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Joseph thought escaping death was enough. That surviving the brutal hands of Luca Moretti’s enemies meant he could finally breathe. But the real danger has only just begun.

With blood on his hands and a price on his head, Joseph is no longer just a survivor—he’s a target. Every rival mafia, every vengeful enemy, every ghost from Luca’s violent past wants a piece of him. And Luca? He won’t let them take what’s his.

Possessive. Ruthless. Unforgiving. Luca will burn the city to the ground before letting anyone touch Joseph again. But in a world of bloodstained loyalty and twisted desires, protection comes at a price.

And Joseph is about to learn that loving a monster means becoming one, too.
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​Chapter one

​Joseph
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Pain.

It greeted me the second I clawed my way back to consciousness, a dull, relentless ache that throbbed through every inch of my body. My head pounded like someone had taken a fucking hammer to it, my ribs felt like they’d been cracked open and stitched back together wrong, and my wrists—tied, restrained—burned with raw irritation.

I was tied to a chair.

Fuck.

The room smelled of damp concrete and cigarettes, the air thick with something rotten. Dim, flickering light buzzed overhead, casting long shadows that moved like they were alive. My tongue was dry, thick, the metallic taste of blood lingering at the back of my throat.

Panic should have hit me first. It should have choked me, sent me spiraling. But all I felt was rage.

Those bastards had taken me.

They had fucking taken me from Luca.

I breathed through the fury boiling in my veins, forcing my pulse to slow. Losing my shit wouldn’t get me out of here. I needed to think, to figure out who the hell had the balls to do this.

Footsteps echoed in the distance. Slow. Deliberate.

I lifted my head, forcing my swollen eyes open as the door creaked. A man stepped inside, dressed in all black, his sharp gaze pinning me to the chair like a goddamn knife to my throat.

"Awake, are we?" His voice was smooth, mocking. "Figured you’d be out a little longer. You took quite a hit."

I licked the blood from my split lip, my jaw tightening. "And yet, here I am. Not dead. Disappointing, huh?"

He chuckled, stepping closer, crouching in front of me. "Oh, we don’t want you dead, Joseph. Not yet."

The way he said my name made my skin crawl.

I forced a smirk. "Then what? You need a hostage? Leverage? Let me guess—you want to make a deal with Luca?"

His grin widened, but his eyes were cold. "Luca Moretti took something from us. So we took something from him."

A sick feeling curled in my stomach, but I didn’t let it show.

"You think he’ll trade?" I laughed, shaking my head. "You don’t know him at all, do you?"

He grabbed my jaw, fingers digging in painfully. "Oh, he’ll come. He’ll beg. And then we’ll put a bullet between his fucking eyes."

I stilled. Not because I believed him—but because I knew Luca.

He would come for me. He would burn this place to the ground.

And every single one of these fuckers would die screaming.

The room was a goddamn dungeon.

Cold concrete pressed against my bare feet, rough and uneven, dirt caked into the cracks. The air was thick with the acrid stench of sweat, old blood, and something sickly sweet—rotting. A single bulb hung from the ceiling, swaying slightly, casting jagged shadows along the walls. I could hear water dripping somewhere, the steady plunk plunk plunk like a slow fucking countdown.

My wrists were bound behind me, tight enough that the rope had already bitten into my skin. My shoulders ached from the forced position, my muscles screaming every time I shifted. Whoever had tied me up knew what they were doing.

But they had no idea who the fuck they were dealing with.

I breathed through the pain, ignoring the sharp sting of my busted lip, the dull throb in my ribs. My head still spun from the crash, the gunshot that had torn through Luca’s car, the bright white light of the helicopter before everything had gone dark.

Now I was here. In this pit.

A pawn in someone’s fucking war.

The man in front of me—Mr. I-think-I’m-intimidating—still had his hand on my jaw, fingers digging in like he expected me to cower. His breath smelled like cheap whiskey and stale cigarettes, and I had to fight the urge to wrinkle my nose.

He wanted a reaction. I wouldn’t give him one.

"You're really fucking stupid if you think this is going to end well for you," I muttered, my voice hoarse but steady.

His fingers tightened for a split second before he yanked his hand away, rising to his full height. "Brave little thing, aren’t you?" He smirked, tilting his head. "Let’s see how long that lasts."

I didn't move. I didn’t flinch.

Luca would come.

That wasn’t a hope—it was a goddamn fact.

But I wasn’t about to sit here and wait like some fucking damsel.

I flexed my wrists, testing the bindings. Rough rope, thick. No give. My fingers were starting to go numb from the lack of circulation. I bit the inside of my cheek, keeping my breathing slow and even.

The man stepped back, pacing. "Luca Moretti thinks he owns this city. Thinks he can take whatever the fuck he wants without consequence." He turned, sneering down at me. "We’re about to teach him otherwise."

I let out a slow breath, forcing myself to relax into the chair.

"That’s a cute speech," I said, tilting my head. "You practice it in the mirror?"

His jaw ticked.

A flicker of satisfaction curled in my gut. Pissing him off might not have been smart, but I’d be damned if I let him think he had me shaken.

He nodded toward the door.

A second man stepped inside, broader than the first, with the kind of dead eyes that told me he’d killed before and didn’t lose sleep over it.

My pulse kicked up.

Not fear—focus.

"You know," the first man mused, circling me like a predator, "there are easier ways to make Luca suffer than killing him outright." His fingers trailed over the back of my chair, casual, calculated. "Taking you? That was the first step. But breaking you? That’ll be the fun part."

I clenched my jaw, my stomach twisting.

Fuck.

I knew what he was implying. And I knew exactly what kind of men I was dealing with now.

Rapists. Torturers.

Monsters who didn’t just want blood. They wanted ruin.

I kept my expression blank, even as my heart slammed against my ribs.

If I panicked, I was already dead.

"That’s the plan, huh?" My voice was steadier than I expected. "Torture me? Hurt me? Think that’ll make Luca crawl?" I huffed a bitter laugh. "You really don’t fucking know him."

The broad one moved first, gripping my hair and yanking my head back so fast my vision blurred. Pain shot through my scalp, my throat bared, vulnerable.

"We’re about to know you real well, pretty boy," he murmured.

I swallowed back bile, my breathing sharp.

But before I could respond—before he could do anything—a sound cut through the room.  

Distant. Low.

A rhythmic thump-thump-thump, steady and growing louder.

The fucking helicopter.

Luca.

I nearly laughed.

The second the light from outside flickered—shadows shifting, men turning toward the door—I knew.

They were already dead.

The door exploded inward.

Not a dramatic bang—no, this was precise. Calculated. A controlled breach designed for maximum impact. The sound barely had time to register before gunfire erupted, sharp and deafening, the scent of gunpowder burning through the air.

The man gripping my hair jerked away, instinctively reaching for his weapon, but he was too fucking slow. A single shot cracked through the room, and his body dropped—dead before he hit the ground.

The other one turned, scrambling for cover.

He didn’t make it.

A second shot. A sickening thud. Silence.

The ringing in my ears barely faded before I saw him.

Luca.

He stepped through the doorway like death incarnate—dressed in black, shoulders squared, eyes cold as fucking ice. Blood spattered his sleeve, but his face was clean, composed.

Like this was nothing to him.

Like killing for me was just another Tuesday.

His gaze landed on me, and for a second, the world narrowed.

I let out a shaky breath, my pulse erratic.

Luca moved without hesitation, crossing the space in three long strides. His knife flashed in the dim light as he cut the rope at my wrists, the fibers snapping easily beneath the blade. The moment I was free, his hands were on me, gripping my jaw, tilting my face up as his gaze burned into mine.

"They touched you?" His voice was low, controlled—too controlled.

I swallowed. "Didn’t get the chance."

His jaw clenched, his fingers tightening slightly before releasing. He exhaled sharply, something dark flickering behind his eyes.

Then, without warning, he yanked me to my feet, pulling me flush against him.

My breath caught.

His scent—smoke, leather, and something distinctly Luca—hit me all at once, overwhelming, suffocating. His body was solid, heat radiating off him, his grip ironclad.

"You scared the fuck out of me, Piccolo," he murmured, his lips brushing my temple, the barest hint of a tremor in his voice.

I almost laughed. "I scared you? That’s rich."

His hold tightened.

Then, just as suddenly, he pulled back, his expression hardening.

"Let’s go." His tone left no room for argument.

I nodded, swallowing past the lump in my throat.

Luca turned, leading the way out.

Bodies littered the hallway—his men had done their job. Efficient. Brutal. The air was thick with the metallic scent of blood, but Luca didn’t spare them a glance.

He only looked at me.

Like I was the only thing that mattered.

And fuck—maybe I was.

The night air hit me like a slap. Cold. Sharp. Laced with the scent of gunpowder, blood, and gasoline. My legs were unsteady, the bruises on my body flaring to life as I moved, but Luca’s grip on my wrist was unrelenting, dragging me forward without hesitation.

The black SUV was waiting, engine humming, tinted windows reflecting the glow of distant streetlights. One of his men held the back door open, eyes scanning the perimeter, gun still drawn. Luca pushed me inside first, following right after.

The door slammed shut. The world outside blurred as the driver took off, tires screeching against the pavement.

My breath was uneven, my heart still trying to catch up. I pressed my palm against my ribs, wincing at the sharp ache blooming beneath my skin.

Luca’s gaze didn’t miss a fucking thing.

His jacket was already off, the sleeves of his shirt rolled up, dried blood staining the fabric near his wrist. He leaned forward, elbows on his knees, staring at me like I was something breakable.

Like I hadn’t just been ripped out of the hands of men who wanted me dead.

"Piccolo." His voice was softer now, but there was no missing the steel beneath it. "Look at me."

I did. And immediately regretted it.

Because I saw it.

The rage still simmering beneath his skin. The restraint coiled tight in his muscles. The way his hands flexed, like he was still on the verge of grabbing his gun and finishing the job.

But worse than that—I saw the fear.

Not a fear for himself. No, Luca Moretti didn’t fear anything.

But for me?

It was there. Unspoken.

And it fucking wrecked me.

I swallowed hard. "I’m okay."

His jaw tightened. "Don’t lie to me."

I almost laughed, the sound bitter. "I’m not. I mean—yeah, I feel like I got hit by a truck, but I’m alive. You got to me in time."

His eyes darkened. "Damn right I did."

The words were a quiet promise. A vow that he would always get to me in time.

My throat went dry.

I dropped my gaze to my lap, fingers flexing against my thighs. "They said—" I hesitated. "They said they were going to send a message. That they didn’t need to kill me to hurt you."

Luca stilled. Completely.

His breathing, his movements—everything went deadly silent.

And then, in a voice so low it sent shivers down my spine, he said, "They thought they could use you against me?"

I nodded slowly.

His tongue flicked over his bottom lip, slow and deliberate, like he was tasting the blood he was about to spill.

"They were fucking wrong."

I swallowed, the weight of his words sinking deep.

Luca didn’t make empty threats. He didn’t give warnings.

He delivered consequences.

The SUV took a sharp turn, and I realized I didn’t even know where we were going.

"Where—" I started, but Luca cut me off.

"Home."

The finality in his tone left no room for argument.

Home.

Not just his home. But mine.

I exhaled, letting my head fall back against the seat. The adrenaline was fading, leaving behind exhaustion, soreness, and something else—something far more dangerous.

A feeling I didn’t know what to do with.

Because Luca Moretti wasn’t just a man who had saved me.

He wasn’t just the ruthless mafia boss who had taken me in, claimed me as his, and torn apart anyone who tried to take me away.

He was the only thing in my life that felt certain.

And that should’ve terrified me.

But instead, I let my eyes slip shut, knowing that as long as I was next to him—no one would ever touch me again.

Luca’s eyes stayed locked on me, sharp and unwavering, even as the car sped through the city streets. His fingers drummed against his knee, controlled, calculated, but I could see it—the rage he was barely keeping in check.

He exhaled through his nose, then spoke, his voice lower now, rough. "Did they touch you?"

I blinked.

His words weren’t casual. They weren’t thrown carelessly into the air like a simple question. No, this was something else.

Something lethal.

I swallowed hard, my fingers curling into the fabric of my jeans. "No."

His jaw ticked. "Did they hurt you?"

I hesitated.

Physically? Not really. I was bruised, sore as fuck, but nothing I hadn’t already been through. Nothing that would last.

But the way they spoke—the way they talked about me like I was just a tool, a weakness in Luca’s armor—it had done something to me.

Made me realize that I wasn’t just caught up in this world.

I was in it now.

And there was no getting out.

I exhaled, pressing my palm against my ribs again. "I’m fine, Luca."

He didn’t believe me. I could tell. His fingers twitched like he wanted to reach out, like he wanted to run his hands over me, check for injuries himself.

Instead, he leaned forward, his voice dropping to something darker.

"Don’t lie to me, Joseph."

I met his gaze, throat tight. "I’m not."

His lips parted, like he was going to argue, but he stopped himself. His nostrils flared as he sat back, his hands forming fists against his thighs.

"You have no fucking idea what I was about to do," he muttered, mostly to himself.

I tilted my head. "What does that mean?"

Luca’s smirk was anything but amused. "It means I was one second away from burning this entire fucking city to the ground."

A shiver crawled down my spine.

Because I believed him.

I had seen what Luca Moretti was capable of. I had seen the bodies left in his wake.

And yet, I wasn’t scared of him.

I was scared of what it meant that I wasn’t.
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​Chapter two

​Luca
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"Where the fuck did they touch you?"

My voice came out sharp, cutting through the silence like a blade. Joseph flinched, barely, but I caught it. His fingers curled tighter against his knee, and that alone told me more than any goddamn answer ever could.

"Luca—"

"Answer me." My grip on the wheel was lethal, my pulse a fucking war drum in my ears. "Did they put their hands on you?"

He exhaled sharply, jaw tightening. "No."

I knew a lie when I heard one.

I swerved the car off the road so fast Joseph’s breath hitched, his body jerking against the seat. The second we stopped, I turned on him, one hand gripping the headrest beside him, caging him in.

"Don’t fucking lie to me, Piccolo." My voice was lower now, darker, dripping with the kind of rage that made men beg. "Tell me exactly what they did before I rip their fucking throats out."

Joseph’s eyes met mine, and there was something in them—something raw, something broken that he didn’t want me to see. But I did see it. And I’d fucking destroy whoever put it there.

"They didn’t touch me, Luca." He swallowed, his voice hoarse, quieter. "They just... talked."

I stared at him, my blood like fucking gasoline in my veins. "Talked," I echoed.

His throat bobbed. "About you. About me. About what it would mean to break me—" He cut himself off, shaking his head. "It doesn’t matter."

I saw red.

"Everything about you fucking matters, Joseph." My fingers flexed beside his head, resisting the urge to touch him—to pull him closer, to remind him that no one, no one, could ever fucking break him.

His breath stuttered, lips parting, and I saw the way his chest rose and fell, too fast, too fucking uneven.

He was trying to hold it together.

"Luca..." His voice was softer now, edged with something dangerous. Something that made my grip tighten.

I leaned in, just enough that my breath ghosted over his skin. "You don’t understand what I was about to do, Piccolo. I was ready to kill every last one of them. Burn their families. Their homes. Make their fucking bloodline disappear."

A shiver ran through him.

Not from fear.

From something darker.

His tongue darted out, wetting his lips, and my eyes dropped to the movement like I was starving.

"You’re insane," he muttered.

"For you?" My smirk was slow, dangerous. "Always."

"Don’t."

The word came out sharp, cutting through the tension like a blade. My fingers twitched against the headrest, my body thrumming with a violence I barely kept on a leash.

Joseph’s gaze dropped, his throat bobbing as he swallowed. "Luca, I—"

"Don’t you fucking dare apologize to me." My voice was low, rough, vibrating with the kind of rage that made men beg for mercy. "You think any of this is your fault? That you owe me a goddamn ‘sorry’ after what they did?"

His fingers curled against his knee, and I fucking hated it. Hated that he was still trying to carry this alone, still trying to be the same stubborn, reckless bastard who thought he could survive without me.

"I shouldn’t have taken your car. I shouldn’t have stayed out. If I had just gone straight home—"

"Shut. The fuck. Up."

Joseph flinched. Not because he was scared—I knew him better than that. No, this was something else. This was him realizing exactly how far gone I was, how deep my fury ran.

"I’ll tell you who should be sorry," I muttered, my hand gripping his chin, forcing him to meet my gaze. His lips parted slightly, and fuck, I wanted to devour him whole. "Every last one of those motherfuckers who thought they could touch what’s mine."

His breath hitched. "Luca—"

"I’m going to find them, Joseph. Every single one. And I’m going to make them wish they never fucking breathed."

His chest rose and fell too fast, his pupils blown wide, and maybe—just maybe—a part of him liked hearing that.

I leaned in, my mouth barely an inch from his. "You don’t say ‘sorry’ to me, Piccolo." My grip tightened, just enough to make him shiver. "Not for this. Not ever."

Joseph’s lips parted, but no words came out. His breath was warm against my face, uneven, like he wasn’t sure whether to pull away or lean in.

I knew what I wanted. I wanted to own this moment, own him, remind him exactly who the fuck he belonged to. But now wasn’t the time. Not when his body was still marked with bruises that weren’t mine. Not when I could still see the ghost of their fucking hands on him.

I let go of his chin, watching as he exhaled shakily, his fingers gripping the sheets beneath him.

"What did they do to you?" My voice was calmer now, but it was the kind of calm that came before a storm. The kind that meant someone was about to die screaming.

Joseph hesitated. A flicker of something crossed his face, too quick for me to catch.

"They—", he stopped, dragging a hand through his hair. "They didn’t— I mean, they roughed me up, but they didn’t—"

I clenched my jaw so tight it fucking hurt. "You’re lying."

"I’m not—"

"Don’t." My eyes burned into his, daring him to keep bullshitting me. "I can see it all over you. You’re holding something back."

His throat bobbed. I watched his fingers dig into the sheets, his body tense like a cornered animal. And I hated that. Hated that he thought he had to protect me from the truth.

"Tell me, Joseph," I murmured, leaning in just enough that he had nowhere to look but me. "Did they put their fucking hands on you?"

His breath hitched. "No. Not like that."

That wasn’t a fucking answer.

I moved before I even knew what I was doing, gripping his wrist and pressing his hand against my chest. Against my heartbeat—fast, furious, vibrating with the rage I was barely holding back.

"You feel that?" I whispered. "That’s what happens when someone tries to take what’s mine."

His breath stuttered. His fingers twitched against my skin.

"They’re already dead, Joseph. They just don’t know it yet."

Silence stretched between us. Thick. Suffocating.

Then, finally, his fingers curled into the fabric of my shirt, his grip tight like he needed something to anchor him.

"Luca," he breathed. Not a protest. Not a plea. Just my fucking name.

And it was enough. For now.

Joseph moved before I could stop him. His arms wrapped around my waist, his face pressing against my chest like he belonged there. Like he fucking needed this.

I stiffened, not because I didn’t want it, but because I wasn’t used to it. Affection wasn’t something that came naturally to me—it was raw, unfiltered, dangerous. But when Joseph clung to me like that, his breath uneven, his fingers gripping the back of my shirt like I might disappear—I let him.

I let him, because fuck, maybe I needed it too.

I exhaled slowly, my hands hovering for a second before I gave in, wrapping my arms around him, holding him close. His body was warm, trembling just enough for me to notice.

"I was scared," he muttered against my chest, voice rough. "I thought—" He sucked in a sharp breath. "I thought I wouldn’t make it back to you."

My grip tightened. "Don’t say that."

"But it’s true," he whispered. "They had me, Luca. If you hadn’t—"

"But I did." My voice was low, dark. "And no one will ever take you from me again."

He shuddered, his fingers curling into my shirt.

I pressed my lips against his hair, closing my eyes for a second.

"You're mine, Joseph. Always."

He didn’t answer. He just held on tighter.

Joseph's grip on me loosened slightly, but he didn't let go completely. His breath was still uneven, his body still tense. I pulled back just enough to see his face—his lips were parted, eyes dark with something I couldn’t quite place. Exhaustion, fear, relief.

I ran my thumb over his cheek, feeling the warmth of his skin beneath my touch. "Let’s go home," I murmured, my voice rougher than I intended.

He nodded, but there was hesitation in his eyes. A flicker of something unspoken. I didn’t push. Not here. Not now.

With one last glance at the bodies littering the ground, I slipped an arm around Joseph’s waist and led him toward the waiting car. My men stood at a distance, their gazes sharp, but they knew better than to say anything.

As we slid into the backseat, Joseph leaned against me, his fingers gripping the fabric of my jacket. I let him.

"Are we safe now?" he asked, voice barely above a whisper.

I exhaled slowly, pressing a kiss to his temple. "With me? Always."



The drive back was quiet, the weight of the night settling over us like a storm that had passed but left destruction in its wake. Joseph didn’t speak much, his fingers still curled into the fabric of my jacket, like he needed the physical reminder that I was here. That I was real.

I kept an arm around him, my thumb tracing slow, steady circles against his hip. He was tense. Worn down. But he was mine, and I’d burn the whole fucking world down before I let anyone touch him again.

When we finally pulled up to the mansion, the gates opened without a sound, and the moment the car rolled to a stop, I was out, my grip firm on Joseph’s wrist as I pulled him with me.

The grand doors swung open, the dim golden glow of the chandeliers casting long shadows across the marble floors. The house smelled like expensive whiskey and leather, familiar and untouched, as if the chaos of the past few days hadn’t left a fucking scar. But I had. Joseph had.

As soon as we stepped inside, I shut the door behind us and locked it. No one would take him from me again. No one would fucking try.

Joseph stood in the entryway, his shoulders drawn tight, his hoodie loose on his frame. He looked smaller than usual, vulnerable in a way that made something dark coil in my chest. I hated it. Hated that they had made him feel this way.

I turned to him, tilting his chin up with two fingers. His gaze flicked up to meet mine, a mix of exhaustion and something raw beneath it.

"We’re home," I murmured.

He swallowed hard. "Yeah."

But I could still see it in his eyes—the fear, the hesitation. He wasn’t fully here yet. He was still back there, still trapped in the fucking nightmare of it all.

I wasn’t going to let that stand.

I crowded into his space, pressing him back until his spine hit the wall, my hands braced on either side of him. "Look at me, Piccolo."

His breath hitched, but he obeyed.

"You’re here. With me. Safe." I dragged my fingers along his jaw, my voice dropping lower. "Say it."

He hesitated for only a second. Then— "I’m here. With you. Safe."

I hummed in approval, my lips barely brushing against his temple. "Good boy."

His entire body shivered, his fingers twitching at his sides.

I smirked, shifting just enough to look down at him fully. "Now tell me what you need, Joseph."

Because whatever it was—I’d fucking give it to him.

Joseph flinched when I traced my fingers down his arm, his breath catching as my touch ghosted over a bruise hidden beneath his hoodie. My jaw clenched.

"You need to let me see," I said, my voice rough, barely controlled.

"It’s fine—"

"Take it off."

His lips parted like he wanted to argue, but I was already gripping the hem of his hoodie, dragging it upward. He sucked in a breath as the fabric lifted, revealing the damage beneath.

Fucking hell.

Dark bruises bloomed across his ribs, angry and deep, the kind that hadn’t just been from rough handling. No—these were from fists, from force. A cut trailed down his side, dried blood crusting at the edges, and when I caught sight of a faint handprint bruising his wrist, something inside me snapped.

"Who did this?" My voice was low, deadly.

Joseph hesitated, his eyes flickering with something unreadable. "I don’t—"

"Don’t fucking lie to me."

His throat worked as he swallowed, looking away. "It doesn’t matter."

I gripped his chin, forcing his gaze back to mine. "Everything about you fucking matters, Piccolo."

His breath hitched.

I released him only to grab his wrist, guiding him toward the massive bathroom down the hall. The room was dimly lit, the marble floors cool beneath our feet, the scent of clean linen and faint cologne lingering in the air. I turned on the faucet, letting warm water fill the sink before reaching for the first aid kit tucked away in the cabinet.

Joseph watched me, his eyes cautious, uncertain.

"Sit." I nodded toward the counter.

For once, he didn’t argue. He pushed himself up onto the edge of the sink, his legs spreading slightly as he braced his hands on either side. He exhaled slowly, wincing as I kneeled in front of him, my fingers gently tracing over the cut on his side.

"You should’ve told me," I muttered, grabbing antiseptic and dabbing at the wound. He hissed through his teeth, but I didn’t ease up. "I would’ve killed them slower."

"You already killed them, didn’t you?" he murmured.

I smirked, tilting my head up to meet his gaze. "You think I’d let them live after laying a fucking hand on you?"

Joseph’s throat bobbed, something flickering behind his eyes—relief? Fear? Something deeper?

I kept working, cleaning every cut, my touch firm but careful. He stayed quiet as I wrapped gauze around his ribs, my hands smoothing over the bandages, lingering just a little longer than necessary.

His skin was warm beneath my fingers. Bruised, but still his. Still mine.

When I finally pulled back, his hands twitched, like he wanted to reach for me but didn’t know how.

"Luca—"

"You don’t have to say anything." I exhaled, pressing my palm against his knee. "Just let me take care of you."

His lips parted slightly, his body shifting closer, as if some invisible pull was drawing him in.

"Okay," he whispered.

I ran my hands down his legs, checking for more damage. My fingers stilled when I reached his thigh.

"Joseph." My voice was sharper than I intended. He tensed.

There was a deep gash running along the side of his thigh, hidden under the fabric of his jeans. Blood had soaked through, dark against the denim.

"Why the fuck didn’t you tell me about this?" I growled.

He exhaled slowly, avoiding my eyes. "I didn’t think it was that bad."

I clenched my jaw. "Take off your jeans."

His gaze snapped to mine.

"Luca—"

"I need to clean it, stitch it up. You’re not bleeding out on my fucking bathroom floor."

He hesitated, then sighed, shifting to undo the button of his jeans. He pushed them down slowly, wincing as the fabric peeled away from the wound. When he was left in just his black briefs, I could finally see the full extent of the damage.

The cut was deep, jagged—someone had done this deliberately.

A fresh wave of rage curled in my chest.

"I need to numb it before I stitch it up," I muttered, reaching for the anesthetic. "It’s going to sting like a bitch, but it’s better than the alternative."

Joseph swallowed hard, gripping the counter. "Just do it."

I grabbed the small syringe and pressed my hand against his thigh, steadying him. His muscles were tense beneath my fingers, his breath uneven.

"Relax, Piccolo." My voice was low, coaxing.

He huffed. "Hard to relax when you’re about to stab me."

I smirked, then slid the needle into his skin. He sucked in a sharp breath, his knuckles whitening around the counter’s edge, but he didn’t make a sound.

"Good," I murmured, my hand smoothing over his thigh as I worked.

After a few moments, I tested the area. "Feel that?"

He shook his head, exhaling. "No."

"Good."

I grabbed the needle and thread, my focus narrowing. Stitching up wounds wasn’t new to me—I’d done this countless times before. But this was different. This was him.

Each precise movement felt personal, intimate in a way that had nothing to do with blood or pain. My fingers lingered against his skin longer than they needed to, the warmth of him sinking into me.

"Almost done," I murmured.

Joseph didn’t respond, just watched me with hooded eyes.

When I tied off the last stitch, I reached for the bandages, pressing them carefully over the wound. My hands slid up, brushing his hip, my fingers curling against his side.

His breath hitched.

I met his gaze, my own heartbeat pounding heavier than it should have.

"You should’ve told me about this sooner."

"I didn’t want to worry you."

I scoffed, my grip tightening slightly.

"You’re mine to worry about."

A flicker of something crossed his face—something dark, something hesitant. His lips parted, like he wanted to say something, but instead, he leaned in just a fraction.

I felt it, the shift between us.

My fingers flexed against his skin. His eyes searched mine.

"Luca—"

The way he said my name—soft, uncertain, wanting—made my control snap like a thread pulled too tight.

I didn’t think. I didn’t hesitate.

One hand gripped his waist, the other slid up his back, fingers curling into his skin as I pulled him closer.

"Say it again," I demanded, my voice rough.

Joseph swallowed, his breath ghosting over my lips. "Luca."

A growl rumbled in my chest. I slammed my mouth against his, claiming him, devouring him.

He gasped into the kiss, his body tensing before melting into me. My hand slid lower, gripping his hip, feeling the way his muscles tensed beneath my palm.

"You have no fucking idea what you do to me, Piccolo," I murmured against his lips.

His fingers curled into my shirt, clutching the fabric as if I was the only thing holding him upright.

"Then show me."

Fuck.

I spun him, pressing him against the counter, my hands caging him in. My mouth trailed down his jaw, nipping at the soft skin of his throat. He tilted his head back, exposing more of himself to me, and I took it—biting, sucking, leaving marks that told the world exactly who he belonged to.

"Mine," I growled, pressing my body against his.

His breath hitched, and his hands found my shoulders, gripping me like I was the only thing keeping him steady.

"Luca..."

I pulled back just enough to look at him—his pupils blown wide, lips swollen, chest rising and falling in uneven breaths. He was beautiful like this. Perfect.

And he was mine.

I dragged my thumb across his lower lip, feeling the heat of him. "You sure you can handle this right now, Piccolo?"

A smirk ghosted across his lips. "You stitched me up. Not like I’m dying."

I let out a dark chuckle. "Cocky little thing."

Then I lifted him, making him gasp as I carried him toward the bedroom.
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