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I was driving home after a business deal went wrong. I'm pissed off and mad at the little fica {cunt} who betrayed me. If there is one thing I can’t stand, it’s a rat. When I get my hands on him, he is going to wish he was dead. Just my luck, it started to rain, big, hard drops falling from the night sky. As I turned onto the next street, all the streetlights were off. Great, even better.The only light visible was my car's lighting.

"Fanculo la mia vita!" {Fuck my life}. It started to rain heavier now that I couldn't see anything in front of me, so I pulled over, opened the window slightly and lit a cigarette. Could this night get any worse? I thought. My thoughts were interrupted when I saw a van pull into the alley. I slowly got out of my car to inspect who it was. I have a lot of enemies and maybe someone followed me. I started walking towards the alley where I saw the van pulled in when I heard someone scream.

"Nooo! Please, someone help!" It sounded like a girl, but I'm not sure since it was raining hard, making sure my gun is on my waistband. I started walking faster towards the alley. Looking down, I see a girl surrounded by men in suits down the alley. The girl was struggling to get away from them; she was kicking them, but it didn’t change much.

Tough one. I thought as I watched her trying to take them on. I continued to walk until I was behind the men. The girl hasn't noticed me yet; I'm too busy kicking at the guy who tries to get closer to her. "Piscio di vio stronzi!" {Piss off, you fuckers,} she screams at them as soon as they try to get close.

I'm impressed by this girl’s fighting spirit; even though the men are two times bigger than her, she still tries to put up a fight.

"Ahem." I cleared my throat, grabbing their attention as they turned towards me. "Now, boys, you had your fun, but as you can see, she's not interested in going anywhere with you." I said,

"Who are you to tell us we have enough?" One of the men asked me. "The boss wants her; now if you don’t want to lose your life, I suggest you leave." Another one said he was walking closer to me with two of his friends following him. I pulled my gun out and shot the first one in his leg. He went down with a scream.

"Kill this motherfucker!" He shouts at the others. They ran towards me; one tried sending me a punch, but I grabbed his wrist and gave it a twist as he groaned loudly. "Suka!" {Bitch}. He yelled at me in Russian. I understood it because I had dealt with the Russian mafia. I twisted his arm again, hearing a cracking sound, breaking his hand. I started to beat the other one to a pulp as he fell to the ground, bleeding. When I looked back up to where the girl was, one of the others was busy dragging her towards the other side of the alley.

I start to walk towards the guy and say, "That’s no way to treat a lady; didn’t your parents teach you any manners?" I shot him in the head.

I went over to where the girl was lying, her body shaking and soaked. She looked at me with fear written all over her face. "Please, don’t take me back." She pleaded.

"I'm not going to hurt you." I told her softly. She looked at me, trying to speak, but before she got anything out, she fainted. I picked her up and walked back to my car. Opening the back door, I gently lay her down and close the door. I take my phone and dial Stefano, my right-hand man.

"Send someone to this address and have them clean up the mess. I will explain everything once I get home and call Samuele and tell him to go to my house." I ended the call before he could ask any questions.

You seriously had to put her in your car? She's trouble.

Ignoring my thoughts, I took her to my house.
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I don’t know why I took her to my home. I don’t even know her. All I know is I couldn’t just leave her there in the alley. I wonder why the Russians are after her? As soon as she wakes up, I will find out why they want her.I decided to go to one of my clubs and sent Stefano a text. Walking back to my car, I told my maid to watch over the girl and to let me know if anything happened.

My life has been rough since the day I turned thirteen years old. My old man told me to become a man and that I would someday take over from him. By the time I took over the family business, I had killed more people than most people change underwear in a day. I don’t trust anyone except a handful of people. My three best friends are Stefano, my right-hand man and Samuele. They have known me since I was a little boy. We all grew up together since our families were friends. Kevin and Jake both have their own gang, but they aren't as powerful as mine. Alessandro is a billionaire who took over his family business after his parents' death. Stefano's father was my right-hand man, and we met Samuele when we were around twelve years old. My only sister was killed when she was ten years old and after that mom and Dad were never the same. My father became abusive, a sadistic figlio di puttana {son of a bitch}. I was eighteen when I stepped in and took over. My mother was always afraid I would turn out like my old man. Sometimes I think I'm just like him, but I don’t rape, beat or kill women. That’s one thing I promised myself I would never do.

Soon I found myself in front of my strip club, seeing Stefano waiting for me at the door. I got out of the car and walked towards him. "Good evening, boss." The bouncer greets me. I just nodded my head and showed Stefano to follow me. I walk over to my private booth and tell one of the girls to bring me a bottle of Bowmore.

"Any news on whom the snitch might be?" I asked Stefano. "Nothing yet, boss. I'm still working on it." I nod. "I want him alive; I want him to suffer.

"I said with a sadistic smile. The girl brought the whiskey and stared at me like I was some kind of meat she wanted to eat.I show her that she can leave. Making her face fall, I don’t trust women; they are only after one thing. I have learned my lesson. "Are you going to tell me what happened tonight back at the alley?" Stefano asked.

"It was raining heavily, so I had to pull over." I tell him everything. "Do you think she's one of the Russians?"

"I don’t know, but I will ask her some questions as soon as she wakes up tomorrow. I do think she's somehow connected to them, or she owes them money.” Stefano nods and turns his eyes to one of the strippers upstage.

"If you will excuse me, it's been a long day, and I need to blow off some steam." He smirks as he walks away from me to the stripper. Man, he is going to get into trouble one of these days sleeping with the strippers.

I took my drink when a stripper came and sat on my lap out of nowhere. She began to rub her hands up and down my chest. I usually wouldn't mind it, but not with the people that work for me. She came closer and started licking my neck. Her hair was dyed blond, and her face was covered in makeup, including bright pink lipstick. I leaned forward and whispered, "Do you know who I am?" She looked at me up and down and shook her head.

"I'm your boss, so if you still want to work here, you better get off me." She quickly got up with wide eyes and left, mumbling curse words.

I stood up and left, texting Stefano that he needed to be at my house early tomorrow morning. Back at home, I walked upstairs, passing the girls' room, when one of the maids came out.

"Sir, she woke up a couple of hours ago still feeling tired. Samuele says it's nothing serious; she just needs some rest and has some bruising where he assumed they kicked her. I nodded, then went to check on her. As I walked inside, I went to the bedside. "I wonder what your name is and why those people wanted you." I whisper softly. Taking one last glance at her, I walk to my room. This has really been one shitty day.
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I groaned at the sharp pain that was piercing my head. Ignoring it, I opened my eyes; I was met with an unfamiliar sight.

I was in a big room that had a walk-in closet, light brown walls and the bed I was in was a king-size with dark brown covers. At the end of the bed was a big dark brown chest. I sat up abruptly, making my head pulse and my vision blurry for a moment. I let myself have a moment to compose myself before I stand up to think of the men that tried to kidnap me last night.Then I remember a man who rescued me, killing those men. I have never seen him before. What if it was my parents that sent someone to take me back home? No, they won't spend money to hire someone to find me. I can only think of one person who would do that, Sergei Mikhas, the man that I was sold to.

Now knowing it was Sergei's doing, I laid back down and closed my eyes, thinking how I was always going to be a caged animal, and there was nothing I could do about it. My four years of life outside felt like a tease. It felt like hours that only my breathing could be heard, when suddenly the door swung open and shut closed, bringing my attention to the man who had just walked in. It wasn’t Sergei at all. Instead, it was that man who saved my life last night.My eyes widened. What was he doing here?

"Comi, ti senti?" was the first thing his deep voice asked me. I pushed myself up, so I was sitting with my knees pressed to my chest, my face scrunching up in pain as I felt a sharp jab to my stomach. 

"I'm feeling better; thank you for helping me,” I said sincerely.

"We need to talk." He said in his deep Italian-laced voice, his arms bulging in his suit as he leaned back against the door, his Rolex watch glimmering under the light. He was too damned handsome and rich. What was he doing in a place like that last night? And for some reason it pissed me off.

I bit my lips and pushed away all my thoughts. Although his voice was commanding, I wasn't just about to let him kill me like he did to that man last night.

"What do you want to talk about?" I asked nervously, hoping it didn't show. I bit down on my lips as I subtly searched him for any weapons. "I won't tell anyone what I saw last night," I said, afraid that he would kill me after what happened.

"Calm down; I won’t hurt you. I just want to ask you a few questions that I want you to answer truthfully.” He looked at me intensely. I bit my lip and nodded. "What is your full name?"

I almost hesitated but decided to answer his question, "Gioia Brambilla." The name sounded fake, but it didn’t really matter unless someone found out.

He nodded and then continued, "Who were those men last night?"

I looked away trying to find an answer. "I don’t know." That was the truth; I don’t know who sent them. He nodded.

"That’s all; one of my men will take you back to your apartment." After saying that, he left, leaving me alone. I quickly got up and walked to the bathroom.

I freshened up and went down the stairs to find the guy who would take me back to my apartment. "Buongiorno signorina, Juan is waiting for you by the car, signorina," a housekeeper tells me. I smiled at her, "Grazie, for everything. Arrivederci." I walked out of the house, or rather mansion and saw Juan waiting for me. He opened the door for me and I told him my address. Soon I'm on my way back to my reality. Wondering if I will ever see the stranger again.

When I got back home, I decided I deserved a hot bath and to relax. I turned the taps on and put shampoo in to make a bubble bath before I stripped and sat in the tub humming a song. But it wasn't long before the pit of dread made its way to my stomach. I looked at the door, waiting for my mother's or sister's voice to yell from the other side, but it never came. I sighed as I closed my eyes, only to feel tears sliding down my cheeks.

"Open this fucking door, Alessia! Why is it locked?" My mother screamed through the door.

"Madre, I'm just taking a bath; please leave me alone." I quickly wrapped a towel around me and opened the door.

"Open this door now, you dirty little slut! "Who told you you can take a shower?" She demanded as she pulled my towel off me. "Just fucking look at you! You're a fat cow; no wonder no one wants you. That’s why we have to sell your fucking ugly ass to the highest bidder! I can't believe I made you."

Then she slaps me across the face. "Get ready! The Mikhas will be here shortly! Try not to make a fool out of us." She continues her insults. She pushes me back. Making me hit the wall behind me, hurting me in the process. She stared at me, disgusted. "Weak, so pathetic, can't you be more like your sister?"

"Affrettatevi!" {Hurry up!} She hissed with a scowl before leaving.
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I wake up realizing it was almost night, stand up, go to the kitchen and make myself a sandwich and some coffee. I can't believe I have slept the whole day. Deciding what to do to keep myself busy, I went back to my room. Only one thing comes to mind.

I sit in front of my clean canvas, taking the palette into my hands as my fingers start to move swiftly across the canvas. Painting was always a way to keep me calm, to paint or draw my feelings instead of speaking them and being judged for them.

Since the day I was born I had no one; I never went to school. My mother told our maid to tutor me at home. She always told me she won't spend a cent of her money on a useless nobody. Our maid became more like a mother to me. Rosetta was diagnosed with stage IV inflammatory breast cancer when I was fourteen years old, so she stayed in bed most of the time. But somehow managed to tutor me.

My parents never loved me; they made that clear right from the start. Rosetta could never explain why they hated me. It was something I had to live with. They loved my sister, though; she's younger than me, my half sister. But all of this didn't matter because I found someone who loved me for who I am, someone that treated me like her own daughter.

When I was sixteen, Rosetta died, leaving me alone with nobody to love me. I became depressed, talking to her photo we took when we went down to the river. When my mother thought I was going insane, she threw me in the basement. There was no bed, no blanket, nothing. She locked the door and left me there. There were a few boxes in the corner that were marked with Rosetta's name on them. I went over and opened the few boxes one by one until I came across an envelope with my name on it. I opened it and began to read.

In the letter, Rosetta told me to always do my best, no matter what anyone tells me. She told me to believe in myself just like she had done all these years. That she loved me as if I were her own daughter. I started crying after I finished reading her letter. Then I closed the boxes carefully and hid the letter in my pocket. I stayed in the basement for three days with no food, no water, only reading Rosetta's letter over and over again. On the third day, my sister found me passed out. She threw cold water in my face, telling me to go back to my room. I only got a glass of water to drink and yelling from my mother and stepfather telling me to get over Rosetta's death.

After four years of torture in that place, my mother came to me one night, telling me that they sold me to the Mikhas and that I should start packing. My sister smiled at me as if she knew something. That night, I met Sergei Mikhas. One look at him made my skin crawl. I served them the whole night like I was their personal maid. On my way up to my room, I heard my parents and Sergei talk. "Don’t worry about her; after everything you told me, it will be my pleasure to take her. Make sure she's ready at 8 

a.m. tomorrow morning." I heard Sergei say this to my parents. I ran up the stairs as fast as I could.

Closing the door behind me, I fell onto my bed, thinking how my life would change tomorrow. Suddenly the door opened, and when I looked up, I saw Sergei standing there. Closing the door behind him, he walked up to me, stalking me like prey. He took my face in his hands and whispered in my ears, "From tomorrow on, your sweet little ass is mine; I will let you feel what hell is like. Don’t try anything stupid; I know you heard our conversation." He pressed my chin so hard that it felt like he was going to rip it off. He smirked at me darkly, then left as quickly as he entered. That night, I knew I had to get away if I ever wanted a normal life without abuse.

When everyone was sleeping, I took only my clothes and ran all the way here to Rome. I was lucky enough to get a job right away, and although it didn’t pay much, it was enough for food and a roof over my head. My thoughts were interrupted when I heard a noise in my kitchen, making my whole body tense. I quickly stood up and grabbed my bedside lamp. I walked slowly, knowing they had found me.

I walked quietly on the tips of my toes to the wall beside the door and prepared myself to hit the person behind the door. The door opened slowly, and the man stepped into my room only to get a lamp against his head. He hissed as he stepped back. I took this moment to step forward, ready to fight for my life, and I realized it was a strange man. "You're going to pay for that, bitch!" He growled something in his language, rubbing his head. He suddenly stepped forward and kicked my legs from under me, making me fall to the ground. Before I could register what was happening, he started to kick me in the stomach as I gasped for air.

The guy stood above me, grinning, before he grabbed me by the hair and used it to pull me up. "You can be glad the boss wants you in one piece, bitch, otherwise you would be dead by now," he said before he continued. "But that doesn't mean I can't have a little fun before I take you back." The look in his eyes made me realize I wasn't going to like what he had in store for me. He threw me at the wall, hard. The last thing I saw was the man unbuckling his belt before I passed out.
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We have been searching for the snitch the whole day, and we found little information. Walking around the office, I saw my reflection and my hair was messed up from dragging my hands through it a thousand times.I turned around and flipped the table. "Fanculo!" I shouted with anger.

I left in my car to go to the warehouse where all my shipment is. Walking in I found Stefano and Samuele already there. "Samuele, anything missing here?" I asked.

"Doesn't look like anything is gone, but we are busy counting the weapons just in case." I nod. "I think we must put men here to keep watch; they might try and raid the warehouse, and we must be ready for when that happens." Samuele nods, then proceeds to talk to our men. 

After taking care of business and making sure everything went smoothly, I decided to visit Alessandro and Lisa. I rarely visit them these days because of the shit that’s been going on in my life. I don’t want to get them involved. Getting into my car, I drove off to Alessandro's home.

"Honey! I'm home!" I shouted as soon as I stepped into the house. "Uncle Johnny!" JP shouts when he sees me running up to him to catch him.

"Aex! Gabe! Look, who's here!"He calls his brothers, and right on cue, the others join him. "Hey, guys, how have you been?" I asked as I put JP down and picked up the other two.

"Great, we are going to school, Uncle J." Alex tells me We all gave Alexander the nickname and Gabriele became Gabe. The triplets are now four years old, Lilian is turning three, and then there are the twins Gia and Elisa, who turned two recently.

"Oh, hey Johnny." Alice greets me as soon as she enters the room. "I was wondering what got the kids so excited; they have missed you. Alessandro and Lisa will be down in a minute." She tells me before going to the kitchen, I assume. Alice is still a part of the Mancini's, taking care of the household. We have grown to love her.

"Uncle J!" Lilani shouts when she notices me. She's turning ten years old; we can’t believe it’s the same little girl we met a few years back. "Hey principessa, how was school today?"

"Great, I'm taking part in a school concert. I really hope you can make it." She said excitedly. "Just tell me when and I will be there." Just then Alessandro and Lisa came in. "Look who decided to visit us again." Alessandro gives me a hug.

"Hey man." I look at Lisa and hug her too. "I'm going to get us something to drink; you guys can catch up." Lisa says before leaving us alone after calling the boys. I spent the rest of the afternoon with them when my phone started to ring. Seeing that it was Samuele, I picked it up and walked out.

"That girl from the other night lied to you; the Russians want her, but why? I don’t know." He informed me. Great, now I have to go and get her; she might be the link I was searching for to get to the Mikhas. I went back to the living room and said, "Sorry guys, but something came up and I must go. I will see you soon." Luckily, they know my business, so they understand. Just as I walked out, I bumped into Lea, the babysitter. She looked at me as if wanting to say something, but I don’t have time for chatting.

I drove towards Gioia's apartment as fast as I could. I hate it when someone lies to me. Soon I was in front of her apartment building, walking up the stairs to her door. Something didn’t seem right. Why isn't the door locked? Then I hear a commotion on the side, and taking my gun, I slowly open the door and walk inside. I look around the apartment when I hear a loud crash coming from the bedroom. Walking to the bedroom, I see a man busy taking his pants off. I increased my pace, and just as he was about to do something, I kicked him off her. "You son of a bitch!" I shout just before I pull the trigger, shooting him in the head. I turned towards the girl and went over, covering her half-naked body with my jacket. Picking her up, I carry her to my car. Stefano, go to my house; I will be there in ten." Then hang up.
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I wake up groaning at the sharp pain piercing my head; my body feels stiff and sore. I try to compose myself, wondering where I am. The last thing I remembered was the guy who broke into my apartment and threw me against the wall. Struggling to sit up straight, I looked around; I was met by a familiar room. What was I doing back here? Did this guy send someone after me? Maybe he is working with Sergei? All these questions are going through my head. I stand up abruptly, making my head pulse and my vision blurry for a moment. I let myself have a minute to compose myself before I stood up. I went over to the door only to find it locked. Strange. I thought. Why would he lock me in this room? Suddenly I heard someone by the door and quickly walked back to the bed, ignoring the pain in my stomach. The door swung open and closed, bringing my attention to the same guy from the other night.

He looked at me and asked, "Are you hurt?" In his deep Italian voice. I looked behind him, afraid that they would come in and take me. He cleared his throat after it took forever to answer him. Looking back at him, I shook my head. I really shouldn't have done that. My face scrunched up in pain as I felt a sharp pain jab in my head. "Seite,” he said more to himself than to me.

He sighed and then squinted at me. "You lied to me."

I looked at him confused. "When did I lie to you?" I let the question slip out, and realizing I said it out loud, I bit my lip. Shit!

"You know the guys who tried to kidnap you, and your name is not Gioia Brambilla." I pretend to be offended. "I did not lie about anything; if you want an ID, I can give it to you." He looked me in the eyes, feeling like he was searching for something in my eyes. I broke eye contact first and looked at the wall, which had suddenly become very interesting. "Anyone can get a fake ID. I can tell you are lying to me."

"So it was you who sent that guy to me? And now I have to hear your false accusations?" He keeps staring at me coldly, making shivers run down my spine. "I am never wrong, and I have sent no one after you; if I wanted you, I would have gone and gotten you myself." I scoffed but decided to show some respect for him since he was the one who saved my life.

"I told you I hate liars; all you have to do is tell me who you really are and why those guys wanted to kidnap you."

"And I'm telling you I didn't lie!" He shrugged and said, "You will stay in this room until you tell me the truth." He turns around, muttering something. "Hey, where are you going? You can't just leave me here locked up!' He ignored me and opened the door, looking at me one last time before closing it. I stand up and run to the door, trying to open it. "Babbuino! Open this fucking door, moron! Just wait until I get my

hands on your ugly face! You're sorry, ass, and will regret locking me up!” Okay, I may be lying now, but in fact, God sent a woman. Blond, fucking well-built—I think he can hurt a girl if she's one that likes it rough—blue eyes that look like the ocean, and oh my, those tattoos! Man, what I would give up for just one night with him. You're missing the point here. Stop drooling and focus. My subconscious tells me.

I went back to the bed, knowing he was not going to unlock it soon. My body aches. Letting out a frustrated groan, I laid back down, sighing at my situation. I was tired and afraid, and my body was aching all over. It feels like I'm back home with all these bruises. My exhaustion overtook every other emotion, and soon I found myself drifting to sleep.

I groaned, still quite sleepy, and turned my head, letting my eyes slowly open. With my eyes only half open, I could see someone standing next to the bed, groaning again. I fully opened my eyes and looked up at the person who woke me up. I quickly sat upright and pushed myself away from him. I was now fully awake. "I didn’t mean to scare you," he apologized with a small smile.

"Then you shouldn’t have stared at me like a creep while I was sleeping." I mumbled, but he must have heard it because he was laughing.

"I didn’t mean to come forward as a creep; I'm sorry." He sent me a friendly smile.

"Why are you here?" I asked, pulling the cover closer to me. "I was sent to check up on you and couldn’t help but notice that long mark on your back." I frowned.

"How did it happen?" I shrugged. "I fell on a glass table when I was a kid," I lie. He just nods, not believing the bullshit I just told him. "You're not a very good liar." He states.

"Hey, what do you mean?" I pretended to be offended. "The wound has obviously been caused by someone, because if you fell on a glass table like you said you had, the cut wouldn't be looking like an X on your back." I blushed, feeling exposed, and turned away from him. "It's alright, we all have our secrets." I just nodded without looking at him.

"How are your head and stomach feeling?" He asked, looking to see if I had any pain. "All better now, thank you." I lied again. I don’t want anyone examining me. "You know I can tell you're lying; I will send Stefano to come and check up on your stomach again. Last night, the boss told us you had a few blows to your stomach; we just need to make sure nothing is broken."

I bit my lips at the thought that someone might see all my scars. "I will give you some time to think about it," he said, moving towards the door. "What's your name?" He asked before opening the door.

Gioia!" I said without hesitation. "I'm Samuele; nice to meet you." He said it with a smile. Only then did I notice how handsome he was, from his short black hair to his  gray eyes and broad shoulders. I nodded and watched as he left the room, leaving me alone once again.

I was lying down on my bed staring at the ceiling when the door suddenly opened and the man who helped me walked in. "Ready to tell me the truth?" I just stare at him. What is his problem?

"If you tell me the truth, I will let you go." "I don’t have anything to tell you; I already told you the truth." He looked at me annoyed. "Fine, if you don’t want to tell me the truth, you will stay locked up."

"I will send someone to check on your injuries." He said before closing the door again. Leaving me to wonder why it was so important to him to tell the truth.
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"Where is Stefano?" I asked Samuele as soon as I went down.

"He and the rest of the guys are on their way over." I nodded and went to the couch, lying down. Samuele looked at me amused.

"What?" I asked when he keeps on staring at me like I have gone crazy.

"Why are you treating her like a guest? I thought she was a prisoner?" He said with a tease clear in his voice.

"I need her to tell me the truth. I think she knows the Russians but won't admit it." I tell him with a serious face, "I mean, what the fuck does he think I'm trying to do?"

"Well, I was just thinking, why treat her like a guest and not torture her to tell the truth?" Just as I was about to answer him, the others walked in.

"Good morning, boss." They greet me while walking over. "Where is breakfast this morning, boss?" Luca asked while looking around. "Now, Johnny, get your ass up and make us some breakfast." Luca says when he doesn’t see any breakfast.

"No," I mumbled. 

"Okay, I'm hungry," Ciro sighed. "Samuele, can you drag his ass over to the kitchen?" "Why do I have to do it?" Samuele asked.

"Because you were the first one here." Luca noted.

"I will do it with you," Stefano stated. "Alright," Samuele cheered. "Let’s do this." Samuele and Stefano took their stances on both my sides on the couch.

"On three," Luca encouraged, "1, 2...3!" Samuele and Stefano grabbed my arms and started pulling me.

"You're all dead." I roared. "Run!" Luca yelled. All of them run out of the room. "The beast has awakened!" Stefano yelled. They run around the house, splitting up.

I looked around and saw Ciro walking up to me. "Let's get them." I said and began walking upstairs. We went from room to room until we heard someone talking in a hush tone. I smirk, knowing they are hiding behind that door. "Hiding in the bedroom," I chuckled. "I should've known. Now are you going to make it easy or complicated?"

"Complicated," Luca announced. "You idiot, now they know we're in here," I hear Stefano say. "We already knew you were in there," Ciro added. "So are you going to 

come out?" I asked them once again. "No," Samuele replied. "Well, it looks like the door is coming down," I stated. I listen to them talking inside.

"Guys, we can take them," Luca encouraged. I smirked before taking the door down. "Attack!" Samuele yelled. They charged Ciro and me, and soon they got beaten by me and Ciro. "Alright, I give up!" Luca surrendered. After the other two also gave up, we went down. "Let’s go make breakfast. I need to talk to our guest again. And Stefano, I want you to look at her bruises again." They nod and take a seat at the counter. Ciro was busy cleaning his gun while the other three played cards.

"So, what is your plan exactly with the girl?" Samuele asked while I was busy making pancakes.

"I think we can use her to our advantage if she is working with the Russians." Samuele shakes his head. "I don’t think she is. I saw some scars on her back this morning. I think she's running away from someone." I turned around and started placing the pancakes on the counter. "Well, we will find out soon enough."

"Finally," Stefano cheered, "Pancakes." I laughed as I dished pancakes on a plate. "Aww, aren't you sweet to think about our guest," Samuele mocks. I threw him the finger. "Finish up, then follow me." After breakfast, we stood up and went upstairs.

We walk up to her room; opening the door, I see her sitting on the bed. Her eyes went wide as soon as she noticed me and the rest of the guys.
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Chapter 8
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I was lying on the bed when I heard voices outside in the hall. It sounded like they were playing some sort of game. I wondered if there were only guys in this place. After some time, I heard a door being kicked down.

Maybe they’re killing someone? my subconscious whispered. Yeah, maybe someone went to hide in a room and they got that person.

Standing up, I walked to the door, trying to listen, but all I heard was laughter. Maybe they were just playing. I didn’t know, and honestly, I didn’t care. I just wanted to get out of here.

My headache was killing me. I went back to bed, deciding to sleep for a while. My stomach began to grumble, and I realized I hadn’t eaten since yesterday. After tossing and turning for a while, I heard the door open and sat up straight, waiting for whoever it was to walk in.

My eyes went wide when I noticed the man who saved me enter, with four other men following behind.

They stepped inside my room. And let me tell you—these guys were handsome. One of them I remembered; I thought his name was Samuele.

The guy who saved me walked up to me with a plate in his hands.

“Here is some food for you. As soon as you are finished, Stefano will see to your injuries,” the handsome man told me.

I just nodded and took the plate from him. Looking at the pancakes, my mouth began to water.

“Thank you,” I said before taking a bite.

I let out a moan without realizing it, but when someone chuckled, I suddenly remembered the five men who were still in the room with me. Looking up, I saw Samuele smirk.

“Hello again.”

I nodded once more, not out of rudeness, but because these pancakes were absolutely incredible. They might have been the best I’d ever tasted—or maybe it was just because I hadn’t eaten all day.

After I finished my delicious pancakes, the man who rescued me spoke again.

“This is Stefano, Luca, Samuele, and Ciro. You’ll be seeing them a lot,” he said, pointing to each one as he said their names.

I didn’t like the idea of being in a room full of handsome men.

“Stefano will take care of your injuries,” he repeated when I didn’t respond.

Stefano walked toward me, making me move to the other side of the bed.

“I’m not going to hurt you. I just want to make sure you don’t have any broken bones,” Stefano said, giving me a reassuring smile.

When he asked me to lift my shirt, I quickly blurted, “I... I believe my ribs are not broken,” before he could move closer.

Stefano turned to his friends.

“Can I have a moment alone with her?” he asked.

Three of them nodded and walked out, except for the man whose name I still didn’t know.

“You can carry on,” was the only thing he said.

Stefano sighed, then whispered, “I won’t hurt you. I promise.”

For some reason, I trusted him. I nodded and pulled the covers off. He began examining me.

“You’re lucky—it’s just a few broken ribs and some bruises. Your head will hurt for a while; there’s a bump where you hit it. You just need to keep still for a few days so your ribs can fully heal,” he said.

No shit. I’ve been through this a lot. I think I know how long broken ribs take to heal.

I smiled politely and said, “Thank you.”

As I shifted up a bit, I felt a pair of eyes burning into me. I didn’t dare look up.

“You and I need to talk,” the man whose name I still didn’t know said.

“What about?” I asked sweetly.

“Don’t play stupid with me. We both know what we need to talk about!” His cold voice could make anyone pee their pants.

“I told you everything about me already. Excuse me—I’m exhausted.” I dismissed him.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
)

“}i\ W





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





