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For you. Always for you.

Author’s Notes

Hi lovelies,

First, thank you for even picking up this book. The fact that you’re here, holding my words in your hands or on your screen, means more than I can ever explain. Writing Submissive wasn’t just about creating a dark romance with danger, knots, and power plays — it was about pouring pieces of myself into every page. The pain, the passion, the stubbornness, the hope... it’s all in here.

This story came alive because I refused to sugarcoat the darkness. I wanted to write a romance that felt raw, unpolished, and unapologetic — a story where survival and surrender collide, where trust isn’t given easily but when it’s earned, it’s unbreakable. You’ll see scars here, both physical and emotional. You’ll see fire and tenderness in the same breath. And I hope that as you read, you’ll feel the tension just as much as the love.

To those of you who have been with me from the very beginning — thank you for believing in me when this was just an idea and scraps of chapters saved on my phone. And if this is your first time diving into one of my books, welcome to the world of Dark Ties. It’s messy, dangerous, addictive, and I promise you — every twist and every knot is intentional.

I also want to be real with you for a second: being an indie author isn’t easy. Every review you leave, every recommendation you give to a friend, every word of encouragement means the world. It’s how stories like this one keep breathing. So if this book speaks to you — let me know. I’d love to hear it.

Most importantly, thank you for giving me your time. Out of all the stories out there, you chose mine. And that is something I’ll never take for granted.

Until the next chapter,

With all my love,

Micala G
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Chapter One — Rope And Ruin

Giulia’s POV

The rope remembered my skin.

It burned in the same places where it had once held me safe. Mateo’s rope had been warmth, steadiness. Rope that anchored me when the world threatened to spin me apart. Rope that meant choice. Rope that whispered trust me when my own lungs didn’t.

But this rope was not his.

It bit into my wrists with a cruelty that felt deliberate. It stole the blood from my hands, leaving fire in its place. Where Mateo’s knots had steadied, Bellandi’s knots punished. They weren’t made to hold me — they were made to own me.

The warehouse stank of mildew and oil. A single bulb swung overhead, cutting the darkness into slices of light and shadow that kept shifting. Every flicker made the shadows crawl closer, like they wanted to swallow me whole.

Wooden crates towered against the walls. Dust clung to their corners. Rust stained the iron seams. I could hear water dripping somewhere unseen, the slow rhythm of it mocking my own pulse.

Marco Bellandi paced the space with the calm of a man who had all the time in the world. Each step echoed like a metronome, deliberate and steady. He didn’t need to speak yet. The sound of his shoes was enough to say: You’re already mine.

Behind him stood his lieutenants.

Enzo Vitale leaned against a crate, knife glinting faintly even when he held it low. He didn’t speak, didn’t need to — the steel in his hand said enough. His silence was heavier than anyone else’s noise.

Rocco Esposito smirked, lazy against another crate. He treated me like a show. His eyes dragged over me, hungry not for flesh but for weakness. He wanted bruises. He wanted to see me crack.

Dominic Ferrari couldn’t stop moving. He paced like a caged dog, restless energy spilling from him. A lighter clicked open and shut in his hand, sparks flashing every few seconds. Each strike was a tiny explosion in the silence.

And then there was Bellandi himself.

He circled me like I was an artifact he’d stolen and didn’t yet know where to display. His presence was heavier than the rope on my wrists. The others were threats. Bellandi was inevitability.

“Pretty little thing,” Rocco drawled. “Not so pretty when the marks bloom, eh? When the rope bites deep?”

Dominic snorted, flicking the lighter again. “She’s not here to be pretty. She’s here to remind Bianchi what happens when you forget who runs this city. And I say we make the reminder permanent.”

The spark flared again, too bright in my eyes.

Enzo said nothing, but the knife tapped lightly against his thigh. Tap. Tap. Tap. Each beat was worse than their voices. Patient. Certain.

Marco finally stopped pacing. He stood before me, gaze dropping to the rope at my wrists. His hand rose. He didn’t strike. Didn’t touch me. Just tugged the rope once. The fibers bit cruelly into my skin.

“Mateo made you believe rope was trust,” Bellandi murmured. His voice was calm, almost kind. “He lied. Rope is control. Rope is mine.”

I clenched my jaw. My voice came raw, but steady. “It will never be yours.”

The silence that followed was sharp enough to cut.

Then Rocco laughed, loud and ugly. “Oh, she’s got fire. Bet she screams even better.”

Dominic leaned closer, the stink of smoke clinging to his clothes. “Bet Bianchi’s tearing his empire apart for her already. Poor bastard won’t have anything left by the time we’re done.”

My stomach twisted, but I didn’t give them the satisfaction of flinching.

Bellandi didn’t laugh. He only studied me, weighing me like he was measuring rope for a hanging. “You think he’ll come for you? He will. That’s the point.”

He leaned closer, his breath brushing my ear.

“Every scream, every mark — he’ll feel them. And when he comes, he’ll come broken.”

Mateo’s POV

The city was already bleeding, and still I had no trace of her.

Adriano stood by the shattered window of the penthouse, jaw locked. Luca paced like a wolf in too small a cage, fury vibrating off him.

I’d turned New York upside down in two days. Warehouses burned. Safe houses gutted. Men pulled off the street and broken under my fists. I’d spilled enough blood to drown half the city, and it still wasn’t hers.

The problem wasn’t that Bellandi was hiding her. It was that he was showing me I couldn’t find her. Every trail cut clean, every witness vanished. He was already inside my skin, pulling me by strings I refused to admit were there.

“She’s not in this city,” Adriano said quietly.

I ignored him, driving my fist into the table until wood splintered.

“She’s here,” I growled. “She has to be. He wouldn’t risk moving her yet.”

But even as I said it, doubt slid sharp under my ribs.

Luca stopped pacing. “And if he already has? If he’s one step ahead?”

“Then I’ll follow him,” I snapped. “Wherever he takes her, I’ll burn the road behind me.”

Giulia’s POV

The rope cut deeper as the hours dragged, and my shoulders ached from the strain. My lips were cracked, my throat raw, but I forced myself to sit tall. I refused to give them the sight of me bowing.

Rocco was the first to grow bored. He kicked at a crate, laughed when dust billowed. “She’s tougher than she looks,” he said, like I wasn’t sitting right there. “Bet she’s soft inside, though. They always are.”

Dominic’s lighter flicked. “I say we see just how soft.”

Enzo finally spoke, his voice flat as the knife in his hand. “Bellandi said not yet.”

The three of them shifted like hounds at a chain, snapping teeth but waiting for the leash to drop.

Marco crouched in front of me, and the room stilled. He didn’t need to raise his voice. His presence was weight enough.

“You’re wondering why I haven’t touched you,” he said. “Why I let them circle while I only watch.”

I didn’t answer. My silence was all I had.

He smiled faintly. “It’s because breaking you isn’t the goal. Not yet. The goal is for him to break. For every mark on you to echo in him until he can’t breathe without thinking of me.”

My pulse hammered, but I locked my eyes on his. “He’ll kill you for it.”

“I know.” He leaned closer, his smile sharp. “That’s the beauty of it.”

Mateo’s POV

The last man sagged in the chair, his face a ruin under my fists. Blood smeared across my knuckles, hot and sticky.

He hadn’t told me anything I didn’t already know. None of them had.

“They’re ghosts,” Adriano said behind me. “Every man we find disappears before we reach him. Names false. Paper trails burned. He’s pulling you in circles.”

I turned, breath sharp, eyes burning. “Then I’ll burn wider circles. I’ll tear the whole city apart until there’s nothing left to hide behind.”

Luca’s voice was iron. “And when there’s nothing left, and still no her? What then?”

I said nothing. My silence was a promise.

Giulia’s POV

Marco Bellandi finally untied the gag at my mouth. My lips were bleeding where the cloth had cut, but I refused to lick them. I refused to show him weakness.

“You’ll write soon,” he said.

My stomach lurched. “Write what?”

He tilted his head, studying me like a puzzle he already knew the answer to. “Not tonight. Soon. When the time is right, your own hand will summon him to me.”

My heart thudded.

He smiled, faint and calm. “Every knot begins where it was first tied. And if he wants you...” His fingers traced the rope at my wrist, tugging it tighter until I gasped. “...he’ll come home.”

Mateo’s POV

The city bent under me.

Every streetlight, every alley, every whisper — I owned them. Or I thought I did. But Bellandi had threaded his rope through this city while I was too busy believing it would never matter. Now every knot he’d tied was strangling me, and still I couldn’t find her.

Another warehouse burned behind us, smoke curling against the dawn. My men trailed, exhausted, bloodied, afraid to speak. Adriano rode silent at my side, jaw locked, eyes forward.

Luca’s fury hadn’t dimmed, but his words had. We were all too close to breaking.

“She’s not here,” Adriano said again, voice flat.

I gripped the wheel until it cracked under my hands.

“She’s here,” I rasped. “She has to be.”

But the truth rotted at the edges of my mind. Bellandi wouldn’t leave her in New York forever. He would move her, and every day I wasted chasing shadows was another day her skin carried marks that should have been mine to place.

Giulia’s POV

Time slipped without meaning in the warehouse. Hours, maybe days. The bulb overhead hummed and swayed, keeping its own rhythm, steady as Bellandi’s pacing.

I tried to sleep once. Rocco noticed, and laughed too loud, jolting me awake. Dominic’s lighter clicked in my ear until I wanted to scream. Enzo said nothing, but every time my eyes closed, I swore I could feel the tip of his knife press against my skin.

Bellandi never touched me. Not the way they wanted him to. His cruelty was slower. Patient.

“You still believe in him,” He said once, crouching low in front of me. “You think he’ll tear this city apart to save you.”

I held his stare, though my voice shook. “He already is.”

His smile didn’t reach his eyes. “Good. The more he burns, the sooner he’ll realize the truth.”

“What truth?” I spat.

“That rope remembers.” His hand tugged at my bonds until the fibers bit deeper. “And mine has always been stronger than his.”

Mateo’s POV

I lost another lead at dawn.

The man I’d been chasing collapsed in an alley, a knife already buried in his chest. Blood spread across his shirt in a bloom too clean to be chance. His last words were a whisper: “Too late.”

I roared, the sound tearing my throat raw, echoing off brick and glass. My fist punched the wall until mortar cracked, until my knuckles split again, until Luca dragged me back.

“He’s playing with you,” Luca snarled, gripping my arm hard enough to bruise. “Don’t you see it? Every dead end, every body—he’s pulling you into his rhythm.”

“I don’t care!” I snapped, ripping free. “I’ll follow his rhythm into hell if that’s where he put her.”

Adriano’s voice was quiet, steel under calm. “Then pray you can crawl back out.”

Giulia’s POV

The gag returned when I refused to answer his questions. My lips split anew under the cloth, the taste of blood constant now.

Marco’s calm never wavered. “Silence is fine,” he said. “It makes your words matter more when they come. And they will come.”

I glared through tears I refused to shed.

Rocco leaned close, grin sharp. “Maybe we let her send him a message now. Bet she’d beg for rescue.”

Dominic flicked his lighter, flame blooming. “Bet she’d scream it.”

Enzo’s blade scraped slow against his thigh. “Bellandi said not yet.”

Marco didn’t look at them. Only me.

“You’ll write,” He said softly, as if it were already fact. “Not tonight. Not tomorrow. But when I’m ready, your hand will summon him. And he’ll come.”

I shook my head, voice raw through the gag.

He leaned in, lips close to my ear. “Every knot begins where it was first tied. And if he wants you...he’ll come home.”

Mateo’s POV

The city bled under my boots.

Smoke curled from another fire, sirens screamed in the distance, and still she wasn’t here. I stood in the wreckage of a building Bellandi had gutted before I’d arrived, rage boiling up until it split stone.

Adriano faced me, unflinching. “He’s not in New York anymore.”

I wanted to deny it. To tear his throat for saying it. But deep down, I knew.

The trail wasn’t cold. It was cut. Bellandi had moved her, and he wanted me to know.

I closed my eyes, dragging in a breath sharp enough to slice me open.

“I’ll find him,” I whispered. My voice was steady, though I was breaking. “And when I do, I’ll burn the city he hides her in until nothing but ash remembers his name.”

Giulia’s POV

The rope burned. The gag bit. The shadows pressed closer.

But in the dark of my mind, I held onto a single truth.

Mateo’s rope had steadied me once. Warm, strong, chosen.

And I believed—no matter what Bellandi bound me with now—that Mateo would cut through every knot until I was free again.

––––––––
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Chapter Two — Ash and Iron

Giulia’s POV

The warehouse never slept.

It breathed with the men inside it—the scrape of boots, the click of Dominic’s lighter, the rasp of Enzo’s knife against his thigh. Even when silence settled, it wasn’t real. It was a silence made of teeth, waiting to bite.

My arms ached from being tied too long. Every shift brought the sting of torn skin, fresh blood smearing against rope already stiff with old stains. My lips burned where the gag had cut. I told myself pain was proof of being alive.

Rocco leaned against a crate and smiled like he was watching a play. “You’re quieter than I thought,” he said. “Guess fire burns out quicker than they say.”

I looked him dead in the eye. “Not for you.”

His grin faltered.

Enzo’s knife tapped once. Tap. Tap. Tap. My heartbeat followed it.

Bellandi finally stepped forward, coat brushing dust, shoes whispering command. He crouched until his face was level with mine. His eyes didn’t shine—they absorbed light instead, black mirrors that gave nothing back.

“You wonder why you’re still breathing,” he said. “It’s not mercy.”

My voice was sand in my throat. “It’s weakness.”

For a moment, something flickered. A crack. Then it vanished.

“You’ll write,” He murmured, as if the words themselves were already binding me tighter than rope.

“I won’t,” I said.

“You will,” He replied. His finger brushed the knot at my wrist, tugging it until I gasped. “Because even resistance has limits.”

He rose, already finished with me, leaving the weight of his promise behind.

Mateo’s POV

Blood dries darker than people think.

The man slumped in the chair had told me nothing useful. They never did. But the stains on his shirt, the cuts on his arms, the fear in his eyes before they closed—all of it said Bellandi was tightening the circle.

Adriano wiped his hands on a rag, calm even in the stink of blood. “Every lead is designed to vanish,” he said. “He’s showing you how far ahead he is.”

Luca paced, fury restless in every step. “Then we stop chasing ghosts. We set traps of our own.”

“Pazienza,” I snapped. (Patience.)

He stopped. His jaw flexed. “You think she has patience left?”

The rope in my hand bit into my palm. I wanted the pain. Needed it. “She doesn’t have to. I’ll carry it for her.”

Adriano studied me. “And if he’s already moved her?”

“Allora lo seguirò ovunque,” I said. Then I’ll follow him anywhere.

The words burned truth into the air.

I closed my eyes for one second and saw her—emerald eyes bright even when they burned, lips split but defiant, her laughter jagged but alive. Every sound of her was inside me, a thread knotted too deep to cut.

And I would follow it into hell if I had to.

Giulia’s POV

Hours bled into each other.

The bulb overhead hummed like a tired heart. Shadows leaned closer. My throat ached from thirst, every swallow cutting like glass.

Rocco dangled a bottle of water in front of me, tipping it until a few drops hit the floor. “Thirsty?” he teased. “Say please.”

I turned my face away.

He laughed, but it wasn’t steady. “You’ll beg.”

Enzo’s knife whispered against the rope at my wrist, not cutting, just reminding. My skin screamed where steel kissed it, but I didn’t flinch.

Because begging was theirs. Silence was mine.

I shut my eyes, forcing breath into rhythm. In to four, hold to four, out to six. Mateo’s rope had taught me that. Anchor before tie. Choice before surrender.

Bellandi’s knots couldn’t take that from me.

Not yet.

The ropes dug deeper the longer I stayed still. Every breath, every twitch, turned the fibers into teeth gnawing my skin. Blood crusted at the edges, sticky and hot, and still I refused to shift for comfort. Comfort was weakness. Movement was surrender.

The men thought silence was empty. They didn’t know silence could be armor.

Rocco lit another cigarette, smoke curling toward the rafters, bitter enough to sting my throat. He blew it slow, like every exhale was a performance meant for me alone. Enzo tapped his knife again, a rhythm that echoed in my veins until my pulse tried to keep time.

Bellandi had left, but his presence clung to the room like smoke on fabric. His men were loud, careless, but him? He was a shadow stretched too long across the floor, waiting to return.

I focused on the hum of the bulb overhead. Counted breaths. In to four. Hold to four. Out to six. Mateo’s rope had taught me that—discipline over panic, rhythm over chaos. These knots weren’t his. They couldn’t own me the way he did.

They didn’t know the difference between restraint and ruin.

The longer I sat bound, the more the warehouse revealed its ugliness. The walls weren’t brick—they were confessionals. Every stain on the floor was a story someone tried to scrub away but couldn’t. Oil slicks painted the concrete. Blood darker than rust shadowed the corners. Even the air carried it—old iron, old fire, old fear.

Rocco’s laughter broke the silence again, too loud for how empty the place was. Men like him didn’t laugh because they were amused; they laughed because they needed to remind themselves they weren’t afraid.

He crouched in front of me, smoke trailing from his nostrils. “You know,” He said, tapping ash onto the floor, “Bellandi doesn’t keep broken toys. You might want to show him you still work.”

I turned my face toward the light, letting it carve his words into the dust instead of into me.

Enzo muttered something under his breath, knife tracing patterns along the rope. The steel pressed in close enough that a thread snapped, and for a wild second, hope jolted in my chest. But then he smirked and pulled it back, leaving the fibers whole.

Leaving me whole, but not free.

The bulb flickered. Shadows jerked across their faces, carving Rocco into something sharper, Enzo into something crueler.

My stomach clenched against hunger, but I refused to ask. I refused to let need make me theirs. Pain I could take. Silence I could master. But begging? Begging was a debt. And I would never owe them.

So I breathed. Counted again. In. Hold. Out.

Mateo’s knots were lessons, not prisons. His ropes gave choice, gave rhythm, gave meaning. Bellandi’s men would never understand that. They only understood chains.

And chains, I reminded myself, could be broken.

The minutes turned cruel. Each one pressed heavier than the last, flattening time until I couldn’t tell if it was day or night. The warehouse had no windows, no clocks—only the hum of the bulb and the scrape of boots to measure existence.

Rocco shifted, restless now. The showman’s grin he wore earlier had dulled, lips pressed thin as he checked his cigarette pack and found it empty. Enzo muttered something sharp in Italian, his knife tapping harder, faster—tap-tap-tap like he was daring me to flinch.

I didn’t.

That was the victory I clung to: they expected cracks, screams, tears. All they got was stillness. Silence. My refusal became the only weapon left to me.

Rocco’s laugh came again, but thinner this time, without teeth. “You think quiet makes you strong? Bellandi will teach you better.”

My eyes met his, steady. I didn’t need words. The silence between us spoke louder than anything I could have said.

For the first time, he looked away.

The ropes cut deeper, my wrists on fire, but in that moment pain felt like proof. Proof that I could endure. Proof that they couldn’t break me unless I gave them the blade.

And I never would.

Matteo’s POV

The room stank of sweat and copper. Another man tied to another chair, another set of answers that went nowhere.

Blood matted the captive’s shirt, spreading in irregular blooms that told me he’d lasted longer than most. His head sagged, lips swollen, breath shallow. Useless now.

Adriano stood off to the side, rag in hand, methodical as always. “They’re trained to waste our time,” he said evenly. “Every word leads nowhere, every clue dissolves.”

Luca slammed his fist into the table, the sound sharp enough to rattle the lamp overhead. “Then we stop chasing! We strike first—hunt every name, burn every place they touch.”

“Furia won’t find her,” Adriano warned.

“Pazienza,” I snapped, my voice cutting the air in half. Patience.

Luca’s jaw tightened, but his eyes burned hotter. “Patience won’t keep her alive.”

The rope in my hand creaked as I wound it tighter, the coarse bite anchoring me in the storm of my own fury. I closed my eyes, just for a breath, and saw her: Giulia’s defiance lit against the dark, her laughter fractured but unbroken, her voice haunting every silent space in me.

She wasn’t a ghost yet. And as long as breath filled my chest, I wouldn’t let her become one.

“Allora lo seguirò ovunque,” I said, the vow curling from my tongue like smoke. Then I’ll follow him anywhere.

The words burned like fire in my throat, searing truth into bone.

Adriano’s eyes flicked toward me. Luca’s pacing slowed.

The room went silent, and in that silence, I carved the promise again and again:

I will find her. I will not stop.

Even if hell itself barred the way.

––––––––

[image: ]


Chapter Two — Ash and Iron

Giulia’s POV

The warehouse never slept.

It breathed with the men inside it—the scrape of boots, the click of Dominic’s lighter, the rasp of Enzo’s knife against his thigh. Even when silence settled, it wasn’t real. It was a silence made of teeth, waiting to bite.

My arms ached from being tied too long. Every shift brought the sting of torn skin, fresh blood smearing against rope already stiff with old stains. My lips burned where the gag had cut. I told myself pain was proof of being alive.

Rocco leaned against a crate and smiled like he was watching a play. “You’re quieter than I thought,” he said. “Guess fire burns out quicker than they say.”

I looked him dead in the eye. “Not for you.”

His grin faltered.

Enzo’s knife tapped once. Tap. Tap. Tap. My heartbeat followed it.

Bellandi finally stepped forward, coat brushing dust, shoes whispering command. He crouched until his face was level with mine. His eyes didn’t shine—they absorbed light instead, black mirrors that gave nothing back.

“You wonder why you’re still breathing,” he said. “It’s not mercy.”

My voice was sand in my throat. “It’s weakness.”

For a moment, something flickered. A crack. Then it vanished.

“You’ll write,” he murmured, as if the words themselves were already binding me tighter than rope.

“I won’t,” I said.

“You will,” he replied. His finger brushed the knot at my wrist, tugging it until I gasped. “Because even resistance has limits.”

He rose, already finished with me, leaving the weight of his promise behind.

Mateo’s POV

Blood dries darker than people think.

The man slumped in the chair had told me nothing useful. They never did. But the stains on his shirt, the cuts on his arms, the fear in his eyes before they closed—all of it said Bellandi was tightening the circle.

Adriano wiped his hands on a rag, calm even in the stink of blood. “Every lead is designed to vanish,” he said. “He’s showing you how far ahead he is.”

Luca paced, fury restless in every step. “Then we stop chasing ghosts. We set traps of our own.”

“Pazienza,” I snapped. Patience.

He stopped. His jaw flexed. “You think she has patience left?”

The rope in my hand bit into my palm. I wanted the pain. Needed it. “She doesn’t have to. I’ll carry it for her.”

Adriano studied me. “And if he’s already moved her?”

“Allora lo seguirò ovunque,” I said. Then I’ll follow him anywhere.

The words burned truth into the air.

I closed my eyes for one second and saw her—emerald eyes bright even when they burned, lips split but defiant, her laughter jagged but alive. Every sound of her was inside me, a thread knotted too deep to cut.

And I would follow it into hell if I had to.

Giulia’s POV

Hours bled into each other.

The bulb overhead hummed like a tired heart. Shadows leaned closer. My throat ached from thirst, every swallow cutting like glass.

Rocco dangled a bottle of water in front of me, tipping it until a few drops hit the floor. “Thirsty?” he teased. “Say please.”

I turned my face away.

He laughed, but it wasn’t steady. “You’ll beg.”

Enzo’s knife whispered against the rope at my wrist, not cutting, just reminding. My skin screamed where steel kissed it, but I didn’t flinch.

Because begging was theirs. Silence was mine.

I shut my eyes, forcing breath into rhythm. In to four, hold to four, out to six. Mateo’s rope had taught me that. Anchor before tie. Choice before surrender.

Bellandi’s knots couldn’t take that from me. Not yet.

The ropes dug deeper the longer I stayed still. Every breath, every twitch, turned the fibers into teeth gnawing my skin. Blood crusted at the edges, sticky and hot, and still I refused to shift for comfort. Comfort was weakness. Movement was surrender.

The men thought silence was empty. They didn’t know silence could be armor.

Rocco lit another cigarette, smoke curling toward the rafters, bitter enough to sting my throat. He blew it slow, like every exhale was a performance meant for me alone. Enzo tapped his knife again, a rhythm that echoed in my veins until my pulse tried to keep time.

Bellandi had left, but his presence clung to the room like smoke on fabric. His men were loud, careless, but him? He was a shadow stretched too long across the floor, waiting to return.

I focused on the hum of the bulb overhead. Counted breaths. In to four. Hold to four. Out to six. Mateo’s rope had taught me that—discipline over panic, rhythm over chaos. These knots weren’t his. They couldn’t own me the way he did.

They didn’t know the difference between restraint and ruin.

The longer I sat bound, the more the warehouse revealed its ugliness. The walls weren’t brick—they were confessionals. Every stain on the floor was a story someone tried to scrub away but couldn’t. Oil slicks painted the concrete. Blood darker than rust shadowed the corners. Even the air carried it—old iron, old fire, old fear.

Rocco’s laughter broke the silence again, too loud for how empty the place was. Men like him didn’t laugh because they were amused; they laughed because they needed to remind themselves they weren’t afraid.

He crouched in front of me, smoke trailing from his nostrils. “You know,” he said, tapping ash onto the floor, “Bellandi doesn’t keep broken toys. You might want to show him you still work.”

I turned my face toward the light, letting it carve his words into the dust instead of into me.

Enzo muttered something under his breath, knife tracing patterns along the rope. The steel pressed in close enough that a thread snapped, and for a wild second, hope jolted in my chest. But then he smirked and pulled it back, leaving the fibers whole.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
=

RN o .”- é// <.;vr‘ s,

- Micala Genine
e %

2=t
il
/






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





