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AUTHOR'S NOTE


The Devil's Fire primarily follows the perspective of Althaia, serving as an introduction to the world and its characters for future stories set in the same universe.


This means that the story is centered around Althaia's experiences and viewpoint,


allowing readers to become familiar with the world and its inhabitants through her narrative.


The Devil's Fire includes explicit sexual content, graphic violence, profanity, and discusses sensitive topics that may not be suitable for all readers. It is advisable for readers to exercise caution and discretion when considering whether or not to engage with this book, as it may contain content that could be offensive or disturbing to some individuals.
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"Tonight, the world will burn for you, my Althaia."









PROLOGUE


DAMIANO


Blood splattered on my face faster than I could even process what was happening. The sound of gurgling had me slowly widening my eyes when I saw who was hit. I dropped to my knees, pressing my hand onto her neck where blood kept sputtering out.


“You'll be okay... you'll be okay." The words came out of my mouth hastily, but she was choking on her own blood, watching me with fear in her eyes as tears filled them. I gritted my teeth, trying to stop the bleeding, but deep down inside, I knew I couldn't.


“Find them! Find who did this!" I shouted to my men, my chest heaving uncontrollably in fury.


“Don't close your eyes." I pleaded. Her eyes drooped, but they never fully closed. She placed her hand on my cheek, giving me a silent plea before I watched her eyes become lifeless and her hand dropped to her side.


I cradled her body into my arms.


“Open your eyes. Open your eyes!" I shouted, but she remained unresponsive.


“Why, Damiano?"


I stilled and stared into her eyes, which were open but glazed over with no spark of life.


My eyes narrowed in confusion. Something was not right. Her eyes were cold and lifeless, yet her mouth was moving, screaming at me.


“Why did you let me die, Damiano? Why? Why? Why?!"


I snapped my eyes open.


I let out a breath as I stared at the ceiling before sitting on the edge of the bed, my head dipping between my shoulders as I rested my elbows on my thighs.


Once again, she was tormenting me in my dreams, giving me another sleepless night. I’ve been having this dream for four years, and the anger from it is still deeply engraved within me. If I had put her first instead of being absorbed in building my empire, maybe she would still be alive instead of haunting me.


Knowing I wouldn't be able to sleep, I took a shower and got dressed to do what I do best; handle my businesses and make sure they all went smoothly. It was the only distraction I could give myself before she tormented me again for failing to protect her.
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I was in one meeting after another, killing one fuckhead after another. The slightest things set me off; looking at me the wrong way, breathing too loud, wearing too much cologne, anything to let my trigger finger work overtime.


Must be the lack of sleep.


My brother, Lorenzo, and my right-hand man, Antonio, loved to remind me how I was a pain in the ass when I was sleep deprived. They were probably the only ones who could get away with saying that and not end up with a bullet between their eyes.


I went back to the manor to take another shower to wash off the blood. Some piece of shit thought he could steal from me as if I wouldn’t notice. I liked to deal with them directly. I loved to make them into my personal punching bag, except that my gloves were made of knives. It was messy but satisfying.


Freshly showered and dressed in slacks and a dress shirt, I went to the Volante mansion to attend my brother’s engagement party. Arriving, I took a quick glance around the decorated backyard as I sipped my whiskey. I had my men stay vigilant in case Gaetano Volante tried something funny.


I pulled out a cigarette and took in a deep drag as Lorenzo and his fiancée, Cara, made an appearance and mingled with the other guests.


“That shitface, Michael, isn’t here. Find out where he is.” I ordered Luca.


“He’s coming right there.” Giovanni informed me before Luca could get to it.


I inhaled deeply from my cigarette and blew out the smoke as my eyes narrowed on the woman Michael was with. I observed her closely as they exchanged some words before Michael walked away.


“... She’s hot.” One of the men nearby let out a low whistle at the sight of her.


“... Gorgeous.” Another one commented. I couldn’t blame them; she was a fucking beauty.


My gaze slid down, drinking in every inch of her body. She had long, brown curly hair flowing down to her waist. The dress she was wearing hugged her body deliciously, and the generous amount of her cleavage on display left little to the imagination.


My gaze went up to her face and our eyes clashed. I almost let out a smirk when I caught her checking me out since she wasn’t being discreet about it either.


Fucking hell, she had the most striking green eyes I had ever seen, and I found myself becoming lured into them. I tilted my head slightly to the side as I continued to look at her. She looked oddly familiar.


Then I finally realized who she was.


Michael moved in front of her, obscuring our view of each other before I could signal for her to come over.


“No one is to go near her.” I told my men firmly, and I received grumbled responses in return.


“That’s Althaia Volante.” I informed them, and everyone looked back at her in surprise.


I let out a low laugh, rubbing my jaw as my eyes never once left her.


Now, how the fuck was she alive and well, when the file clearly stated she died?












ONE


ALTHAIA


I looked in the mirror and nodded in approval at my appearance. I was wearing a long black silk dress with a backless design, thin straps, and a deep V-plunge neckline that revealed quite a bit of my cleavage.


The dress was fitted at the top and gradually loosened at the hips, with a long slit on the right side, which stopped at mid-thigh. To complete the look, I wore open-toe black stilettos with gold ankle straps.


I did a simple brown smokey eye which complimented my green eyes and had them look a bit cat-like. I let my long, curly, and thick brown hair fall as it was but accessorized it with a sparkly hair clip to lift some of the hair away from my face on the right side.


“Get it together. What’s the worst that can happen?” I continued to fiddle with my hands before forcing them to remain still as I took a deep breath, building up the courage to leave my hotel room.


The worst that could happen was my father being angry at me for showing up and throwing me out.... My eyes widened and my face paled. I hadn’t thought that was a possibility until now.


I quickly shoved that thought away. I was here for Cara, not him, and there was no way I would let that stop me from attending her engagement party.


Cara and I have always been close since we grew up together in the same household, as our fathers were running a business together. Long story short, I found out that my father and uncle were involved in organized crime, and since they would always be busy, Cara spent time with me and my mother.


Sadly, Cara's mother died in childbirth, and my own mother raised Cara as if she were her own daughter. Aside from that, we were a happy family.


At least, that was what we thought.


There was stuff you didn’t notice because you were busy being a kid, right? So, as usual, Cara and I were nosy and tried to eavesdrop on my parents when it sounded like they were fighting one night. We had crept down the steps to get a closer look and listen to what was going on, but we couldn’t hear anything.


But what happened next shocked us both and had our jaws dropping to the floor.


My mother, Jacinta, slapped the fuck out of my father that night. We remained silent, stunned by what had just happened, before we ran back to our shared room and pretended to be asleep so we wouldn’t be caught snooping.


The next day, my mother had our bags packed, and we left. I remember crying so hard because Cara wasn’t coming with us. My mother tried to take her with us, but my uncle refused to let her go. It pained my mother to leave Cara behind, and I was sure she had her reasons why we had to leave.


The reason for that was still unknown though.


My father and I didn’t stay in touch after that, even though I tried to call him because I missed him, but he never once called me back. He then changed his number. Message received.


We moved to Florida while my father stayed in California. I met up with Cara whenever it was possible. However, it became more difficult for her to leave the house the older she was because her father turned insane, to put it mildly. He was always intoxicated with drugs and alcohol, and he turned into an abusive monster.


I wanted to get Cara out of there, to get her some kind of help, but she begged me not to do anything or to tell anyone what was happening. I couldn’t understand and became frustrated with her, but then my blood ran cold when she admitted her father wouldn’t hesitate to kill her if she tried to run away.


In fear of her life, I was forced to stay put and not to tell a soul about it.


So, to say that I was nervous to be around them all for the first time in forever was an understatement.


“... Don’t get sick.” I whispered to myself as I took a deep breath. I felt nauseous.


“Let’s go.” I sighed, finally working up the courage to get going, and I made my way down to the lobby.


Cara sent a car to my hotel to escort me to the mansion, my former home. My heart beat a little faster at the thought of going there after so long. So much has happened since the slap.


My father found himself a new wife not long after we left. He even has a stepson, Carlos, from his wife’s previous marriage whom he treated like his own flesh and blood. I would be lying if I said it didn’t bother the shit out of me to hear he was treating someone else more like his own child than me.


Cara instantly spilled the tea, said my father had totally downgraded, and I was prepared to give the stink eye to the woman my father ended up marrying.


On the elevator ride down to the lobby, I felt myself getting more nervous, and my hands fidgeted around the little gift box I had with me. It felt like my stomach was in a thousand knots.


“Get it together, Althaia... It’s just family.” I breathed out, trying to calm my nerves.


I took a final deep breath as the elevator doors opened to the lobby and clutched the small engagement gift in my hands. It wasn’t anything grand, just two champagne glasses saying, 'Mr. Right’ with a mustache, and the other ‘Mrs. Always Right’ with red kissy lips. It immediately made me think of Cara because she had the impression she was always right. Even in situations where she wasn’t, she still was, according to herself. She could be a little cocky sometimes.


Nearing the middle of the lobby, I stopped in my tracks when I spotted the tall, blonde-haired man in a gray suit that hugged his body to perfection.


“Michael?” I asked in shock. He spun around and grinned when he saw me.


“Althaia! Long time, no see.” He smiled at me, showing off his pearly whites. It has been so long since I last saw him. My first crush ever. Damn, now I remembered why I was obsessed with him.


Michael had the most beautiful blue eyes I have ever seen, a sharp jawline, and a clean-shaven face. The way he styled his dirty blonde hair gave the 'I didn’t bother to try’ look, which made him look quite hot.


We actually dated when we were younger. He just didn’t know.


I just stared at him, my mouth ajar, as I couldn’t believe my own two eyes.


“Damn, Althaia, just take a picture if you’re just going to stare at me like that.” He chuckled, and I felt my cheeks heat. He still had an effect on me.


“Don’t flatter yourself, Michael. I was just surprised to see you here.” I laughed, hoping he didn’t notice my flushed cheeks.


“Yeah, well, I kind of overheard Cara saying that you were coming, and she was going to send someone over to come and get you. I couldn’t believe that the Althaia was coming, so I said I would come and fetch ya.” Michael smiled and tucked his hands into the pockets of his slacks.


His eyes slowly scanned me, trailing down my body, and then up again to meet my eyes, giving me a lazy smirk.


“Can’t say I regret the decision. You look stunning as ever, Althaia.” His blue eyes darkened, and my heart raced when he gave me a look.


“And you look handsome as ever, Michael.” I returned with a smile as he sauntered up to me with a sexy grin on his face.















TWO


ALTHAIA


“No way! You got yourself that car?!” I gaped at the gleaming black Aston Martin as he escorted me outside.


“Sure did! Worked my ass off to get it.” He looked at his car pridefully.


When we were younger, he would always talk about wanting an Aston Martin. We used to love talking about cars when we were kids and became so excited when we saw those luxury cars in movies. I was a sucker for those cars.


Michael opened the door for me, and I immediately glanced around as I climbed inside, almost afraid to move in case I would ruin something. It was one sexy car, and just sitting in an Aston Martin felt surreal. And he was looking so fine driving it.


A sexy man deserved a sexy car.


“So, how come you’re attending the engagement party?” I asked. Sure, we all knew each other, and we were close growing up, but he was always talking about traveling the world, so I didn’t think he would have stuck around.


Michael glanced at me quickly before refocusing on the road.


“Ah, I forgot you don’t know.” He smiled, and I gave him a confused look.


“Don’t know what?”


“I work for your father now.”


Oh.


“So, does that mean you’re a part of the ...family business as well?” I didn’t know how to word it exactly. It all sounded so strange on my tongue and made me slightly uncomfortable. Even though I didn’t know much about it, the word Mafia should be enough to know that it was definitely not a safe career.


“Family business, you say?” Michael chuckled. “Is that what you call it?” He continued to tease.


“Well, how else would I say it?” I chuckled, and he shrugged.


“Dunno, Mafia? Family business sounds so ... boring.” He said as if it wasn’t a big deal.


“Mafia...” I said out loud, like it was a strange word. “You’re saying it like it’s a normal nine-to-five job you have. What happened to the 'I want to travel the world’ dream of yours?” I slightly faced him with a brow raised.


“Who said I don’t get to travel the world, bellissima? I get to travel around, and I get to make a shitload of money. That’s a win-win situation for me.” He laughed, and I felt a small tingle erupt in my stomach at him calling me beautiful.


“Wait, do you speak Italian now, or is it just that one word to hit on women?” I asked in a teasing tone.


“You don’t really have a choice but to speak the language when the Italian mob guys are around. Gotta defend myself if someone is out there planning to shoot my white ass.” Michael was cracking up, like he just told the funniest joke ever.


“I guess you’re right.” I couldn’t help but laugh along with him.


“What about you? Still speak the language, or is it long forgotten?” He wondered.


“Not really, it’s mostly forgotten.” I told him. I was not as fluent as I once was, but I wasn’t about to tell him that. I didn’t want anyone to find out I still knew the language because I wanted to hear if anyone was trying to talk shit about me.


“I still know a few words here and there. It’s just my mom and me, so there really isn’t any need to speak Italian.” I bit down on my lip, hoping he didn’t catch on to my lie.


My father was Italian, and my mother was Greek, so naturally, I grew up speaking both languages. My mother was fluent in Italian since she was married to my father for so long. Since we no longer lived with my father, there was no reason for my mother and I to speak Italian.


Michael faced me and gave me another one of his beautiful smiles. He was one handsome man with ocean-blue eyes that you could easily get lost in. I averted my gaze, so I wouldn’t be caught staring for too long. His handsomeness made me a little nervous.


“Yeah, I get that. No need to worry, I’ll be your personal translator during your stay.” He tilted his chin upwards like a soldier ready for duty. I let out a small chuckle. He looked so proud.


“Funny how the tables have turned, huh? It used to be me who translated stuff for you.” I teased. His lips curved up as he drove through the huge gates of my father’s mansion. Anxiety was building up as we approached the entrance.


“We’re here!” Michael sang as he parked in front of the stairs to the house. “Hold on a second.” He stopped me when I was about to open the door. Michael quickly stepped out and made his way to my side and opened the door for me as he gave me his hand.


“Thanks.” I smiled, holding his hand while attempting to exit the car gracefully, without flashing him too much leg with the long slit.


Stepping out with my right foot first was a mistake as the slit rode higher up, giving him a full view of my tanned thigh. Michael’s eyes dropped to my bare skin, and I hurriedly placed my other leg out and stood up. My cheeks got all hot when I saw Michael smirking.


Clearing my throat, I looked down to make sure my dress was still in place, and I wasn’t accidentally flashing anyone. If people were going to talk about me, I certainly didn’t want them to talk about how they could see my thong.


“Still wearing the necklace, I see.” Michael’s eyes followed my fingers as I adjusted the necklace between my breasts. He gave a small smile as he touched the gem.


“Of course! Nonno gave it to me. This way, he’s always with me. I never take it off unless I get wet.” He let his hand fall to his side and gave a full-on smirk.


“Yeah?” He inched closer to me. “How often are you wet, then?” Michael whispered while looking deep into my eyes, and my breath caught in my throat.


I was pretty sure my face was as red as it could be, and my heart beat a little faster at our closeness. I gave his arm a light smack as I sidestepped him. I felt like I couldn’t breathe when he was so damn close to me.


“Shut up, you know what I mean. Let’s go. I don’t want to be too late for the party.” I said hurrying him along.


I heard him laugh as he shut the car door and walked up next to me. He took the small gift from me and put his hand on my back.


“Ready?” He asked, and I gave a brief nod. I took a deep breath, mentally preparing myself and hoping everything would turn out okay.


Together, we made our way upstairs and into the mansion I once called home.
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As soon as we entered the mansion, a wave of nostalgia hit me as I looked around. I made so many memories in this house, and even though most of the interior had been changed, there was still a sense of familiarity.


The staircase had been remodeled into a glossy beige that led to two small separate staircases on either side to get to the top floor. A sparkling crystal chandelier was suspended from the center of the staircase and small spotlights lit up the rest of the ceiling, giving it a nice, elegant look.


I guess my father was too busy with the mansion to phone me back.


I mentally scoffed but forced myself to think of the good times. The twelve years that I stayed here were amazing because I had Cara and Michael.


As we walked towards the back of the mansion, we could hear music and people talking. We passed through the French doors to the garden outside and followed a stony path that twisted around the corner to the house’s right side.


I enjoyed the view of the gorgeous flowers and plants of different colors on either side of the path. I had to admit that the gardener did one heck of a job, because it felt like I was walking through a meadow of many beautiful colors.


Since we were still out of sight from the other party guests, I halted in my steps just before we rounded the corner to join the party.


“Just take a deep breath, Thaia. You will be fine, I promise.”


I glanced at Michael, and he gave me a comforting smile while giving my hand a gentle squeeze. I tightened my grip on his hand, relieved he was here.


“I know, it’s just nerves getting to me. It’s been a long time since I’ve been here, and there are just so many memories.” I gave him a brief smile back. He pulled me closer to him, which I welcomed as we turned the corner.


“Wow.” I breathed out as I took in the sight in front of me.


A big open space with massive trees dressed up with strings of lights from one tree to another created a ceiling of light above our heads. The garden was decorated with round tables with linen tablecloths, and vases with gold engravings, holding white and soft pink camellia flowers in them.


If this was just the engagement party, I couldn’t imagine how grand the wedding would be. And it definitely would be grand just by looking at the glamorous people present here.


“Yeah, I agree.” Michael spoke, taking in the backyard. “I’ll put this on the gift table. Can I get you something to drink?” He motioned his head to the far-right side, where the bar was with a bartender.


“Anything without alcohol would be great, thanks. I want to stay as sober as possible.” I let him know. A few glasses of champagne were usually not a problem, but I was still nervous as hell, and I would probably just down one drink after another.


I couldn’t risk it.


“Sure thing! I will be right back.” I watched him as he went on his way to the gift table.


Shit, now I’m alone. I didn’t think this through.


I searched the crowd to see if I could locate Cara. What I didn’t notice was that half of the people were already staring at me while I was in my own little miserable bubble. I moved my feet slightly as I felt uneasy with everyone’s eyes on me.


I suddenly felt underdressed because it was like the backyard had been filled with models from Italian Vogue. I have never seen so many beautiful people gathered in one place. Women had on long, gorgeous gowns, and men wore suits that made them appear as if they didn’t come from this violent world.


It was intimidating.


It was easy to see that I didn’t belong here, and I wouldn’t mind being rescued right now, as I gave some awkward smiles to the people who looked at me.


Where the hell was Cara?


I kept looking around to see if I could spot her somewhere, but there were too many people.


Someone caught my attention as my gaze fell on him. My breath caught in my throat, and I couldn’t take my eyes off him.


He’s gorgeous. Breathtaking, actually.


His black dress pants showed off his strong legs, and a black dress shirt that clung to his body. He was mouthwatering. The dress shirt, slightly unbuttoned, exposed a hint of his chest, while his sleeves were rolled up to his elbows, revealing heavily tattooed arms. His dark hair, styled with a shorter length on the sides and longer on top, added to his overall perfection.


This man was the embodiment of perfection.


My gaze traveled from his feet to his face, tracing his body along the way. His presence enthralled me so much that I couldn’t help but keep my gaze on him for a moment longer. Towering in his tall frame, he stood there smoking a cigarette. Even from a distance, I could feel the immense power radiating from him.


I was intrigued.


He cocked his head to the side as he studied me. He pinned me with his gaze, and his face remained completely emotionless. His eyes were intensely focused on me, and I felt like I was in a trance, unable to look away as we remained locked in a stare from afar.


“Don’t look at him like that.” Michael abruptly appeared in front of me, taking me by surprise, and obstructing my view of the man. “He has killed people for staring at him the wrong way.” He stated as he handed me a drink.


“Huh?” I breathed out and blinked at him, confused. “I was just looking around. How am I supposed to find the person I’m looking for if I’m not allowed to look?” I gave a soft chuckle at his exaggeration and raised a brow at him.


“The way you looked at him can get your ass shot.” Michael gave me a stem look, making it clear that this was not a joke. I looked at him with wide eyes, suddenly feeling scared that the man would shoot me because I took my time to look at him.


“Wait, really? Oh, shit! What should I do? Do I apologize?” I spoke in a hurry. I didn’t mean it in a bad way; he was truly too beautiful not to look at.


Michael let out a small snort.


“No, just don’t look at him. I don’t know if you have heard of this, Althaia, but you have a mean resting bitch face. You looked like you were ready to fight him or something.” He spoke under his breath.


I choked on my drink, making a fool out of myself as I laughed.


“Thaia!” I heard Cara call out as she suddenly showed up and headed towards me with a wide smile on her face.


“Cara!” I squealed, matching her excitement as I quickly handed my drink back to Michael, not caring that it spilled a bit.


I walked as fast as I could in my heels and embraced her with a tight hug. It had been so long since I last saw her, which truly sucked because we were like two inseparable sisters.


“Oh my God, I have missed you so much. It really is not the same without you.” She hugged me tighter into her tiny frame.


“I know.” I chuckled. “I’ve missed you too!” I stepped back, holding her hands as I looked her over.


“Cara, you look amazing!” I stared in awe at her gorgeous dress. A gorgeous, long flowy rose-colored strapless gown with a corset-like top with silver detailing that cinched her waist, making her already full breasts even bigger. Her raven hair was tied up with a few pieces framing her face, and her makeup was flawless, making her hazel eyes pop.


She looked absolutely breathtaking.


“Mom really outdid herself with this dress. It’s more than I could ever imagine.” She winked slyly, and I dropped my jaw.


“I didn’t know you asked mom to make you a dress!” I squinted my eyes at her.


My mother was a designer and made drop-dead gorgeous gowns. When we moved, she opened her own little shop, and it blew up in no time. Eventually, we had to expand and now it was a well-known high-end boutique.


“Yeah, well, I didn’t want you to know because I wanted the dress to be a surprise, and -” Cara put her hand over her heart and held my hand. “I love you so much, but you fucking suck at keeping something like that a secret.” She said, smiling innocently.


I was about to say something, but she was right, so I shut my mouth. I was the type of person who would get you a gift and within the next few minutes I would send a text saying, ‘guess what I just got you!’ Case in point, she already knew what I had picked out for her engagement. I literally took a picture of the champagne glasses and sent her a text message that said, ‘OMG, these are so cute! I’m getting them for you’ and sent her the picture.


“Fair enough.” I muttered.


“But damn, look at you! That dress is so hot on you. Who are you getting your titties out for, huh?” Cara put her hands on her hips and wiggled her brows at me. Typical of Cara, always has something dirty on her mind.


“No one.” I rolled my eyes. “My tits are more covered up than yours.” I pointed out.


“True, but I have a man now that I need to impress, so he knows what awaits him, if you know what I mean.” She winked, making me laugh.


“Speaking of man...” I muttered while glancing around to make sure no one was within earshot. “Are you absolutely sure you want to do this, Cara? You can always, I don’t know, run away? You know I’ll come with you.” I said in all seriousness. If she wanted to leave the country, I would drop everything and go with her. She means the world to me. I would do whatever I could to keep her safe.


“You know I can’t do that. He will hunt me down and definitely kill me if I ever think about running away.” She gave me a sad smile. “Besides, anything will be better than living with my father. I just have to get away. I need to breathe.” She sighed. As much as I hated to admit it, it was true.


Her father was an absolute abusive maniac. One time he came back home, intoxicated from both alcohol and cocaine, and almost beat her to death. Somehow, he gained a tiny bit of his senses back and stopped before it was too late.


I hope one day someone will give him the same treatment.


Amen.


“This is my way out of here.” Cara reassured me.


“As long as you’re happy, I’m happy.” I gave a small smile and pulled her into another hug.


“Are you done catching up? I’m feeling all lonely here by myself.” Michael wrapped an arm around my shoulder and pouted his lips. “Isn’t this awesome? The trio has finally reunited at last!” He beamed with excitement, and I just shook my head at him in amusement and removed his arm from my shoulders. I did not spend that much time getting ready for him to get my hair into a tangled mess.


“Come, let me introduce you to my soon-to-be husband.” Cara gestured at a group of men puffing cigars and drinking whatever their choice of poison was. But what caught me off guard was that they were already staring at us.


Definitely nothing intimidating about that.


Not at all.


“Have fun with that.” Michael mumbled, eyeing the men with a blank stare.


“Are you not coming with us? Didn’t you just say that you were lonely standing by yourself?” I gave him a teasing look.


“Yeah, but I’m not that lonely. See ya!” He took off before we could say anything else.


“Let’s go.” Cara held my hand and together we made our way toward the group of men who were observing our every move.


For some reason it felt dangerous, and I wondered why.
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As we neared the group of men, I tried not to stare at anyone longer than a second in case they would take it the wrong way. They were huge and intimidating and kept watching us as we approached them, but Cara was unfazed.


She led me over to the two men at the center of the group; the two most terrifying-looking men. And one of them was the man Michael told me not to stare at, and holy shit, that man was even finer up close.


I couldn't take my eyes off him.


I was nervous to approach him as his eyes followed me, and his stare made my heart race. He didn’t even try to hide it as he shamelessly checked me out, which gave me mixed feelings. I was not sure I was supposed to like his attention on me.


“Althaia, meet my fiancé, Lorenzo.” Cara introduced. I looked at the man next to him and wanted to drop my jaw. He was about the size of a tank! He was so muscular and tall that I had to tilt my head up a little just to meet his gaze.


Her vagina is going to be so wrecked.


I shared a quick look with Cara, a smug grin on her lips saying, 'I know’ like she read my thoughts, which made me crack a smile.


Tank Man was quite handsome with his closely shaved head, dark brown eyes, and a strong jawline with light stubble.


“It’s nice to meet you.” I smiled and stuck my hand out for a handshake. He looked down at my hand with a bored expression, letting it hang there before shaking it.


Well, that was lovely.


“And this is his older brother, Damiano.” She gestured to the one I had looked at for too long.


They were about the same height, though Tank Man was more broad-shouldered than Damiano. Tank Man was, well, like a tank, but Damiano was way more intimidating, his golden-brown eyes so cold and deadly when he stared at me.


I almost wanted to gulp.


“Pleasure to meet you.” I smiled nervously at him and went for a handshake. He didn't just stare at my hand as Lorenzo did; thankfully, he shook it immediately.


“Althaia.” Damiano said my name, as if he was seeing how it sounded on his tongue. “Pleasure’s all mine.”


A shiver ran through me at how deep his voice was, and it elicited an inappropriate response in my body. I felt my face flush.


This man was seriously otherworldly.


Damiano glanced at Tank Man, also known as Lorenzo, and it was almost like they were having a silent conversation. Whatever it was, it had Lorenzo grab Cara around the waist, and they walked off.


Cara looked over her shoulder and gave me a confused expression. I looked around and realized that the rest of the group had disappeared too.


“Uh...” I trailed in confusion.


“Althaia.”


I shivered again as I faced Damiano, who already had his eyes set on me. He reached into his pocket and took out a pack of cigarettes, offering me one.


“Oh, no, thank you.”


“Good choice.” He gave me a small smirk and held the packet up to his mouth, took a cigarette between his lips, all while looking into my eyes. There was something about the way he did it that was incredibly hot.


“So, Althaia.” Damiano spoke while he lit up his cigarette and took a long drag from it. “You look awfully well for a dead person.” He spoke, blowing out smoke.


“I’m sorry, what?” I shook my head like I didn't hear him right.


“Your file says you’re dead.” He continued as if it was the most normal thing to say and blew the smoke right into my face.


I waved the smoke away and frowned at him.


“What are you talking about? I think you have me confused with someone else.” I chuckled awkwardly.


“Althaia Volante, twenty-four years old, born on November seventh because her parents fucked on Valentine’s Day. You died instantly in a car accident on New Year’s Eve three years ago.” He said, inhaling from his cigarette as my expression fell.


“Usually, dead people don’t look this good.” Damiano gave me another look-over.


“I don’t know what you are talking about. Besides, my name is not Volante. It’s Celano. Big difference. You must have me confused with someone else because I’m pretty sure I’m not dead. Obviously.” I gestured to myself as I was literally standing in front of him in the flesh.


“Obviously.” He finished his cigarette, and my eyes followed the bud as he flicked it away. I glanced back at him, seeing his eyes lingering on my necklace between my breasts.


Damiano reached out to touch my necklace, and I reflexively stepped back. His eyes locked onto mine, giving me a warning look, like he was telling me to stay still.


“However, you are wearing the Volante heirloom around your neck.” He stepped closer to me and my heart beat faster when his hand trailed up and held my chin. I swallowed hard as he tilted my head slightly upward so I could meet his eyes.


His face was getting closer to me, like he was going to kiss me, and my eyes went wide. But Damiano moved his head at the last second, his bearded cheek brushed against mine as he stopped by my ear.


“Makes me wonder why your father is hiding you from me.” He whispered, and it sent a chill down my spine.


Damiano slightly stepped back and dropped his hand to his side. He shot a look over my shoulder and my stomach dropped in fear when I saw his expression.


So deadly and fucking feral.


I had to get away from him.


I spun around to leave, but halted in my steps as I came face-to-face with my father.


“Papa.” I breathed out in shock. It was strange seeing him in front of me after so long, and though we hadn't kept in touch, my heart still missed him.


“What are you doing here?” My father snapped at me, absolutely livid.


My heart squeezed. I guess the feelings were not mutual.


“What, you don’t want to see your daughter? Don’t worry, I’m not here for you.” I frowned back.


Everybody stopped and stared at us. Wasn’t that just fucking lovely? They were all witnessing a shitty father and daughter reunion. He clearly didn’t want me here, and it made me feel like shit.


Great, so the worst that could happen, happened.


I crossed my arms, shoving my feelings away as I was about to leave, but stopped when Michael’s tense form moved forward to stand behind my father, posing as a bodyguard.


Someone grabbed me around the waist and pushed me into their side. I let out a noise of surprise at the sudden action and saw it was Damiano who held me firmly.


“Gaetano, such a beautiful gem you’ve been hiding.” He taunted in Italian.


My father clenched his fists as he looked at Damiano, but Damiano just cocked his head to the side with a devilish smirk.


“Michael, take Althaia away from here.” My father ordered firmly.


“Holy shit!” I shouted when Damiano whipped out a gun and pointed it at Michael. I tried to break free, but Damiano held me tight.


“Don’t even think about it.” He snarled at Michael while he crushed me to his side to prevent me from leaving. My legs would have given out in fear if he hadn't had such a strong grip on me.


Michael tried to grab me again, but before he could even take a step, the sound of a gunshot rang out in the air, making me cover my ears as a scream escaped me.


“I won’t fucking miss your head if you move one more time.” Damiano stated in a deadly low tone.


I could feel my knees weakening with each passing second. Michael’s jaw clenched when he saw the fear on my face. I glanced at my father for help, and it looked like he was having an inner battle as he assessed the situation.


Now I knew why the fuck it felt dangerous to approach Damiano. He was crazy!


“Keep her out of this.” My father hissed.


“And why should I when you’re the one hiding her, Gaetano?” Damiano bared his teeth in a sinister smile.


“She has nothing to do with anything!” My father yelled at him.


“Now, now.” Damiano chuckled, not fazed at all. “I’ll be the judge of that.” He pulled me in front of him, and it felt like I was facing the Devil himself.


Damiano loomed over me, his eyes narrowing with a menacing intensity that sent shivers down my spine. I swallowed hard, a paralyzing terror gripping me, as I dreaded what he might do to me.


“We’ll have a little chat together soon.” He said with a wicked smirk as he ran a thumb along my jaw.


I couldn’t talk.


I couldn’t even breathe.


I just stared at him, my eyes wide, while my heart felt like it was about to jump out of my chest. What was I supposed to say, anyway? Tea or coffee? I was pretty sure he preferred blood.


And I could only hope it was not mine he was after.


He leaned back, gave me a wink, and walked off. I exhaled and my legs buckled, making me stumble. But a pair of arms caught me mid fall before I hit the ground. I was spun around and saw Michael had grabbed me.


“Are you okay? Are you hurt somewhere?” He frantically asked as he looked around at my face. I couldn’t answer him as my eyes went to Damiano’s retreating form.


He was walking away as if he had no care in the world with his hands tucked into the pockets of his slacks.















FIVE


ALTHAIA


“Althaia!” Michael called my name sharply.


“I’m okay.” I tried to reassure him, even though my voice was barely audible.


“Michael, take Althaia to my office.” My father snapped, his face twisted with anger. Michael didn’t need to be told twice and practically carried me inside the mansion.


“You can let me walk now. I’m okay.” I reassured him again. He loosened his grip on me, but he was still holding me close as we entered my father’s office.


I plopped down on the couch and started massaging my temples as I felt a headache coming on. My mind was all over the place. One moment we were shaking hands, and the next, people were trying to shoot each other. It was a not-so-friendly reminder of what kind of people they were.


Michael sat on the coffee table in front of me and handed me a bottle of water.


“Thanks.” I gave him a small smile and took a big sip.


“You good?” He asked, leaning forward as he rested his arms on his thighs.


“Yeah, just so confused right now.” I sighed and sank back onto the couch.


Before Michael could reply, the door swung open, and my father stalked in. Michael and I both rose, watching him walk up to his desk. He leaned against it, fixing me with a stern glare.


“Do you have any idea of what kind of trouble you have put yourself into coming here?” He snapped, and my mouth dropped open.


“How the hell have I caused any trouble just by showing up?” I exclaimed.


“Watch your language.” He said firmly, and I scowled.


“I should be the one asking questions because that man, Damiano, said some really crazy stuff about me out there.” I crossed my arms and eyed him suspiciously.


Even though he was wrong about the last name and car accident, everything else was correct. As much as I would like to think it was coincidental, I knew it wasn’t.


“Why did he call me Volante, hmm? And why in the world did he say that I died three years ago?” My eyes narrowed.


My father closed his eyes and pinched the bridge of his nose.


“I was trying to protect you, figlia. But I’m afraid I have done more harm than good.” He sighed and looked at me again.


“Protect me from what?” I uncrossed my arms as worry crept in.


Fuck, should I fear for my life now? Move to a different country and change my name to Fifo? But I don’t look like a Fifo.


“I don’t want you to get involved in this mess, but since he already knows you’re alive, there’s no point in hiding this from you.” He went to the minibar, filled up a glass, and chugged it in one gulp.


I waited for him to elaborate. My dad pointed at the couch for me to sit, and he settled on the one opposite me. Michael went and stood to the side and listened.


“I’m only going to tell you what you need to hear. When we started going into business with la Famiglia Bellavia, things were going great. Then it took a turn, and a war almost broke out. The last thing I wanted was for them to find you to use you against me. So, I faked your death.” He shrugged.


“What the actual fuck?” I shrieked, and my father shot me a warning look.


I was supposed to be dead?


“But he said Althaia Volante, I’m a Celano.” I pointed out.


“Celano is a name your mother and I both decided for you to have so people wouldn’t be able to track you down easily.” He explained. “I never gave you my family name because I want to protect the only daughter I have.”


So, that was what he meant when he said I was causing trouble. It made sense now. In all fairness, how was I supposed to know that? No one told me I was supposed to play fucking dead.


“I couldn't take the chance of you going around and introducing yourself as Volante. Word would get out, and he would track you down fast to get what he wants.” He sighed, and it left me stunned once again.


“So...” I trailed off. “Does that mean I’m in any kind of danger now? Should I be worried?” I asked, probably looking like a lost child.


If my father had faked my death, then that meant Damiano was more dangerous than I realized. I knew he was too gorgeous to be a sane man.


My father’s eyes softened.


“You don’t have to worry about anything. This is why Cara is getting married into their family. It’s for assurances for both families.”


“What?!” I rose from my seat as I erupted in disbelief. They were just giving Cara off as if she were some kind of peace offering? “You are sending your own niece into the arms of psychopaths!”


“She knows what she’s getting into, and she happily agreed.” My father retorted, getting to his feet.


No shit. Her father was a complete maniac. Of course, she would do anything to get away from him, even if it meant being with another psycho. Anyone was better than her own father.


“Well, does that mean you trust them now since Cara is being married into their family?”


“No, I don’t trust them one bit. Especially Damiano. He’s the Devil.” He spat out, and I just gaped at him.


“Then what’s the point of her getting married to one of them?” I asked. “If he’s the so-called Devil, then why do you send Cara into their arms, huh?”


“Sometimes you have to sacrifice for the greater good.” He said calmly.


“What greater good? Don’t you even care that they could kill her?” I shot back.


My father just sighed and shook his head.


“Listen, there are things you don’t need to know. This conversation ends here.” He said, leaving no room for discussion.


I wanted to shout at him, to make him realize how ridiculous all of this sounds. Instead, I exhaled slowly as I knew it would fall on deaf ears.


My father approached me, gently resting his hand on my cheek.


“I don’t want to involve you even more in this mess. Just leave it to me and trust me when I say it’s for the best for everyone.”


“You still have some explaining to do.” I said, and he cracked a slight smile as he looked over my face.


“You’ve really become a beautiful young lady. La mia bellissima figlia.” He spoke softly.


I couldn’t help the warmth that filled my heart at his words. I wrapped my arms around him and held him tightly without thinking about it.


No matter how much I wanted to be mad at him for not even trying to be around, the little girl in me who wanted her father didn't care right now. What mattered was that he wasn’t rejecting me as I had feared.


My father chuckled softly when he hugged me and kissed the top of my head. I decided that everything else could wait and just enjoy this small moment with him.


“Awh, look at that. A father-daughter reunion.” Michael said in an almost cute voice.


“Oh shoot, I forgot you were still here.” I laughed as I unwrapped my arms from my father, and Michael just pouted at me.


“I should find Cara and apologize for ruining her party.” I just hoped she wasn’t too mad at me. “Will you give me a ride back to the hotel? I’m assuming there isn’t much of a party going on right now.” I asked Michael.


“Sure thing!”


“You should spend the night here and not in a hotel.” My father chimed in.


“Thanks, but maybe some other time? I feel like my head is about to explode, and I need a little time to myself to process everything.” I admitted. He looked disappointed but was understanding.


I said my goodbyes to my father, and Michael and I made our way out of the office in search of Cara. But I couldn’t help that my mind wandered to a certain golden-brown eyed Devil, going by the name of Damiano, and his promise that we would have a chat soon.


A deadly man that somehow still had me curious about him.
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“What a grand entrance you made tonight.” Michael playfully bumped his shoulder into mine.


“Tell me about it.” I chuckled. Michael walked me to my hotel room to ensure my safety, which I was grateful for.


I swiped my keycard and held the door for Michael to enter as well.


“Not bad, Thaia. You got yourself a luxury suite.” He whistled in awe as he looked around.


“Well, I thought I would take advantage of this opportunity and treat myself a bit.” I grinned. I had asked for the biggest suite in the hotel because I wanted it to feel like a real vacation.


The suite was split into two large rooms; a lounge area with soft couches that would swallow you and a huge flat-screen TV, and the other with a king-sized bed. It had to be a king-sized bed because I had this irrational fear that if my arm or leg hung off the bed, some kind of nasty creature would definitely grab me.


I slumped down in the armchair and unstrapped my stilettos, sending them flying in different directions with a kick, then leaned back and closed my eyes. I moaned in relief as I curled my toes, making sure the blood was flowing down to them.


"Wow, that could not sound any more sexual.” Michael said with a smug tone. I opened one eye to catch a glimpse of him smirking as he settled into the couch across from me. In response, I flipped him off, which only made him laugh. "Why do you even wear those? They look so painful.”


"Because they are hot as fuck.” I stated, as if it was the most obvious thing. "Not everyone has been blessed with height like yours. I need the additional height, so I don’t disappear in the crowd of all you tall people.” I explained while struggling to unclasp my necklace.


"There is nothing wrong with your height. It’s cute and suits you. You’re obviously blessed in other areas.” He wiggled his brows and gestured to my breasts. My dress was actually quite revealing at the top, which gave him a great view of my cleavage.


"Creep.” I teased and tried not to blush under his gaze. "Can you help me take off my necklace? I think the lock is stuck or something.” I asked to distract myself from the intensity in his eyes.


"Sure.”


I rose to my feet, and lifted my hair so he could get better access.


"Thank you.” I said once he slid off the necklace and gave it to me.


My brows shot up when Michael trailed his hands down my back and rested them on my hips. I stilled when he pulled me in close until I was against his chest. A small sound came out of him when I felt his lips touch my neck.


My breath caught in my throat, and tingles erupted in my stomach when he wrapped his arms around me with his hands resting on my stomach.


"You look absolutely gorgeous tonight.” He whispered in my ear. I opened my mouth to say something, but nothing came out. "Goodnight, Althaia.” He gave me a small peck on my shoulder and walked out of my hotel room.


I remained right where I was, looking at the door he just walked out in surprise.


Still in a daze, I went to the bathroom. I needed a cold shower to help me figure out if any of it was real, or if it was my imagination playing with me.


I turned on the cold shower for just five seconds before switching to the soothing warmth. A sigh of relief escaped me, and my tense muscles finally relaxed. Though, I couldn't fully let go of my racing thoughts, especially those about Michael and the way his hands had sensually traced down my body.


Just thinking about it made me blush.


I had a major thing for him when we were kids, and maybe he felt the same way about me? I let out a frustrated groan as these thoughts overwhelmed me. I was a total mess after meeting the Devil, and now Michael just had to add to that pile of confusion.


To get my mind off things, I gave a full-blown concert performance in the shower, using the shampoo bottle as my microphone as I sang ‘Butter’ by BTS at the top of my lungs.


My singing came to a stop when I heard the hotel door open and close. Room service must have arrived, and I hurried to dry myself off.


I threw on the big, fluffy bathrobe and slippers, then headed out to the lounge area to devour the delicious food I knew was waiting for me.


I was so ready to stuff my face.


My heart stopped beating, and I froze when I spotted someone on the couch. A hand extended towards the lamp resting on the end table beside the couch and switched it on.


It was the Devil himself.


Damiano.


“Good evening, Althaia.”















SIX


DAMIANO


I entered the lobby of one of the fanciest hotels in Los Angeles and went straight to the reception desk.


“Mr. Bellavia, so great to see you again! Are you here for a meeting?” The receptionist greeted me with a wide smile and quickly checked her computer.


“No, I’m here for pleasure.” I told her.


“Oh, excellent! But I’m afraid all our master suites have been booked. If you would give me a minute, I will have something figured out for you right away.”


“No need to.” I stopped her before she could make any calls. “I already have a room. It should be under the name of Althaia Celano.”


“Just a second, and I will find it for you.” Her red nails tapped on the keyboard as she searched the database.


“Bill her stay on my card. I will only be here for a few hours. Order everything you have on the menu, plus a bottle of your best champagne, and send it up.” I slid my card towards her and checked my watch to signal my impatience.


“Certainly, sir! I can see that room service has already been ordered.”


“Then add to it.” I snapped.


“Of course, my apologies.” She tapped her red nails on the keyboard again before handing me my card back, and a keycard. “Master suite 7173. Anything else I can do for you, Mr. Bellavia?”


“That will be all.” I grabbed my things and tipped her for her time before heading for the elevator. I stopped and turned around to face the receptionist again. “Ensure the neighbors that if they hear screaming, there is nothing to worry about. I play rough.” I smirked, watching her face slightly blush.


“Absolutely. I will make sure you have nothing to worry about.” I gave a brief nod and went to the elevator.


I fished out my phone from my pocket and turned my back to one of the elevator doors when I saw Michael stepping out. That shitface had a smug smile on his lips, looking satisfied as he exited the hotel. The sight of him alone made me almost sneer and empty my gun into his face.


Soon.


I reminded myself. Soon they would all have a bullet between their brows, and the Volante family would be no more.


I swiped the keycard and cracked the door open just enough so she wouldn’t be able to notice. I listened for any movements, but it was quiet. I slipped into the dark room and quietly closed the door behind me. Stepping further inside, I heard the shower running; she was singing.


It was safe to say she didn’t know how to.


I searched the entire hotel room for anything that would give her away. This could be Gaetano trying to play dirty; claiming her death was for her security while secretly training her to be a spy or an assassin. He wouldn’t be the first to resort to such tactics, and I was determined to get ahead of him to ruin his plans.


More like putting a bullet in his plans.


I checked through her luggage, checked her phone on the nightstand, and even checked under the bed but found nothing that showed she was anything other than a normal civilian. Despite that, I had to keep my eye on her in case something showed up later.


I planted spy cameras in places where she wouldn’t notice them. This way, I would get to see her every move. Now, I waited for her to get out of the shower.


Fucking hell.


Her singing was dreadful, and it took all my self-control not to yank her out of the shower just to make it stop.


The water stopped running, and I waited once again for her to get out. Frowning, I went to the hotel door, opened it, and slammed it shut to hurry her the fuck up.


I took a seat on the couch, and she finally came out of the bathroom. She was humming as she stepped in my direction before stopping in her tracks, her eyes narrowing unsurely at me.


It was dark and the only light came from the bathroom, but it was not enough for her to see me. I reached for the lamp next to me and flicked it on.


“Good evening, Althaia.”


She blinked once.


Then a sound that I wouldn’t even describe as a scream escaped her mouth. I watched her turn around clumsily, tumbling down to the ground, before she quickly leapt up again and ran back to the bathroom. I let out a slight chuckle at the amusing sight before I heard her locking the door.


Entertained, I walked up to the door and knocked, hearing a yelp from the other side.


“That was quite dramatic of you, Althaia.” I said with a hint of amusement in my tone. I heard her gasp as if she was almost offended by my words. I crossed my arms and rested my shoulder against the door. “It will take me nothing to kick this door down if you don’t come out.”


“I would like to stay in here...”


“Get. Out. Now.” I ordered her. I had already wasted too much of my time waiting for her to get out of the shower.


“... How do I know you won’t shoot me the minute I come out, huh?” She questioned, attempting to sound brave, but her voice was shaking. I went completely silent to mess with her. “Are you fucking serious?!” She yelled and banged on the door.


I bit back a smirk.


“If I wanted to shoot you.” I said calmly. “You wouldn’t even have made it to the bathroom. This door wouldn’t have stopped me from shooting you, either. I can simply put a bullet in you through the door.” I stated. I could have put a bullet between her brows the second she stepped out of the bathroom.


But I didn’t.


“Come out. I don’t have all night.”


“Why? Because you have other people to kill?” She asked cockily, and this time, I let out a wicked smile.


“You have five seconds to get out here before I kick this door down and drag you out. And trust me...” I trailed off, my voice going low. “You don’t want me to drag you out.”


I could almost hear her gulp, and I was enjoying her fear.


Finally, I heard the door slowly unlocking, but she didn't open it. I stepped back, knowing she would make a run for it. She flung the door open as she attempted to run past me. My arm shot out, and I immediately grabbed her.


“Let me go!” She shouted with her nails digging into my arm, but it wasn’t doing anything. I just sighed, unimpressed, and plopped her down on the couch. I shot her a warning glance to stay in place when she moved to run away again.


“Good girl.” I praised when she stayed still. Althaia looked completely taken aback by my words, and a blush slowly crept to her cheeks.


Ah, she has a praise kink.


It tempted me to let out a wicked grin but refrained when a knock sounded on the door followed by ‘room service’. The server strolled in with the serving cart and placed different plates on the table.


“Is this to your liking, Mr. Bellavia?” I looked at the bottle and gave a short, expressionless nod. The server poured champagne into two flutes and put the bottle back in the ice bucket. “Anything else I can get for you?”


“That will be all.” I tipped him and he went on his way.


I handed a glass of champagne to Althaia, clinking my glass to hers, and took a seat across from her. I took a sip as I eyed her, but she just looked at me with wide eyes in confusion.


“Are we celebrating something?” She asked.


“Yes.” I replied, watching her eyes narrow.


“What?”


“You coming back from the dead.” I smirked.


“Ha ha, so fucking funny I forgot to laugh.” I cocked a brow when she rolled her eyes at me.


“Eat.” I ordered, leaving my face blank as I nodded towards the food.


“No, thank you. I’m not hungry.” She crossed her arms and glared at me.


My eyes swiftly darted down to her breasts when they were pushed together. Her robe had come undone a bit, giving me a glimpse of her ample cleavage. And frankly, it made my cock twitch at the sight.


Her stomach then let out a big rumble. Althaia’s eyes widened, and her face instantly flushed.


“Okay, so maybe I’m a little hungry...” She muttered, embarrassed. “But how do I know you won’t shoot me while I eat? Because that would be seriously fucked up! Making me feel you’re fattening me up, ready for slaughter like a pig.” She kept on rambling. I just raised a brow while sipping my champagne.


“You curse a lot. A lady shouldn’t curse. It’s not befitting.” I smirked when she gaped at me.


“Good thing I'm no lady then! And they're called sentence enhancers; they help get the message across.” She huffed, obviously offended.


“Eat.” I ordered her again. I fucking hated repeating myself. It gave me a strong urge to bend her over and spank her pretty ass for not listening.


“But how” -


“I won’t shoot you. Now shut up and eat.” I snapped.


“Rude! You shouldn’t tell a lady to shut up.” She snapped back.


Oh, she’s a fiery one.


“I thought you clarified that you were not a lady, no?” I tilted my head slightly to the side, giving a rather devilish grin. She frowned.


“... Whatever.”


“I’m not a patient man. Eat.” She still hesitated and looked back and forth between the food on the table and me. “What is it now?” I gritted out in annoyance.


“I’ll eat, I promise!” She assured me quickly. “It’s just that... It feels weird to eat if you’re not eating... Like, are you just going to watch me?” I stared at her blankly, seeing her become uncomfortable and squirming in her seat as she looked at me with her big emerald eyes.


Fucking hell. Her eyes are so fucking green and so fucking innocent-looking


I gave her a long look before I grabbed a plate of pasta and ate. I watched her shoulders sag with relief before she focused on the food. I simply watched her as she ate, observing her body language and waiting for her to make a surprise move.


But she never did.


Instead, she ate her food in such a way that had me hiding a smile behind my hand as I leaned back in my seat. Her eyes closed, and she completely forgot I was present.


I pulled out my gun and aimed it right at her head when she grabbed a knife to cut her food. This woman had zero awareness as she simply continued to eat, unaware, in pure bliss.


Nota threat.


I tucked away my gun, finished my food, and leaned back to watch her again. She let out a satisfied sigh when she was done, and her eyes were slowly drooping.


“Impressive.” I said as I rubbed my jaw, biting back a smile when she jumped in startlement. She could definitely eat, and, for some reason, it filled me with contentment to see her like this.


“Okay, listen. Let me just say this and save you some time; I know nothing. I don't know why this or how that. Nada. I hadn't talked to my father in twelve years before tonight, so you're really not going to get anything out of me.” Althaia said tiredly.


“I know.” I gave her a smug grin, and she raised her brows in surprise.


“Then why are you here?” Her eyes sparked with curiosity.


“That’s for me to know and you to wonder about.” I could tell my answer displeased her. She was like a damn open book; so easy to read.


I leaned in, resting my arms on my thighs, and took my time looking at her. She looked at me almost as if I was a fascinating piece of art.


“You are an interesting, pretty little thing. You have my attention.” I smirked and watched her swallow hard.


“I’m not sure I want it.” She said in a breathless whisper, and my cock fucking twitched again.


I stood up and went to the door before my dick got visibly hard. I rested my hand on the handle, glancing at her over my shoulder as she stared at me with those big, green innocent eyes that instantly made me hard.


“Goodnight, Althaia. It was a pleasure.” I winked and left.















SEVEN


ALTHAIA


“Thaia, get your ass up!” I heard Cara shout while constantly banging on the door.


I let out an annoyed groan.


I couldn't sleep all night, tossing and turning with my mind racing about all that had happened. And that Devil named Damiano did nothing to ease my mind.


When he said we would have a chat soon, I thought it was just to scare the shit out of me, which worked. And then he freaking showed up out of the blue like the Devil he was.


I know I have complained about how my life was getting a little too boring, and said I desperately needed some excitement in my life. Don’t get me wrong, I was grateful for everything in my life and what my mother has provided for me. Because of her, I was living a comfortable life.


But that didn’t mean to land me directly into the arms of a Mafia Boss! I should pack my bags, run, and never look back. I really should. But I hate running.


Oh, and that wink he gave me last night? I am ashamed to admit that it made me hot.


“Thaia!” The constant banging on the door didn’t stop. Not even once. It just kept going with Cara on the other side as she continued to yell at me to open the door. I let out a big, frustrated groan as I rolled out of the bed.


“My God, Cara!” I snapped and swung the door open with my eyes half-open.


“Finally!” She exclaimed. I ignored her and returned to my bed, getting under the blanket and pulling it over my head, intending to fall asleep. I was too tired to deal with her right now.


“What are you doing? Get up!” The blanket was suddenly pulled from my body, and I was going to rip her head off.


“Cara!” I snapped again, and I sat up and searched for the blanket. “Let me sleep, it’s early!” I complained. I gave up on finding the blanket and plopped down on the bed again.


Whatever, I was tired enough to sleep like this.


“Early? It’s one in the afternoon! Let’s go get lunch.” She scoffed. “And close your legs. We can see your vajayjay.”


“Don’t fucking look then.” I hissed in annoyance.


Wait.


“We?” I asked, confused. “Who’s ‘we’?” I raised my head to look, and to my horror, Michael was present, resting his shoulder against the doorframe.


“Mornin’ to you too, Thaia.” He just stood there and smiled all innocently at me. I closed my legs and screamed.


“Turn around!” I clumsily tried to get out of bed. Cara was definitely not helping as she stood at the end of the bed, laughing so hard that tears were visible in her eyes.


I ran to the bathroom and slammed the door shut, hoping the ground would just open and swallow me.
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“Your dad wants you to join a small dinner party a week from now.” Cara said, before taking a bite of her sandwich.


We were at a café, sitting outside and having a bite to eat while we enjoyed the scorching sun that was currently baking us.


“Why?” I asked, taking a sip of my second dose of iced coffee. I desperately needed caffeine today.


“There is no point in hiding you anymore, so you might as well come to the different occasions.” Michael explained.


“So, he’s just going to forget the fact that he never bothered to reach out to me all these years and expects me to be, I don’t know, okay with it?” I questioned. Even though we hugged, his lack of effort to reach out still hurt me. I longed for my dad all those years, and he clearly didn’t care.


“You have to understand where he is coming from. If he called you or showed up at your place, you might as well be dead now.” Michael shrugged as he casually explained.


THE DEVIL'S FIRE


“People are ruthless, Thaia. They will do anything to get what they want. The things I have witnessed.” Cara shuddered and Michael nodded in agreement, looking less bothered than Cara.


I let their words sink in as I thought about it. If all of it were true, would I have been abducted and tortured? Would they have mercilessly cut into my skin to retaliate against my father? Cut off my limbs and deliver them to his residence?


The thought of that made me sick. I didn’t know what these people were capable of.


“Are you coming then?” Cara asked with a hopeful tone.


“I can’t. I only took this week off.” I gave her an apologetic smile and received a bored look.


“You work for your mother. I’m pretty sure she can let your ass off for a few more days.”


“And because she is my mother, she is hard on me.” I pointed out. My mother took pride in her boutique and her work, and I suppose I inherited her skills as well.


I have always had a passion for drawing, and art has always fascinated me. I went to college to pursue it, but it wasn’t fulfilling in the way I wanted it to be. So, I dropped out and worked with my mother, and we turned our skills into a family-owned business.


“One time I messed up an order, and she was a second away from pulling out the wooden spoon to whoop my ass.” I scoffed at the memory. My mother was the type of person who would whoop your ass in a heartbeat with her beloved wooden spoon.


“Not the wooden spoon!” Cara and Michael said, and we all burst out laughing. Whoever misbehaved, my mother would whip out the wooden spoon, regardless of who they were. And since we grew up together, Michael received his fair share of whooping as we had the habit of making trouble.


“I’ll talk to her; she never says no to me.” Cara bragged, and I rolled my eyes at her.


“Sucks to be an only child, and not even be the favorite.” I joked and let out a dramatic sigh. “What’s the dinner party about, anyway?” I asked.


“They say it’s for making up about the engagement party, but it’s most likely to do damage control. It’s nothing major, only Lorenzo and Damiano are coming.” Cara explained. I tried not to show a reaction at the mention of Damiano. I knew I shouldn’t, but the temptation to see him one more time clouded any rational thought.


“Again, I’m so sorry about that.” I apologized, but Cara simply waved me off, not bothered about it.


“Bah, you guys are so boring!” Michael complained and threw his head back. “I thought we would do something fun.” He sulked.


“I told you we were just going out to eat and do some shopping. Nobody asked you to come. You just dragged your ass with me.” Cara rolled her eyes at him.


“I was bored, and there wasn’t much to do, anyway. Besides, wouldn’t you rather have me around instead of... what’s his name?” Michael snapped his fingers as he tried to remember. “Oh, Maso!” He exclaimed.


“Maso is a great guy. He just takes his job way too seriously and basically breathes down my neck, but still a great guy.” Cara chuckled. Her father wouldn’t allow her to leave the house without an escort, and Maso was assigned to be with her wherever she went. He was a very serious guy and not a type that would smile. At all.


“Yeah, yeah, whatever. Let’s just go. My ass is getting numb.” Michael rose from his seat and stretched out his arms. The white t-shirt he was wearing rode up and revealed some of his toned stomach.


I gazed for a little longer than I should have. He was nowhere near the build of Damiano, but his physique was quite nice, actually. My eyes roamed his body till they met his eyes, seeing he was already looking at me with a smirk on his face.


“Like what you see, gorgeous?” He winked. I felt my face flush with embarrassment that he had caught me openly eyeing him. He didn’t seem to mind, though.


“Stop flirting and let’s go.” Cara hurried us, rolling her eyes in a playful manner.


Michael put his arm around my shoulder as we made our way to the boutiques. Feeling his stare, I peeked up at him and he had a playful grin.


“I definitely liked what I saw earlier.” He whispered in my ear.


“Shut up.” I smacked his chest, my cheeks heating, and he just let out a chuckle.















EIGHT


ALTHAIA


Mother wasn’t happy.


In fact, my mother was mad.


She became so enraged that she stumbled over the English words and had to switch to Greek. That was how you knew she was mad when she had to switch languages.


She wasn’t that angry about me not coming back; she was furious that Cara had ‘forgotten’ to mention that she was marrying into la Famiglia Bellavia. It was apparently a big deal because she started yelling and cursing Cara’s father, then she cursed my father for allowing this to happen.


I, on the other hand, knew nothing about la Famiglia Bellavia. So, I did some digging with a Google search. It turned out they were rich and powerful as fuck. Like next level shit.


They owned all sorts of businesses, including hotels, nightclubs, and casinos. Mind you, that was the legal part of their businesses. The other part? Well, they controlled everything from the street-corner drug trade to the highest levels of government. Obviously, there was no concrete evidence to back up the claims made by journalists who were trying to do some digging on them as well.


But I believed it.


Damiano’s powerful presence, how he carried himself and the way he radiated deadly, made me believe all of it. It was incredibly fascinating. I also wondered if he owned the hotel I was currently staying in. Would make sense given how he suddenly had access to my room.


Or he simply broke in.


Who was going to stop him? Absolutely no one when he had this much power in his hands.


I haven’t told Cara or Michael about Damiano showing up. Why? I wasn’t too sure myself.


Since I had time to kill before the dinner party tonight, I did some more digging on la Famiglia Bellavia. I read articles on how law enforcement had tried to detain Damiano, but since they had no evidence against him, he was untouchable. Of course he was if he had the highest levels of government in his pocket.


I let out a small whistle as I continued to read the article, completely impressed. This was taking the word powerful to a whole different level, only poking my curiosity even more in this mysterious Devil going by the name of Damiano.


A knock on the door jolted me out of my current Google search. I closed my laptop and headed for the door, knowing it was Michael on the other side, ready to take me to my father’s mansion.


“Wow, hey there.” Michael looked stunned as he gazed at my dress. “That dress is... hot.”


“Thank you.” I grinned. It was a tight red wine-colored dress, and it hugged my figure nicely. And of course, I had to finish it with a pair of red bottom stilettos to complete the look.


“My lady.” Michael did a dramatic bow and offered me his arm. I chuckled and linked my arm with his as we made our way out to his dreamy Aston Martin.


“Can I drive your car?” I asked. Michael laughed as if I told the funniest joke.


“That was a good one, Thaia.” He chuckled as he opened the passenger door for me.


“I meant it.” I said, and he looked at me for a long time, trying to see if I was serious or not.


“Ha, nope!” He erupted and ushered me inside as I gaped at him.


“I’m an excellent driver!”


“And I don’t care!”


“I promise I will drive like a granny.”


“No can do. This is my baby.” He caressed the steering wheel gently, and I let out a scoff at him for being so dramatic. “You can be the DJ. I never let anyone be the DJ.”


“Wow, what a privilege.” I let out a sarcastic smile. “I don’t want to be the DJ. I want to be the driver.” I was hoping he would get tired of me nagging and would give in.


“I want to be the driver!” He mimicked in a high-pitched voice, and I gave him a blank stare.


“I don't sound like that.” I frowned, then sighed in defeat. Michael just grinned and switched the music on.


“This is my favorite song!” Michael yelled and cranked up the volume. I looked at him in shock as he started singing to BlackPink. How was this man, a member of a Mafia, singing at the top of his lungs to BlackPink? When he noticed my surprise, he dimmed the volume.


“What?”


“What do you mean ‘what’? You sang every single word in Korean without missing a single syllable!” I exclaimed.


“That’s because I kind of speak Korean now.” Michael said proudly. “I was exploring one day, and I stumbled upon Koreatown. I ended up eating a shit ton of food, and I kept going back so much that they just know who I am now. I made a few friends and learned the language.”


“Aw, look at you being such a foodie.” I teased, making him chuckle. “Hey, now we can talk shit about people without them knowing!”


“Wait, you speak it too?” It was his turn to be surprised.


“Why are you surprised? I’m the one who listens to K-pop and watches K-dramas. I’m just not allowed to listen to or watch anything Korean-related around Cara. She’s a killjoy when it comes to that.” I snickered.


I had a phase where I only listened to Korean music and only watched K-dramas. And I may have talked non-stop about the dramas until she became fed up with me and banned me from ever talking about it near her.


“Typical Cara, so uncultured.” He shook his head in amusement, and I seconded.


We came to a stop in front of the mansion, and as usual, a few of my father’s men were outside on duty. Michael helped me out of the car at the same time a sudden loud screeching and revving sound of a car rang out in the air.


The car was racing fast towards us, and my eyes slowly widened when I thought it would hit us. But it made a harsh stop before it could.


“Are you fucking kidding me?” Michael mumbled as we both stared at the car.


“Holy shit!” I looked in awe. It wasn’t just any car. “Tell me my eyes are deceiving me, Michael. But is that a Bugatti La Voiture Noire in front of us?” Fuck Michael’s car. This one was a sexy beast. This car was probably the closest thing to a real-life Batmobile. All black, shiny, and so sexy.


The car door opened and who emerged from the driver’s seat?


The Devil.


Of course, he would own that car! I moved closer to get a better view, wanting to check out every single inch of that sexy beast. But Michael wrapped his arm around my waist and tried to lead me to the mansion.


Annoyed, I removed his arm and rushed over to get a closer look at the car. I was stunned as I circled the car, taking in every detail from the unique front fascia to the rear fascia with its six exhaust pipes. The details were insane!


“Wow!” I whispered to myself. I was so focused that I hadn’t noticed people staring at me as I studied the car. Even Damiano’s intense gaze was focused on me as he watched me trying to get a peek inside. Feeling shy by the sudden attention, I let out an awkward chuckle.


“Sorry, it’s a beautiful car. Can I have a look inside?” I asked. Damiano didn’t say anything and just opened the door so I could look.


I slightly leaned forward, trying to contain my excitement as I took it all in. It was gorgeous!


I drew in a sharp breath when I felt someone extremely close behind me. Almost brushing against my ass. I straightened up and almost let out a yelp when I saw how close Damiano was to me.


“Let’s go, Althaia.” Michael walked towards me, but Damiano sent him one sharp look. That was enough for Michael to halt in his steps as he glared at him, looking pissed.


“Do you want to drive it?” I whipped my head to Damiano.


“Are you asking me?” Pointing to myself in surprise.


“Who else?” He tilted his head slightly to the side, looking amused.


“Are you being serious?” I squinted my eyes as I questioned him. I would rather not get in the car, only for him to say, ‘just kidding’ and drag me out.


“Very.” Damiano said, gesturing with his head for me to get in. I let out a big grin in pure excitement. I was about to get in when I glanced at Michael, his face full of rage as he glared at Damiano.


“Oh, uh, thanks, but maybe another time?” I gave a faint smile, trying not to show how disappointed I was turning down this once-in-a-lifetime opportunity.


I sighed as I walked past him, but I feared Michael was about to do something stupid. Michael wasted no time wrapping his arm around me, roughly shoving me into him, and hurrying up the stairs, almost making me trip as he practically dragged me with him.


What the hell was his problem now?


“Michael, relax. You’re hurting me.” I winced when his fingers duginto my side.


He finally snapped out of it and immediately let me go. I started massaging my side gently to ease the pain. This was definitely going to bruise.


His eyes followed my actions, and instant regret showed on his face.


“Shit, Thaia, I’m so sorry.” He ran a hand through his hair.


“Are you okay?” I asked. Michael usually kept his cool, but this time I feared he would do something stupid and get hurt. It wouldn’t take a genius to figure out who would win the fight.


“I’m the one who should ask if you’re okay.” He sighed and gave a small smile. “Don’t worry about me... he just pisses me off every time I see his stupid face.”


“Or is it because he drives a sexier car than you?” I teased and bumped my shoulder into his.


“You’re such a gold digger, Thaia! One minute you’re begging me to let you drive my car, and then you see his stupid car and forget all about mine.” I burst out laughing. Michael looked like a kid who had been denied candy.


“Well, what can I say? I’m a sucker for cars I will never be able to afford on my own.” I continued to tease him. Michael didn’t even bother replying and kept giving me a sour look as we made our way inside.


“There she is!” My father was beaming when he saw me and held out his arm for a hug. A smile crossed my face as I embraced him.


Our relationship had grown in such a short time since I decided to stay in town for an extra week. I was happy that he was making an effort to get to know me, and we would meet up for breakfast and lunch.


He wanted me to stay at the mansion, but I was still hesitant about that. I didn’t want to rush and risk ruining our relationship. It was better that we just took it one step at a time.


I also made sure he fixed the whole Althaia Volante is dead’ situation. People now knew I was alive, so there was no need to continue the lie. My father even changed my name from Celano to Volante. It was time for me to claim my rightful name, as he had said.


“Figlia, do you remember your uncle? He has just returned from a business trip.” He gestured to the man in front of me. Of course, I remembered him. I would never forget the only person I have ever truly wanted to kill with my bare hands.


I forced a tight smile as I looked at him with no intention of stepping closer to him. He looked unrecognizable with his greasy, shoulder-length hair, looking like he aged fifty years since the last time I saw him. His skin had a grayish tint, and his face was all wrinkled. He looked like he had been brought back from the dead.


“Althaia, look how you’ve grown. You’ve turned into such a beautiful woman.” My uncle said, his eyes glancing at my body and stopping for way too long on my breasts.


Fucking creep. I hope you die, you sicko.


Luckily, he tore his eyes away when Damiano and Lorenzo made an appearance, and my heart beat just a little faster.


He was even more breathtaking today. I bit my lip as I shamelessly checked him out; the way his muscular body looked in that dress shirt sent a steady pulse between my legs.


Then our gazes locked, and his eyes slowly traced a path down as I licked my lip. His intense stare quickly returned to mine, radiating a mesmerizing allure. I felt as if I were drowning in the captivating depths of his gaze.


“Gentlemen.” My father greeted them, and it took everything in me to look away.


Lorenzo gave a curt nod, and Damiano shook my father’s outstretched hand, keeping his face blank. I have come to learn that Lorenzo wasn’t much of a talker, but he was one of the most feared men, and I could see why. His huge build and the mysterious silence around him screamed like a deadly assassin to me.


“Dinner is almost ready. In the meantime, let’s head to my office and talk business.” My father led the way to his office.


Since they were going to talk business, I might as well make my way upstairs to Cara’s room. Before I had the chance to take a step, a hand squeezed my ass. I gasped and turned around to see who would dare to do such a thing. Shockingly, I was faced with my uncle. He winked at me before he quickly followed the rest of the men.


Nausea overwhelmed me.


I walked away as fast as I could with the need to sanitize my entire body. I rounded the corner towards the stairs when the most annoying high-pitched voice stopped me.


“Althaia, darling!” I winced at the voice. I spun around and saw Morella, my father’s wife, heading my way.


We haven’t officially met because, well, the engagement party didn’t exactly go as planned, and my father and I would meet up at neutral places like restaurants or coffee shops. I have been trying to avoid meeting her, but it looks like I couldn’t get out of this one now.


I wanted to like Morelia, but I just couldn’t. One reason was because I had a hard time accepting she was with my father when I still wished my parents would find their way to each other.


The other reason was because of what I found out from Cara. Morella supported uncle in beating the crap out of Cara to instill discipline. I was not a violent person, but for that reason alone, I wanted to punch her in the face.


“Hello, Morella.” I put on a smile. She caught me off guard when she suddenly grabbed my shoulders and kissed both of my cheeks with big kissy noises.


“Darling, how are you? Oh, darling, look at you in that dress!”


I tried not to flinch as her voice went an octave higher for every word that came out of her mouth. Who uses the word darling so many times?


“I’m good, thank you.” I said, my eyes landing on her lips that had way too much filler in them. They were coated in a red lipstick, making it look like a giant butthole that was about to explode.


I snickered in my mind.


“Darling, have you had the chance to meet my son, Carlos?” Her lips stretched out in a big smile. I tried to keep my face neutral and not flinch at her voice. How was it possible to talk so high-pitched?


“Oh no, I haven’t seen him around so...” I tried to walk away, but she put her hand on my shoulder to stop me.


“Your father is always keeping him busy, darling. Even I barely get to see him nowadays.” Morella sighed.


“Oh well, gotta keep the business going, right?” I tried to leave again, but she kept talking, and I forced on a smile as I listened to her. I was sure I was going to suffer from tinnitus.


I glanced over Morella's shoulder while she babbled on about something I couldn't care less about and saw Cara. I had to stifle a laugh when Cara started making gag motions with her finger before she approached us. The sound of her heels clicking made Morella snap out of her rambling and face her.


“Cara, darling! Don’t you just look gorgeous!” She complimented. Cara did look stunning in her dress. The way it hugged into her waist and was tight around her hips, giving her the shape of an hourglass.


“Thank you, Morella.” She smiled as if she hadn’t just made gagging motions behind her back. “Is dinner ready yet?” Cara asked before Morella started her rambling again.


“Oh yes, I was about to get the boys. Be a darling and tell them dinner is ready.” She told us before heading back to the kitchen.


“Thank God she’s gone. I was about to break my own neck if you hadn’t come in time.” I said in relief and linked my arm with hers.


“Oh, you’re so welcome, darling.” She mimicked Morella, and we both burst out laughing.
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Everyone chatted away as we waited for the appetizers, but all I could think of was this was not the original seating arrangement.


My father was sitting at the head of the table. To his left sat Lorenzo while to his right was Morella, next to her sat my uncle, and in front of me was Cara.


That meant Damiano was sitting right next to me.


This was either going to be a blessing or a curse. I haven’t decided yet.


Unfortunately, Michael couldn’t stay due to 'duty calls,' as he had mentioned before leaving.


I found myself sitting so close to Damiano that it made me a little nervous. I tried to distract myself by quietly talking to Cara and tried to ignore how close I was to him.


Appetizers were served, and I stared blankly down at my plate. It was some kind of green liquid in front of me, and I wasn’t even sure it could be classified as soup.


There was no way I was eating it.


I then accidentally made eye contact with Morella, who gave me a big smile and an encouraging nod to try the green stuff in the bowl. I picked up the spoon to pretend I would eat and waited until she stopped looking at me. And of course she waited for me to try it.


I scooped up a bit of the green liquid in my spoon and tasted it. I held my breath as soon as it touched my tongue. A very pungent taste of something I couldn’t even describe covered my entire mouth. I forced it down as I looked at Morella, who was giving me a Cheshire smile, waiting for my response. I gave her a tight smile and an awkward thumbs-up. She nodded in approval, returning to her conversation with my father.


I grabbed the glass of water and chugged half of it. Glancing at Cara, seeing her trying to pinch her nose discreetly as she ate. The sight of her made me snort out loud, but I quickly tried to disguise it as a cough. Cara squinted her eyes at me as I tried to hide my smile behind my hand. She quickly checked around and flipped me off.


Oh no, she didn’t.


I stretched my legs as far as I could and kicked her leg. Her eyes narrowed, and she tried to kick me, but I was quicker and moved my legs away.


And crashed them right into Damiano’s leg.


My eyes widened and my face went hot when he faced me with that expressionless look on his face.


“Sorry.” I whispered with an apologetic smile. His lips curled up ever so slightly, making me look at him in surprise. If I had blinked, I would have missed it.


I looked away and saw Cara with a smirk. I was going to make her pay for that. I was about to move when he put his hand on my thigh and stopped me. So, now I was supposed to sit through dinner with his hand on my thigh, and my legs pressed against him. That wasn’t nerve-wracking at all.


I reached for the wine and took a big sip to calm down my racing heart.


My breath halted when Damiano caressed my thigh excruciatingly slowly. It made my body tingle like crazy and made me almost violently shiver. I gulped down more wine. If I kept going like this, I was going to get drunk in no time.


Another plate of food was served, and this time, it looked promising. Steak with roasted potatoes and glazed vegetables. I almost moaned out loud when the very tender and juicy piece of meat melted on my tongue.


I stopped chewing for a second when I felt Damiano’s hand going up even further on the inside of my thigh. I shifted my gaze to him, but he was facing my uncle and listened to whatever he was saying.


I went back to eating my food, ignoring the way his hand was making me feel. But it was getting dangerously close to my private area. I could move my leg away to stop him, but I didn’t want to, it felt so... nice.


Maybe a bit too nice.


My cheeks were getting warm, and I couldn’t decide whether it was because of the wine or because of him.


His hand continued moving up, and I bit down on my lip when his fingers brushed right there. I couldn’t suppress the shiver that rippled through my body. Damiano gave me a quick look before refocusing on Cara’s father, his hand tightening on my thigh.


My legs parted, thinking about how his fingers would feel inside of me.... I was up on my feet in a flash, excused myself to the restroom, and hurried out of the dining room.


I rested my hands on the sink and looked at my reflection in the mirror. My face was flushed, a hue of red on my cheeks as if I had been out in the sun for a while.


I turned on the faucet, getting my hands under the running cold water for a bit, and then pressed my hands on my neck and chest to cool myself down.


I shouldn’t be attracted to someone like him. He was dangerous, and not someone I should mess around with. But I couldn’t help it. His touch elicited a faster reaction from my body than ever before.


I took a deep breath to compose myself and opened the door to return to the dining room.


I stopped dead in my tracks as Damiano stood in front of me, and the pool of heat returned between my legs with intensified force, making my clit throb almost painfully.


Damiano stepped in, making me take a few steps back until I was against the counter. He shut the door and locked it, never taking his eyes off me, and my heart was pounding inside my chest.















NINE


DAMIANO


Flicking hell.


I pushed my chair back, keeping my face blank as I stalked off in the direction she went, not caring how the chatter paused.


I stopped right in front of the bathroom door, and when it opened, a small gasp escaped her plump lips. I gritted my teeth at the sound as my dick pressed painfully against my slacks.


I walked towards her. One slow agonizing step at a time, until her ass hit the sink behind her. I let out a satisfied grunt as my eyes trailed down her curves. I rested my hands on the sink, caging her between my arms as I leaned in closer to her, hearing her breath hitch.


“Do you have any idea what you have done?” I asked, my voice low and gruff. I watched her nervously gulp as she stared at me with those bright green eyes of hers.


“No.” She whispered. My hands tightened around the sink.


“You have no business showing up in your little, tight dress.” When my fingers brushed against her bare pussy, I almost fucking lost it. I cocked my head to the side. “Tell me, Althaia, what were you hoping to achieve wearing no underwear?”


“No panty lines.” She replied in the same breathy whisper. I briefly closed my eyes, my cock twitching at the sound of her breathy voice.


“No. Panty. Lines.” I slowly repeated.


I leaned in closer until my lips brushed the shell of her ear as I whispered, feeling her shiver as I did so.


“And when you bent over, letting every single one of those hungry men out there look at your ass?” I asked.


Her chest heaved and her hardened nipples brushed against my chest. My knuckles whitened as my grip on the sink tightened even more.


“Hoping I gave them a nice view.”


“It was a pleasant view. So much that I wanted to stab every single one of them in the eyes for even glancing at you.”


“Oh...” She breathed out. Her response caused me to smirk.


I looked at her angel-like face as she gazed at me with a swirl of excitement and curiosity in her eyes.


So open, like a damn book.


“You’re curious about the wrong things, Althaia. I’m not a good man. You should run.” I warned her.


“No, thank you.” I raised a brow at her reply, watching her as she studied my face, a smile threatening to break free on her lips. “I don’t run.”


“I will make you run.”


“Not going to happen. I would rather fight you than run.”


“Really?” I asked, amused.


“Yes.” She answered confidently.


A wicked smile appeared on my lips as I swiftly wrapped my hand around her throat. Her chest rose and fell when I slightly squeezed. A flash of fear appeared in her eyes, but excitement overpowered her so easily.


Silly woman. You should run.


“You’re five foot nothing, Althaia. You can’t harm me.” I let out a taunting chuckle.


“Five foot two. Those two inches are important.” She scowled, clearly offended that I had failed to include her precious two inches of height.


I almost laughed. She was amusing.


“They won’t make a difference here, piccola.”


Althaia’s eyes narrowed at the pet name.


“We’ll see.”


Althaia raised her leg to knee me, but I was faster and blocked her terrible attempt at an attack.


“Would have hurt if you succeeded. Want to know why?” I asked, and she cocked her head to the side curiously.


I gripped onto her thigh, hiking it up to my hip. I stepped in between her legs and pressed my lower body into her. Her eyes widened when she felt my hard cock against her pussy.


“You don’t know how hard it is to hold myself back.” I grunted in a low voice as I slowly rocked my hips into her. A low moan escaped her lips.


Fuck it.


I lifted her on top of the counter and pressed my lips to hers in a bruising kiss. She responded immediately and moved her incredibly soft lips against mine.


My hand tightened slightly more around her throat as I bit down on her lip and shoved my tongue inside, wanting to taste every single bit of her.


“Spread your legs for me.” I growled out, and she complied without hesitation.


Good girl.


My hand on her thigh found its way to her pussy, and I groaned against her mouth when I felt just how wet she was for me.


I stroked teasingly but never fully penetrated her.


“Are you going to do something, or do I have to find someone else to do the job?” Althaia exhaled sharply in annoyance.


“Fucking brave of you to say that with my hand around your throat.” I snarled and increased the pressure of my grip on her throat.


She gasped and wrapped her fingers around my wrist. Her mouth parted just as I shoved two fingers inside her pussy; domineering and unforgiving, leaving no question of who was in control.


Althaia bit down on her lip, trying not to make a sound but failed so miserably as sweet moans escaped her plump lips while I finger-fucked her.


“Let’s see how hard you come with my fingers only.” I snarled. Her hand dove into my hair, curling tightly as I devoured her lips.


Her tongue slid against mine, making me let out a satisfied grunt. I slid out my fingers before driving back inside. Each time I pulled out and thrust back in, her pussy rewarded me with slicker arousal. And all I could think of was how good she would feel squeezed around my cock.


I groaned.


Althaia took in a sharp breath when I released her throat and exhaled a moan as I played with her clit with my thumb.


“Oh, fuck...” She whimpered.


“Your voice is so pretty when you moan for me.” My voice was deep and husky as I continued to rub circles on her clit.


I was aching. I needed a release so fucking badly, and that dress was not helping. I wanted to tear it off, look at her beautiful body, and taste every single inch of it before fucking her tight pussy with my cock.


Her eyes drooped in pleasure and her head kicked back. My lips descended to her exposed throat feeling the softness of her skin, as I grazed my teeth along her neck before gently sucking on her skin.


“Oh, God...” Althaia shuddered, and her legs trembled. She was close.


“Come for me, Althaia. Let me have it.”


I pumped my fingers deeper and faster, curling my fingers inside of her as I stroked her dit. I felt her clenching around my fingers, and I grabbed the back of her neck as my mouth covered hers once again, swallowing her cries of pleasure with a low growl.


Her body quivered as she rode out her orgasm, dropping her head on my shoulder while panting heavily.


“Good girl.” I murmured and kissed her shoulder before slowly pulling out my fingers.


She faced me with her hooded eyes in time to see me licking her juices off my fingers. Her eyes were entranced by my movements.


“You taste heavenly.” My mouth turned up in a smirk when a blush crept across her face.


I was tempted to clean her sweet pussy with my tongue, and it took everything in me to refrain myself from doing so, knowing I would have to fuck her if my tongue tasted her pussy.


I helped her down from the counter, holding onto her waist to steady her when her legs wobbled. I cupped her chin to make her look at me.


“Believe me when I say those fucking bastards will never be able to make you come. Because I will cut off their hands before they could even try to touch you.” I promised. Her brows raised in shock, and I shot her a sly wink before I left the restroom.


“Holy fuck...” I heard her mumble to herself before the faucet turned on.


I had to take a minute to calm down and adjust myself. Once I made sure my length wasn’t about to burst free from my pants, I made my way back to the dining room ignoring Cara’s teasing smirk and my brother’s look as I passed them in the hall.















TEN


ALTHAIA


My thighs were still slick with my arousal, and I took my time cleaning myself up to gather my thoughts. I was left satisfied but also with a strange, conflicting feeling swirling around my body.


Have I lost my mind?


I could have stopped him. I should have stopped him from fucking me with his fingers. But I didn’t want to, and I wasn’t sure how to feel about it emotionally because my body betrayed me completely by reacting so quickly to his touch.


It must be the wine!


Yes. It was clearly the wine that prevented me from thinking rationally and had me spreading my legs for him like my life depended on it. I mean, for a split second, I thought it was over for me with how he was choking me.


I took in a deep breath and tried to fix myself, so it didn’t look like I just came all over a man’s fingers less than two minutes ago. A man who literally could snap my neck like it was nothing if he wanted to.


Yes, I have definitely lost my mind.


Taking a deep breath, I stepped back into the dining room, and my body fluttered as I met Damiano's piercing eyes. His arm was at the back of my chair as he took a slow sip of whiskey. His face was emotionless, not even a flicker of recognition that we had done something that we shouldn’t have in the restroom.


“Darling, are you okay? You didn’t finish your dinner.” Morella asked and put her hand on my cheek. “Oh my, you’re burning!”


My father stood up and gave me a concerned glance. He pressed the back of his hand to my forehead, and the creases of his frown deepened.


“Figlia, are you okay? Do you need to rest?”


“No, no, I’m fine.” I said quickly and gave them a reassuring smile, but they didn’t look convinced. “I just need a little fresh air and I’ll be okay. I promise.”


“Yes, go get some fresh air. Dessert will be out in a little while.” Morella said, and luckily, they returned to their seats.


I gestured for Cara to follow me, my face flushing as I tried to avert my gaze from the piercing golden-brown eyes that were fixed on me.


As soon as we stepped out, the night breeze with its slight coolness touched my heated skin, and I briefly shut my eyes and breathed in the fresh air. My moment was interrupted when Cara grabbed my arm and dragged me away from the entrance. She stopped when we were hidden behind a large tree.


“Okay, spill it. What is going on between the two of you?” Cara raised her perfectly arched brow at me.


“Between whom?”


“Don’t play dumb with me, Thaia.” Her eyes were heavy with suspicion. “I saw the way he was looking at you.”


“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” I mumbled, looking away.


“I heard you.”


I whipped my head back to her, seeing her grinning widely at me.


“You heard...?”


“Yup. So, did you fuck?”


“What? No!”


“Then what? Because whatever it was, you were enjoying it. Big time.” Cara wiggled her brows at me with a teasing smirk.


“Ew, you were listening?” I wrinkled my nose and looked at her in disgust.


“I’m not a creep, you freak.” She rolled her eyes. “When you left, Damiano got up and left as well. I thought I would check on you since you walked off like your ass caught fire. Turns out your vagina was on fire with need because I heard you enjoying yourself in there.” Her laughter filled the backyard, and I felt my cheeks burn with embarrassment.


“You are loud, honey.” She continued with a grin.


“Oh my God, just stop!” I hissed and walked away from her. The embarrassment was too much for me, and I wanted to sink into the ground.


“So, what did you do?” Cara fell in step with me, and I sighed, knowing she wouldn’t let it go if I didn’t tell her.


“Nothing... he just... touched me.” I said, struggling to find the words.


“Ah, he finger-fucked, didn’t he?” She asked with a chuckle, and I groaned at her choice of words.


“Something like that.” I admitted.


“Does he know you’re a virgin?”


I stopped to look at her when her voice turned serious, shooting her a confused look.


“I’m not?”


“You might as well be. When was the last time you got some? I heard that if you wait long enough, a new hymen will grow back.” Cara burst out laughing at her own joke, and I gave her a blank stare.


“You’re really not funny.” I scowled while she continued to laugh.


“Oh, well, looks like your man came out to check on you.” She responded with a playful smirk on her lips.


Damiano was standing in front of the entrance, smoking, while his eyes were fixed on me. Tank Man was next to him, his mouth moving as he said something to Damiano before Lorenzo’s gaze was back on Cara.


“He’s not my man.” I muttered. “It’s yours who came out to check on you.”


“Mhmm.” Cara winked, and I shot her a look to tell her to shut it as we walked toward them.


They moved aside, allowing us to enter, and Damiano flicked away his cigarette butt before trailing closely behind as we made our way back to the dining room.


We showed up just in time to hear the clatter of plates as dessert was being served. Damiano rested his arm on the back of my chair again, and I felt the warmth of his fingertips tracing the back of my shoulder.


I reached for my refilled glass of wine and took a large sip to calm my nerves.


“Slow down.” Damiano spoke quietly, only for me to hear. I turned to face him, and his intense gaze bore into me.


It felt like he was unraveling my soul.


“Figlia, we were just talking about how both families should attend Sunday Service together sometime.” The sound of my father’s voice made me turn away from the Devil's eyes.


“Oh, I was actually planning on leaving at the end of this week, so...” I trailed off with an apologetic smile.


“Leaving? To where?” His brows furrowed in disapproval.


“I’m going home, papa. I wasn’t supposed to stay this long, anyway.”


“Nonsense! You’re staying.” He erupted strictly as if I was a child.


“I have to get back to mom. Plus, I have work.” I tried to explain, but he wasn’t having any of it.


“Is this what she’s doing to you? Keeping you away from me all these years and making you work? No daughter of mine should work. You’re staying. And no more hotels. This is your home.” My father left no room for discussion.


I let out a quiet chuckle and shook my head, giving in, despite dreading the phone call I would have to make to my mother.


At least I would spend more time with Cara.


“Damiano, let’s get back to my proposal. What do you say? With me in charge of your products, there will be far more distribution and more money!” My uncle's speech was slurred as he made his proposal with a cocky smirk on his face. He was already disgustingly drunk.


Damiano glanced at him with an unimpressed expression with one brow raised.


“If I do that, there will be no products left to sell. Your snorting ass will leave us out of business.” Damiano spoke calmly, and my uncle’s smile fell.


“Do you think I’m a crackhead?” He scoffed, his lips curling into a devious smile as his drunken slur continued to fill the room. “I heard that whore of a mother you have is a sniffing crackhead.”


The room fell silent.


The atmosphere shifted abruptly as Damiano's eyes darkened, the golden-brown depths turning into an abyss of darkness. It was as if a storm had gathered within his gaze, brewing with an intensity that sent shivers through my entire being.


I stopped breathing, not daring to make a sound. Fuck. If a look could kill, this was it.


The dark intensity in Damiano's eyes was a lethal weapon that threatened to unleash its fury.


I blinked, and when I opened my eyes again, Damiano had grabbed my uncle's head. He violently slammed it down on the table, causing a sickening crack, before dragging him across it. The plates and glasses crashed to the floor, creating a cacophony of destruction.


I scrambled away from my seat, my heart pounding, terror gripping me as I watched the scene unfold before my eyes.


“I dare you to say that one more time.” Damiano's voice was ominously low, making me shudder in fear.


Everyone in the room stood frozen, no one daring to interfere. He had Cara’s father in a deadly grip, staring him down with his cold, lifeless eyes.


“Cara, take Althaia away from here.” I heard my father say, but my legs remained frozen.


My father tried to reason with Damiano, but Lorenzo blocked him from getting closer. He looked like he was ready to kill my father if he dared to intervene.


“I said your whore of a mother My uncle didn’t even finish his sentence as Damiano grabbed his jaw, his fingers digging in so hard it looked like he was about to break it.


He slightly turned his head to look at my terrified face. The look on his face had my knees weakening in absolute fear.


“Don’t look.”


That was all he said to me as he pulled out a knife. But I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the Devil in action.


A scream of pain pierced my eardrums, as my uncle’s tongue dropped to the floor. I followed the trail of blood, seeing my uncle’s mouth sputtering blood out like a waterfall.


Cara's words were pleading as she tried to get me away, but my feet wouldn't budge as my eyes stayed glued on the blood.


I looked up when my view was suddenly blocked. Damiano was looking at me with a frown on his face.


“You’re going to pass out if you don’t breathe. Breathe, Althaia.”


But I couldn’t.


And everything went black.















ELEVEN


ALTHAIA


I let out a small groan, grabbing my head due to the pounding headache. I sat up and blinked a few times to adjust my eyes to the darkness in the room. It was Cara’s room. Before I could get confused about why I was here, everything rushed back to me.


Blood. So much blood. And my uncle’s detached tongue on the floor.


I almost gagged at the image.


A beam of light filled the room as the door opened.


“You’re awake.” Cara stepped in and handed me a bottle of water. “Are you okay?” She sat next to me on the bed and looked at me with worry. I shrugged.


“He deserved it, Thaia. He’s lucky he’s still alive after talking like that.” She scoffed, her voice laced with disgust and not at all bothered.


She was right. Her father deserved it, and more, particularly for how he has treated Cara over the years. But it was seeing the action unfold in front of me that had me black out.


He cut off his tongue like it was nothing. It was another not-so-friendly reminder of what kind of world I had stepped into and what these people were capable of.


“I need some painkillers. My head is killing me.” I muttered and got up from the bed.


I slowed down as I walked down the staircase, watching how the entire place was packed with men.


“What’s going on?” I wondered out loud. I saw Michael walking towards us, his face intense and alert.


“Althaia, are you okay?” He embraced me tightly in his arms.


“I’m fine.” His shirt muffled the sound of my voice. “What’s going on? Why are there so many men here?” I asked.


The entire floor was filled with men with their hands resting on their guns. I leaned into Michael, unsure of what was going to happen next.


“I’ll explain later. Right now, I need to take you and Cara to your hotel for safety.” He wasted no time and quickly ushered us outside.


Several cars were parked out front, with even more men standing outside. They were almost surrounding the mansion.


As Michael opened the car door for us, Damiano walked out with a group of men. They were standing close to him as if they were his personal bodyguards. What made me uneasy about him was that he looked so calm and composed, as if he hadn’t just stuck a knife into someone’s mouth.


He stepped down the stairs in a new shirt and jacket, and his eyes snapped to mine as if he could feel I was looking at him. He spoke a few words to his men, and I could feel the intensity of their stares as he walked toward me.


Michael moved quickly, standing in front of me to prevent Damiano from getting any closer.


“Don’t even think about it.” Michael said warningly, but Damiano's expression didn’t change as he stepped closer.


“Move.” Damiano’s voice was sinisterly low.


“It’s okay, Michael.” I placed a hand on his shoulder to have him step back.


If Damiano could go as far as cutting off the tongue of someone in a higher position, then I didn’t dare to imagine what he could do to Michael.


He ignored me and continued to glare at Damiano.


“Michael, please...” I tried to pull him away.


He finally listened and stepped back next to me, wrapping a protective arm around my waist. Damiano's expression hardened as he stared at his arm around me.


Oh, shit.


“Can you give us a minute, please? I’ll be fine.” I said to Michael as I quickly stepped out of his hold. He frowned, but I looked at him with pleading eyes. Michael didn’t look pleased about it at all but stepped back and leaned against the car with his arms crossed, his gaze fixed on us.


I took a few steps to put some distance between us and the rest of the men to have a bit of privacy. I played with my necklace, looking anywhere but at the Devil.


“Are you okay?” Damiano broke the silence first.


I didn’t know if I was okay. I wasn’t really feeling anything, and I felt like my body was still in shock. So, I just shrugged.


“Look at me, Althaia.”


I took in a breath before looking at him. He looked around my face carefully, searching for any signs of injury before his gaze met mine. My breath hitched when it did. How could I still find him hauntingly beautiful?


“I’m okay.” I breathed out. He gave a slow nod before his brows furrowed.


“I told you to look away.”


I blinked.


“I - Well, I’m sorry I couldn’t quite comprehend what you were doing before you... chopped it out.” I swallowed hard, getting nauseous just even thinking about it.


“Don’t think, do as you’re told.” He said sharply, letting me know how unhappy he was with me as his frown deepened.


“Noted...” I mumbled as I twisted my fingers around each other nervously under his intense gaze before finally finding the courage to ask him. “Why did you do it?”


Damiano tilted his head and cocked a brow at me.


“Not, uh, the tongue thing.” I quickly elaborated. That was understandable. “The hotel, I mean. I received a refund.” He looked at me for a while before answering.


“Because I wanted to.”


“Are you keeping an eye on me?” I blurted out. I have been wondering about it ever since I learned he paid for my expenses.


“Yes.” Damiano answered. My eyes widened. That was a response I was not prepared for.


“I already told you I’m not involved.” I exclaimed.


“I know, Althaia.” The way he said my name in his deep voice made my body tingle. So much that I rubbed my arms when goosebumps appeared.


Damiano stepped closer to me as he took off his jacket and wrapped it around my shoulders.


“But why?”


“Because I want to.” His gaze was so intense, and my skin was tingling from our closeness.


“Is that a good thing?” My voice was barely more than a whisper.


“No.”


“Oh...” His jaw slightly tightened at my response. “I would like to pay you back. For the hotel.” I could almost swear he was about to smile.


“Goodnight, Althaia.” Damiano lightly ran a thumb on my jaw before turning around to leave.


“Wait.” I called after him. He slowly turned his head over his shoulder and looked at me. “Please, don’t cut off Michael’s hand. He means well.” I pleaded.


I didn’t get a reply. Instead, he let out a smirk and made his way to his car.


“Let’s go, Thaia.” I tore my eyes away from Damiano’s retreating form and looked at Michael, seeing him glaring daggers at the jacket around my shoulders.
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“Does it mean the wedding is off?” I asked after we arrived at my hotel room.


Cara was already lying down, her eyes half-closed, while Michael stood at the end of the bed with his hands in his pockets. He had been quiet the entire ride to the hotel.


“No, they have moved the wedding up.” Cara explained.


“Really? I thought that since.... Well, that happened, they would break off the engagement and some kind of war would break out?” I tilted my head in confusion.


“It’s strictly for business.” Cara failed to keep her eyes open and dozed off. I looked at Michael for him to explain.


“Profit. Their products are the most sought after, and whether they like to admit it or not, we are the fastest in moving products with our connections. We can move twice as fast as they can, which means we make a shit ton of money. That’s why there will be no war between the families.”


“But why would my father still work with a man who just cut off the tongue of his brother?” I gaped in shock.


“Because there is more to it.”


I waited for him to tell me, but he looked hesitant. He sighed and ran a hand through his hair.


“Look, I’m not supposed to say anything, but your father wants to gain access to their weaponry. They have currently taken over the biggest weapons trafficking operation. Every type of lethal weapon you can think of, they have it, and only them. And, with Cara marrying not just any man from the family, but Lorenzo, we hope to gain access sooner rather than later.” Michael finished explaining, and my jaw dropped. When they claimed it was all business, they truly meant it.


“Shit... that’s freaking awesome! I mean, it sucks for Cara, but still, it’s like we’re living in a movie!” I grinned in fascination.


A couple of weeks ago, I had lived an ordinary life. And now, I was getting a glimpse of such a dark world. It was terrifying, but so intriguing too. I couldn’t help but be fascinated by it all. It made me feel alive in a whole different way.


I wanted to know more.


Michael's mouth curved into a shocked O, and then he erupted into laughter.


“God, Althaia. You surprise me in every way.















TWELVE


ALTHAIA


“You promised me, Althaia!” Cara scowled.


“I did no such thing!” I mirrored her expression.


I was in Cara’s room, helping her pack her bags since she was going to stay with the Bellavia family to plan the wedding. Actually, she was packing while I was laying on her bed, flipping through a random magazine I found.


Since it was a good few hours between the residences, it was easier for her to stay at their place instead of constantly going back and forth to plan the wedding. And now she was trying to make me go with her.


“Yes, you did! Remember when we went out for brunch, and I told you I needed help planning the wedding? You told me you would be happy to help since you’re staying here for a while and have nothing to do, anyway.” She insisted.


I stopped flipping through the magazine as I tried to remember when I had said that.


“Are you actually trying to implant a fake memory into my mind?” I looked at her accusingly.


“No.” She avoided looking at me.


“Yes, you are, you sneaky little bitch!” I threw a pillow at her face. She let out a huff.


“What are you going to do here alone, anyway?”


“I don’t know. Eat and chill with Michael?” I shrugged.


I had been staying at the mansion for a couple of weeks now, and she actually had a point. I wouldn’t have anything to do once she left. Unless I wanted to become best friends with Morella.


Yeah, no thank you.


I will probably go deaf if I have to listen to her speak one more time. I felt my skin crawling every time she called me Marling.’


“You can eat over there. I’m sure they have everything you can wish for.” Cara looked at me with hopeful eyes.


“Nah.” I said, after pretending to think about it.


Normally, I would have found that to be convincing, but since I was trying to avoid the Devil, I was happy staying at my father’s mansion.


“What if I make sure a chocolate cake is ready for you?” My brows raised at the mention of chocolate cake. “Besides, Michael will not be free all the time to hang out with you.” She continued to argue, which was another good point made.


“I hate it when you’re right.” I sulked. Michael had been incredibly busy these days, and I had barely seen him around. “Why are you even planning the wedding? Just get someone else to do it for you.”


“I am literally promised because of a business deal. The least they can do is let me plan my own wedding. And you have good taste, so you’re helping me. I’m older than you; you have to do what I say.” She let out a smirk.


“How lame of you to pull the ‘I’m older than you’ card. Which doesn’t even work. But fine, I will go with you.” I groaned as I rolled my eyes, and she squealed in excitement.


I resumed reading my magazine, trying to get some inspiration for my next design. Since I have once again extended my stay here, I have been working whenever my mother needed help, and I would email her my sketch ideas.


She has been surprisingly okay with me being here, which made me happy because I was enjoying the time with Cara and my father.


“I’m heading back to my room. I’m tired, and we have to wake up early for the Service tomorrow.” I said as I rolled off the bed.


“Thanks for the help.” Cara's voice dripped with sarcasm.


“You are so welcome.” I snickered and closed the door behind me.


I lazily dragged my feet down the hallway when I caught the sight of Carlos coming out of his bedroom.


“Hi, Carlos.” I gave a small smile. This was only my second time trying to talk to him. I had no clue what I had done to him, but he always seemed to be glaring at me.


“Bitch.” He muttered under his breath as he walked past me.


I let out a shocked gasp, but anger quickly took over, and Igrabbed his arm.


“What the fuck is your problem?” I frowned.


Carlos ripped his arm out of my grasp and pushed me roughly against the door. Right into the doorknob. I cried out in pain when it dug into my back, and he quickly covered my mouth with his hand.


“You’re my fucking problem!” He hissed at me. I raised my leg and kneed him right in the balls. He shrieked and cupped his precious balls in pain.


“Piss off!”


“You bitch!” He lunged at me again, and before I could even move, he slapped me with the back of his hand.


I fell to the ground and my head collided with the floor. A ringing sound appeared in my ears and my sight became blurry.


I blinked, trying to clear my vision, and watched Carlos walking away. I slowly stood up, groaning at the pain in my back, and held my cheek as it stung. I glared towards the stairs.


Wherever he was going, I hoped he would get shot.
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I was in a bad mood as I walked down the stairs to meet Cara by the front door so we could get escorted to Church.


“What is that? What the hell happened to your face?” Cara looked shocked when she took a closer look at me.


“I had a little encounter with the cocksucker for ice cream.” I frowned in anger. Now that I thought of it, he did look like a person who would suck a dick for some ice cream.


Cara’s brows furrowed in confusion.


“Carlos.” I elaborated, and her eyes widened.


“Carlos did this to you? Where the hell is that bitch?! I’m going to cut off his dick!”


“Be my guest.” I couldn’t care less about that scumbag.


The stinging I felt resulted in a freaking cut and left me with a nasty bruise. He was apparently wearing a ring, and it cut right into my cheekbone. I tried to cover it with makeup, but it was still visible. It didn’t help that it was also a bit swollen. It still hurts too, and so does my back.


I hope he gets fucking shot.


When we arrived, a crowd of people were already present outside. I guess they took Sunday Services pretty seriously. Well, with the kind of business they were operating, I was sure they had a lot of sins to repent for.


I used to attend these services when I was younger, but since my mother and I moved away, we stopped going. She wasn't a big believer and only attended because of my father, who came from a Catholic family. I'm not entirely sure where I stand, but I do find comfort in the idea of a higher power existing in some form.


My father's face lit up as soon as he saw us and waved us over. A smile on my face broke out, and I forgot about that cocksucker for ice cream as I embraced my father.


“Figlia, let me introduce you. This is Dale, Fabian, and Andrea, great business partners and good friends of mine.” He gestured to the three middle-aged men.


“Nice to meet you.” I smiled at them and offered a small wave, which they returned with a small smile and a head nod.


“And you have met Damiano and Lorenzo.”


“Sure have.” I muttered, smiling sweetly at my father.


I was still avoiding looking at the Devil. He had occupied my mind ever since the dinner party. And once again, I was ashamed to admit that I have been fantasizing about his fingers.


Yup, I definitely need a holy bath to purify me from all the unclean thoughts I’ve been having... and acting on.


“Gentlemen, shall we head inside? The Service is about to begin.” My father said as he and his business partners went inside.


I was about to take a step when I was suddenly being pulled backwards. I was met with the one person I was trying to avoid.


Damiano glanced at my face, and I felt my breath hitch. Tingles erupted, and my stomach fluttered when he softly cupped my chin as he examined the cut on my face. His features hardened the more he looked at the cut.


“Who did this to you?”


“Why?” I asked, interested to know why he cared.


“I don’t like asking twice.” His expression turned blank as he waited for my answer. “Althaia.” Damiano said warningly, his patience wearing thin. But all I could think of was the sound of my name coming from his lips and the warmth it stirred in me.


“Carlos.” I answered. He gave a brief nod and let go of me.


I quickly composed myself and hurried inside the church, finding my seat next to Cara. She gave me a teasing look, which I ignored, and focused on the priest.


Once the Service finished, we waited for my and Cara’s things to be moved to a different car as Damiano assigned one of his men to escort us to their estate.


At first, I thought it was to spare my father’s men the travel back and forth, but I quickly learned it was something about entering a different territory.


“Oh wait, I forgot my purse in the other car!” I said to Cara just when we slid inside.


I quickly went over to grab my purse. As I shut the door, the sound of screeching tires pierced the air. I looked to the main road and saw black SUV cars racing towards us.


“Get down!”


I froze in fear, my legs refusing to move when I saw guns pointing out of the windows. I squeezed my eyes shut at the sound of gunshots and felt the impact of being thrown to the ground.


I was prepared for some kind of pain and a hard landing. But it never came. Instead, I felt a pair of arms around me, protecting my head. I opened my eyes to see it was Damiano.


Protecting me with his body.















THIRTEEN


DAMIANO


I lit up a cigarette, the smoke filling my lungs as I inhaled deeply. The Service finished and everyone was slowly leaving the parking lot, but my eyes never once strayed away from her as they prepared to leave.


My eyes slid down her body, resting on that perfect, round ass of hers. Even dressed modestly, the dress still clung to her curves beautifully, making me fantasize about tearing the dress off her and bending her over the hood of the car.


I drew in a deep drag and released a thick cloud of smoke that lingered in the air. It was the only thing stopping me from succumbing to my lust.


I glanced to the side; Lorenzo was raising a brow at me as he caught me checking her out.


“In front of God’s house?”


“Mind your own fucking business.” I snapped, and he gave me a slightly amused look. An old lady gasped and gave me a disgusted look at my language as she walked by. I gave her a stare until she looked away and entered her car.


I scoffed, and it only amused Lorenzo some more.


I took one last drag of my cigarette before flicking it away. I had too much sexual frustration pent up, and it was all because of that green-eyed woman. She had me fucking my fist like a fifteen-year-old who just hit puberty.


“Let’s go.” I said and slid inside my car once my men had moved the girls’ luggage.


I frowned when Althaia suddenly rushed out of the car, then my attention snapped to the main road. The sound of cars coming had me flinging the door almost off its hinges as my legs moved into a sprint towards her.


“Get down!” I shouted to her, but her body tensed up in fear at the sight of guns.


I gritted my teeth in anger as I reached out for her, wrapping my arms around her body and head, and I threw us behind the car for cover. I pulled her closer, shielding her with my body as glass shattered around us.


It blinded me with rage when her eyes opened. Filled with fear.


I’m going to fucking kill them.


“Hold on to me.” I quickly glanced over her to make sure she was unharmed.


Althaia fisted her hands into my shirt, and I wrapped my arm around her waist to pull her tightly into me. I moved along the cars while my men were keeping them at bay so I could get her to safety. Lorenzo was keeping his fiancée safe, shooting after the cars and blowing up one of their tires.


“Keep your heads down.” I told them both once she was safely inside. A flicker of worry reflected in her eyes as she looked at me. “Go!” I shouted to Dario and slammed the door shut for him to get them away from here.


More cars arrived, and the continuous sound of gunfire forced us to stay on the ground and take cover behind our own.


I reached for the machine gun stashed beneath the car. This wasn't my first time facing such a situation, and these fuckers firing at us either had a death wish or were sorely lacking in brain cells. Either way, they wouldn't stand a chance, and I was about to demonstrate just how swiftly I could bring their useless lives to an end.


“Antonio, Giovanni, to your right. Dom, Luca, to your left.” They nodded in response and waited for my signal.


I moved along the car to reach the front with Lorenzo following my every move. I didn’t have to tell him anything; we were one mind in two bodies.


We crouched down, waiting for the cars to approach. The idiots fired all at once, depleting their ammunition and forcing them to reload simultaneously.


I sighed.


“Go.”


My men rose, dividing as they shot after the cars to create a distraction. Lorenzo and I stood up, back-to-back, and fired. The roaring blaze from the machine guns drowned out any other noises as the bullets went flying, taking them down one by one.


I aimed for the driver first, not giving him a chance to react as I made his face look like Swiss cheese. He slumped over the steering wheel and crashed right into a tree.


I walked over to the car, my grip tight on the machine gun in my hands. The car door opened with a loud bang, and someone scrambled out, trying to flee.


I sighed at his cowardice and shot him in the back until he fell to the ground face first. If he was going to turn his back on his comrades to save his own life, then he deserved to be shot in the back.


I opened the car door to see if there were any survivors. There was a man in the backseat with a gunshot wound to his chest, groaning in pain, and gasping for air. I raised my gun and shot him, his head flying back with a gaping hole in it.


The sudden, bright light of a phone screen caught my attention on the ground. I grabbed it when I saw an incoming call, shaking my head when I saw who it was. I turned to Lorenzo and held up the phone.


“Roberto.” He sneered at the sight of his name, and I smirked.


“Wrap up and have someone clean this mess. We have someone we need to visit.”
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The sun was slowly sinking below the horizon, glinting off the sides of the container ships as we drove up to the warehouse.


I exited the car and quickly surveyed my surroundings as I approached the warehouse. Two men stood guard at the door, and I almost closed my eyes in annoyance when they aimed their weapons on us.


I looked at the approaching shape and heard Giannino's heavy footsteps as he made his way to us with two more men behind him.


“Bellavia!” He smiled with his arms half-raised in a welcome. “To what do I owe the honor for you to come all the way out here?” He stopped in front of me and clasped his hands behind his back.


“Where is Roberto?” I got straight to the point, my patience already worn thin. He glanced around and noticed my men were prepared if they tried to make a move.


“He’s inside.” He answered after having assessed the situation. I looked at Antonio and Luca and motioned for them to follow me and Lorenzo.


“Roberto!” Giannino called out.


Roberto came out from the stacks of pallets that almost filled the entire warehouse. He tried to remain stoic, but his slight gulp and trembling hands gave away his uneasiness.


“Roberto, tell me why you have troubled these gentlemen to come here?” His father asked suspiciously.


“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” He tried to have a brave look on his face, but he kept shuffling his feet.


“There was a drive-by shooting just outside the Church earlier today. Someone knew our location and what time we would be there. Do you know anything about it?” I raised my brow at him, giving him a chance to explain himself.


His eyebrows pulled together in a frown as he shook his head. I glanced over at Antonio and Luca and gave them a quick nod. They drew out their guns and shot the two men Giannino had with him. I heard two more gunshots from the outside, and the men who stood by the entrance went to meet their creator.


“Damiano, I demand an explanation!” Giannino erupted.


“You don’t demand shit here.” I stated in a low tone, glaring at him. Then, I turned to Roberto, narrowing my eyes. “My patience is running low, Roberto. Tell me what you know about the episode.”


Roberto glared at me, spat on the ground near my feet, and I glanced down at the spot before looking back at him.


“Wrong move.” I said calmly.


Antonio and Luca grabbed Roberto’s arms and forced them behind his back, straightening him up for Lorenzo to deliver a powerful punch to his stomach, followed by another to his ribs.


I pulled out my pack of cigarettes and lit one up. I took a long drag and looked at Roberto, who groaned in pain and tried to take a breath to compose himself.


“Roberto, one last time, and I’ll spare your life.”


“You don’t spare anyone!” He coughed out, struggling to catch his breath.


“I am a man of my word.” I promised him.


He looked hesitant before finally speaking.


“Look, I don't know who it is. I found a phone in my bag during my rounds. I received a phone call, but the static background noise made it impossible to identify the caller. Our orders weren't to shoot anyone; it was mainly meant to intimidate you. But if we landed a hit, we were promised rewards.” Roberto quickly explained.


I stared at him for a while to see if he was telling the truth. He was.


“And where’s the phone?”


“I dumped it in the water when I received the money.”


“How much?”


“Twenty grand each.” I pulled my gun out. “You gave me your word!” Roberto yelled.


“I did.” I turned around and fired a bullet between Giannino’s eyes.


“What the fuck man?” Roberto shouted.


“For raising a cunt.” I said calmly as I walked over to him and crouched down to his level.


“I gave you my word that I would spare your life. But you see...” I nodded towards Lorenzo. “My brother’s soon-to-be wife was there. I wonder what my dear brother has to say about that.” I let out a wicked grin.


Lorenzo bared his teeth, pulled out his knife, and grabbed a fistful of Roberto’s hair.


“My brother is into carving faces these days. I’m sure he will make you pretty.” I smirked and gave his cheek a light pat.


“No-wait!” The sound of agony reached my ears as I walked away.


I stopped in my tracks and threw the bud away when I saw Carlos. I looked around and scoffed when Gaetano was nowhere to be seen. That bastard always took the easy way out and let his men do all the dirty work for him.


I changed my direction heading straight for Carlos, who was happily talking to his mates. I grabbed him by the collar of his shirt, as my fist went back and punched him repeatedly in the face.


I watched the blood smear out all over his face, but I didn’t stop until I heard the satisfying crack when I broke his nose. No one tried to stop me. No one dared to stop me, knowing I would send any one of them six feet under.


I pushed him up against the car, gripped his jaw tightly, and pulled my knife out. The cries of pain sent pleasurable waves down my spine as I slowly cut deeply into his face.


“If you touch her one more time, I promise I will make sure you beg for your death.” I tightened my hold on his jaw, and he quickly nodded.


I looked down at his hands, grabbed the one with the ring on it, and stabbed my knife right through it.


He choked out in pain as I pulled it out, wiping my knife on his shirt before letting him go.


I walked back to my car, now desperate to see the woman who had captivated me with her big, innocent, green eyes.


FOURTEEN


ALTHAIA


“Do you think they are okay?” I asked our driver, Dario, for the hundredth time.


The poor guy was trapped in the car with me and Cara. I bombarded him with questions and couldn't stop talking. Surprisingly, he remained friendly and showed no signs of annoyance. He kept reassuring me that no one had been harmed, and everyone was safe. But his words failed to provide the comfort I had hoped for.


“Althaia, please shut up and leave Dario alone. He said they are okay, so hush!” Cara scolded and I clamped my mouth shut.


I kept checking my phone to see if I had gotten any messages. I texted Michael a while ago to see if he had heard from my father, but I still had no reply. I sighed and leaned back in the seat, staring out the window, hoping to distract my mind. Then my phone finally buzzed in my hand.


Michael: I just talked, to him,


and he told me what happened.


Shit, Althaia, are you okay?


I breathed out a sigh of relief and texted him back.


Althaia: Thank God!


Yes, we're okay and safe.


We are on our way to the Bellavias3.


Michael: Okay, stay safe.


I smiled, my shoulders sagging in relief.


“See, we told you they are okay. Keep in mind, they know what they are doing. It’s not the first time something like this has happened.” Cara tried to reassure me while playing a game on her phone.


If there was one thing I admired about Cara, it was how quickly she could recover from literally anything. If you looked at her now, you wouldn’t know that she had just been in the middle of a drive-by shooting.


“Well, sorry for worrying. It’s not exactly an everyday thing for me.” I said sarcastically.


“Right.” She looked up from her phone with a teasing smile. “Or is it someone in particular you’re worried about?” She wiggled her brows at me. I rolled my eyes, ignoring her, and looked out the window, feeling my cheeks heating slightly because she was right.


“Holy shit.” Cara suddenly erupted, and I turned to see her fixated on something. I moved to the middle of the seat to see what had caught her eye, and my eyes widened at the sight in front of me.


At the very end of the road stood the biggest house I had ever seen—it might as well be a freaking castle! I glanced at Cara; her mouth was slightly ajar, and her eyes were wide with awe.


“I guess getting married is suddenly not so bad if it means I will stay in that.” We burst out laughing at her comment, and I even saw Dario crack a little smile.


The car slowed down as we neared the enormous gates of the manor. As we drove into the grand, circular driveway, I looked in awe at the imperial sight of a large granite fountain with water cascading from the mouths of two towering lions.


I stepped out and was captivated by the vibrant colors of the scenery. The lawn and trees were a stunning shade of green, and the petals of the flowers were beautiful bright colors.


Cara and I looked at each other as our jaws dropped to the ground once more.


“If this is my new home, you’re moving in with me.” Cara said, completely stunned by the size of the manor.


“Deal.” I agreed immediately.


“Or, you know, get married. I’m pretty sure my man has a single brother if you’re interested.” She grinned.


“I’m not.” I scowled.


“Mhm, sure, babe.” She replied with a cheeky wink, making my cheeks flush. “So, it’s just the fingers you’re interested in then?”


“Shut up.” I gave her a quick whack on the arm to stop her from teasing me, just as we were approached by what appeared to be the housekeepers of the manor.


“Hello, and welcome! My name is Rosana, and this is my daughter, Sofia.” Rosana welcomed us and gave us a warm smile, which we returned as we introduced ourselves.


Rosana was an older lady and kept a warm smile on her lips. Sofia didn’t say much, but she was beautiful with her baby blue eyes.


“Let’s get you two settled in, shall we? The men will bring your bags.” Rosana said, and we followed her inside.


“Wow...” Cara and I said at the same time as we looked around.


The inside was even more majestic, with the two-way curved grand staircase with a black iron railing carved in a unique pattern. The biggest crystal chandelier I had ever seen in my life hung right in the middle, right above a black marbled round table in the foyer, decorated with a large black crystal vase with colorful flowers.


We headed upstairs and continued down one hallway until we came to a halt.


“This is where you will stay, Cara.” Rosana opened the door, and we peeked in. The bedroom was ridiculously big and could easily be mistaken for an apartment.


“Althaia, you will stay just right down the other hallway.”


“Oh, I thought we would stay in the same room?” I asked.


“Mr. Lorenzo ordered Cara to stay in this room. If you would please follow me, we will get to your room now.”


I gave Cara a quick wave as I followed Rosana down to the other hallway.


My bedroom was just as large as Cara’s. It even had its own lounge area with a gorgeous hand-carved fireplace. I whistled in my mind. How was I ever going to leave this place?


“Dinner will be ready in a few hours. I hope you'll have a comfortable stay.” Rosana and Sofia smiled as my bags were placed inside the room.


“Thank you!”


Once the door closed, I couldn't resist doing a small spin to take in the room. A wide grin spread across my face as my eyes fell on the enormous bed. Unable to contain my excitement, I belly-flopped right onto the plush mattress.


“Feels like a cloud.” I sighed in bliss. It practically sucked me in, and the silk sheets made it feel like heaven.


I closed my eyes, almost giving in to the urge to take a nap before I forced myself off the bed to explore the rest of the manor.


“How can one have this much money?” I murmured in awe when I opened the ensuite bathroom.


Everything was in a glossy beige marble design, with a bathtub and separate shower. There was even a mini chandelier hanging from the ceiling, and this time, I whistled out loudly.


I should ask if he’s hiring.


I snickered at my own joke as I explored the rest of the bedroom and finally went to the double doors that led right out to a balcony to watch the sunset.


The view had me gasping.


There was a grand staircase that led right down to a swimming pool, with sprinklers shooting water high into the air. Beyond the pool, there stood a two-winged staircase, leading down to a beautiful garden filled with huge trees and flowers of all colors, creating a scene that belonged only in a fantasy world.


What left me even more in awe was how the two-winged staircase gracefully curved around a waterfall, its water glistening as the sun slowly set.


With such a breathtaking view, I was sure these people were secretly royals.
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I reached for my satin nightgown and started the shower while tying my hair into a bun. A blissful sigh escaped me as the hot water slowly melted away the tension. Even though we escaped unharmed, I couldn't shake the anxiety of being shot at for the first time in my life.


It left me wondering how these people were so immune to it that they could go on with their lives like it was nothing.


With a sigh, I finished showering and untied my hair as I opened the door and turned off the lights, but immediately stilled when I saw a dark figure sitting in the armchair.


It was Damiano.


Damiano's intense eyes locked onto me, tracing my every step with an unwavering gaze, leaving me breathless in the magnetic pull of his captivating presence.


“You’re okay.” I said in relief. I didn’t want to admit it to Cara, but I had been worried sick about Damiano.


He risked his life for me.


Damiano remained silent, his expression unreadable, as he extended his hand for me. Without giving it a single thought, I went to him and placed my hand in his. A small gasp escaped me when he deftly pulled me onto his lap, positioning me in a straddle. My hands instinctively found their place on his shoulders, steadying myself from the sudden move.


“How are you?” He asked, and my body tingled when he caressed me.


“I should be the one asking you. You’re the one who acted like a bulletproof vest for me.” I chuckled. He let out a genuine smile, and my breath quickly caught in my throat. It was a rare, beautiful sight that had my stomach fluttering uncontrollably.


My body acted on its own and I placed my hand on his cheek, caressing him with my thumb. I couldn’t understand why I was feeling like this with him. He was a sinisterly dangerous man. I have witnessed that. It should be more than enough for me to leave and never return.


But the way he was making my heart beat faster whenever I thought of him, and the way he was making my entire body tingle just with his presence, gave me a hard time trying to think straight at all.


Damiano frowned when his eyes landed on the cut on my cheek.


“I’m okay. It doesn’t hurt that much anymore.” I reassured him. He cupped my face, his thumb softly traced over it.


“I should have put a bullet in his head.” Damiano’s eyes hardened, and his other hand tightened on my hip.


“Hmm, I did wish for him to get shot.” I chuckled.


“Do you want me to?”


“Sure, why not?” I shrugged.


He moved to get up, and my eyes widened.


“Wait, no!” I quickly pushed him back into the chair. “I was only joking! Calm down, Mafia Boss.”


He raised his brow at me, and I slightly blushed at the intensity of his stare.


“You can’t shoot him.” I told him.


“Why not?” A crease appeared between hisbrows. I looked at him in shock, trying to see if he was joking.


He wasn’t.


“Because it’s not... appropriate?” I trailed off, lacking a better word to use in this context.


He looked at me with a slightly amused expression. His hands were gentle as they went to my waist and he pulled me to him, melding my body to his.


“Tell me, Althaia...” He said slowly. My heart raced at how close our faces were, and the way his hands continued to caress my body. “What would be appropriate, then? Should I cut his face? Plunge a knife into the hand that touched you?”


“No!” I gaped. “Violence should not be the answer. Karma will get him eventually.”


Damiano smiled and let out a small chuckle.


“You beautiful, purehearted woman.” His eyes softened, and my breath hitched as I became completely hypnotized by him.


The way he smiled so beautifully and looked at me made me almost melt entirely into his body. It shouldn’t feel this right to be in his arms. And I sure as hell shouldn’t feel safe in his arms. But I did.


How was this man so deadly, yet so gentle with me?


I slowly wrapped my arms around his neck, playing with the back of his hair as we sat in a comfortable silence. Damiano closed his eyes for a brief second, relaxing under my touch as he caressed my bare thighs. They were slowly traveling up and down, each time going up higher and sending a steady pulse between my legs.


“It’s late. You should sleep.” He said after a while but didn’t make a move to leave.


“I’m not tired.” I wasn’t ready to let him go. I wanted him to stay with me just a moment longer.


“Then let me help you get there.” His voice went low as his hands slowly went under my nightgown. “Fuck, Althaia...” Damiano let out a small grunt and buried his face into my neck when he felt I wasn’t wearing any underwear.


He plastered faint kisses on my neck, sending a shudder right through me as he slowly played with my pussy.


I moaned.


I wanted to be embarrassed by how wet I was when his finger slid inside of me, but I was feeling too good to care aboutit. I bit down on my lip to hold back my moans when he worked another finger inside of me and played with my clit with his thumb.


Damiano leaned back to look at me and pulled my lip from between my teeth.


“Let me hear you.” His voice was husky, eyes locked on my lips as he fucked me with his fingers and circled his thumb on my clit faster. The waves of pleasure were too much for me to be quiet.


“Ah... Damiano...” I moaned as that tightening feeling of an orgasm was nearing.


“Fuck!” He suddenly stood up with my legs wrapped around him, his hands gripping my ass tightly until I was on my back on the bed.


Damiano's eyes lingered on me, slowly tracing the curves of my body with his hands as he pulled the straps of my nightgown down.


My chest rose and fell as my heart beat frantically as he admired my exposed breasts.


“Perfect...” He murmured, almost to himself.


I tried to calm down my breathing and placed my hands on his chest, slowly trailing down to his pants. They didn’t get far as Damiano grabbed my wrists in one hand and pulled them above my head.


“It’s already hard enough for me. If you touch me, I won’t be able to hold back. I will lose control.” He growled, but that only made my pussy pulse with need.


“Then lose control.” My voice was barely a whisper.


“You don’t know what you’re asking for.” His voice was strained, his hold tightening on my wrists as his eyes filled with lust.


“I do.” I didn’t, but fuck, I was desperate for any kind of relief.


“You don’t.” He said and trailed a finger from my collarbone and down to my breasts before pinching a nipple between his fingers. My back arched as I moaned at the feeling, a cocktail of pain and pleasure. “Because once my cock is inside of you, there is no going back for you.”


“Fuck... Damiano!” I whimpered.


His words were not helping at all. The throbbing in my pussy was getting too much. I desperately tried to squeeze my legs together for some friction, but with him firmly wedged between them, I was completely blocked.


A dark, twisted smirk crossed his face in response to my actions.


“Oh, God!” I cried out when his fingers finally returned to my aching pussy, his thumb adding pressure to my throbbing clit.


“Damiano.” He growled as he went faster, curling his fingers. “Only my name will leave your mouth.” He grunted and sealed my lips with his, swallowing my cries as he sent me closer to the edge.


His lips trailed down from my lips to my breasts, taking my nipple into his mouth he sucked hungrily. An electric jolt surged through me, having my eyes rolling to the back of my head.


“Come. Give it to me.” Damiano demanded as he sucked on my skin.


My back arched in pleasure, my breathing heavy, and my legs trembled as he fucked me faster with his fingers. He hit a spot that made me gasp before crying out in pleasure as my entire body shook at the powerful orgasm that rippled through me.


My eyes closed, unable to keep them open at the intense feeling that kept coursing through me. Damiano softly continued to kiss my neck, slowing down before pulling his fingers out as I tried to calm down my breathing.


I felt movement on the bed as my straps were put back in place before a blanket was pulled over me. His lips brushed against mine ever so softly, and I opened my eyes for just a moment to catch a glimpse of his face.


“Goodnight, Althaia.” His voice was rough as he lightly caressed my cheek before walking out.
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“My God, how much can you sleep? Wake up! We have stuff to do.” Cara barged into my room.


Every single morning, she would barge into my room to wake me up at the crack of dawn. And every single morning I would imagine crushing her skull against the wall.


“Fuck off, Cara.” I groaned in annoyance. I was not and will not ever be a morning person.


I felt the warmth of the sun as it hit my face, and I opened one eye to see Cara had opened the curtains. I groaned again and rolled over in my bed.


“You’re such a child. Get up!” She ripped the blanket from my body. Another thing Cara liked to do to me.


“Give me a damn minute!” I huffed, and I sat up on the bed, rubbing my tired eyes.


Cara suddenly went silent, and I opened my eyes to see if she had magically died. She stood at the end of the bed, her eyes fixated on my breasts.


“What a fucking creep you are.” I scoffed and her eyes snapped to mine.


"What the hell is on your neck and chest?”


“What do you mean?”


“You’re covered in hickeys!”


My hand went up to my neck and my eyes widened. I quickly leapt out of my bed and made my way to the bathroom with Cara hot on my trail. I looked in the mirror and I gasped in horror.


Red marks were covering my neck and breasts.


“Oh, I wonder who gave you these marks.” Cara started with a mischievous smirk.


“How am I supposed to cover all this?” I stared at her in shock.


“You’re not.”


“What do you mean I’m not?” I asked. The thought of walking around like this made me wish the ground would open up and swallow me whole.


“He’s an Alpha male, Thaia. It’s his way of showing that you are off-limits.” She shrugged.


What the fuck? How is that even a thing?


“Yeah, no thank you. I’m covering this up.” I grabbed my makeup bag and used a lot of foundation to cover the hickeys. It looked like a leech had attacked me!


“So, tell me, did you fuck this time?” Cara grinned, being nosy as ever.


“No.” I muttered as I focused on covering my neck.


“Then what? Because damn! He obviously knew what he was doing.” She laughed, and I just shook my head, not finding it funny at the moment. “Come on, don’t be such a prude and tell me.” She continued. I sighed.


“He just came to check on me.” I mumbled, feeling my cheeks heat at the thought of how he touched me, and, well, sucked me.


“Oh, he checked up on you good. I bet he relieved some pleasant tension with his fingers.” She snickered.


“Fuck off.” I threw my makeup brush at her when she continued to tease me.
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