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Chapter 1 – The Blood Oath


[image: ]




Brooklyn carried on with its cold course, between brick buildings and distant sirens. For Camy, Isabella’s daughter, university wasn’t a refuge but a place where every laugh reminded her of the absence of her brother, Mateo. In the hallways she carried books, but in her chest she carried an emptiness that neither time nor silence could ever fill.

While Isabella and Camila closed deals in Jamaica, Camy tried to fake normality. But Giuseppe, manager of Isabella’s restaurant and apparent guardian of the family, had chosen another path: to trace the truth. And he found it. A security camera on the corner where the tragedy had unfolded. The owner, nervous, handed him the footage on a USB, like passing on a secret that burned between his fingers.

That night, Giuseppe summoned Camy to the restaurant. The place smelled of spilled wine and old wood. The young woman entered with hesitant steps, as if every shadow of the place might break her. Giuseppe powered on his laptop, the hum of the startup filling the silence.

The screen showed Mateo, masked, walking with a friend on the night that would lead them straight into danger. They were trying to rob XL and Margarita, and no one could have foreseen the disaster that followed. The struggle, the sharp brutal shot... and then the moment that changed everything: XL pulled off the mask and saw Mateo’s face. His eyes widened in horror. He had made a mistake—Isabella’s son lay lifeless.

Camy felt a knot in her throat. Her breath grew rough, uneven, as if the air itself weighed tons. Her fingers dug into the table, while anger and pain fused with memories of her brother. She remembered how Mateo always trusted her, how he asked her for help with homework, how he smiled without fear... and now all of it had ended in one fatal instant.

Giuseppe leaned toward her, his gaze a mix of solemnity and something darker.

“They killed him...” Camy said, her voice broken but firm.

“If you want revenge, I can help you,” Giuseppe answered, his tone paternal, though his eyes revealed a calculating gleam. In truth, he saw in Mateo’s death the perfect opportunity to use Camy as a pawn and finally dethrone Isabella—his hidden ambition all along.

Camy snapped the laptop shut with a sharp thud. Her lips pressed together until the metallic taste of blood reminded her that she was no longer just a student. She was an heiress, and her brother’s death had just sealed her destiny. Rage filled her, blinding her to the shadows moving behind Giuseppe, to his true plan.

That night, Brooklyn stopped being routine. It became the beginning of the final war. Camy swore vengeance, never realizing that her first ally could also be her greatest threat.
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Chapter 2 – The First Flame
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Margarita had turned her name into a brand: a chain of elegant restaurants, two jewels in cities that never slept—one in Los Angeles, another across from Central Park in New York—where the powerful ate, talked, and sealed deals over expensive dishes and glasses of wine. But business had also made the woman a target. And someone—or several—decided it was time to burn the board.

Giuseppe wasn’t acting alone. He had woven shadow alliances with men who, behind smiles and expensive suits, dreamed of stealing Isabella’s throne. His partners were predators from different corners of the underworld: Salvatore Moretti, an Italian mafia boss with scars across his face and hands that no longer trembled; Chen Jihao, a Triad operator with icy eyes and contacts in the ports; and Viktor Orlov, a Russian with a low voice and the patience of a wolf, master of networks and routes that no one dared to look at directly.

Salvatore handled the dirtiest part. He lent men, men in dark vests with darker intentions, and arranged for a bomb to be planted in Margarita’s restaurant. It wasn’t just revenge: it was a message, a display of power meant to shake anyone who doubted them.

The chosen day dawned with soft light over Manhattan. At the Central Park location, the usual clientele enjoyed the menu: costly plates, conversations muffled by background music. At a nearby table, Balrog and Granada Johnson ate in peace, as if belonging to that world had always shielded them. Granada, eating with the pause of a man who savored every bite, listened to his brother’s clumsy jokes that always made him smile. Balrog laughed easily; today he wore a gray jacket and a relaxed expression that betrayed calm.

Violence came without warning. First the sound: gunfire like provoked thunder, a rain of metal shattering glass and fabric. Salvatore had sent his men armed with machine guns; they stormed the place firing without mercy, without words. Customers screamed, rushed toward exits; tables and glasses flew. The smell of gunpowder and shattered glass filled the room, mixing with perfume and the hot blood already spreading across the floor.

A bullet struck Balrog’s shoulder. The impact tore a muffled scream from him; the taste of iron filled his mouth. Granada, without thinking, held him, feeling the warmth seeping between his fingers. With the agility of someone who had survived many escapes, he dragged him through panicked bodies and rubble, shoved him into his car while chaos consumed the streets.

Barely some had escaped when something worse tore the air: the detonation. The bomb, placed with precision, exploded into a ball of fire that ripped out windows, furniture, and lives. Screams grew sharper, and the world reduced itself to smoke, fire, and the brutal shock of the earth underfoot. Employees and customers alike were crushed by the blast; many never had the chance to move.

From a safe place far from the chaos, Giuseppe dialed the number. His finger did not tremble. The voice that answered was Camy’s, still chained to the rage and the choice she had made the night she saw the recording. Giuseppe spoke with calm, like a man signing the first act of a long-planned play.

“It’s done,” he said, with a smile that could not be heard but could be imagined in his tone. “We’ve just begun revenge.”

On the other end of the line, Camy’s heart pounded, a mix of triumph and a new darkness settling in her chest. She didn’t know whether to cry or smile; she only felt the world split in two: before the explosion and after. She ignored that the hand offering help was the same hand that patiently aimed to take her mother’s crown.

As the smoke cloud rose above the destroyed facade of the restaurant, Salvatore, Chen, and Viktor exchanged silent glances. They had lit the first flame. What came next would be fire.
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Chapter 3 – Vengeances Return


[image: ]




Alessandro and Lorenzo were not just names from a distant story. They were young Sicilians, born in Palermo, the same land that had raised Giuseppe. Years ago, Giuseppe had exterminated most of their family in his hometown, leaving them with nothing but rage and a single vow: revenge. Every detail of their lives revolved around that silent, patient, lethal objective. And now, after years of tracking him, they had finally found their chance.

The New York restaurant where Giuseppe managed his business was the target. That afternoon, inside the establishment, Camy and Giuseppe sat face to face at a table, planning the second step of their revenge against XL and Margarita. The warm light of the sunset filtered through the windows, oblivious to the storm about to break.
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