have her again.   

	“It’s material.” Cristiano argues. “You make it beautiful.” 

	I couldn’t have said it any better myself. 

	She draws in a quick breath and I’m not sure if it’s from his compliment or from me pushing her dress down to her hips, baring her naked plump breasts and torso. Grasping her biceps, I push her downward again until she follows along and lies flat on her back. Wasting no time, I move over her, positioning my face at her navel. I want her to feel my hair and shoulders if she wishes to do so, but not my face. We can’t allow her to catch on that it’s not actually Cristiano. Violet’s intelligent, even more so than any of us had given her credit for previously when she’d first shown up. 

	My warm breath hits her tummy before my lips finally make contact. Her stomach draws in at the touch, a grin overtaking my lips knowing just how easily I can have her writhing before me. I begin by peppering gentle kisses from her navel down toward her pussy. Right as I reach her bare mound, my tongue darts out, licking upwards back toward her navel. 

	“Wha-what are you doing?” she whimpers on a near silent plea. 

	Rather than answer, I work the dress over the remaining swell of her hips, my body following downward until I can toss it off to the side. It’s very un-Matteo like of me, but I can’t bring myself to think of anything other than the glistening pussy that I know is anxiously waiting to be fingered and felt up under her drenched panties. 

	Cristiano stands off to my side, glances at me and then murmurs on my behalf. “Imagining what that wet pussy of yours would taste like.” 

	They’re so close to my own thoughts; I can’t help but wonder if the male is doing the same as he witnesses the scene unfold in front of him. I won’t allow my jealousy to take over; he’s only bearing witness, not actually touching her. She won’t have his cock tonight, or ever. And after tonight, hopefully she’ll only be sliding on my cock daily, not any of my brothers.
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	My thighs clench wantonly at Cristiano’s confession and the delicious burn I’m met with reminds me of Santino’s thickness being there earlier. My core’s still recovering from our time together in the coat closet. I’ll never be able to return there without remembering of how his length filled me and how Matteo’s penetrating gaze bore into mine as I gave into the ecstasy. Now it’s Cristiano’s turn and I can’t help but wonder if his size is anything close to Santino or Matteo or even Dante. I don’t know if I’ll make it through tonight if that’s the case, no matter how turned on I am or want to please Matteo by doing this for him and his family. 

	Matteo’s here watching me and I’m going to disappoint him, if that’s the case. Will he punish me in his office if I speak up against being fucked again? I’d never have imagined I’d have such a powerful man like my husband Matteo or that I’d be intimate with all the Vendettis in line to fill the shoes of Capo. 

	I’ve never been one not to speak up, the consequences be damned. To think, in the beginning all I wanted was a man to know how to touch me, to make me feel. I’ve gotten my wish, plus bitten off way more than I can possibly chew. 

	Cristiano pauses in his perusal and a throat clears. The sound comes from none other than my husband. “Mia fiore, what is it? You’re stiff as a board. You need to relax.”

	His rasp does funny things to my stomach, the flip flop telling me that I want him above any others. I’ve never felt so out of control; utterly owned and inexperienced as to when it comes to being next to that man. The things he does to me...

	Drawing in a breath, I confess, “I’m a bit sore.” It takes all of my courage to admit it to him and in front of his younger brother as witness. He told me he’d bend me to his will and that I’ll obey, but I won’t lie to him about any of it or how I feel. 

	A finger presses against my clit through my satin panties and his voice deepens if that’s even possible. “Your pussy hurts? It was fucked too hard?”

	Jerking my head, I silently nod even though his finger feels amazing touching me.

	I can’t see him, but a low groan sounds in his throat telling me he definitely saw me. The room’s so quiet I can hear myself breathing. A few beats pass with me shifting to press my legs together again as his finger circles my clit. I may be sore, but I still want to please him.

	He curses, finally muttering for me to turn on my side. I do as he says, moving the scrap of panties off before getting comfy, so he knows I want to continue to be touched. One hand slides under the pillow, the other laying on my hip. I wait. 

	The bed dips behind me as Cristiano slides back to the same spot that he’d woken me up in. His hand glides over the round globe of my butt, the palm size seemingly much bigger than I’d imagined. Matteo has large, capable hands; Cristiano must mimic him in that as well. His finger stops at the bottom, tracing the area where the crease meets the back of my thigh. His breaths increase, the warmth fluttering against my neck as he caresses the line again and my body squirms in anticipation.  

	His lips meet my neck, beginning the exploration anew as the tips of two fingers sneak between the juncture of my thighs. They carefully brush my sex, applying enough pressure to feel the moisture pooling. Cristiano’s careful not to rub too roughly, my flesh swelling and opening for him. My body wants the pleasure, and as the tips penetrate me a few inches my core clenches, attempting to draw him in.

	He’s so quiet, unlike his brothers; he gives nothing away at how he’s feeling. The silence has me off balance, if it weren’t for his eager touch and his warm kisses, I’d wonder if I was dreaming this entire night. His muscular thigh moves mine upwards, pinning me down as he sees fit. Christiano guides himself to my core, the rounded head meeting my opening. He moves his cock gently brushing me as he’d done moments prior with his fingers. My breasts heave as I get more and more turned on for him, knowing Matteo is right here with us as well. 

	Another caress from the silken tip and an impatient cry breaks free. My pussy clenches so tightly, as if it will grip his cock and pull it inside. I thought I was too sore, but I want him in me far more than for him to stop. 

	“You ready for me?” he murmurs, his voice sounding as if it’s in front of me rather than behind, but I know that can’t be the case. 

	I’m too focused on my need to care about the details and confess, “Yes, I want it.”

	“What do you want, beautiful?” Cristiano murmurs and I groan with frustration.

	“Your cock, if you’re going to keep teasing me, let Matteo just fuck me already.” 

	A growl sounds from behind, teeth sinking into the back of my neck as his cock thrusts deep.

	“Oh!” I call in surprise. 

	A hand finds my hair, gripping the locks, he yanks my head back to bite my neck harder and thrusts in again, both hitting me at the same time.

	“Fuck me!” I can’t help but yell loudly. Cristiano may end up being the best out of all at this point. The pain holding me back from minutes before has escaped my body completely, as all I can think of is having him deeper in me. 

	His other hand grabs my thigh, the thickness a natural grip for his powerful drive. The hold is firmer than I’d expect. He keeps me off kilter as to what he’ll do. So much for soft and sweet, the man is going to ride me until I break from too many orgasms. A growl into my neck has chills flaring over my body, the heat spreading like wild fire, “Oh, I’ll fuck you all right.” The raspy reply sounds more like an angry promise from Matteo, rather than his brother Cristiano, further confusing my mind and body.

	The moans leave me in screams ridiculously loud. I wouldn’t be too stunned if his brothers burst in here. The insane sensations of his cock plunging into my core, pounding me into oblivion have me seeing stars. I can barely catch my breath as once he begins, he’s like a machine, taking over and possessing me with his movements. Each drive has his length pressing exactly where I need him to. His hips thrust his dick in and out, again and again; the pressure repeatedly hitting my G-spot has me begging for the release. 

	“Oh, shit! Please, Cristiano!”

	His answering groan and throbbing cock have me matching him pulse for pulse. I want to turn over, hold him down and ride him into unconsciousness. I don’t know if these Vendettis could handle the lack of control though, especially my husband. 

	“So perfect,” the man behind me whispers. His firm chest brushes my back as his breathing slows to eager, pleased pants. Feeling his excitement surround me, only feeds into my own and my body erupts. I’m lost, tumbling down a deep bottomless hole as ecstasy grips me, turning me inside out. One demanding yank on my hair has me letting go entirely, screaming my release. 

	The orgasm washes over me, exhausting what diminutive amount of energy I’d recovered from my brief nap. As he moans through his own pleasure, my body relinquishes into a pile of overused, worn out muscles. The eventful evening along with the attention and utopia offered mixed with too much champagne has me knocked on my ass. It’s as if I’ve just run a marathon and could slumber for a week... yet, this is my life now. 

	Being a Bottaro was not boring, but it definitely wasn’t like this. 
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	1 week later...

	I’m done sharing her. 

	The tradition required for me to give her to my brothers and for us to attempt to impregnate her immediately. We each did our part and now she can finally become mine. Thank fuck, as much as I love my brothers, I don’t enjoy sharing mia Violetta, my perfect little flower.

	“What are we doing this weekend?” she asks as I lazily stroke the smooth expanse of skin. Her back is bare, the sheet pulled just to her waist as she lies on her tummy staring up at me. Violet gazes at me as if I’m the most interesting thing in the room, if only that were true. If only I could be so oblivious as she is, rather I’m jealously pondering ways of keeping her from my brothers. They’re supposed to be the ones protecting her while I run the Vendetti Empire. Selfishly, I can’t stop from attempting to figure out ways to have her by my side at all times.  

	“You will be with me, of course.” It comes out rougher than necessary with my tormented thoughts, imagining my wife naked and being fucked raw by Valentino or Dante. Am I enough for her, or will she run to one of their beds the moment she doesn’t feel completely satisfied? I’m the Capo, much more powerful than any of them, she melts for my cock. I have to stop this frivolous jealousy.

	“That’s not what I meant...” she trails off, innocent eyes wide at my stiffening muscles. “I imagined we would be together.”

	I don’t let her finish, raising an eyebrow and staring down my nose into her irises. “Did you now? What else were you imagining, mia moglie?” The retort leaves me before I have time to think about what I’m saying.

	“Hey!” With a huff, she rises onto her knees, pulling the sheet to cover her perfect breasts. “Why are you angry? You were inside me mere moments ago, whispering how wonderful I felt.”

	“So young and naïve.” My nostrils flare, smelling her sweet scent still lingering in the air. I had her screaming while she came around my cock. She’s right, she did feel fucking fantastic. In fact, it’s her fault for winding me up, making me feel such rapture and then having the plague of knowledge, knowing she’ll be with a brother of mine sometime soon and also being aware that I can do absolutely nothing to put a stop to it. 

	Is it really the Vendetti tradition, or is it the Vendetti curse?  

	“Oh really...I’m young and dumb now, huh? Well, you’re old and a dick.” She shrugs, pulling the sheet a bit more to wrap around her to stand. She’s so damn mouthy, and toward me of all people. If I were a lesser man I’d have her gagged for such disrespect. 

	“Where are you going?” I push, egging on an unnecessary argument. Watching her attempt to get away from me even quicker has my Vendetti temper flaring. The Capo rears his ugly head at not having his whim met immediately. 

	“I’m not laying here while you decide to talk down to me after I gave my body to you freely.”

	“Who will you run off to next, then?”

	“You’re unbelievable!” she scoffs, and I rip the sheet out of her hands, wanting to hold her body to mine. Rather, she lets it go and practically hops away. 

	The growl rumbles free, as I toss the vacated sheet off to the side. “You’re not going anywhere,” I command, on the cusp of raising my voice. It’s so unlike myself, I feel as if I’m spiraling. I don’t raise my voice, I don’t ruffle, or even give a fuck. I demand, I take, I conquer. I claim what’s mine.

	“I’m not staying here,” she mutters yanking a T-shirt and shorts on. She leaves off the bra and the sight of her stiffened nipples underneath the thin material has me roaring.

	“You will do as I say! I’m the Capo dei capi Vendetti, damn it!” I move to grab her and she jerks away, anger pulling her lips tight. 

	“Make no mistake Matteo Vendetti, I’m more than aware of who you are. You seem to forget that you’re also my husband.” With a huff, she spins on her heels and storms out of the room. 

	Full of frustration, my arm lashes out making contact with a crystal vase. It flies to the floor, the loud shatter an echo of my loss of control. The bedroom door swings open, banging into the wall as Santino pops his head in, eyes wild.

	“What the fuck is happening, Matty?” 

	“Nothing,” the short reply leaves me with a curse.

	“I saw Vi, she took off down the hall as if she were being chased. Please tell me she’s running after sex toys and not because you did something to upset her.”

	My glower seeks him out. “Her name’s Violet goddamn it. It’s not Vi, not Bella, or any other fucking pet name!”

	His hands shoot up, palms out, his mouth dropping at my outburst. “Calmati, Capo, per favore.”

	“Don’t tell me to calm down. Mia moglie just ran down the hall, who is keeping her safe?”

	He exhales. “Cristiano ran after her. He’ll make sure no harm comes to your wife. Do you want to tell me what’s going on? What just happened?”

	Raking my hand through my sleep flattened hair, a groan breaks free and I plant my ass on the bed in frustration. “Stupido,” I mutter, shaking my head. “Era un argomento insulso che non aveva nessun senso.”

	“Really?” His brows raise, surprised at my confession. “It’s unlike you to argue for no reason, and for it to make no sense?” he tsks. 

	“I was being jealous.”

	“Ah. You weren’t expecting to like her and so fast?”

	If it were any of my other brothers, I wouldn’t be able to open like this to them. I wouldn’t feel comfortable confessing my screw up. It’s rare that I do, ever. “Like her isn’t a strong enough word.”

	“She will be pregnant soon, how will you act when she is with child?”

	“A wreck,” I admit. I don’t want to say it aloud, but the child better be mine. I’m a fool for believing I’d be okay with my brothers getting her pregnant. I know preserving the family bloodline is supposed to be the utmost importance, but I’m growing more and more territorial with Violet with each passing day.  

	“And what is your plan if we are supposed to be the ones keeping her safe all the time? You can’t possibly keep her in your sights twenty-four hours a day. You have a business to run—an Empire, hell, the entire Mafia practically.”

	“There’s only one thing I can think of...”

	He waits for me to say it, even though I know he’s thinking the same thing I am. 

	“I have to make her a true queen. I have to teach her to run the Empire.”
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	Thank you for reading The Vendetti Empire part one.

	I’m currently working on part two, titled The Vendetti Queen.

	I hope you will continue on this journey with me and watch for more of Violet’s story.

	This book came out of nowhere last year and was put on hold until my schedule had room to work it in. I love the brothers and can’t wait to see where their story will take us.

	I expect to have the second book completed in January 2019. You have about a month to wait if you’re reading this right at release, so I hope that’s not too far ahead for you. This life, my stories, would not be possible if you weren’t here to help support my dream and offer encouragement. Thank you!

	XO- Sapphire Knight
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