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      Amara

      Marrying the mafia boss is the last thing I want. But, like everything else in my life, I have no choice.

      So I'm forced to marry a hot, dangerous man to save my family's business. He's moody, ruthless, and stubborn, all wrapped into one tempting, tattooed package.

      We need Massimo Gallo and his family.

      Little do I know—I need him too. I can't resist the intense chemistry between us.

      The problem is, if he finds out the secret I've been keeping, he'll get rid of me for good.

      Massimo

      As the head of an influential mafia family, I must fulfill my duty. I'll marry Amara.

      Do I want to? No. But she's a means to an end, even if I don't trust her fully—or her family.

      But the sexy, curvy brunette has a lot to offer, even if she doesn't know it yet.

      I vow to make this sinful marriage work… by any means necessary.

    

  


  
    
      Dear Reader,

      

      Risky Vows is a super steamy story with a happy ending.

      Fair warning: this book has many of the core elements you’ll find in most of my stories: intense chemistry, compelling characters, and even a dash of humor. Because of the nature of mafia books, the hero is morally grey, and this romance is edgier, with more violence and grit. So, buckle up! This will be a wild ride.

      Seriously, though, I appreciate your continuous support.

      Writing defines me as a person, and having it as my occupation is a true privilege I'll never take for granted.

      I hope you enjoy Amara & Massimo! I truly adored every minute I shared with them.

      Love,

      Carmen
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      Massimo

      

      "Oh, yes, that's it," Daphne whispers as I slam inside her. "So good, Massimo."

      I look at her blonde hair sprawled over the pillow and the sweat glistening over her pretty, flushed face. We've known each other for years and fuck often. But after today, it's sadly coming to an end. Because in a few hours, I'll marry someone else.

      The idea brings bile to my throat, and I intensify my thrusts, a growl rising from deep within my lungs. I fuck Daphne like I'm fucking the stupid notion of family loyalty. And duties—ah, how I wish I could fuck those.

      "Massimo, oh. You're too much," she says.

      I know she likes it. And right now, what she likes isn't my concern. She scratches my arms, her moans filling her bedroom, her pupils dilating with pleasure. I flick her clit a few times, and that does it.

      Daphne comes, screaming my name like I'm her savior. "Yes, oh babe, I love how hard you fuck me. Yes."

      I bet she does.

      Most women do.

      There's a dark, twisty element to being fucked by one of the most established mafia kings in Chicago that adds excitement to their experience.

      I could fuck her again… but I can't. At least, not for a while.

      The thought weaves itself into my brain again, and I plunge all the way into her, hard and deep, a few more times, then claim her mouth with mine. Even though she's half dead after the past couple of hours of nonstop fucking, she takes my kiss like she would take anything else I gave her.

      Like she took me in her ass countless times. Or when I invited two of her girlfriends to join us one night. That night, I left all three girls sated and exhausted in a sweaty, messy pile of bodies.

      That's Daphne. She's a part-time burlesque dancer. She likes to get fucked.

      "Yes, I'm coming again," she shouts.

      I flip her around and, in a matter of minutes, come inside her pussy.

      I remove my cock, walk to the bathroom, dispose of my condom, and wash my hands. Then, I look at myself in the mirror. My hair is ruffled, and there's a look of contempt in my eyes that not even all the fucking in the goddamn world can wipe away.

      It's happening.

      I'm marrying Amara Montefiore, the heiress of an established mafia family in Chicago, who has been here much longer than we have. Former competition. They own many rundown properties in areas of the city where we want to grow our businesses. On their side, they have tradition and contacts, and we have money and a thirst for expansion. Their profits have declined over the past three years due to family issues and poor management. I'll jump in and take care of it and run their businesses. My family will get a generous cut, plus access to certain neighborhoods. The marriage will solidify the alliance—a fast way to build trust.

      I never wanted to marry the opponent's daughter. I don't trust this alliance, but my father does. And what Aldo Gallo wants, he gets—even if he has to use every weapon at his disposal.

      I robbed my father of my mom. When I was fifteen, I was supposed to protect her, and she was killed while under my watch. She died because of me, and I give my dad props for doing his best to move forward and forgive me. Act like I haven't done anything wrong.

      Now, the time has come to cash in the favor. I can't say no.

      "Was this the bachelor's special?" Daphne asks from the bed.

      I return to the bedroom's interior and scoop my clothes off the floor. No. The bachelor's special was last night when my three brothers and a few friends closed down an entire strip club. It was special, all right. "You can say that."

      "When will I see you again?"

      "Not sure." I swallow a lump in my throat. I like Daphne. She's nice. But seeing her again could jeopardize this marriage, at least initially. Most likely, after a while, my new bride will be happy when I fill my sexual needs elsewhere.

      The few times I met Amara, she didn't seem enthused about marrying me either.

      "You never told me much about this Amara girl," Daphne says. "Is she better looking than me? I searched her online, but she has no social media."

      The image of the long brown hair cascading on a heart-shaped face fills my brain. Amara isn't bad on the eyes. From what I saw, she's perfection—generously curvy hips and a nice ass, and big breasts with a waist that isn't all that narrow. She has a body that's sexy and ripe, and some idiots would even call her too curvaceous. Too outside of the size two norm.

      "Do you have a wire somewhere? You want me to implicate myself so I'll get in trouble with the woman I haven't even married yet?"

      She smiles and sits up on the bed, naked. "You can come and check. Maybe a small wire is hidden somewhere inside me you haven't seen."

      Doubtful. This afternoon, I checked each and every hole this woman has. "I can't."

      "What does she have that I don't?"

      "Her family name."

      Daphne waves me off. "Does she have any brothers? What if I marry one of her brothers? I can join her family too," she says, and I think she's only half joking.

      "Her only brother is in a coma." Three years ago, Alonzo got into a nasty fight and could have died. Should have died. Now he's in a room at her parents' house, with all the care in the world, hooked to machines. Doctors said he wouldn't wake up, but her parents didn't give up. That's why they want me to marry their daughter—they'd rather an enemy take care of their declining criminal empire than lose it.

      "Sounds like he'd make the perfect husband."

      I finish getting dressed and glance at my phone. My family has been calling and texting me, wondering where I am. I'm sure my escapade has them worried. I sigh.

      "He's definitely the perfect brother-in-law," I say dryly. "One less son-of-a-bitch to annoy me."

      She chuckles. "I'll miss you."

      "Me too. Don't get in trouble, okay?"

      I see the small bob in her throat. Tears brim her eyes, and she nods quietly. I can tell she's trying not to cry. "Okay."

      I can't stay and comfort her or make promises I won't keep. As I look around her bedroom, a concrete block lands on my chest. Saying goodbye to Daphne isn't hard. Welcoming the next phase of my life and marrying Amara… that will be a different fucking story.
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      Amara

      "You look beautiful," my mom, Vittoria Montefiore, says behind me.

      I take in a breath. When I was a little girl, I gathered my dolls and pretended they were getting married. Of course, back then, Barbie loved Ken. She wanted to marry him, move away from her hometown, and become a scientist or president. Barbie had grand plans for humanity.

      Barbie didn't think that her parents would make her marry a man who was the equivalent of a human grenade. Dangerous and unpredictable.

      "You didn't lose those few extra pounds like we hoped. Thankfully, the stylist did a good job," my mom continues.

      I ignore her jab. "She's a miracle worker."

      "Yes. I know the last few years have been hard for you… with everything that happened with that boy. But now a new chapter begins."

      Boy? I bite my lower lip. The man I fell in love with was no boy. He was twenty-five when we met two years ago. But because he didn't have a high-paying job, my parents got rid of him.

      They had him killed, and I watched it—it served me right for trying to be with someone of my choice.

      Since my older brother Alonzo slipped into a coma, my parents showed more interest in my role in this family. My brother was supposed to follow my father's lead, and he did until he was in a fight.

      I made it clear that being the head of a criminal family wasn't my calling. They acquiesced but then decided that if I wasn't following in their footsteps, I had to marry someone who would elevate us.

      It all makes sense.

      The Gallo family immigrated to Chicago a couple of decades after ours. So even though they have injected money and a unique way to do crime, my family has access and contacts to parts of Chicago and even New York that they haven't managed to infiltrate yet.

      Meanwhile, due to my brother's coma and my father's early dementia, diagnosed a few years ago, our financial situation has steadily declined. So, my mother made a deal with Aldo Gallo, their patriarch.

      They'll sort out our financial problems and take care of our businesses. We can give them access to areas where my family has thrived—before my dad's dementia shows signs. A win-win. My mom will be able to retire in luxury as planned.

      How I wish I could leave this all behind… but I can't.

      If I escape, like my childhood Barbie would, they'll find me.

      I don't have financial independence. Could I say to the hell with it and move across the country? I tried once. Two years ago, I met James, and we fell in love. We wanted to start a new life, so we drove to California.

      It took my family a few days to send someone after me, their second-in-command, Ugo, who gave me the beating of my life. I was the one asset they possessed, and they didn't want to give me away—especially my mom. My dad was ruthless back in the day, but the symptoms of his illness made him forget a little about the darkest parts of him. Besides, according to my parents, if they reached me, someone else could, too. An enemy could kidnap me and use me as leverage.

      "Now, make your husband happy, dear," Vittoria says. "I know you can be stubborn sometimes, but trust me, you can do way worse than Massimo Gallo. He's beyond attractive and super-rich."

      "He's forty-one. I'm twenty-three."

      "Exactly. He has the stability and security a woman of your standing needs."

      "Mom, can you hear yourself?" I ask, rolling my eyes.

      Of course she does. She’s lived in this world—was also born for it. Her mother prepared her to be a mafia wife, and it shows. My mother is attractive and engaging. She’s also cutthroat and blunt. She hates asking for help but knows the exact moment she has to—and will use all the tricks up her sleeve to fulfill her goal.

      "I believe you'll be pleased, Amara."

      "Mom."

      "Honey. Our life won't be the same if you don't marry him. They could wipe us from this world if they wanted. But they're sharing it," she says. A single tear rolls down her face. "If your brother were here…"

      "He is, Mom. He's not dead." However, a part of me disagrees. According to the doctors, even though the scans say brain function is inconclusive, they believe Alonzo is no longer with us. But my mother doesn't let him go. She's the one who's kept him hooked to the machines. Sadness wraps my chest like a tight corset.

      "I know. I meant, if he were in a condition to take charge, we wouldn't need you to marry. But your dad, me, and our families have fought too long to get where we are, only to lose everything."

      Oh, the many times I've heard about the sacrifices made decades before my birth, starting all the way from southern Italy to Chicago. "I understand."

      "I need for you to marry Massimo and be smart about it. You may not want to run a family, but sometimes, that's a choice you don't have. You have to live with it."

      "Okay."

      "Good. Also, having you there will be an asset for us. If you hear anything that could hurt Dad and me, financially or otherwise, it's your duty to tell us. Do you understand, Amara?"

      I didn't then. But I do now.

      Of course, my mom wants me to low-key spy on my new husband in case they plan to break their bargain. I bite my inner cheek, wishing I was in a different galaxy.

      A galaxy far from my mom, my dad, and definitely, my husband-to-be. I saw Massimo a few times in person, and he's the kind of presence I'd avoid if possible.

      He is a cocky buff man with tattoos swirling around his arms and chest and eyes that can look into someone's soul. They're dark brown, intense, and always—always watching.

      His nose isn't perfect, as if it's been broken once or twice. His isn't a relaxing occupation, and I can’t help but wonder what happened to the other guy. He has a body that could grace the cover of a workout magazine. I never saw him shirtless beyond a couple of opened top buttons once.

      But damn.

      Anyway. I'd never go for that kind of man.

      James was tall and slim—some would say slinky. He had a charm and kindness in his demeanor that drew me to him from the moment we met. In my world, people aren't lovely—they’re never nice without expecting something in return.

      He helped me when my laptop broke. I could’ve bought a new one, but I didn't want to lose any files. Because my father has always been paranoid about privacy, most files weren't linked to a cloud account. So James helped me, saved my laptop, and in a few months, we were in love—a sweet, warm love.

      Bright days in a dark world.

      Days that were yanked from me.

      If my mom thinks I'll help them, she's dead wrong. I may hate my husband and all he represents… but on the off chance he wants to stoke the fire in my world, I'll help him light the match.
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      Massimo

      

      The violinists work their instruments as my bride marches to the altar.

      I take a deep breath.

      Not bad.

      Not bad at all.

      Amara walks up to me, with her father in tow, wearing a wedding dress that outlines her luscious body. She has a neutral smile, certainly not the look one should display when they're in love. If you care about that shit.

      My plan with her is to learn the most I can. Like I would with a business opponent or a newfound illness. Study, learn, then attack. I have to say—she looks hot. So, consummating the marriage won't be a chore. Or maybe it will.

      Maybe she sucks in bed. We shall see later.

      Her father gestures to me, and I nod. He kisses her forehead and goes to his place. Her father moves slowly but with sure steps. He is of average height and in good shape. He has a dignified demeanor and doesn't show the desperation of his situation. Dad told me he's got early-stage dementia, one of the reasons they wanted to marry her off.

      Enzo Montefiore doesn't want to die and let his legacy go to ruins.

      I exchange a look with Amara and try to read the message in her hazel-green eyes. She gives me a frigid smile, and we face the priest, who's been with our family for many years. My father made many donations to his church, and Father Ambrosio has conveniently looked away from some of the damage my family has caused to the community.

      He starts his service, and I go through the motions, pretending to listen, ignoring the crowd of two hundred guests in the chapel. This marriage means we're fortifying our turf.

      Two strong families bound by this matrimony. We'll leave our biggest competitor, the Santinis, scratching their heads. The Santinis have infiltrated the local mafia scene with their barbaric modus operandi and quickly made many enemies. They aren't as big or resourceful as our family, and not having as much to lose is their main advantage. A few of their members have spent a long time in prison.

      When Father Ambrosio says I can kiss the bride, I remove the thin veil covering her face. She looks at me, and I see a flicker of emotion in her eyes. I can't pinpoint its meaning, but I brush my lips against hers and give her a quick kiss for optics. Our mouths don't open, but I doubt Father Ambrosio will complain.

      The contact ends faster than it started, and we look at the crowd, cheering us as the Father announces our new titles.

      "Congratulations, Mr. and Mrs. Massimo Gallo."

      I reach for her hand as we walk out, and when I touch her skin, I realize it's cold. Clammy.

      So, despite her collected exterior, she's uncomfortable with this situation. Good. I don't want her to be too comfortable. I still wonder if she's marrying me out of familial duty or has a hidden agenda.

      What am I going to do with her? Marriage wasn't in my plans.

      But as the oldest son, I have to be pragmatic.

      Marriage is a business like any other. I usually have the opportunity to wine and dine potential partners, but this time, I'll have to do that after the deal. And unlike the usual people I take to strip clubs and overpriced, hyped-up dinners, I'll have to be different with her because we’ll live together.

      We enter the limo awaiting us at the front as we leave the chapel. It will take us to the lavish venue for the wedding reception. I help her in with her dress and close the door.

      Once the driver peels off, I lift the partition. I chose to sit across from her so I could see her expressions. "Here we are."

      She widens her eyes. "Already? We barely left."

      I smile. "I mean, we're married."

      She lightly touches her stomach as if to keep from getting sick. "Yes. Absolutely."

      I slide to the edge of my seat, leaning closer. "What's your angle, Amara? Why did you marry me?"

      She looks out the window. "Because it was the right thing to do. Why did you?"

      "Because your dad isn't up for the job, and your mom needs help. This union will benefit our families," I say, and almost laugh at how I began my reply, like I'm some sort of do-gooder. She knows that's not the case.

      Her eyes meet mine. "That answer works, too."

      I need to study her from a better angle. I slide into the seat next to her and trace her jawline, and she drops her gaze to my finger. She shudders under my touch, and a part of me wonders if it's fear or awareness. I haven't done anything to her to prompt this reaction… but I'm sure she’s heard stories.

      "We stay out of each other's way," she says, scooting to the other side of the seat. "You can do your, hmm, extracurricular activities, and I'll happily look the other way. We'll make sure our families believe we're content and thriving."

      So, she wants to strike a deal already? I shake my head. "Amara, look at you. My little rat."

      She frowns. "Rat?"

      "Rats can do puzzles. They're brilliant animals, underrated, but they learn to survive." Rats also wait until things are quiet or humans are asleep to look for crumbs. Something about her tells me she'd be that kind of person. Sneaky. Untrustworthy.

      "What does being a rat have to do with anything?"

      "You're my wife, Amara. And you'll do as I say." Did you think that the biggest hurdle was surviving your annoying family? Well, get ready. You'll have to survive me.

      "So I'm exchanging one prison for another."

      "You're exchanging the light of shadows with your parents for the spotlight of being my wife. I could think of worse fates."

      The specks of gold shine in her irises, and for a moment, I'm unsure if she has more hazel or green in her eyes. Does it even matter? Still, it's striking.

      "In your line of work, I don't doubt it," she says.

      "This rat has some bite." My fingertips itch to outline her plump lips, to coax her mouth open, and insert my finger inside—then my cock. But I can't fuck her yet. I'll wait until tonight, after the reception. The anticipatory sensation catches a hold of me.

      "Yes, us sewer rats learn early on."

      "You have more personality than I expected."

      She rolls her eyes. "Is that a problem for you?" Her stance shows confidence, but an undercurrent of tension lurks in her voice.

      My gaze drops to her tits. She wears a wedding dress with a hefty price tag. It's elegant, but at the same time, I can see the curve of her epic tits. I've always enjoyed big breasts, but hers seem to be next level. When I focus on her eyes again, I notice she's blushing. She must have noticed my interest. "Oh, no, cara mia. That might just be the solution."
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      Massimo

      

      "How are you doing?" my brother Dante asks. He's the second in line, only one year younger than me, closely followed in age by Rocco and Nico. We've been at the reception in one of Chicago's most exclusive venues for the last hour.

      The wedding organizer had excellent taste. Even I can appreciate the romantic elegance of the lush shades of gold and white, with plenty of expensive flowers and world-class catering service. They flow well with the live band and the uniformed servers milling around the well-dressed guests.

      "Good." I take a sip of my scotch. I've been hiding in this corner for twenty minutes after being polite and available to the guests initially. I watched the hustle and bustle until my brothers found me.

      Dante taps my shoulder, his forest green eyes amused. "You're the picture of wedding bliss."

      "I did what I had to do."

      "That's right," Nico says. "Cin cin," he cheers in Italian, clinking his tumbler to mine, the way he did when we were kids and had sodas in our cups. "You secured us all a great opportunity. We'll dominate the area. The Santinis can kiss our asses."

      "Yeah. Also, the Montefiores won't fuck with us now we're in the same family." Besides being the head of our family and a jack of all illegal trades, I'll also run the Montefiore's businesses. I've already started inventorying their assets and what needs to be done. My team will be collecting some heavy debt. The ones where limbs may go missing if people don't pay up.

      In our family, Dante takes care of the traffic of illegal weapons. Rocco is responsible for the gambling operations, and Nico deals with drug suppliers and other schemes.

      "Won't they? I hope not," Rocco says.

      I detect a trace of suspiciousness in his voice, but I ignore it. I share his concerns, but don't want to discuss it tonight.

      My father joins us. Aldo Montefiore may be in his mid-sixties, but he doesn't show it. He still has a full head of silver hair and a lean, muscular body that some younger men can't achieve. Needless to say, my dad's bed is never empty. "That photographer was looking for you," he says. "He wants more pictures."

      "Jesus," I hiss. I understand it's good to take photos with my new wife for appearances, but someone must not have told the photographer that ours isn't a love marriage. Some of the poses he's asked us for are absolutely cringe-worthy.

      Dad squeezes my shoulder. "Go out there and smile. This is a great opportunity." Dad may not be as present at work as he used to be, but that doesn't mean he'll ever stop bossing us around at every opportunity. A part of me wishes he'd just retire to a faraway island with a young blonde and leave us the fuck alone.

      "That's what I just said," Nico says, winking.

      "How nice of you to remind me I'm the sacrificial lamb. I don't see any of you getting married for the family's sake," I say. I'm forty-one, Dante forty, Rocco thirty-nine, and Nico thirty-eight. It's not like they're in their twenties, but none of them seem interested in getting married. I can't blame them. Life's too comfortable without attachments. Why mess things up?

      "You're doing great things," Dad says. "I'm proud of you."

      "Me too," Dante says sarcastically. "Giving up a whole life of man-whoring for the one woman with the right bloodline."

      His words weigh on me. After our conversation in the limo, I understood Amara has more to offer than just her birthright. At the same time, it'll be a lot easier for me to proceed with caution. There's a lot at stake here.

      "Don't discourage him." Nico waves him off. "Besides, knowing Massimo, I doubt he'll give up man-whoring."

      Nico and Dante laugh, and I shake my head. Fidelity isn't expected in this marriage. At least, not from me. I don't want any man touching or coming near her. But I don't know if cheating on her is something I'll need to do. Tonight will give me an idea of whether we're compatible.

      "Be discreet," my dad says with a pointed look. "We need Amara to be happy with this union."

      I finish my scotch. "Don't worry. I'll deliver."

      "Always does," Dante chuckles.

      I frown. I suppose I've done enough to warrant this kind of reputation.

      Dante, Rocco, and Nico are far from being saints, and I'm sure they're happy I took the fall. Our parent's marriage wasn't awful. It was far from perfect, with my mom looking away when Dad strayed. Even then, he loved her.

      He loved her in his own way. And was heartbroken when she died—because of me. Then, he married another woman who helped raise us until we were all out of our teens. But he cheated on her, too, and they divorced.

      My parents' marriage isn't a hallmark of the love we see in movies. Then again, I never thought much about it. Getting hitched never crossed my mind before. Two months ago, my father told me about this duty I needed to fulfill for the family's sake.

      And here I am, reluctantly. Though, the idea of consummating the union later gives me some solace. Tonight, Amara will be my wife completely. And there'll be no stopping me.
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