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Dear Reader, 

This book was previously published as Kiss the Devil, A Sleeping Beauty Retelling

Occhipinti Famiglia - Chicago Mafia Wars

Forged in Revenge is the story of Vito Vitale who started in the Club Wicked Cove series. So, if you want to know more about him, find it there. Forged in Revenge is book one in the Bleeding Souls series— the complete story of Vito Vitale and his cohorts. 

Vito Vitale, the ruthless Capo di Tutti Capi of the Costa Nostra, lived in a world of his own making—dark, cruel, and violent. A sociopath with a scorpion's sting, he treated people as disposable pawns in his quest for power. He feared nothing...except the specter of loneliness.

Fate intervened when he discovered a mighty drug lord's daughter asleep in his office. To keep the cartel in check, marriage suddenly became a strategic move. As he gazed at her pouty lips, an unexpected hunger stirred within him.

She shouldn't have fallen asleep on his sofa. Now, consequences be damned, it was time to wake her with a kiss that would seal both their fates.

Welcome to a world where love and vengeance collide, forged in the fires of ambition and desire.

Editor’s Note: 

Vito Vitale had succeeded his half-brother, Damiano, to become the top apex predator of the Occhipinti family, the most feared of the five Mafia families. Ruthless and savage, everything was transactional, even his marriage to Amber Perez, the stunning, hellion daughter of a Mexican narco kingpin. Was the match-up just another arranged pact? Who really holds the keys to the kingdom is this powerful dynamic? Linzi Bassett slays us again with her dominant characters in this ferocious prequel. Hold fast.

I trust you will enjoy this story.

Warm regards,

Linzi Basset
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Vito

Powder Horn Lake, Burnham Woods, Chicago...

“I much prefer a cloudy night for times like these.” Vito Vitale’s blue eyes glimmered as he stared at the dark skies. “Nights like this make one want to wax poetic.” He tapped a finger against his chest. “Even me.” He cleared his throat dramatically. “In the serenade of the black, the stars are a choir; they are lights that sing in infinite patterns. Sometimes eyes need music, and the darker the night, the sweeter the song.” 

He snorted at the flowery words floating on the slight breeze into the atmosphere—a total contradiction to the fear emanating from the man kneeling in front of him. 

“Don’t you agree, Capo Nico?” 

“I prefer sunshine to the dark,” he responded in a curt voice.

“Of course you do,” Vito smirked as he circled the man who watched him with growing fear. 

Egomaniacal to a fault, ruthless with a penchant for brutality to convert the unbelievers in business, he was almost overqualified. But in the end, he was locked out in favor of his half-brother, Damiano Vitale, who his powerful father had recruited and molded as the one to take the Occhipinti crime family to new heights. 

But Vito had out-played and out-witted them both. To him it had been a waiting game; years in the making through blackmail, coercion, manipulation, and of sheer patience, and self-denial. Keeping hidden the truth about his ambitions to succeed eventually no matter the personal costs. It was the part of him that made him who he was. The one who didn’t give a shit whether a baby was cute, or kids were adorable—least of all caring one bit for another’s life. The less fortunate didn’t deserve his time. They were all weaklings—the inconsequential elements in this world. If they didn’t benefit him, they didn’t matter.

The rest of his cognitive functioning had built that emotional prison long ago, strong, and impenetrable to keep it hidden from prying eyes and clever minds. Until he attained the final, the ultimate achievement. 

Damiano had paved the way when he’d killed their father, Luca, for the damage he’d done to the woman he loved and threatening the life of his son. That had been the first step in Vito’s goal to become what he had deserved to be from birth. The reward as the Don of the Occhipintis had been epic at the time but the true recompence came later. Damiano, who had no interest to follow in Luca’s footsteps, had through his cunning and fear the Families had for him, given Vito an even higher accolade—the capo di tutti capi. Yes, the boss of all bosses. Vito Vitale now had control of every Mafia crime family syndicate in the States. 

Since he had taken charge, he’d changed from the jovial, humorous, and likable man to become unapproachable, remote, and cold. There was no midway. He was hated and feared. Friends? Well, they were non-existent. Vito didn’t want any—except three he counted as such, that was... if advisors and underbosses counted as friends. Friends always came with expectations. He lived his life the way he preferred. On the edge. 

As the Don. 

As the Boss of All Bosses.

As a Dominant in his exclusive BDSM club, Lasciva. 

He was annoyed at having been forced out of his luxurious home in Winnetka to attend to a matter of inconsequence instead of spending a night of debauchery with two submissives from the club. What angered him most was that Lincoln Garcia, the Occhipinti Underboss, should’ve dealt with the matter. 

“There’s a rumor going around, Capo Nico, that I find rather concerning.” 

“You’re a clever man, Boss, and should know better than to pay attention to unconfirmed rumors ... ugh! Jesus!” he grunted as Ice, aka Ivan Volkov, Vito’s bodyguard and assassin of the organization, slammed a fist into his gut. 

“You will treat the Boss with respect, yebat' litso (fuckface).” His low growl drifted with dark intent on the breeze.

“What I find interesting is that you didn’t ask what rumor I was referring to, which in itself is rather telling, don’t you agree?” Vito lit one of his favorite Gurkha Royal Courtesan cigars. He breathed in the comforting aroma of tobacco smoke.

“The thing is,” his voice lowered as he stared at the glowing red tip. “Not many people know what my role is in the world of organized crime anymore. Oh, there is a lot of speculation but only a few are privy to the truth about who I am.” 

“Are you suggesting I supplied information to the Tolucoa Drug Cartel?” Nico Bilario gasped, still attempting to catch his breath. Vito was aware that he had always depended on the protection of his Don, Federico Greco, one of the Five Mafia family leaders in the States, but today, he was on his own. He was a caporegime of the Greco family, but he should’ve known that Vito Vitale’s power exceeded all the bosses, and he didn’t care about following individual family protocol when it came to handling betrayal in their midst. Vitale was fiercely protective in keeping his association in the crime world secret. Everyone in the La Cosa Nostra knew it. 

Vito basked in the fear in his eyes, a movie reel of his realization and the frightening prospect to face off against the capo di tutti capi. The Occhipinti family had always been known for being violent, especially toward those who betrayed them. By now, Bilario’s blood was running cold inside his veins and his mind was probably desperate to find a way to convince the mighty Boss that he hadn’t ratted him out. That the meeting he’d had with the son of the feared drug lord, Alejandro Pérez, had nothing to do with him or any of the Mafia families. Vito smirked at how his voice trembled when he continued to plead. 

“I can assure you, Mr. Vitale, I’m not stupid. Besides, how would I benefit from leaking information about you?”

“Everyone has a price and there is always someone out there who is after more power and is prepared to pay to rise to the top. So, I guess you’ll have to do better than that.”

“Tommasso Pérez is a good friend of mine. We grew up together. I swear, Boss, it was purely social. We had a few drinks and caught up on old times. That’s it!”

“Yet, two days after that specific meeting, Alejandro Pérez started making demands on The Commission in regard to reducing his financial liability to the La Cosa Nostra and the protection we offer to his organization. Why is that I wonder?” Even in the darkness, Nico’s sudden pallor was prominent as Vito leaned closer. “Start fucking talking.”

“Jesus, Boss! I swear. All we spoke about were his sisters, and how his father is pressuring his oldest daughter to marry the son of the Sinarrillo Mexican Drug Cartel. From what I can ascertain, he wants to claim sole distribution rights across the U.S.'' Nico shifted uncomfortably under the direct stare from the two men. “I can tell you this, Boss, if that were to happen, a coalition between the Tolucoa Drug Cartel and the Sinarrillo Mexican Drug Cartel would present a danger to the power the La Cosa Nostra has in controlling drug distribution in the U.S.”

Vito took a step back and cast a sharp look at Ice. It was a well-known fact that the Sinarrillo was one of the world’s most powerful drug cartels in the early 21st century and accounted for the majority of illegal drugs in the United States. They amassed power through murder, bribes, and innovative smuggling techniques, notably the use of tunnels between Mexico and the U.S. Should they form a coalition with Tolucoa, who had a vast National footprint, they could very well challenge the power of the La Cosa Nostra. 

He shrugged as his worried question floated toward him, “Do you think that’s why Alejandro Pérez made those demands? That his daughter agreed to the marriage, thereby boosting his confidence prematurely to make demands on you?”

“It’s possible.” Yet, Vito could quiet the paranoia in the back of his mind. He hadn’t personally been at the meeting but had listened in over the intercom link. Alejandro had been exceedingly brazen and hinted more than once that he had information that would expose the leaders of The Commission, more specifically, the Boss. It might have been nothing more than an attempt to put pressure on them to allow him a bigger profit margin, but one thing Vito had learned over the years was that once there was a crack of suspicion, the glass cage he was living in could easily shatter.

“Have you mentioned any of this to your Don, Nico?” Vito turned his head to find the man’s wary expression telling. 

“I mentioned it to the Underboss, but he scoffed at me, claiming I was trying to move up the ladder by spreading lies.”

“I see. So, Greco doesn’t know of the danger we’re facing?”

“Not yet, Boss, but I can try and get to him if—”

“No, I’ll deal with this myself.” He walked away and gestured at Ice to follow him. “I don’t trust him. His eyes couldn’t meet mine. He ratted something out to Tommasso Pérez and since he hadn’t voiced his concerns to Don Greco, it makes me wonder if he’s not on Pérez’s payroll.” 

“Should I take care of it?”

Vito glanced at the terrified man. His voice lowered. “Keep a close eye on him. Knock him out and plant one of those micro NanoT tracking and listening devices in his ear. Also bug his home, phone, and clothing, just for added coverage. However, he needs to be taught a lesson. Once he’s tagged, give him the scare of a lifetime, and then drop him off a low bridge into the Calumet River. Maybe next time he’ll think twice about what he says to any of the Tolucoa bastards. And Ice... I want to be the first to know if he steps out of line.”

“Of course, Boss.”

Vito got into his Bugatti Chiron, an indulgence that he enjoyed for its quad-turbocharged power and beauty. Whenever he had the opportunity, he chose to drive himself and not be chauffeured around. His brow furrowed as he sped off. 

Alejandro Pérez was playing a game he was going to lose. Much like the age old fairy tale, Sleeping Beauty, where the King and Queen invited the entire kingdom to celebrate their first born, except the most important, the malevolent one with power untold. 

An evil laugh filled the interior of the car as he took a corner at high speed, exhilarated at the feel of it shuddering under his control to keep it on the road and not skid over the edge and down into the ravine. 

“Alejandro wants to use his child to promote his own power, but he forgets who holds it all... and like the witch in the fairy tale of Sleeping Beauty, I will be the dark wizard and cast a spell. You want your little girl’s finger pricked, Pérez? Well, I’m all too willing to accommodate... pricking her. Unfortunately for you, once I wake her with a kiss, you will have no say over her... or the one who holds her under a spell.” 

It was a sobering thought as the implication of his words settled deep in his mind. Marriage had never been in the cards for him but as the capo di tutti capi his first responsibility was to the Occhipinti family and the Mafia. At some point to ensure he maintained his cover; he would have to get married. It might as well be now. 

And who is better than the fairest princess of them all? He’d never seen the Pérez bitch, but he’d heard rumors about her beauty. Casting a spell to keep her captivated and under his control would be easy. All he needed to do was find a way to lure her into his castle and ensure he... pricked... her so hard and so well, she’d be all too willing to sleep in his arms for the next hundred years. 

“Gah, she may sleep in my bed but if there’s one thing that’s never gonna happen, it’s me falling in love. Love makes men weak and Vito Vitale, capo di tutti capi of La Costa Nostra, has no intention of falling prey to such a ridiculous notion.”

He snorted as the echo of his words sounded like it mocked him. Many men uttered the same words, and, in the end, they fell hard, offering their heart and soul to one person, a sole individual who had the power to destroy them. Vito had no intention of changing his ways, even if his wayward thought came to fruition. 

“Variety is the spice of life, and I have no intention of giving it up. Little princess of the Tolucoa Drug Cartel is going to beg for this prince’s sword to prick her, but no number of fluttering eyelashes are going to affect my heart.”
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Chapter Two
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Vito

A week later, Ameriglo Casino, East Chicago...

“The show was amazing, Mr. Vitale.” 

“Ladies.” The grunt was his only response as Vito Vitale strode past the cooing woman and her two friends. They were beautiful but too vanilla for the likes of him, or rather, for his tastes. Offering them more would be seen as encouragement to engage in seduction. Usually, to keep his cover as a hotel tycoon intact, he’d indulge them by stopping and making small talk. 

Tonight, he didn’t have the patience. He’d learned his lesson very quickly after moving to Chicago three years ago not to indulge in the sexual favors of women who frequented the casino. It always came with expectations and demands. Something that wasn’t in the cards for the mighty Vito Vitale. He coveted his freedom and as a bachelor, enjoyed the variety of sexual partners that it offered—those of his choosing. 

He’d built the casino with the sole purpose of using it as the Occhipinti crime family headquarters. No one questioned the secret meetings he held in the conference rooms since he was a businessman with many casinos and hotels in various states. Apart from the top leaders of the Mafia families in the U.S., very few people were aware of his association to crime. 

He offered entertainment of the highest standard at the casino and didn’t skimp on luxury, which made Ameriglo the favorite entertainment attraction in the city to customers with deep pockets and who wished to be seen. It was one of the many legal entities and Casino groups he owned across the States. All transactions were above board to ensure his entrepreneurial persona wouldn’t be questioned. He was well aware that the Treasury agents, FBI agents and aggressive Federal prosecutors continuously scrutinized his business dealings, but they had nothing to charge him with. He used his inheritance from his grandfather and Luca to build his empire and made sure there was nothing untoward going on. It was necessary to keep the two entities separate. Besides, he had invested in many smaller shell companies they used for money laundering purposes. 

“Ready to go down?” Ice stood waiting for him at the private elevator. 

“Hell yes. I’ve got steam to blow off and an abundance of energy to expunge.” He leaned against the mirrored wall of the cubicle as the doors slid closed. Ice pressed his thumb against the panel to open the floor selection. 

“What’s got you so wired? I noticed it this afternoon after the meeting with the mayor.”

“We’ve got a problem.” He brushed a tired hand through his hair. “I don’t want to discuss it now, but we need to gather intel in the morning on who out there can’t keep his big trap shut.”

“I don’t like the sound of that,” Ice rumbled in his usual gruff voice. He had been Vito’s protector for the past five years, during which time they had become friends—well, as close to friends as two hard-headed men could be. 

“Just make sure that Leo is here at eight tomorrow. It’s an issue we can’t afford to let slide.”

“Isn’t he going to be at the club tonight?”

“No, it’s his mother’s birthday, so he flew to Minneapolis this morning.”

Ice chuckled. “I don’t suppose he intended to fly back too early tomorrow.”

“If he knows what’s good for him, he’ll get his ass out of bed at dawn and be here on time.”

“I’m sure he will be, but it won’t be without a lot of grumbling and complaining I’ll have to listen to.”

“You can handle him.” He straightened. “Still nothing to report on Nico Bilario?”

“Nope. He got the fright of his life when you grilled him about what he’d claimed was the truth. Anyway, don’t worry, he’s still under surveillance.”

“I’m not sure if that’s good or bad. If he’s not the mole, we have a bigger problem.” 

The elevator doors slid open to reveal the impressive cave-like entrance into the exclusive underground BDSM club, Lasciva.

“Your ball outfit is with Livia at the reception desk.”

“What fucking outfit?”

Ice laughed at the expression on Vito’s face. He hated dressing up and only put on a mask for masked ball evenings at the club. 

“Phantom of the opera, so it’s only a mask and cloak. It’ll pair perfectly with your suit.” He looked him over. “Although it’ll probably be best to take off your blazer. It’ll give you a more roguish look.” He smirked at Vito’s snort as he took out his cell. “I’ll see if I can get hold of Leo while you get it.”

“I’ll meet you at the bar.” Vito smiled at the sub on reception duty who eagerly came around the counter with mask in hand to assist him into the cloak.

“You look dashing as always, Master Titan.”

He tapped her on the chin. “And you are very enticing yourself, little one.” He was christened as Master Titan years ago when he’d visited his half-brother, Damiano’s BDSM club, Club Wicked Cove, in Jacksonville, Texas. He’d liked it so much that he continued using it wherever he went in the BDSM community. 

“Any problems?”

“No Sir. We have a full house. The members love the masked ball events.” She fluttered her eyelids. “My shift ends at eleven. I wouldn’t mind a spanking from you, Master Titan.”

Vito was used to being propositioned by the regular club subs, but they knew he never made any commitments. Like everything he did as a Dom, he also lived on the edge and preferred to scene with visiting submissives who loved to have their boundaries pushed. Tonight, his mood was of such a nature that he needed a stranger to indulge himself. Not knowing what a sub looked like while fucking her added a certain level of excitement to a scene which was exactly what he needed tonight—to live in the moment and forget about all the troubles waiting for him above ground. 

“We’ll see, my pet.” With the noncommittal response, he placed the mask over his face and headed toward the entertainment area; a vast open space with two bars at either side of the room, various comfortable seating areas, and a dance floor at the front where a live band was playing. The lighting came from sconces against the walls. Vito had wanted to create a cave-like feel throughout and had spent a lot of money to create the effect he was after. The result transported members right back into a medieval experience, coupled with the modern pleasures they all coveted. It was buzzing with excitement as members mingled and chatted, walking around looking to find a perfect fit for a scene. 

“Your usual, sir,” Luigi, the barman, who was also the overseeing arms’ master of the family soldiers, handed Vito a glass of Michter's 25-Year Old Single Malt Bourbon Whiskey, kept especially for his consumption. 

“Salute,” he tipped the glass at Ivan who was slouching lazily against the bar facing the room.

“Leo grumbled as expected but he’ll be here in the morning.” Ice sipped on his drink. “Did you make an arrangement with a sub that I need to know about?” 

Vito smiled. Ice sometimes took his responsibility to protect him a little too far. Not that he minded. At least he never had to be concerned about being caught on the back foot wherever he went. 

“No.” He sipped his drink and turned on the barstool to look around the room. “I need a complete stranger tonight. Someone we don’t know.”

“Going to be difficult since everyone is wearing masks,” Ice quipped dryly.

“Maybe I can help,” Luigi said as he leaned over the bar to point at a group of subs having drinks a couple of yards from them. “The tall woman dressed like a pirate is a guest. I know since I approved sub Lilian’s request to bring her along. If you want to check out her limit list, she registered as Red Ember.” He opened a file on his tablet and handed it to Vito.

“Interesting,” Vito murmured as he scanned her boundaries. She was exactly what he needed tonight. A sub willing to have her limits pushed as long as their identities remained secret. It suited him. He didn’t wish to have visitors know more about him than was already reported in the tabloids.

He’d moved the family business to Chicago specifically to break the ties as the known New York Occhipinti Mafia family, claiming that he had no interest to pursue the criminal ties his father had left after his death. The ruse had worked—to date at least. The FBI had kept tabs on him for two years but since he’d made sure they couldn’t find anything to tie him to the world of crime, they’d closed their file on the Occhipinti family. 

Luca Vitale might have enjoyed the attention being a known mafioso brought him, but along with it came living a life in constant expectation of getting locked up or killed by those vying for the same power. Vito had learned from Luca’s mistakes and Damiano’s intelligence in the short time he had ruled over the Five Families. He wasn’t going to make the same mistakes his father did and instead adopted his half-brother’s vision as his own to build a modern version of The Commission. Now, he lived a free life mingling with normal people without any of them the wiser that they were colluding with one of the most powerful criminals in the U.S. 
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