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SINFUL MONSTER
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The notorious Italian criminal Salvatore D'Alessio has corrupted Natalia's soul, ensnared her in his dangerous web, and claimed her as his own. A monstrous hunger awakens within them, a primal force that devours reason and ignites a forbidden desire.

With Salvatore's ruthless enemies closing in and his dark past always haunting him, Natalia must make a choice - remain by his side as he navigates the shadows of his underworld, or risk everything to break free. The pull of his magnetic allure is undeniable, but the price of his love may be more than she's willing to pay.

Trapped in a world of violence, deceit and temptation, Natalia must decide how far she'll go to claim Salvatore as hers forever, even if it means embracing the darkness of the man that captured her heart. 

The only certainty is that she can never escape the shadows of his world - or the carnal hunger that drives her to submit to his every wicked desire.

Book 2 of the Monster’s Heart Duet. Book 1: Cruel Monster. 
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In life's twisted game, there are moments when the choices we face can either make us or break us. Love, that unpredictable force that can lift us to heavenly heights or drag us down to the darkest depths, often demands a price that tests the very core of our being.

When you love someone with every fiber of your being, the question lingers: How far would you go for that love? Would you risk everything, even your own soul, to keep the flame burning bright?

Love isn't always a fairytale. It's messy, complicated, and sometimes it asks more of us than we ever thought possible. It's about making tough decisions and standing by them, even when the world around us seems to crumble.

In the haze of love's embrace, we may find ourselves at a crossroads. Do we dare to dive headfirst into the unknown, embracing the shadows and the uncertainties, all for the chance at a love that sets our hearts on fire? Or do we cling to what's safe and familiar, even as the allure of something more pulls at our very soul?

When love and darkness collide, the stakes are high. It's a dance between passion and pain, desire and sacrifice. It's about finding the courage to take that leap of faith, knowing that the journey may lead us to places we never imagined, both beautiful and terrifying.

So, as you stand on the precipice of love's abyss, sometimes you have to ask yourself: would you willing to pay the price, to brave the storms and the shadows, all in the name of a love that consumes you in ways you never thought possible? Love is a risk, a gamble, but for some, it's a risk worth taking, no matter the cost.
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CHAPTER 1
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The whole night passed in tears and restless tossing. Salvatore’s bloody, battered body haunted my every moment—his unconscious face, his last kiss, his raspy voice echoing relentlessly in my mind. No matter how tightly I closed my eyes, the scene replayed vividly.

Imagining him dead was unbearable. The fear gnawed at me, an inner storm that threatened to swallow me whole.

Scarlett, the maid, had left food outside my door for dinner, but I had no appetite left—my hunger gone along with any will to eat. After that, no one came near me.

The house was chaos. Shattered glass, overturned furniture, and dried blood smeared the floors and walls.

The next morning, I woke with a pounding headache and red, swollen eyes. I managed a quick shower but couldn’t bring myself to leave the room.

If I stepped outside, the horrors of last night would flood back in full force. I still couldn’t wrap my head around Delilah’s death. She wasn’t evil—she was sick, mentally fragile, used like a weapon by her father, forced into a nightmare of crime.

What about Fardinn and his father David? I hadn’t heard news of them. Maybe they were dead too.

A knock interrupted my spiraling thoughts.

“Come in,” I called, and Bella entered.

The sunlight streaming through the window revealed a bright, clear sky, cold winds whipping outside, but Bella looked pale and drained. Her eyes were red, dark circles underlined them, and her hair was wild like a storm had passed through.

She sighed deeply before speaking.

“He’s barely alive. We don’t know what to do. Valentino’s at the hospital. Everything’s a mess, Talia.” She sank onto the bed, rubbing her face tiredly.

“Fardinn escaped. We killed David and Lincoln, but that bastard got away.”

My breath caught.

“What if Fardinn comes back? What if he attacks again?” I whispered, panic rising.

“No. He won’t. We wiped out his men, his family, his power. He’s out of the country now.” Bella’s chuckle was hollow, almost bitter.

I exhaled slowly, relief washing over me.

“Bella, I have to see Salvatore. Please take me to the hospital.”

Her eyes went wide.

“No. You can’t. Valentino’s there — he’s furious and blames you for Nick’s condition. You don’t know what that man is capable of. I’m not risking bringing you there.”

“I don’t care what anyone thinks. I just need to see him. Even if they hate me, I have to.” My voice cracked under the weight of desperation.

Bella’s expression shifted — disbelief mixed with something like amusement.

“Why? I thought you hated him. Tell me the truth, Natalia. Are you in love with Salvatore? Don’t lie.”

I looked down, cheeks burning.

“I don’t know. Maybe. But I want to see him, please.”

“Fuck! I knew it!” Bella laughed, pulling me into a tight hug that cracked every bone.

“No, you don’t get it—” I stammered.

“Come on. Don’t forget who I am. Now get ready. I’m taking you to your lover boy.” She winked with a mischievous grin.

I blushed furiously, heart pounding. Deep down, I already knew—I was hopelessly hooked on Nick.

Bella led me down a long, quiet hallway.

“Remember—Valentino’s a cold-blooded bastard. You won’t understand his moods. If he’s happy, he smiles. If he’s angry, he smiles too. Nick’s the updated version of that. But lately, I’ve noticed changes.”

She leaned closer, whispering.

“Don’t make eye contact with Valentino unless he talks to you. If he does, keep staring straight in his eyes. Don’t speak unless spoken to. Got it?”

I nodded, nerves fluttering in my chest.

We were on the tenth floor of the hospital—where I’d first come a month ago after Salvatore almost drowned me in that warehouse basement, and met Alfredo, Stephen’s twin and one of the mafia’s doctors.

The entire floor was eerily silent, heavily guarded by Salvatore’s men.

Stephen and Victor stood outside a white door, deep in serious discussion. They froze as soon as they saw us approach.

“What the fuck, Bel?” Victor hissed at Bella, eyes cold and hard.

“I know,” Bella spat. “But lady love here was desperate to see her lover boy. So stop glaring and tell me where he is.”

John suddenly appeared, voice icy.

“This isn’t the time. Valentino’s furious. Take her back home.”

“Let him be mad at me. I want to see Nick.” My voice was steady, fierce.

John growled, “Steph, this chick’s a traitor. I know she planned to get Nick killed.”

What the actual—?

“Stop with the bullshit, John!” Stephen hissed sharply.

“John, she’s got nothing to do with this.” Bella grabbed John’s arm and shoved him back.

“You don’t believe me? I warned you she’d destroy us. She’s playing us all. For you, Natalia, we’re in this mess!” John sneered at me with pure hatred.

I was speechless. The victim being painted as the villain. How?

Tears pricked my eyes, but I blinked them away. I had to be strong.

“It wasn’t me who forced you into your home. It was your friend who kidnapped me—and you were with him.” I said bitterly, voice shaking.

John clenched his jaw, about to retort, but Stephen signaled Bella to pull him away. She nodded, dragging him out of sight.

“Natalia, you shouldn’t be here. Let’s go home.” Stephen said softly, grabbing my wrist.

“No! I want to see him.”

“After what he did to you? How can you want to see him? Aren’t you happy watching him suffer? We don’t even know if he’ll live. The bullet missed his heart by just 0.07 centimeters. The surgery was the toughest. We brought the country’s best surgeons. He lost almost all his blood. He’s barely breathing. You could say he’s almost dead.”

“Nobody could approach Nick like that. He was made to kill, to destroy — not to be careless over some teenage girl.” Stephen chuckled dryly.

I stayed silent. I already knew who Salvatore really was: a monster who tore into his prey and bathed in their blood. The FBI had tried and failed countless times to catch him with solid proof. He was brilliant, ruthless, a master manipulator, and a cold-blooded psychotic.

Our conversation was cut short by the arrival of a bald man in a black suit. Dark sunglasses hid his eyes. His robotic frame was huge, muscular, and imposing.

“The boss wants you two in his office within five minutes,” he said casually, then turned and left with mechanical precision.

“Shit! Fucking hell!” Stephen cursed, running his fingers through his hair.

“Natalia, you shouldn’t be here. He already knows you’re here,” he growled, frustration heavy in his voice.

“I’ll be fine. Let’s go.” I gave him a soft, reassuring smile.

“No, you don’t get it. He’s the last person you want to meet right now.” Stephen sighed, shaking his head.

“Bella told me everything. Trust me, it’ll be fine.”

Mentally braced, I followed Stephen to the elevator. We rode up to the top floor.

The hallway was stark and sterile. We entered a white room. Everything inside was white except the long conference table and chairs, which were black.

At the head of the table sat a man in his early fifties — white buttoned-up shirt, black slacks. His clean-shaven, wrinkled face was framed by slicked-back hair, salt and peppered with white and black. Thin lips held a burning cigar.

“Hello, Ms. Rauf. Nice to finally meet you,” he said softly, taking a long drag.

His cold voice was so commanding it made me forget that Alex, Mariano, John, Romano, Eva, Alfredo, Amelie, and Victor sat silently around the table. The usual ruthless fire in their eyes was gone. Instead, fear and subordination screamed from every glance.

“Please, have a seat, dear.” He smiled thinly, motioning me to sit beside him.

From the moment I walked in, I couldn’t take my eyes off his dark gaze. First mistake.

“Thank you,” I smiled, still staring, and took a seat next to him. Second mistake.

Stephen gave my shoulder a soft squeeze and sat beside me.

“So, you’re here to see Nick? What a bond you’ve made!” The old man chuckled, drawing deeply on his cigar before discarding it.

I leaned back, crossing my arms across my chest. Third mistake.

I hoped to get killed just then. I was breaking every rule I knew. But he didn’t seem bothered.

“Tell me, Natalia. What have you done to my boy? What’s behind my eagle’s weakness? Why is he failing to hunt his prey?” His eyes darkened, deadly serious.

“I did nothing. I’m just a simple high school girl. I’m even ten hours away from Italy,” I said softly but firmly. You’re doing great, Natalia.

“Who’s to believe you? What if you’re a spy, deliberately earning Nick’s trust?” He chuckled throatily.

“I’m not a spy. Just let me see Salvatore,” I gritted out.

“You know what? I could kill you and your whole family for what you caused. I want my boy back, and if anything happens to Nick, I swear I’ll kill you, your family, and that bastard Fardinn.” His voice was cold and shaking with rage.

“Boss, she’s got nothing to do with this,” Eva suddenly spoke up, eyes wide with fear as everyone turned to her.

“Yes, boss. We ran a background check—her family is being held hostage by Salvatore.” Mariano added.

“You can’t blame her when Salvatore’s the one who kidnapped her.” Stephen shook his head, chuckling.

“I see. She’s got everyone wrapped around her tiny finger — except John.” Valentino’s chuckle was dark and dangerous.

“You can go now, Ms. Rauf. But we’ll meet again.” He smiled thinly, lighting another cigar.

That old man was intimidating and mysterious. I let out a breath of relief as Stephen led me out.

“Fuck, I hope he doesn’t kill you,” Stephen muttered.

I frowned but said nothing. I was desperate to see Salvatore.

Back in the ICU, the room was clinical white. Machines beeped steadily. Salvatore lay unconscious, pale, lips purple and dry, hair messy.

This man did something to me. I shouldn’t care. He imprisoned me and my family, took my virginity without consent, tortured me until I almost died.

And yet... I felt something. A connection I couldn’t explain.

I shouldn’t cry for a monster, a heartless killer, a most-wanted criminal. He deserved death.

“I hate you,” I whispered, tears slipping down.

“Natalia?” A throaty whisper.

I looked up. His eyes were open. God, he was alive!

“You’re alive.” I smiled softly.

“I’m too stubborn to leave you, Natalia. Even after death, I’ll chase you. We’ll meet again in every lifetime. You’re mine—only mine.” He whispered, eyes closing again.

I couldn’t hold back my tears. I was caught between two deadly truths: I couldn’t forgive him or submit to him... yet I couldn’t deny the feelings growing inside me.
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Two weeks passed like a year. Salvatore was finally out of danger, thank God—I couldn’t bear losing him or having him in a coma. Alfredo and Amelie, the family doctors, insisted Salvatore stay off work for at least two more weeks to get proper rest.

During those weeks, I visited him every day. The first three days he was unconscious, but then he slowly started improving under close observation.

Helping the handsome Hulk with his shirt was tougher than I expected. His tattooed, bare chest was impossible to look away from. The sexy glances he shot me were silently killing me. I tried to keep my composure, but Salvatore wasn’t giving me a chance.

“Stop touching me, Salvatore! Or I’ll slap you right on your wound,” I hissed when he ran his thumb over my erect nipple.

“Ouch!” He pouted like a child—and, damn, it was adorable.

I hurried to finish buttoning his shirt, but my eyes kept landing on his hard chest and torso. They looked so lickable that I even licked my bottom lip. If he wasn’t injured, I definitely wouldn’t miss the chance.

“Like what you see, gattina?” he smirked mischievously, pulling me out of my thoughts.

I blushed and finished buttoning up as quickly as I could. Noticing my embarrassment, Salvatore chuckled softly, making me blush even more.

A few minutes later, we made it outside the hospital. Stephen and Victor were talking quietly with some men, while Mariano and Alex walked over to us.

“How’re you feeling, bro?” Mariano asked Salvatore.

“Better. What’s the status on the German shipment?” Nick asked seriously.

“Relax. You don’t have to worry about that now. Focus on your health,” Alexander rolled his eyes.

“Where’s Valentino?” Salvatore asked, ignoring Alex.

“In Russia on a business deal. Back in a few weeks,” Mariano replied with a sigh.

After a few words, everyone headed to their cars—including Salvatore and me. Grover opened our doors and slid into the driver’s seat, starting the engine.

“Think your boss is mad at you?” I asked.

“He is. I’ve never been this careless. If I die, his empire will suffer—after all, I’m the one who got him this place. Though I trust Stephen and the others could lead too,” Salvatore replied with a deep breath.

“God, are you guys insane? You’re about to die, and all you think about is business? How heartless!” I scoffed.

“Well, this is the mafia. No one cares unless it’s business. At the end of the day, our deaths are just part of someone else’s plan. We’re not like normal people. We’re all heartless,” Salvatore said, chuckling low like music.

I looked at him for a long moment. Every time I did, his dazzling beauty captivated me. How could a man so godlike lack happiness, love, security, or warmth? Beneath that celestial yet intimidating aura, nobody saw how broken he truly was.

“Don’t you want a family?” I asked suddenly.

He snapped his head toward me like I hit a fresh wound.

“I have a big family already. My team isn’t just a team—they’re my family.” He paused briefly.

I wanted to roll my eyes but held back.

“No, I mean a proper family. A wife, kids, you know,” I murmured, feeling my cheeks grow warm.

Thousands of emotions flickered in his ocean-blue eyes. Darkness and light danced within them, like a twinkling night sky. It was impossible to read what his complicated mind was thinking. His features softened.

Before he could reply, the car jolted violently as Grover suddenly accelerated.

Salvatore snapped his head behind us, and I quickly turned to look out the back window.

My eyes widened and a gasp escaped my lips.

“For fuck’s sake, not now!” Salvatore growled.

A dozen police cars were tailing us, dead-set on arresting Salvatore tonight.

He pulled out his phone, rapidly typing. Then the phone buzzed.

“And you’re telling me this now?!” Salvatore boomed into the call, shooting me a quick, furious glance.

Pure horror and rage twisted his face.

“What’s happening, Salvatore?” I asked, heart pounding.

“Nothing. Everything will be fine. Don’t worry.” He leaned forward and kissed my forehead and cheeks.

Then I noticed the gun he pulled out.

I gasped, realizing what he was preparing for.

“No, don’t even think about it! You’re injured and lost a lot of blood. If you take another bullet, you’re dead.” I gripped his shoulder, shaking my head frantically.

“They’re going to fire any second. Unless you want me dead, let me kill those bastards. Stephen and the others will be here soon—we have to survive until then.” Salvatore leaned in, kissed my lips softly, and nuzzled his nose into my neck.

Craziness had limits. Salvatore had none. Even in a do-or-die moment, he was having a romantic moment with me.

I gasped when he started placing open-mouthed kisses along my neck.

Asshole.

"Nick! Cops are behind us and God knows if we can make it out of here alive but “You’ve got to do this right now?” I gripped his hair and shoved him back, giving him a hard glare.
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