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Chapter 1: Bound to the Kings Who Own Me
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The city never sleeps. Beneath its glittering skyline, power shifts like a tide, washing away the weak and leaving only those strong enough to survive. The blood hasn’t dried from my last battle, and already, the next war is beginning.

I stand on the balcony of the Valenti estate—no, my estate now—watching the streets below. The air is thick with the scent of rain, the distant hum of traffic a reminder that life continues, even after a king has fallen. Ricci is dead, his empire fractured, his allies scattering like rats abandoning a sinking ship.

I should feel victorious.

Instead, I feel watched.

The weight of three men presses against me even though they aren’t standing beside me. They don’t have to. Their presence is woven into every inch of my skin, embedded in my veins like poison.

Nikolai. Cassian. Rafael.

Three kings who have spent their lives carving their names into this city, ruling its underworld with iron fists. They have taken lives, built empires, waged wars. And now, they have taken me.

Not as a prisoner. Not as a pawn.

As their equal.

As their queen.

But even queens can be caged.

A sharp knock at the door pulls me from my thoughts. I don’t answer, but the door opens anyway. That’s how it is now. Privacy is an illusion. Independence, a fantasy.

I don’t turn as Nikolai steps inside, his presence filling the room like a storm waiting to break. He doesn’t say anything at first, just stands there, watching. Waiting.

Finally, he speaks. “You’re thinking too much.”

I let out a slow breath. “And what should I be doing instead?”

He moves closer, his steps soundless against the polished floors. When he reaches me, he doesn’t touch me. He never does unless he means to claim something.

“You should be preparing.”

I glance at him from the corner of my eye. “For what?”

His lips tilt, but there’s no humor in it. “For what comes next.”

I turn fully, meeting his icy gaze. “Ricci is dead. The war is over.”

Nikolai chuckles, low and dark. “You think that was the war?” He steps even closer, his body a wall of controlled violence. “That was just the beginning.”

A shiver runs down my spine, but I don’t let him see it. “Then tell me.”

He studies me for a long moment, then lifts a hand, trailing his knuckles along my jaw. It’s the softest touch he’s ever given me, but there’s nothing gentle about it. It’s a reminder. A warning.

“You wanted power,” he murmurs. “Now you have it.”

Before I can respond, another voice cuts through the room.

“She already knows what’s coming.”

Cassian leans against the doorframe, arms crossed, his smirk lazy but his eyes too sharp to be careless.

Nikolai doesn’t move. “Do you?”

I lift my chin. “I know that Ricci wasn’t the only enemy.”

Cassian’s smirk deepens. “Smart girl.”

He pushes off the frame and strolls toward me, his fingers brushing against the silk of my robe as he circles around to my other side. Trapped between them, I refuse to step back.

Rafael is the last to enter, silent as always, but his presence carries more weight than words ever could. He leans against the desk, watching, waiting.

Nikolai tilts his head slightly. “You have a decision to make, printsessa.”

I exhale slowly. “What decision?”

Cassian runs a finger down my arm, slow and deliberate. “How far you’re willing to go.”

My heart beats too hard against my ribs, but I don’t let them see it.

“I already made my choice.”

Rafael finally speaks, his voice quiet but firm. “Not yet.”

His dark gaze locks onto mine, unyielding. “The five families are already regrouping. Ricci’s allies aren’t just going to disappear. They’ll want revenge.”

“I expected that,” I say evenly.

Nikolai nods once. “Then you know what has to happen.”

I do.

Power is never given. It’s taken.

And if I want to hold my throne, I have to spill more blood to keep it.

Cassian brushes a hand through my hair, his smirk never wavering. “No turning back now, sweetheart.”

I look at each of them, my pulse steady, my decision made.

“No,” I murmur. “There isn’t.”

And as I step away from them, as I leave the safety of my room and walk toward the war waiting outside these doors, I know one thing for certain.

I am bound to the kings who own me.

But before this is over, they will belong to me.
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Chapter 2: The Taste of Sin and Power
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The night air is thick with the scent of rain, the weight of something unspoken pressing down on my skin like a second layer. The city sprawls before me, a kingdom of corruption and blood, a throne built on deception and death. And now, it belongs to me.

Or at least, that’s what I tell myself.

The truth is far more complicated.

Power isn’t a crown you place on your head. It’s something you take, something you bleed for. And I can already feel the weight of it settling onto my shoulders, wrapping around my throat like a collar, reminding me that I’m not the only one hungry for control.

I don’t get to rule alone.

The men who stand beside me—Nikolai, Cassian, Rafael—are kings in their own right, and their loyalty isn’t something I can afford to question. But trust? Trust is a luxury I stopped believing in a long time ago.

The room is dimly lit, the low hum of conversation filling the space. We’re gathered in one of Nikolai’s private clubs, a fortress disguised as opulence, where deals are made and sins are paid for in whispers and spilled blood. The walls gleam with gold accents, the dark velvet furniture sinking beneath the weight of the city’s most powerful men.

It’s a battleground in disguise.

And tonight, I am both the weapon and the prize.

Cassian lounges beside me in a booth, one arm draped across the back of the seat, his fingers barely brushing my shoulder. He’s watching me, his gaze lazy but sharp, always calculating. Across the table, Rafael sits in silence, his eyes scanning the room, always searching for the next threat. And Nikolai—Nikolai is speaking in hushed tones with a man I don’t recognize, his expression unreadable, his presence commanding even when he says nothing at all.

I take a slow sip of my drink, the burn of whiskey sharp against my throat.

Cassian shifts beside me, his smirk evident even before he speaks. “You look like you’re thinking too hard, princess.”

I arch a brow, setting my glass down. “And you look like you’re enjoying yourself too much.”

His smirk widens. “What’s the point of power if you don’t enjoy it?”

I tilt my head slightly, studying him. Cassian is dangerous, not just because he’s ruthless, but because he makes you forget just how sharp his edges really are. He wears charm like armor, a weapon more lethal than any blade.

But I know better than to fall for it.

Rafael exhales through his nose, the closest thing to amusement I’ve ever heard from him. “Cassian enjoys everything too much.”

Cassian grins. “Guilty.”

I shake my head, my fingers tapping idly against the rim of my glass. “I don’t have time for games.”

Cassian leans in, his breath warm against my ear. “Then maybe you’re in the wrong business, sweetheart.”

I don’t flinch, don’t pull away. Instead, I turn my head just enough that our noses almost brush, my lips curving into something that isn’t quite a smile.

“If you think this is a game,” I murmur, “then you’re underestimating me.”

Cassian’s gaze darkens, his smirk fading just slightly. And for the first time since I met him, I see it—the flicker of something real beneath the mask he wears.

A challenge.

A warning.

Before he can respond, Nikolai’s voice cuts through the tension.

“It’s done.”

I shift my gaze to him. “What’s done?”

He gestures to the man seated across from him, a sleek-looking businessman with cold, dead eyes. “Ricci’s remaining allies. They’ve agreed to our terms.”

My fingers tighten around my glass. “Just like that?”

The man across from Nikolai chuckles, low and humorless. “Not just like that, Ms. Valenti.” He leans forward, his gaze assessing. “They agreed because they know what happens if they don’t.”

I exhale slowly, studying him. “And what exactly did you promise them?”

The man’s lips curl. “That you’d be merciful.”

Cassian lets out a low laugh. “Bad bet.”

I meet the man’s gaze, holding it steady. “They made their choice.”

His smirk fades. “They did.”

I finish my drink and set it down carefully, the ice clinking softly against the glass. “Then I hope, for their sake, they made the right one.”

The man nods once, satisfied, then pushes to his feet and disappears into the crowd.

Nikolai watches him go before turning to me, his expression unreadable. “You’re good at this.”

I arch a brow. “At what?”

He tilts his head slightly. “Wearing the crown.”

Something cold flickers in my chest, but I don’t let it show.

Because the truth is, I don’t wear the crown.

I am the crown.

I exhale slowly, rising from my seat. “I need air.”

No one stops me as I make my way outside, stepping onto the club’s balcony. The city stretches out beneath me, endless and alive, filled with a thousand possibilities and just as many threats.

I grip the railing, inhaling the night air, letting it settle in my lungs.

Behind me, I hear the door open. I don’t turn, but I already know who it is.

Rafael.

He steps beside me, silent, his presence steady.

After a moment, he speaks. “You did well in there.”

I let out a quiet breath. “It never ends, does it?”

He doesn’t answer right away. Then, finally—“No. It doesn’t.”

We stand there for a long time, the weight of what I’ve done, of what I’ve become, pressing down on me.

The taste of power is intoxicating.

But I know the truth.

It’s also poison.

And I’m already drowning in it.
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Chapter 3: Playing the Game, Breaking the Rules
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The city hums beneath me, a living, breathing beast fueled by power and greed. From the balcony of Nikolai’s club, I can see everything—the flashing neon lights, the sleek cars gliding through the streets like shadows, the people who don’t realize they’re just pieces on a board controlled by men like us. Like me.

I grip the railing, my nails digging into the cool metal. This should feel like a victory. I should be reveling in the fact that Ricci is dead, that his allies are scattering, that I am no longer a pawn. Instead, there is only restlessness coiling inside me, a sharp-edged hunger that refuses to be satisfied.

Power is never given. It’s taken.

And now, I have to decide how far I’m willing to go to keep it.

The door behind me opens, and I don’t turn. I already know who it is.

Nikolai moves like a predator, soundless and controlled, his presence settling beside me without a word. He doesn’t need to announce himself. His silence says everything.

“Cassian is making a mess,” he says finally.

I glance at him. “What else is new?”

His lips curve slightly, but it isn’t amusement. It’s something darker, something unreadable. “This time, he’s dragging you into it.”

I exhale slowly, straightening. “What did he do?”

Nikolai’s eyes flicker with something cold. “He started a war with the Irish.”

My pulse spikes, but I keep my expression neutral. The Irish have always been a problem—territorial, unpredictable, violent. Ricci had kept them at bay through backdoor deals and blood oaths, but now that he’s gone, the balance has shifted.
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