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 To the raw
tribulation of struggles,

To the raw tribulation of strife,

To the raw tribulation of fear.

And to the fighters of raw tribulations,

Remember:

You are stronger than the tribulations.

 




PROLOGUE

White, rangy Casie, in her thirties, looked
extremely seductive in a beautiful blue cross maxi dress with
floral prints. It matched her high heels, as well as her bracelets,
necklace, earrings, and lipstick. She sat at the dining table near
the kitchen door, putting her cell phone down in front of her.
Casie stroked her hair as her beautiful, downturned eyes scanned
the kitchen and the living room, finding someone. Then she settled
herself comfortably into the chair as the servant came up next to
her, holding a bowl of her breakfast.

“Enjoy your breakfast, ma’am!” said the
servant in a croaky voice, putting the bowl of shrimp on the table
with his trembling hands, lacking strength in his middle age.

“Shrimp!” said Casie through gritted teeth,
clenching her hands and staring at the bowl. “Who eats shrimp for
breakfast?” Her voice remained full of anger.

The servant’s slender body quivered from top
to bottom. “I—I’m sorry for my mistake, ma’am,” he said in defense,
“but today’s Monday.”

“So what?” said Casie in a slightly amplified
tone.

“Every Monday, you like to
have something different, ma’am,” said the servant. “So, I
thought, shrimp will be good for
you.”

Casie stood up, pushing her chair backward.
Baring her fury, she stared at the servant, who didn’t dare to look
directly back into her eyes.

“I’m sorry, ma’am,” said the servant. “It
won’t happen again,” he added, as Casie took the bowl from his
hands and put it on the table.

“Seems like you want to impress me?” said
Casie, gently putting her hands on his shoulders. The servant
slightly trembled, his weight shifting, trying to move away from
her.

“I can’t even imagine—”

Casie lifted a finger, silently, instructing
him to stop reacting and place his full attention on her.

“I know you like me. Look up. Look into my
eyes.”

“N-no,” mumbled the servant, sensing
something dangerous coming from Casie, his eyes almost wet.

“My hubby-bubby is not at home. I’m all
yours. And I like you, too,” said Casie. “Let’s have some fun.”
With a sweep of her smooth hands, she knocked everything from the
dining table to the floor.

Then she grabbed the servant and pushed him
onto the dining table. She was enraged at not having her breakfast
on time, and at what he had brought her. The servant struggled to
free himself from Casie’s punishment, but she was stronger—she
threw his legs up onto the table, tightening her grip around his
neck.

Casie sat on his thighs, forcefully pulling
off the servant’s t-shirt and pants. Then, nearing her mouth to
his, she said, “Impress me! I have given you a chance.” She
scratched his chest with her sharp fingernails, and said again,
“Impress me!”

“Let me go, ma’am,” begged the servant. “I
assure you, it won’t happen again.” He was beginning to cry.

“I’m hungry. I want something to eat,” she
blazed. “Why not you?” She flared her nostrils.

She bit him on the neck so severely that the
servant screamed louder than a siren.

“I’m sorry, ma’am,” sobbed the servant. “I
w-will pre-prepare a new breakfast. Ju-just a few minutes,” jumbled
the servant.

“Next time,” said Casie, her teeth gritted
once again, “don’t assume. Ask before you do it.” She jumped down
from the dining table. The servant remained lying there, crying in
humiliation.

“What’re you waiting for?” yelled Casie. “I
need breakfast.”

The servant swiftly wiped the tears from his
face, his expression showing fear and nausea—the fear of losing his
life at any moment upon one more mistake. He jumped down from the
dining table, quickly gathered his clothes with trembling hands,
and rushed to the kitchen, hugging the bundle to his chest.

Casie dragged her chair back to the table and
sat. Her cell phone rang.

Alex. She read her husband’s name on the screen, then picked up
the phone, cooling her brain, inhaling and exhaling twice before
answering.

“Where are you?” she asked. She could hear
the excitement in her own voice, the eagerness to meet up with him.
She was expecting to hear something good in his silvery voice,
something to satisfy her ears. But there weren’t her husband’s warm
words on the other end. The voice that greeted her was cold and
flat.

“Your husband’s dead in your old mansion,
outside Villa Village.”

Casie couldn’t believe her ears. “Pardon me.
What did you say?”

“Your husband’s dead, at Fuentes
Mansion.”

A click sounded as the stranger hung up.

Casie’s mouth remained open as she went
blank, not registering the present. The total blankness allowed a
memory to rush in. As the flashback played, her eyes widened in
clear horror, as if she were witnessing the crime playing live in
front of her.

A man and a woman are standing in the center
of a room, trapping a girl who keeps begging for her life.

Both the man and woman raise their guns at
the girl, threatening her that if she doesn’t sign the paper, she
will die.

Stained with blood, the girl signs the
paper, and then the woman shoots her in the back.

The girl slightly tilts her head, and the
woman smiles at her.

The man walks around to the woman, staring
at the girl, and then he shoots her too, in the stomach.

The girl winces, tears running down from her
eyes to her neck.

The man and woman’s guns are still fixed on
the girl. She looks up at them, her eyes filled with fury.

“Kill me!” she says. “But I promise I’ll
return to take revenge for my tribulations.”

Enraged, both of them pull the trigger
again. One bullet enters the girl’s breast, the other her
stomach.

 


Behind Casie, the servant stood, still naked
except for a pair of underwear, holding a tray with two slices of
buttered bread and a glass of milk.

He called to his master several times in a
quivering voice, but the girl’s words were echoing in her ears,
drowning out all other sound: “I’ll return to take revenge.”

When the girl’s warning stopped echoing,
Casie screamed, “No!” The servant vibrated in fear and stepped
back, almost dropping the tray from his hands.

Casie took a napkin from the napkin holder on
the dining table and wiped the sweat from her face. Throwing the
napkin aside, she ran out of the house in panic.

The servant remained standing there, holding
the breakfast tray in his hands for a while, bewildered. He wanted
to scream, to protest, to complain. But, there was no one to listen
to him. Having no relatives, and no resources to find a new job, to
feed himself, he had to work here, and he had only himself to share
his feelings with. Shaking again at the recollection of her
assault, he put the tray on the table and sat on the floor next to
the chair, crying at the enslavement of his life, holding his head
with both hands.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



 



 CHAPTER ONE

Casie pulled the car out from the parking lot
and drove onto the foggy streets of Naples. It was a rainy fall
day, and as she continued driving, the weather was growing worse.
The lightning roared, huge bolts striking against each other in the
sky. The light rain started to come down faster. Dark clouds
hovered over the city, bringing on an early night. It became hard
for Casie to see clearly through the windshield with the wipers
continually moving back and forth.

After about three hours of careful driving
through the life-threatening thunderstorm, Casie was now on the
deserted gravel road of Villa Village. She accelerated the vehicle
as her heart throbbed in agony, desperate to reach the mansion and
find Alex safe. She whispered to herself, “I just can’t lose him.
She can’t return. She died. She died right then, in front of us.
That was six years back.”

As the car passed through
the open fields approaching the mansion, Casie’s heart throbbed
faster and faster. She was quaking with fear and worry, incredible
thoughts drifting through her head. If
she’s returned, I’ll kill her. I’ll take vengeance on Alex’s death.
She can’t kill me. With every thought, the
blood boiled harder inside her, and her beautiful face turned pale,
eyes red with fury.

The rain had stopped, yet the lightning was
still rolling over the dark clouds, roaring its thunder. Within a
few minutes though, beautiful, cotton-like clouds appeared,
surrounded by clear blue sky. It was already late afternoon when
Casie saw the mansion up ahead.

Seeing Casie’s car racing toward the mansion,
the athletic security guard standing at the twelve-foot-high gate
opened the barrier in a rush, and Casie flashed past him, squealing
up the mansion’s circular brick driveway.

From afar, the mansion looked small, its true
beauty concealed. But now, right up close, the mansion was
entrancing—on a reserved eleven-acre parcel of land, surrounded by
gorgeous, towering trees and an array of small plants in the
garden.
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