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​Dedication
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To everyone who has ever felt trapped in a glass dome, faking smiles while the world around them seemed to burn. May this story serve as a reminder: scars are not just marks of pain, but proof that you survived.

I dedicate this work to my family, my safe harbor, and to you, the reader, who has the courage to seek the truth even when gold tries to blind the way.
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​Synopsis
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In Milan, appearances are the only currency that matters. But for Enzo, the price of perfection is becoming too high to pay.

He is Cinexa’s “Golden Boy”—the face on the magazine covers, the tailored suit that dictates trends, the Ferrari tearing through the streets of Italy. To the world, he is the pinnacle of success. To himself, he is merely Victor Vance’s prisoner, haunted by the constant sound of coins hitting cold marble during a fire he couldn’t stop in Geneva.

Everything changes when Victor imposes a new contract: a fake relationship with the stunning and sharp-tongued Bella Bianchi.

Bella is electricity and rebellion wrapped in emerald silk. She hates everything Enzo represents, seeing him as nothing more than Victor’s hollow accessory. But behind the fashion shows and gala events, she carries the grief of a lost brother and a secret being used as a front for something dark.

The tension between them turns into a battlefield. Sparks fly between barbs and weighted stares, until a panic attack at Lake Como shatters Enzo’s facade, revealing the broken man Bella decides not only to save, but to set free.

When a gold coin containing a technological secret surfaces, the game changes. They stop being pawns on Victor’s board and become high-speed fugitives. Between chases through Milanese art galleries, break-ins at marble-clad banks, and the discovery that the truth about Geneva costs more than any bank balance, Enzo and Bella will have to decide:

Is it worth getting back the millions if it means losing your soul?

Get ready for the most luxurious and dangerous chapter of the Cinexa Saga: where gold melts, betrayal burns, and the only way out is a head-on collision with the past.
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​Chapter One: The Echo of Gold and the Scent of Ashes
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The Milanese asphalt reflected the midday sun like a cracked mirror. Inside the Ferrari, Enzo felt the world moving at a different speed than his own. Not faster—displaced. He gripped the carbon fiber steering wheel until his knuckles turned white, not out of adrenaline, but to make sure he still existed.

The scent of new leather filled the car. Na expensive aroma, too clean, designed to soothe. It never worked. His body followed the familiar, automatic route, while his mind lagged a few seconds behind, as if Enzo were always arriving too late to himself.

To anyone watching from the outside, he was the perfect image of success. Cinexa’s Golden Boy. His Italian silk suit didn’t have a single crease out of place. The platinum watch on his wrist didn’t track the hours, but rather how much he was still worth. On the inside, however, everything was smoke. What remained solid of him had been left in Geneva, five years ago. Since then, Enzo had simply been managing the rubble with efficiency.

The V12 engine roared as he drove through Via Montenapoleone. The sound was violent, precise, almost aggressive. To anyone else, it would be music. To Enzo, it was just background noise for the real sound.

Clink.

Clink.

The sound of gold coins hitting cold marble.

He blinked, trying to force the memory away, but it wouldn’t obey. In Geneva, gold hadn’t been a prize. It had been weight. The ballast that kept the door shut while the fire consumed the air and choices stopped being theoretical. Enzo reached for the radio but stopped before touching the button. Silence was dangerous. It only took a second for other sounds to emerge—muffled screams, thuds against wood, the dry snap of a lock turning.

He parked in front of the Palazzo Cinexa and killed the engine. The world went too quiet.

Before getting out, his eyes fell on the velvet compartment in the center console. There it was. The Victory Gold Coin. He picked it up. The metal felt cold, almost hostile, leeching the heat from his palm. He flipped the coin between his fingers, na unconscious habit.

“The shine of gold doesn’t heal the soul, Enzo.”

His father’s voice came through faint and distant. It was quickly swallowed by another, firmer and closer.

“But it buys the silence necessary to pretend you still have one.”

Victor Vance never needed to be physically present.

His encrypted phone vibrated. The screen lit up.

Sender: Unknown

“Gold shines, Enzo, but it doesn’t provide warmth. Unlike that door in Geneva. It’s still hot to the touch. Remember the sound of the lock. I’ll see you at the top. Or at the bottom.”

Enzo’s stomach tightened. Someone knew. Someone other than Victor. He looked up at the rearview mirror, searching for a concrete threat, anything he could face. He saw only tourists, cameras, and ordinary people. The normalcy of others always irritated him.

He stepped out of the car. The Milan heat hit him head-on, but Enzo didn’t sweat. He walked through the Palazzo atrium like someone wading through shallow water. Employees greeted him in reverent whispers. He wasn’t a man there. He was na asset.

The panoramic elevator rose in silence. The city opened up beneath his feet, beautiful and unreachable. Milan was his only on paper. In practice, he belonged to Victor.

The reflection in the glass showed a face that was too perfect. Too empty.

The scent of sandalwood filled the enclosed space.

Enzo felt the back of his neck grow hot.

He spun around abruptly.

Nothing.

Still, on the elevator floor, there seemed to be a fine layer of gray dust, shifting with the air conditioning. Enzo closed his eyes for a second. When he opened them, there was nothing there. Perhaps there never had been.

The doors opened on the executive floor. Fresh flowers. Expensive coffee. Na environment designed for comfort—and yet, nothing there invited one to stay.

The door to Victor’s office was already open.

“Come in, Enzo.”

Victor didn’t stand up. He remained seated behind a desk that was too wide, too clean. No personal photographs. Nothing out of place. Everything there existed to intimidate without effort.

“You’re late,” Victor said, without looking at him.

“Traffic was heavy.”

Victor looked up slowly.

“Don’t lie to me. Traffic doesn’t make your right hand shake.”

Enzo closed his fingers
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