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Prologue
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The night draped itself over the city like a velvet veil, thick with secrets and danger.

In the narrow, dimly lit streets, shadows seemed to breathe, stretching and twisting as if they had a will of their own. The air was heavy, charged with something electric—something waiting to happen.

She walked alone. Her heels clicked softly against the pavement, each step measured, controlled... but beneath that calm exterior, tension coiled tight inside her. She could feel it—the presence. Watching. Following.

They were never far. The Medici. A name whispered like a curse... or a promise.

She shouldn’t have come here tonight. Every instinct screamed at her to turn back, to run, to disappear before it was too late. But she didn’t. Because part of her—deep, reckless, undeniable—wanted this. Wanted them.

A flicker of movement made her freeze.

There, at the end of the alley, a silhouette stepped forward, emerging from the darkness with slow, deliberate grace. Then another. And another.

Three of them.

Power radiated from their presence, thick and suffocating—the kind that didn’t need to prove itself. It simply was.

Her breath caught. Too late.

One of them tilted his head slightly, his gaze locking onto hers with an intensity that sent a shiver down her spine. Predatory. Possessive. Unavoidable.

“Running won’t save you.”

His voice was low, calm, certain—like a sentence already passed.

Her heart slammed against her ribs. And yet... she didn’t move. Didn’t run. Didn’t even try.

Because deep down, she already knew the truth.

There was no escaping them.

And this was only the beginning.
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Chapter 1
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The morning light slipped through the curtains in thin golden lines, soft and almost innocent—so different from the darkness of the night before.

She hadn’t slept. Not really. Her body lay still beneath the sheets, but her mind was still trapped in that alley, replaying every second, every look, every word.

The Medici.

The name echoed inside her like a dangerous obsession.

She turned onto her back, staring at the ceiling, her fingers tightening slightly in the fabric of the sheets. She could still feel it—that pull, that tension. As if something inside her had shifted... awakened.

And she hated it. Or at least, she told herself she did.

A sharp knock at the door broke the silence.

She flinched.

“Are you up?”

The voice was familiar. Grounding. Safe. Too safe.

“I’m coming,” she replied, her voice steadier than she felt.

She pushed herself out of bed and crossed the room, catching a glimpse of her reflection in the mirror. For a brief second, she didn’t recognize herself. There was something different in her eyes. Something darker.

She shook it off and opened the door.

“Rough night?”

A faint smile curved her lips. “You could say that.”

But she didn’t explain. She couldn’t. How could she put into words what she herself didn’t understand? The way her pulse had raced—not just from fear, but from something far more dangerous. Something she wasn’t ready to name.

She moved past him, heading toward the kitchen, needing something normal. Something real. Coffee. Silence. Distance. Anything but them.

But even as she poured herself a cup, her hand betrayed her—a faint tremor she couldn’t fully control.

She tightened her grip around the mug.

Focus.

This was her life. Her reality. Not them. Not the shadows. Not the way one of them had looked at her—as if she already belonged to him.

Her breath hitched.

No. She wouldn’t go there. She couldn’t.

And yet...

Deep down, beneath the fear and doubt...

The truth lingered.

She wanted to.
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Chapter 2
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The day should have felt normal. It didn’t.

Everything was the same—the streets, the noise, the rhythm of the city moving around her like nothing had changed. People passed by, laughing, talking, living their lives as if the world wasn’t hiding something darker beneath the surface.

But she felt it.

That shift. Like a crack had formed in her reality, and now she could see through it.

She walked a little faster, her arms wrapped around herself, as if that could keep the feeling away. It didn’t. Nothing did. Not the sunlight, not the crowd, not even the constant noise.

Because they were still there.

Not in front of her. Not visible. But present. Watching. Waiting.

Her pulse quickened.

This was ridiculous. She was imagining things. She had to be. People didn’t just appear out of the shadows and claim you like that. Men like them didn’t exist.

And yet...

Her steps slowed.

Across the street, leaning casually against a black car, stood a man.

Her breath caught.

Even from a distance, there was no mistaking him. The same presence. The same quiet, dangerous confidence.

One of them.

Her stomach tightened.

He wasn’t looking at her. Not directly. But she knew. She felt it—like an invisible thread pulling tight between them.

Then, slowly, deliberately, he lifted his gaze.

Straight to her.

The world seemed to fade. The noise disappeared. All that remained was the intensity of his eyes locking onto hers, holding her in place as surely as if he had touched her.

A slow, knowing smile curved his lips. Not kind. Not gentle.

Possessive.

Her heart slammed against her ribs.

Run.

The word flashed through her mind like a warning.

But her body didn’t move.

Because part of her—reckless, traitorous—wasn’t afraid.

It was drawn to him.

He pushed himself off the car and took a single step forward.

It was enough.

The spell shattered.

She turned sharply, forcing her legs to move, to carry her away before she could change her mind—before she could walk straight into the danger she knew he represented.

Her breath came faster now, uneven, her heartbeat loud in her ears as she slipped into the crowd.

But even there... even surrounded by people...

She could still feel him.

Behind her.

Watching.

And somehow, she knew—

This wasn’t over.

Not even close.
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Chapter 3
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She shouldn’t have looked back.

But she did.

Just for a second. Just long enough to confirm what she already knew.

He was still there.

Standing exactly where she had left him, his gaze fixed on her retreating figure with a calm, unsettling patience. As if he knew she wouldn’t get far. As if he had all the time in the world.

Her stomach twisted.

She turned away sharply and quickened her pace, weaving through the crowd with forced determination. The city pressed in around her—voices, footsteps, movement—but none of it reached her. None of it grounded her.

Because all she could feel... was him.

That presence.

That pull.

It made no sense.

She had never seen him before last night. Never heard of them—at least, not like this. And yet, something inside her reacted as if they had always been there. Waiting. Watching.

Claiming.

Her breath caught at the thought, and she pushed it away immediately.

No.

She refused to let her mind go there.

Refused to give in to whatever this was.

By the time she reached her building, her pulse was still racing. She fumbled slightly with her keys, her fingers betraying her again before she finally managed to unlock the door and slip inside.

The moment it closed behind her, she exhaled sharply, leaning back against it.

Safe.

At least... it should have felt that way.

But it didn’t.

The silence inside her apartment felt too thick. Too heavy. As if the walls themselves were holding their breath.

She pushed away from the door and moved further in, trying to shake the feeling, trying to convince herself she was overreacting.

This was her space. Her life.

No one could just walk into it.

No one could reach her here.

Right?

She dropped her bag onto the table and ran a hand through her hair, pacing once across the room before forcing herself to stop.

Focus.

Think.

What had actually happened?

Three men. An alley. A few words.

That was it.

Nothing more.

Nothing real.

And yet...
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