
        
            
                
            
        

    
	In a society ruled by the mafia lives Evelina, an illegal underground fighter who catches Dante the Don’s eye at a match.

	 

	 

	Evelina learned never to trust anyone the hard way when her parents were murdered. Since that fateful day, she’s lived a cold and lonely life, never smiling and exerting all her anger and frustration out on her opponents in the fighting ring.

	Then suddenly, a familiar face reappears in her life, but everything has changed—for both of them. Evelina’s struck frozen by his presence, but he acts like he’s never met her before in his life, which is true, to an extent. A heartbreaking extent to her.

	Ever since taking the role of Don from his younger brother, Dante has been living his best bachelor life with everyone at his beck and call and a different woman in his bed every night. He thought it should’ve been enough, yet it wasn’t. No, something was missing.

	That’s when he lays his eyes on Black Slayer at an illegal underground fighting ring, and he’s immediately smitten. Never before has he had such an instantaneous reaction to a woman, but he wasn’t going to run with his tail between his legs in fear. No, he was going to go after this woman and make her his, but her reaction to him puzzles him because he’s certain he’s never seen her before.

	So why in the world is she looking at him like he’s her long-lost lover?
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Chapter One: Dante

	 

	 

	6 months ago...

	 

	Fuck me, she’s beautiful.

	With that long, almost waist-length, thick ebony hair and those dark eyes, she blows me away.

	The entire crowd is cheering for her, chanting her name, or rather, her fighting name Black Slayer, and it’s fitting. Black like her hair, and she does indeed slay her opponents. She practically owns that ring and the crowd that surrounds it. I hate to admit it, but me, too.

	From the moment she stepped into that ring, she caught my attention. She was most definitely Italian, but there was something so exotic about her, including the way her hair curls so naturally. I thought she was beautiful, but that was it. And then I saw her fight. That’s what attracted me to her even more.

	She’s so strong, so fast, moving swiftly and landing hit after hit against her opponent. The look in her eyes, though, is something else. Her dark eyes, almost as black as her hair, narrow at her opponent, and there’s murderous intent in there. For example, when she lands a hit, she means to hurt you. And fuck, if that doesn’t cause my cock to throb in my pants.

	It’s quite uncomfortable, but I can’t take my eyes off her. From the way she moves. From the way her hair bounces in the air. From that look in her eyes. I know I’d devour her, and she’d thank me for it.

	I’m broken out of my thoughts when the referee announces her win, and I look away from her for a brief moment just to see her opponent out cold on the ground. She doesn’t smile, maintaining that stoic expression on her face, one that I’ve spent my life practicing.

	To my disappointment, this was her last fight of the night. She disappears so quickly that I would’ve missed it had my eyes not been glued to her.

	I’m quick to rise to my feet, ready to follow after her to do lord knows what when my brother speaks.

	“You good?” he asks, but I see the glint in his eyes, his lips curled up into a smirk. He saw how I reacted to her. Fuck. This is the last thing I needed—him knowing just how affected I was by that woman.

	“You should go after her,” his wife, Caterina, says with an encouraging smile on her face.

	I hesitate. I don’t want to give them the satisfaction, but my mind is still fixated on that woman. Black Slayer. I can’t help but wonder.

	Who is she? What’s her real name? Where does she come from? And why have I never seen her here before?

	“Go, Dante,” Luciano urges. “I won’t tease you.”

	He glances at his wife, and I believe him. If there’s anyone who’s pussy whipped and deserves a teasing, it’s him.

	Without another glance, I follow after her and walk through the door I saw her go through. When I get to the other side, there’s a big room with all the fighters lounging on couches, some getting ready for their matches and others wincing through their injuries.

	And there she is. My Black Slayer. At the very end of the room.

	Something goes through me at the thought of her being stuck here, the only female amongst all these disgusting and vile men. Whatever it is, I don’t like it. Not one bit.

	“Mr. Romano.” One of the fighters gasps, and immediately, they all get to their feet and bow their heads to me. But my eyes are only on her, the woman who seems to freeze upon hearing my name.

	I walk past all of them, heading her way with her back still to me. I stop right behind her, leaving merely a few inches between the two of us. She doesn’t acknowledge me, and so I glance over her shoulder, watching her as she wraps her bloody knuckles. She landed more than a few good punches with those, and so of course they’re bruised and battered.

	A protective feeling goes through me that has me wanting to beat up her opponents even further for causing her to get hurt despite her being the one who landed the hits. The feeling is foreign to me. I haven’t felt this feeling since...

	Shaking that thought off me, I walk around her and grab the wraps, causing her movements to halt. She doesn’t look up at me, but I see her throat bob as she swallows. She knows who I am.

	“Let me help you,” I find myself saying, and surprisingly, she lets go and lets me finish off the job. The entire time I wrap her up, she doesn’t glance up at me once, her eyes glued to where I’m touching her, and I’m not even really touching her.

	When I’m done, I don’t let go of her hand, holding the tips of her fingers in between mine.

	“Do you know who I am?” I ask her. The fact that she can ignore me without even being tempted to glance up at me bothers me, but I swallow the urge to grab her chin and force her to look at me. Why? I don’t know. Usually, I take charge. But with her, I want her to do things on her own terms and because she wants to.

	“Dante,” she suddenly murmurs, her voice so soft I nearly don’t catch it. Then her dark eyes meet mine, knocking all the air out of my lungs. “You’re Dante Romano.”

	I’m not sure how I expected her to look at me, maybe with fear or even defiance, but not this.

	There are tears welling up in her eyes I can see she’s desperately trying to hold back, and the look on her face is one of nostalgia and longing.

	She’s looking at me like she’s staring at a long-lost lover.

	I’ve never been looked at like this before, with so much raw emotion. It catches me so off guard that her fingers slip from mine.

	“Who are you?” I find myself asking her, staring at her with stunned eyes. A small smile graces her lips, barely there, yet a smile, nonetheless.

	She leans forward, her breath brushing my lips.

	“Wouldn’t you like to know?”

	 


Chapter Two: Evelina

	 

	 

	I didn’t mean to tease him.

	But the way he looked at me, it’s like I’ve never seen him look before. Not even at my sister. I dare say it’s desire I see swirling in the dark depths of his eyes. But more than that, there’s curiosity. But why, though? There’s no reason to be curious about me.

	“I asked who you are,” he growls, his eyes darkening. He didn’t like what I just did.

	“Lina,” I find myself telling him, leaning back. I can’t be so close to him. His natural scent makes my head spin.

	God, I’ve missed him. I’ve missed everything about him, even though this is the first time I’ve ever been so close to him, the first time he’s ever looked at me.

	I remember craving his attention, wanting him to look at me and only me, but there was never an opportunity. Izabella was always there, hovering over him, touching him, staking her claim on him. The two of us were never close, but when she made me swear to never show myself in front of him, the distance became bigger. Up until that very moment when I swore her out of my life forever.

	“Lina,” he murmurs, as if he’s testing it on his tongue. It’s not even my full name, but it sounds so nice coming from him. “I don’t like it.”

	His words make my delight drop to my stomach. What does he mean he doesn’t like it? My name.

	“I prefer mia bella,” he says, and just like that, he puts me back together again. Mia bella, meaning my beauty. “You don’t have a problem with that, do you?”

	I find myself shaking my head instead of asking him why he’s calling me that. He smirks, seemingly satisfied.

	Then silence.

	What now? We’ve officially met as Dante the Don and Evelina, the person.

	Suddenly, I’m no longer angry at my sister for keeping me away from him all those years ago because that’s what led us up to this point. Where he’s seeing me as a woman. Not just his ex-lover’s younger sister. But that’s the only thing I forgive her for.

	Then I hear the whispers.

	“How does she know him?”

	“Maybe she’s his whore.”

	“He was always a perv who’s into younger girls.”

	I can practically feel my eyes darken in their sockets. Dante notices this, but just as he’s about to move, no doubt to confront them, I wrap my hand around his thick wrist, stopping him with a shake of my head. His eyebrows furrow, but then I walk past him and to the source of the whispers myself.

	“Say that again.”

	The fighter blinks, surprised that I dared come up to him when I’m just a girl.

	“I said, say that again,” I snap. “Tell me to my face how much of a whore I am. Do it. I dare you.”

	From the way he gulps, I can tell he knows that I’m being serious.

	I take a step forward, and like the coward he is, he cowers back. Chuckles fill the air, the others all laughing at how weak he is. And when I raise my hand in the air, he flinches, holding his hands out in front of his face. But instead of hitting him like he expects me to, my hand lands firmly on his shoulder. I grip his flesh in between my fingers, making sure to pinch him painfully.

	“You’re lucky I don’t engage in fights outside the ring,” I tell him, and relief flashes in his eyes. “But talk one more bad word about Dante, and I’ll kill you.”

	He gasps out loud. Yes, that’s right. He can call me a whore or whatever else he wants to, but he shouldn’t dare say a bad word about Dante. I won’t tolerate it.

	Walking away from him, I sidestep Dante to grab my duffle bag from the chair.

	“Fuck, that was hot,” Dante murmurs, more to himself than to me, and I tense up at his confession. I never expected to ever hear those words coming from him, especially not about me.

	Looking up at him, I boldly say, “I’m leaving now. You can come with me if you want.”

	And then I walk away without taking a single glance back to see if he is indeed following me because I don’t want to hope. When it came to him specifically, I spent so many years before hoping falsely, to the point that it exhausted me emotionally. Maybe that’s why none of my relationships in the previous years worked out.

	When I reach the empty alleyway, I finally turn around, expecting to see emptiness, but instead, I bump my forehead against a hard chest, causing me to yelp in surprise and stumble back a few steps. I nearly fall flat on my bottom, but an arm shoots out, wrapping around my waist and pulling me back up against that hard yet warm chest.

	My eyes meet a pair of obsidian black ones, so black you can’t differentiate between the iris and the pupil.

	My lips part in surprise, and I suck in a breath when his arm around me squeezes me ever so slightly.

	“You seem surprised when you were the one who invited me,” he says.

	Well, yes, but I didn’t think he’d actually take me up on my offer. Biting my lower lip, I look away from him.

	“Are you nervous?”

	“No,” I blurt out, my eyes snapping to his. He smirks in amusement. I’m not a nervous person. I’m really not, but he brings this out in me. “You can let me go now. I won’t fall.”

	He tightens his arm around me, as if in instinct, and I suck in a breath.

	“Tell me your full name,” he commands.

	I shouldn’t. I really shouldn’t.

	“Evelina,” I find myself telling him anyway. I eye him for any sort of reaction, but there’s nothing. No recognition of familiarity. Nothing. I’m disappointed, to say the least. I know we never formally met when he was seeing my sister, but still. I thought he’d at least remember my name.

	“Evelina,” he murmurs, his voice a whisper in the cold night air. “I still like mia bella better.”

	“Why?” I blurt out. “Why... are you calling me that?”

	“That?” he repeats, tilting his head to the side. He knows what I mean. It’s a pet name... for one’s lover. “Not sure. It just feels right.”

	I can’t help but think it just feels right. Does he call just any female that just because it feels right? The thought makes me uncomfortable.

	A hooter going off startles me, and I jump out of his arms, and surprisingly, he lets me. Would it be foolish of me to have hoped he’d seek me out again, just like I’m seeking his touch yet again? Yes. So, before I embarrass myself, I turn around, my eyes widening when I see the familiar car parked in drive at the end of the alley.

	“I have to go,” I blurt out.

	Before he can even respond, I take off and hurriedly get into the car, rushing my best friend, Lola, to drive. She listens but with confusion written on her face. Once we’re a few blocks away, she pulls up on the side of the road and switches the car off. It’s not exactly wise to just park on the side of the road after midnight, but she has this look that says, Hey, my best friend can fight. She’ll just protect me.

	“What just happened? Who was that?” She immediately bombards me with questions.

	“That... was Dante.”

	She gasps so loud, and I wince at the sound.

	“Dante?” she repeats, and I nod. “As in the mafia Don Dante?”

	I nod again.

	“What were the two of you doing in the empty and dark alleyway, all alone?” she demands, staring pointedly at me. I sink down in my seat with a groan.

	“I know,” I groan out. “You don’t have to look at me like that.”

	“What happened?” she asks.

	“He approached me. I have no idea why, but he did. And then he followed me outside,” I tell her.

	“Well, the two of you looked awfully cozy back there,” she points out. “His arm around you, your hand on his chest...”

	My hand was on his chest? I didn’t even notice.

	“You could see all that in the dark?” I can’t help but ask. I was hoping the darkness concealed us enough, but clearly not.

	“I told you before. I was born in the wrong body. I’m practically feline,” she says as a matter of fact.

	Right. She did tell me that before... countless times.

	“I see why you liked him so much, though,” she suddenly says. “He’s hot.”

	Liked... past tense. Yeah, that’s about right.

	“I haven’t seen him in years, though. He got...” I trail off.

	“Hotter?” Lola finishes the sentence for me. I look away. Because she’s right.

	He did get hotter.

	And now I’m all hot, too.

	 


Chapter Three: Evelina

	 

	 

	Present day...

	 

	“I’m not in the mood, Lola.”

	She lets out an exaggerated groan, rolling her eyes at me.

	“Don’t be a buzzkill, Lina. You’ve got so many zeros in your bank account, and it’s your birthday.”

	“Is it so weird that I don’t want to spend my birthday drinking myself into a stupor?” I stare pointedly at her. “And that money isn’t there to be wasted. It’s for my livelihood.”

	She sighs, sitting down on the bed next to me.

	“Look, you haven’t taken a break or time for yourself in years. You’ve been too worried about making ends meet. You’ve come a long way, Lina. You deserve to spoil yourself for once, and if no other time, why not on your birthday?”

	She makes a good point.

	“Come on,” she whines, pulling on my arm. “You could die tomorrow, and none of that money will go with you to the afterlife. Why not spend just a little bit of it?”

	Another good point. I never know when I’ll die, especially with what I do for a living. I’m not sick, but anything can happen during the fights that I engage in. Opponents dying in the ring is nothing new, and there’s always a chance that I could be one of them, no matter how good I am because, face it, there’s always someone faster, stronger, and better.

	“You know what?” I suddenly say, and Lola perks up. “You’re right. Let’s go have some fun tonight.”

	“And end up naked in the back of an Uber with a complete stranger,” Lola adds, standing up.

	I zip my lips, not agreeing with her yet not disagreeing at the same time. I’m looking for a good time not to get an STD.

	But then again, just making out with a stranger doesn’t sound like the worst idea ever. God, I can’t even remember the last time I kissed someone. Oh, that’s right. My last boyfriend before I left my home.

	I shake it off. I shouldn’t think about that right now. Lola’s right. I have come a long way, and that includes no longer dwelling on my past. I can’t help it, though, especially now that Dante has entered my life again, even if it was just once. He reminds me of the past, of my sister that I abandoned.

	That’s it. I’m finding a hot stranger tonight who I can make out with until I can’t even think.

	Yep. That sounds like a plan.

	Lola tosses a dress at my face, but I catch it before it hits me. Without question, I strip out of my tracksuit and slip into the light blue mermaid dress with literal glittery scales on it.

	“Isn’t this a bit much?” I ask, giving her a twirl.

	“It’s your birthday, after all.” That’s all she says
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