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Bound by the Mob Boss Series :

CRASH

CHAOS

RUIN

RUIN

Book Three in the “Bound by the Mob Boss” Series

Luca and Joseph made it out alive.

The blood’s been scrubbed off the floors. The bodies are buried. And for once, the chaos is quiet.

Until Robert shows up at Luca’s door—bruised, terrified, and begging for protection from a man he swears will never stop hunting him.

Matías Delacroix.

A name whispered like a curse in criminal circles. Beautiful. Cold. Vicious.

He doesn’t want money.

He doesn’t want power.

He wants Robert.

And Matías doesn’t chase. He claims.

What begins as a favor turns into a trap—because Matías doesn’t forget. He doesn’t forgive. And he definitely doesn’t let go of what's his.

Robert is desperate. Luca is wary.

But Matías?

Matías is patient. And he knows exactly how to break a man from the inside out.

This isn’t about love.

This is about ruin.

And who you belong to when everything else is stripped away.
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​Prologue
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​Robert’s POV
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I don’t remember the crash.

Not really.

I remember headlights. Rain hitting the windshield like it hated me. I remember my hands shaking on the wheel, my phone buzzing again and again in the seat next to me—calls I ignored, texts I left unread.

Then there was a flash. The sickening twist of the steering wheel. Tires screaming. Glass breaking.

Silence.

And then I woke up in a room that didn’t belong to me.

At first, I thought I was dead.

Everything was too quiet. Too soft. The sheets beneath me were smooth, impossibly expensive, the kind of fabric you only see in hotel catalogs or mafia mansions. The air smelled like something expensive and cold—cedarwood, whiskey, a hint of something metallic underneath.

My mouth was dry. My chest ached. My head throbbed.

I blinked at the ceiling.

It didn’t blink back.

“Good,” a voice said, calm and low and terrifyingly close. “You’re awake.”

I turned my head too fast and felt the pain slice through my skull like punishment.

He was sitting in the corner.

In the dark.

Perfectly still.

He wasn’t a nurse. He wasn’t a cop. He wasn’t here to check on me.

He was just watching me.

I sat up slowly. “Where am I?”

“Safe,” he said.

That word shouldn’t have sounded like a threat.

“Who are you?”

He stood and crossed the room without a sound. His silhouette was tall, sharp, elegant in a way that didn’t belong in a place like this. He looked like money and power and murder dressed in tailored black.

“You crashed your car,” he said simply. “You could’ve died. I saved you.”

“Why?”

He tilted his head. “Because I don’t like wasting things I want.”

The air left my lungs.

I didn’t know this man. I had never seen him before in my life.

But he looked at me like he’d been studying me for years.

Like I was something he’d picked off a shelf and decided to keep.

“I don’t even know your name,” I said, voice shaking.

He smiled.

Small. Cold. Precise.

“Matías Delacroix.”

I’d heard the name before.

I wish I hadn’t.

He moved closer, slow, like he was giving me time to realize just how deeply fucked I was.

“I don’t want your money,” he said softly. “I don’t want your connections. I want you.”

“This is insane.”

He leaned down, so close I could see the razor edges in his eyes.

“No, Robert,” he whispered. “This is fate.”

I tried to stand. My knees buckled. His hands were there instantly—catching me like he’d known I would fall.   He didn’t hold me gently. He held me like I was his. Like I always had been.

“I don’t belong to you.”

“You don’t belong anywhere,” he said, with a voice like velvet over steel. “But you will.”

He walked me back to the bed and helped me sit. Every touch calculated. Every gesture slow.

As if he was teaching me something.

And maybe he was.

He sat down on the edge of the bed, not touching me now—but close. Too close.

“Get some rest,” he said, his voice suddenly quieter.   “You’re going to need your strength.”

“For what?”

He looked at me.

Smiled again.

And left the room.

The door locked behind him.

That night, I didn’t sleep.

I stared at the ceiling.

Tried to piece together how I got here.

Tried not to think about how many ways he could break me. Or what it would mean to let him try.

But the worst part?

The very worst?

Some sick, shivering part of me wanted to know what it would feel like—to be ruined by someone like Matías Delacroix.

And that terrified me more than anything.
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​Chapter 1
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​Joseph’s POV
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Most mornings start the same now.

I wake up tangled in a man who used to scare the hell out of me, in a bed that cost more than my college tuition, in a penthouse at the top of a city built on blood.

And somehow, I feel safe.

Terrifying, right?

I don’t even open my eyes yet—I just breathe. One hand resting on Luca’s chest, the other trapped somewhere under the mountain of blankets he insists we don’t need but never kicks off. His heartbeat is steady. His skin is warm. He smells like cedar, coffee, and violence. It's comfort in its most unstable form.

He shifts slightly.

I keep my eyes closed and whisper, “If you get up before me again, I’m filing for emotional neglect.”

Luca’s voice is still husky from sleep. “You’ve filed six times this week.”

“Exactly. I’m building a case.”

His arm wraps tighter around my waist. “The court finds you annoying.”

“The court can fight me.”

He laughs—just a little—and that sound is everything. The Luca Moretti the world knows doesn’t laugh. He breaks people with a glance. He signs death orders between sips of espresso. He doesn’t laugh.

But with me?

He’s learning.

Eventually, he does get up, because he’s pathologically incapable of staying still longer than fifteen minutes. He mutters something about checking security and breakfast and maybe reviewing the placement of the rooftop snipers, which, honestly, I tune out halfway through.

He kisses my forehead before leaving the room.

Yeah. He does that now.

I lie there for a while, watching the sun filter through bulletproof windows. The bed smells like him. The sheets are soft and warm and safe in a way I still don’t fully trust.

Because peace? It doesn’t last. 

Not here.

Not for people like us.

I find him in the kitchen, shirtless, already halfway through a black coffee and reading something angry on his phone. Probably a message from Matteo. Or a cartel rep. Or a man begging for his life.

I steal one of his hoodies from the back of a chair and throw it over my shoulders like a trophy.

He looks up. His gaze drags slowly from my bare legs to my face. He doesn’t say anything.

But the look is enough.

“Stop undressing me with your eyes,” I say.

“You’re not wearing pants.”

“Technicality.”

He sets his phone down and grabs a second mug.    Without asking, he pours me coffee—two sugars, a little milk. Exactly how I like it. He hands it over in that casually possessive way of his, like even caffeine needs his approval before it reaches me.

“Any threats today?” I ask, leaning on the counter.

“Not yet.”

“Mm. Boring.”

“You say that like you’re disappointed.”

“I’m just used to someone trying to kill one of us before breakfast.”

His mouth twitches. “We’ve had four whole days without bloodshed. That’s practically a vacation.”

I grin. “So what do normal couples do on vacation?”

“Laundry.”

“Oh my God, Luca.”

“Also, taxes.”

“I swear, you’re killing the romance.”

“You’re alive, aren’t you?” he says, tilting his head.

It’s a joke.

Kind of.

That’s what love looks like, here.

A mug of coffee.

A soft look across the kitchen island.

A loaded Glock just out of frame.

Later, we’re sitting on the couch—me half in his lap, Luca pretending to read a file but actually tracing circles on my hip with the pad of his thumb.

“You thinking again?” I ask quietly.

He hums. Doesn’t answer.

“Luca.”

He sighs. “Just... waiting.”

“For?”

He doesn’t look at me. “For the next problem. There’s always one.”

I study his face. The lines near his eyes. The way his jaw tenses even now, even here, even with me.

“You’re allowed to rest,” I say.

“I know.”

“You’re allowed to be happy.” 

“I’m trying.”

I shift, leaning in to kiss his cheek. “You’re doing better than you think.”

He catches my hand before I pull back. Kisses my knuckles.

“I’ll protect this,” he says softly. “Whatever it takes.”

I believe him.

Which scares the hell out of me.

Because the last time Luca made a promise like that, three men ended up in the East River and half a warehouse burned down.

The peace won’t last. We both know that.

But for now?

There’s coffee.

There’s quiet.

There’s him.

And I’m still here.

Still his.

Still... breathing.
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After lunch—which, by the way, Luca “cooked” by calling one of his chefs and pretending he did all the work—I figured we’d slip back into our usual afternoon routine. Something low-stress. Cuddling. Maybe a movie. Possibly me stealing one of his credit cards and ordering something morally questionable online.

But Luca had other plans.

“Come with me,” he said.

I blinked up at him from the couch, where I was deeply committed to melting into the cushions. “Why do you sound like we’re about to do something illegal?”

He smirked. “We’re not.”

“That’s worse.”

He offered his hand.

I took it. Hesitantly. “If this ends in me being fitted for a bulletproof suit again, I’m revoking boyfriend privileges for twenty-four hours.”

“Noted.”

We took the elevator to the basement level—the one with security codes and fingerprint scanners and enough reinforced steel to make a submarine jealous. I wasn’t allowed down there alone, for reasons. Mostly the fact that I tended to touch things I shouldn’t and ask questions Luca refused to answer.  

The doors slid open.

It was... immaculate.

A vault.

A literal, gleaming, terrifying vault.

Lined wall to wall in custom display cases.

Racks of polished firearms. Rows of knives. Explosives in organized drawers. Shelves of bullets stacked like candy jars, each labeled with military precision. It was like if John Wick and Batman had a baby, and that baby had anxiety and a billion-dollar arsenal.

Luca stepped inside like he was giving a tour of his wine cellar.

“This is 9mm—standard, light recoil. Ideal for handguns.” He gestured like a museum curator. “Hollow points, armor-piercing, tracers... And here, we have my .50 caliber collection.”

“I—Luca.” I blinked. “Are you showing me your... bullet buffet?”

“You said I don’t open up emotionally.”

“I meant, like, talk about your feelings, not show me your murder Legos.”

He looked vaguely offended. “This is sentimental.”

I stared at him.

He was completely serious.

He continued. “That Glock on the second rack? First one I ever smuggled. I was sixteen. I named it.”

“Oh my God.”

He opened a glass case. “This shotgun belonged to my grandfather. He used it in Palermo. Still has the engraving.”

“Should I be... touched right now?”

He turned to me, deadpan. “You’re in my most secured vault, looking at weapons I’ve never shown anyone.”

“That’s... actually kind of sweet?”

“It’s the mafia version of meeting the family.”

I barked out a laugh.

He didn’t smile, but I saw the corner of his mouth twitch.

God help me, I loved this man.

I wandered deeper into the vault, fingers hovering over a curved dagger that looked like it had stories.

“You really trust me down here?” I asked.

“I’d trust you with my life.”

I turned.

He was watching me again.

That same look—deadly soft. Dangerous and full of devotion.

“Why now?” I asked quietly.

He shrugged. “I’ve given you every part of me but this one.”

“And this is... what? Your last wall?”

He stepped closer.

Pressed a kiss to my temple.

“No,” he whispered. “But it’s the one with the sharpest edges.”

And somehow, I felt safer here—surrounded by weapons and ghosts and secrets—than I ever had in my entire life.

Luca Moretti’s version of love wasn’t flowers or poems or love songs.

It was ammo catalogs.

And the unspoken promise that no one would ever hurt me again.

Not without facing every gun in this room.

We came back upstairs with the strangest kind of peace settling over us.

Luca didn’t say anything on the elevator ride, just kept his hand curled loosely around mine, thumb brushing over my knuckles in slow circles. And I didn’t make a joke, or deflect, or push for more. Not this time.

Sometimes, the silence between us says more than any confession ever could.

Back in the penthouse, he dropped his gun—casual as ever—on the entry table like it was a set of keys. I kicked off my socks. He locked the door.

Domestic. Soft. A little horrifying, in its own way.

We drifted back to the couch. I collapsed with dramatic flair, sprawling across the cushions like I’d just returned from war. Luca sat down next to me with far more dignity, one arm slung lazily behind my shoulders.

“I think your ammo vault has emotionally scarred me,” I said, stretching.

“You didn’t have to touch every gun.”

“I was appreciating your craftsmanship.”

“You made explosion noises with your mouth.”

“Realistic ones.”

He didn’t argue. Because he knew I was right.

I leaned into his side, resting my head on his shoulder. His body was warm. Solid. Calm. It still shocked me sometimes—how easy this had become. How the same hands that had ended lives now traced patterns on my back without thinking.

“How’s your shoulder?” I asked, fingers sliding under the hem of his shirt to check the old scar.

He caught my wrist gently. “Healed.”

“Still ugly.”

“You licked it once.”

“It was a statement.”

“Of what? Respect?”

“Dominance.”

His laugh was soft—real. I closed my eyes, soaking in the vibration of it through his chest. God, I loved that sound. Rare. Private. Mine.

We stayed like that for a while, the late afternoon light sliding across the marble floors, the quiet humming around us like the city had been put on mute just for a few hours. I could hear the subtle clink of glasses in the kitchen where one of the staff was tidying up. A distant hum of traffic below.

But up here? It was just us.

“Wanna do nothing for the rest of the day?” I asked.

“I thought that’s what we were doing.”

“Yeah, but I want to officially declare it.”

Luca nodded once. “Fine. Day cleared.”

I tilted my face toward his. “So... nothing includes cuddling?”

“Yes.”

“And kissing?”

A small smile. “Yes.”

“And feeding me snacks while I dramatically narrate documentaries?”

He sighed. “You’re pushing it.”

“You love it.”

“I tolerate it.”

I kissed the corner of his mouth. “Same thing.”

He pulled me closer, both arms around me now, holding me like something he didn’t plan to put down anytime soon.

And I let him.

Because here, in this impossible calm, with his breath warm against my temple and his fingers tangled in my shirt, I wasn’t Joseph the runaway, the burden, the storm.

I was just his.

We were still curled up on the couch, some nature documentary playing in the background—lions, probably, or beetles doing inappropriate things in HD—but I wasn’t really paying attention.  

I was more focused on Luca’s hand, resting lazily on my thigh, and the subtle weight of his head leaning just slightly toward mine. He smelled like soap and gunpowder and something quiet I hadn’t figured out how to name yet.

I glanced up at him, smirking. “What’s your favorite documentary?”

He raised an eyebrow. “Why?”

“I’m trying to learn about you.”

“You already know my kill count.”

“Exactly. Now I want the softer stuff.”

He paused for a second. And then—

“Air Crash Investigation.”

I blinked. “Mayday? Seriously?”

“Yes.”

“That’s not a documentary. That’s trauma on demand.”

He shrugged, completely unbothered. “I like the structure.”  

“The structure?”

“The tension. The mistakes. The descent. The recovery attempts. Sometimes they make it. Sometimes they don’t.”

“That’s literally the most Luca Moretti answer I’ve ever heard.”

He turned to look at me fully now, gaze sharp but amused. “Why? What’s yours?”

“Usually something with whales. Or serial killers. Depending on the mood.”

He nodded like that made perfect sense. “Balance.”

“Exactly.”

There was a beat of silence, and then, very casually,Luca said:

“If you want a plane, I can get you one.”

I blinked. “What?”

“You mentioned Mayday. I assumed it inspired you.”

“I don’t want to crash one, Luca.”

“I didn’t say crash. I said own.”

“You’re not serious.”

“I know people.”

“You are people.”

“I can have a jet here by Thursday.”

I stared at him.

He didn’t flinch.

“You’d really buy me a plane?”

“You want the small kind you can fly yourself, or a long-range model with room for a bed?”

“Oh my God.”

“I’d paint your name on it.”

“Stop.”

“With flames.”

“Luca.”

“Dragon on the wing?”

I dropped my face into his chest, wheezing. “You’re a menace.”

He kissed the top of my head. “You love me.”

“Against my better judgment.”

“Want me to include a minibar?”

“I will marry you.”

He chuckled—low and genuine, arms wrapping tighter around me.

And that was it.

No blood. No threats. Just one psychopath offering me a plane because I made a joke.

I’d never been more in love.

We didn’t move from the couch for a long time.

The documentary changed—something about deep-sea creatures with far too many teeth—and I stayed tucked against him, listening to his heartbeat instead of the narration.

Luca’s fingers played lazily with my hair, his other hand wrapped securely around my hip like he still couldn’t quite believe I was real.

It was ridiculous, how easy this had become.

How simple it felt to lean into a man who once ordered executions over espresso. To fall asleep in his arms. To trust that—if the world cracked open again—he’d hold the line with one hand and shield me with the other.

“I don’t need a plane,” I whispered.

Luca kissed the top of my head. “I know.”

“I just need this.”

He didn’t answer.

But he didn’t need to.

He pulled the blanket higher over both of us, tightened his hold just slightly.

And I closed my eyes, right there in his arms, knowing—without doubt—that tomorrow would bring something sharp.

But tonight?

Tonight we were safe.

We were warm.

And we were ours.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter 2

[image: ]




​Robert’s POV
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The silence is what kills you.

Not the pain. Not the confusion. Not even the fact that you don’t know what city you’re in, or how long you’ve been here.

It’s the silence.

It creeps into your bones. It hums under your skin. It makes your heart beat louder just so something in the room is making noise.

There’s no clock. No TV. No phone.

Just polished floors, velvet curtains, and walls that look soft until you realize they’re lined with soundproofing.

I don’t know how long I’ve been here.

A few days, maybe. Or a lifetime.

Every window is covered. Every door is locked. The food appears on a silver tray at the same time every morning—warm, perfect, untouched. I’ve stopped eating all of it. I don’t trust the drinks.

But I drink them anyway. 

Because Matías always knows when I don’t.

The first night, I tried to run.

The door was left unlocked, just once. I think it was a test. Or a joke.

I didn’t make it past the first hallway before the lights cut off and two men in black pinned me to the floor like I weighed nothing.

They didn’t speak. They didn’t hurt me.

They just brought me back.

And when I opened my eyes, he was there.

Sitting in my chair.

Wearing my fear like a second skin. 

“Disappointing,” he said simply.

He didn’t raise his voice. He didn’t move.

But the next day, the hallway door was gone. Just—gone. Replaced with seamless wall. No handle. No hinges. Nothing but smooth ivory paint where my last hope used to be.  

That’s how he works.

Not with violence.

With control.

I sit in the middle of the room now. A chair. A table. A cold cup of tea that smells like honey and poison.

I stare at the door, waiting.

I don’t know when he’ll come.

Only that he will.

And when he does... 

The air shifts before I hear his steps.

The scent hits first—wood smoke and something darker. Subtle cologne. Sharp leather.

The door opens.

No sound. No creak.

He enters like he owns the walls. 

Like he owns me.

“Good morning, Robert,” he says.

I swallow hard. “Is it?”

He doesn’t answer.

Instead, he circles the room slowly, fingers brushing the edge of the table, the back of my chair. I don’t move. I don’t speak. I don’t breathe.

Every time I look at him, I forget what fear is supposed to feel like. Because he’s beautiful in a way that shouldn’t be allowed. Eyes too dark. Cheekbones sharp. Mouth cruel even when it’s smiling.

Matías Delacroix doesn’t walk.

He glides.

Like something smooth, ancient, and cold that learned how to wear a man’s skin.

“You haven’t touched the fruit today,” he murmurs.

“I wasn’t hungry.”

“That’s not true.”

“You poisoned it.”

He stops behind me. I feel him before I hear him move.

He leans down—breath hot at my ear. “Everything in this house is mine, Robert. The food. The walls. The rules.”

He pauses. 

“You.”

I shut my eyes.

“You can’t keep me here,” I say softly.

“I already am.”

“I didn’t ask for this.”

“No one ever does,” he says, voice low. “But they all stay.”

“Let me go.”

“You don’t want that.”

“Yes, I do.”

I can feel his smile without seeing it.

“You think you’re still someone who gets to decide.”  He walks around me slowly, stopping in front of the chair.

And then, slowly, gracefully, he crouches.

So we’re eye to eye.

So I can see every razor edge in his gaze.

“I chose you,” he says. “That’s the only choice that matters now.”

“I’m not a pet.”

“You’re right. You’re not.”

I blink, confused. Just for a moment.

And that’s when he touches me.

His thumb brushes along my cheekbone—gentle, reverent, horrible.

“You’re a habit,” he whispers. “And I don’t break those easily.”

He stands again, like the moment didn’t shake me. Like he didn’t just wrap something invisible around my throat.

“I’ll see you at dinner,” he says calmly.

And just like that, he leaves.

The door clicks shut behind him.

And I break.

I slide to the floor slowly, back against the chair, hands clenched in my lap.

I feel everything and nothing all at once.

I feel dirty, and cold, and like my name doesn’t fit in my mouth anymore.

But worst of all?

Some part of me—

The part that’s cracked and bleeding and so goddamn tired—

Wants him to come back.

Not because I miss him.

Not because I want him.

But because the silence is worse.

And he is the only thing in this place that makes the silence go away.

The floor is cold beneath me.

Polished marble that reflects just enough of the overhead lights to remind me I’m not dreaming. That this room—the velvet drapes, the gold trim, the suffocating scent of cinnamon and steel—is real.

I dig my fingernails into my palms. Try to focus. Try to anchor.

But everything about this place feels designed to undo me.

There are no clocks. No mirrors. No windows I can open. The air doesn’t feel like it’s flowing—it waits. Like it’s part of him. Watching me.

The first night, I tried to count the minutes. I tapped my finger to the beat of my heart, whispered time under my breath to keep from screaming. Sixty seconds, then another. But after three hours of silence and nothingness, I realized the real trick wasn’t escaping the room.

It was escaping him.

Because Matías Delacroix doesn’t need to be here to be in control.

His absence is a presence.

His silence is a weapon.

And every second I’m alone, he’s still here.

In my head.

Under my skin.

Dinner comes.

Not brought in by a guard. Not slid under a door.

Matías delivers it himself.

He doesn’t knock. He doesn’t announce.

He enters like this room was made to hold him.

He’s wearing black. Always black. Tailored shirt open at the collar, sleeves rolled to the forearms, veins like cords beneath skin that’s too smooth, too careful. He looks like a painting—timeless and sharp, hung in the kind of museum that smells like danger and death.

He sets the tray down without a word.

Tonight, it’s steak. Perfectly cooked. Red center. A glass of deep red wine beside it. The kind of meal you serve to a guest you want to impress. Or tame.

I don’t move.

He watches me like he has all the time in the world.

“Eat,” he says softly.

“No.”

He doesn’t react.

He walks slowly to the other chair and sits. Legs crossed. One hand draped lazily across the armrest.

“I used to feed strays as a child,” he says.

I say nothing.

He continues anyway. 

“They would snarl. Snap. Scratch. Bite. I let them. It was their way of remembering they had teeth.”

His eyes meet mine.

“You’re not biting anymore.”

My throat tightens.

“You’re not hungry because you’re afraid,” he says. “But fear fades. Hunger doesn’t.”

I force myself to speak. “You don’t know anything about me.”

“Oh, Robert.” He smiles—slow, dangerous, cruel. “I know everything.”

He leans forward, eyes locked on mine.

“I know the way your breath catches when you lie. I know you favor your left side when you sleep. I know you eat around the crust because it reminds you of your brother’s stupid grilled cheese rule.”

I flinch.

His smile widens. 

“I know how long it takes you to cry. And how long it takes you to stop.”

He stands again.

Not fast. Not aggressive.

But it still feels like thunder cracking the room in half.

He walks to me. I don’t move. I don’t blink.

He crouches.

Takes the knife from the tray.

And places it—delicately, reverently—into my hand.

My fingers tremble around the silver.

“Go ahead,” he says. “Do something.”

I grip it tighter.

His eyes never leave mine.

“You think I’m afraid of pain?” he asks. “That I don’t want you to try?”

I press the tip of the knife to his chest.

Just beneath the collarbone.

He doesn’t flinch.

His voice drops lower.

“Do it.”

I don’t.

I can’t.

Because he wants me to.

Because this is another trick.

Another door that will disappear the second I try to run through it.

He reaches up slowly. Wraps his hand over mine.

Gently pulls the knife away.

And kisses my knuckles.

“You’ll get there,” he whispers.

He places the knife back on the tray.

Walks to the door.

Pauses.

“One day, you’ll understand that love looks different in my world.”

I stare at him.

He looks over his shoulder.

And smiles.

“Here, love starts with surrender.”

The door clicks shut.

And I’m alone again.

Except I’m not.

Because now I know what it feels like to almost kill him.

And I know what it feels like to fail.

And I know that Matías Delacroix wants me to break—

But worse?

He wants me to need him when I do.

And I think...

I think he’s winning.
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​Chapter 3
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​Matías’ POV
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I’ve always believed that silence reveals more than noise.

A scream is easy to dismiss. Predictable. Primitive. But silence—that’s where the truth lives. It stretches between people. Tightens. Warps. Until eventually, something cracks.

Robert hasn’t cracked yet.

But I can hear the fault lines forming.

I stand in the dark hallway outside his room, watching the grainy black-and-white feed from the surveillance monitor. The camera is embedded in the frame of a chandelier—beautiful, antique, French. He doesn’t know it’s there.

He’s sitting on the edge of the bed, the knife I gave him still on the tray, untouched.

He thinks it was a game.

It wasn’t.

I would’ve let him do it.

I’m curious about pain—his, mine, anyone’s—but I’m more curious about control.

How far can I stretch a man before he stops being one?

How far can I take him?

I trace my fingers along the marble wall, stopping at the door. I could walk in. Wrap my hand around his throat and ask him again if he still believes he belongs to himself.

But not yet. 

He’s almost ready.

And I don’t ruin things I haven’t fully claimed.

Downstairs, the house is quiet. My world is always quiet. My staff knows better than to speak unless spoken to, to linger where they’re not needed. Words clutter things. Intentions should be clear without explanation.

I pass through my study—mahogany desk, Persian rugs, floor-to-ceiling shelves filled with books I’ve memorized but haven’t touched in years. I’ve read every title. Annotated most. I believe in literature the way some men believe in religion: with obsession and personal translation.

My favorites are the ones where the hero loses.

Where they beg.

Where they learn that love has teeth.

I sit in my armchair, open a drawer, and take out a small leather file.

Inside: Robert.

Photographs. Transcripts. Surveillance reports. Medical history. School records.

The first photo is from a traffic camera three years ago—before the crash, before the bruises. He’s laughing. There’s a smear of paint on his cheek. Someone’s holding his hand.

That someone is gone now.

Irrelevant. 

I focus on his smile. 

The way he tilts his head when he’s amused.

The way his hands curl when he lies.

He’s not the strongest I’ve seen. Not the loudest. Not the bravest.

But he stays.

Even now.

Even when I give him ways to leave.

And that—that refusal to run when he should—is what makes him mine.

My phone buzzes on the desk.

A message. One word.

Movement.

I smile.

So.

They’ve noticed.

The men who rule the other corners of this rotten empire—Luca Moretti and his sentimental little shadow—are stirring.

I wonder what Luca will do when I finally take something he can’t protect.

I wonder how loud Joseph will scream when the silence breaks again.

I close the file gently.

Return it to the drawer.

And rise.

Tonight, I will sit across from Robert again. I will feed him words like wine. Let him taste comfort until he forgets the difference between safety and surrender.

And when he sleeps?

I will watch him.

Because even now—especially now—he dreams with his mouth parted like he’s waiting for something he doesn’t understand.

But I do.

I always have.

And one day soon, he’ll wake up and realize—

He stopped being his own long before I ever touched him.
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There’s a ritual to everything I do.

Order calms the instinct. Sharpens the blade. The beast inside me does not like chaos—it thrives on structure. Predictability. And then the slow unraveling of someone else’s.

I run the water in my bathroom until it’s steaming. Strip my clothes with care. Lay them across the marble counter like a promise I’ll keep. I stare at myself in the mirror for a long time.

I don’t blink.

Don’t breathe, for a moment.

The man who stares back is clean, composed, carved from restraint. His body bears no marks. No history. But it lies. My skin is a graveyard. My bones remember.

There’s a scar just under my jawline, thin as a whisper. The only one I kept. Everything else was erased. Cut. Burned. Rebuilt.

Perfection is power.

The beast must wear something beautiful, or they see it coming too soon.

The water scalds. I let it.

Heat strips away the scent of the day. Of dust. Of steel. Of Robert.

But I leave his fingerprints on me.

Not literally—he never touches me that long.

But I feel him. In the tension of my spine. In the ache in my throat from the things I don’t say yet. In the pulse at my temple, where restraint drums like war.

I let myself imagine it—just for a moment.

What he’d look like bent over my knee, shaking.

The sound he’d make when pain gives way to pleasure, when the fear in his eyes flickers into something desperate, begging, mine.

I let the water boil around me.

Let the hunger live.

Then I kill it.

For now.

By the time I dress, the house is dead quiet again. The kind of silence I pay well to maintain. Every wall insulated. Every floor softened. Even the clocks don’t tick here.

I wear black. Always black. Not because it hides blood—it doesn’t, not really—but because it tells people something before I ever speak.

Black says: I do not negotiate.

I stop by the wine cellar before I go to him.

Pick a bottle that matches his mouth—something dark, dry, complicated. A wine that tastes like it’s been waiting to be opened at the wrong time, by the wrong person.

Like me.

The hallway to his room is long.

Deliberately long.

The walls are matte gray. No art. No windows. Just the faintest gold trim, barely visible in the low light. It feels endless by design. Like the kind of dream you can't wake up from.

It’s meant to disorient. To strip time from the senses. You think you’ve been walking for a minute. It’s actually been six.

By the time I reach the door, my mind is perfectly still.

Quiet.

Like a blade before it sinks in.

I don’t knock.

The room is dim when I enter. He hasn’t turned on the lights.

He sits on the windowsill, silhouetted against the rain outside. The window doesn’t open, of course. But it pretends to.

Everything here does.

He doesn’t look at me. But he knows I’m here.

His shoulders stiffen. Just a little.

“Didn’t expect you tonight,” he says.

His voice is rougher now. Sleep-deep. Worn raw from days without enough.

“I told you,” I murmur, setting the bottle down. “I always come.”

He doesn’t answer.

I cross the room slowly, each step deliberate, measured, meant to echo—not with sound, but with intent.

I stop just behind him.

Close enough to touch.

I don’t.

Not yet.

He turns his head slightly. I catch his reflection in the window. He’s beautiful like this—hollowed out and still defiant. A face carved from resistance, lit by flickering stormlight.

I place a glass on the table beside him.

Fill it.

He stares at it, then at me.

“I don’t want to drink with you.” 

“But you will.”

I sit in the chair across from him, one leg crossed, wrist draped casually over the armrest.

Like we’re friends.

Like we’ve ever been equals.

“I used to think obsession was a weakness,” I say quietly. “That needing someone gave them power.”

He watches me.

Doesn’t speak.

“I was wrong.”

I swirl the wine in the glass. Watch the way the color clings to the sides.

“Obsession,” I continue, “is the purest form of loyalty. It doesn’t fade. Doesn’t bend. It devours.”

I sip the wine. It tastes like iron.

“I don’t want you,” he says.

I smile.

“I know.”

He clenches his jaw. I watch the muscle twitch beneath his skin.

“But I do want to understand,” he says. “What made you like this?”

I lean forward slowly.

“Someone once took something from me,” I whisper. “And I learned that the only way to never feel that again... was to own everything I touched.”

“And you think I’m something to be owned.”

“I know you are.”

He stands. Paces. Like a caged animal trying not to give in to the urge to slam himself against the bars.

He turns toward me, jaw tight, eyes glassy.

“You don’t love me.”

“No,” I say simply. “I ruin the things I love.”

He flinches.

But he doesn’t run.

That night, I don’t touch him.

I let him return to bed. I pour him another glass. I stay until he falls asleep.

And then I rise.

Stand at the edge of the room.

And watch him.

The way his mouth twitches in sleep.

The way his fists curl around the sheets.

He dreams of escape.

He doesn’t realize— 

He already belongs to me.

Even in his sleep.

Especially in his sleep.

Because I am the silence he fears now.

And I have never lost a war once I’ve made it personal.
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​Chapter 4
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​Luca’s POV
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It still surprises me how easily he fits against me.

Not physically—although, yes, that too. Joseph fits like he was carved for it, a perfect press of warm limbs and sleepy breath and irritating commentary. But I mean the weight of him. The quiet he brings. The way the edges of my world dull the moment he touches me.

It doesn’t make sense.

I’ve survived on blood and steel for most of my life. I’ve built empires. Burned families. I sleep with a gun within reach. I don’t get softness.

And yet, he’s here.

Sleeping on my chest like he owns it.

Mumbling nonsense in his dreams.

Wearing nothing but one of my black shirts and a smile I’m trying very hard not to kiss off his face.

It’s late. Rain curls against the windows, soft and distant. The city is below us—alive, crawling, violent—but up here, in this room, everything is warm.

Mine.

Safe.

For now.

Joseph shifts, groaning.

“Mmmf... ‘m hungry,” he mumbles into my chest.

“It’s three in the morning.” 

“Starving.”

“You ate an entire pizza four hours ago.”

“Growth spurt.”

“You’re twenty-two.”

He peeks one eye open. “So you’re saying no to snacks?”

“I’m saying no to you burning my kitchen down again.”

“That happened once.”

“You melted a spoon onto the stove.”

“I was experimenting.”

I roll my eyes and reach for the throw blanket tangled near our feet, dragging it over both of us.

“No snacks. Sleep.”

He pouts. “You’re such a mob dad.”

“You’re such a brat.”

“Yeah, but I’m your brat.”

I stare at him.

He smirks. “You love me.”

“Unfortunately.”

“You wanna bite me right now, don’t you?”

I do.

Not in the way he thinks.

But I let him keep talking, because I like the sound of him when he’s smug and sleepy and pressed so close to me I can feel every breath he takes.

He props his chin on my chest, looking up at me with wide eyes and fake innocence.

“Wanna play a game?”

“No.”

“It’s called ‘Let’s see how long it takes for Luca to lose his mind.’”

“Sounds exhausting.”

“I think I’m winning already.”

He slides a hand down my stomach.

Slow. Teasing.

Dangerous.

I catch his wrist.

Hard enough to make him gasp.

He grins.

“You’re insufferable,” I say.

“And you’re obsessed.”

I flip him onto his back in one move—smooth, practiced, fast. He laughs, breathless, as I straddle his hips, hands pinned above his head, my mouth inches from his.

He smells like heat and sin and mine. 

“Say it again,” I whisper.

He licks his lips. “You’re obsessed.”

I press my mouth to his neck—slow, biting—not enough to leave a mark, just enough to remind him who’s in charge.

His breath hitches.

“Luca—”

“You’re lucky I’m letting you sleep tonight.”

“Says the guy pinning me to the mattress like a problem.”

“You are a problem.”

“Then solve me.”

I laugh once, low and rough, and lean down to kiss him. He melts instantly—because for all his fire, Joseph is greedy when it comes to my mouth. My hands. My everything.

And I give it to him.

Not because I’m weak.

But because he’s the only thing in this entire ruined world that makes me feel alive.
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Later, when he’s asleep again—tangled in sheets and kisses and a thousand things I’ll never say out loud—I rest my hand on his chest.

Feel his heart beating.

Strong.

Steady.

Mine.

And for a little longer, I pretend the world isn’t coming for us again.

He thinks he’s the one in control.

With his teasing words. His wandering hands. That mouth—always saying something reckless, always tempting fate. He knows what he does to me. He uses it like a weapon. A dare.

But tonight?

Tonight he’s mine to the last breath.

I watch him under me—flushed cheeks, eyes half-lidded, lips parted in something between a smile and a gasp. The streetlights outside cast a silver glow across his skin, making him look like something unreal. Like a dream carved into flesh and temptation.

“Still want to play your little game?” I ask, voice low.

He swallows. Nods.

Good.

My hand slips beneath the hem of his shirt—my shirt—skimming along his stomach, up his ribs, over his chest. His breath stutters. He arches into the touch like it’s a need, not a choice.

I take my time.

Because time is mine here. He is mine here.

I map him slowly, deliberately, learning him all over again.    His reactions. The way his fingers curl when I drag my knuckles down his side. The quiet sounds he tries to bury when I lean in and press my mouth just under his jaw.

“You always make so much noise,” I murmur against his throat.

“I—I’m quiet,” he lies, breathless.

I bite—just a little. He gasps.

Liar.

I slip the shirt off him completely and toss it aside. He reaches for me, greedy, always greedy, but I catch both of his wrists and pin them above his head again. His pupils dilate. He looks at me like I hung the stars. Like I am the storm.

“You want too much,” I say. 

“You give it anyway.”

He’s right.

I do.

Because he’s the only one who’s ever taken everything and made me want to give more.

I lean down. My mouth brushes his collarbone, his shoulder, his chest. I kiss every inch of him like I’m sealing something permanent into his skin.

He trembles.

Not from fear. From feeling.

From me.

His legs wrap around me, pulling me closer. I let him.

This is where he’s meant to be.

When it’s over, we’re both breathing hard.

The air is thick with heat, with us. His hair is a mess, lips kiss-swollen, skin flushed and glowing. My mark is all over him, even without bruises. He’s wrecked. Satisfied.

Beautiful.

And completely mine.

He blinks up at me, dazed. “So... is that your version of ‘goodnight’?”

I smirk. “That was your punishment for calling me a mob dad.”

“I’m gonna do it again tomorrow.”

“I know.”

I roll onto my side, pulling him with me, dragging the blankets over both of us as he settles against my chest. His fingers trace lazy circles over my stomach. His breathing slows.

“I love you,” he whispers.

It’s quiet. Gentle.

The kind of thing that could shatter a man if he’s not ready for it.

I kiss his hair.

Hold him tighter.

“I know.”
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And long after he falls asleep, I stay awake.

Not because I’m restless.

But because peace like this never lasts.

And I intend to enjoy every second of it—until the next war comes knocking.
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​Chapter 5
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​Robert’s POV
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There’s a rhythm to madness. It doesn’t come all at once, despite what people say. It’s slow—elegant, even. It moves like dripping water in a silent room. You don’t hear it at first. Then you start counting. Then it’s all you can hear. That’s what this place is like. This prison wrapped in silk and wine and Matías Delacroix’s voice. He’s not loud, not cruel in the way you’d expect. That would be easy. You can fight against pain. You can resist cruelty. But kindness? Quiet words and soft hands and a gaze that sees everything—it undoes you slowly, without permission. I haven’t seen daylight in days. The windows in this room are decorative—huge, floor to ceiling, showing a painted city beyond the glass. It’s not real. None of it is. The walls are too clean, the sheets too smooth, the wine too perfect. Every part of this place is designed to remind me that I’m not in control. That I never was.

I woke this morning to another change. The tray wasn’t waiting for me like it usually is. The door was unlocked. I sat up, slowly, expecting a trap—because that’s what this place teaches you. Every kindness is a test. Every unlocked door is a leash waiting to snap tight around your throat. But nothing happened. No guards. No footsteps. Just silence. I stood, legs aching from disuse, and approached the hallway. Still nothing. It was dim, lit in that strange indirect glow that never quite casts a shadow. The quiet was heavier than usual. Like it was watching me. I moved carefully, pressing my palm to the wall as I walked, half expecting it to vanish beneath my hand again like last time. It didn’t. The hall was longer than I remembered. Time stretches in here. Space too. Matías designs everything with intent. If I feel smaller, it’s because he wants me to. If I feel seen, it’s because I am.

I found the dining room by accident—or maybe I was led. A long mahogany table, polished to a mirror shine. Two places set. A single candle lit. It was nauseating in its perfection. I didn’t touch anything. Not yet. I stood by the doorway like a ghost, half-expecting him to appear behind me like he always does. But this time, he didn’t. Instead, a quiet buzz echoed from the far corner—barely audible. A speaker, maybe. Embedded. Hidden. His voice poured from it like silk soaked in gasoline.

“Sit, Robert.”

I didn’t want to. I wanted to turn around and run. I wanted to scream. But I sat. Because I’ve learned what happens when I don’t. The chair creaked under me. I stared at the plate in front of me—steak again, roasted potatoes, a sprig of rosemary so perfect it had to be fake. The wine beside it was untouched, blood-dark in the glass. I didn’t eat. I didn’t drink. I just waited.
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