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WARNING
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This book contains explicit sexual content, group sex, double penetration, blood play, dark themes, violence, and possessive MMCs.
It also includes references to reincarnation, ritual power exchange, and judgment themes.
For adults only (18+). Reader discretion is strongly advised.
Author's note: Aria is twenty-five years old. Her guardians are all between twenty-eight and thirty-five. Old enough to kill for her. Young enough to burn with her.
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Chapter 1 – Blood Calls
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I never believed in family curses. Not until the notary broke the seal of the blood-red wax envelope and my name— Aria Laurent—rang out in the room like a death sentence.

Florence, a freezing January afternoon. Pale light filtered through the stained-glass windows of the palazzo notarile, painting ruby splashes across the old parquet floor. The air smelled of ancient paper, leather, and something darker... like musk and menace.

“Miss Laurent,” the man in the impeccably tailored gray suit said, “your great-aunt—distant though she may be—has left you the Palazzo Medici Vecchio. There is one non-negotiable condition: you must reside there for at least one year. And you must accept... the Guardians.”

I raised an eyebrow. “The Guardians?”

He sighed, as if saying the words already exhausted him. “The Medici bloodline has never left its heiresses unprotected. Four men, bound by ancient blood, sworn to watch over you. To protect you. To... belong to you. And you to them.”

I almost laughed. “You’re joking. Some rotten medieval clause meant to scare me off and make me renounce the inheritance?”

He didn’t smile. He simply slid an old photograph across the table. Four figures in black and white, probably from the 1920s. Four men with piercing gazes, standing in front of the very same palazzo I had just inherited. Behind them stood a woman who looked exactly like me.

My laughter died in my throat.

“They are no longer the same, of course,” the notary murmured. “But blood calls to blood. They already know you’re here.”

A shiver ran down my spine. Not exactly fear. More like... anticipation. As if my body already recognized something my mind still refused to accept.

I signed the papers. Because I had nothing else. No money, no family, no ties. Just this crumbling palazzo drowning in tax debts and secrets. And now, apparently, four guardians.

Outside, rain began to fall over the Arno. I turned up the collar of my coat and walked toward the Ponte Vecchio, my heels clicking on the wet cobblestones. I didn’t see them right away. But I felt them.

A burning gaze on my back. Another on my right. A third, lower, almost animalistic. And the fourth... he nearly brushed against me when I turned the corner into a narrow alley.

I stopped dead.

Four men. Three in front of me, one behind—blocking my escape.

The first was tall, wearing a perfectly tailored black suit, black hair swept back, a thin scar cutting across his left cheekbone. He radiated cold, mafia-like authority. Marco. I knew his name without him opening his mouth. His dark eyes undressed me shamelessly.

To his left, the artist—tattoos climbing up his neck, shirt open over a muscular chest smeared with fresh paint. Luca. He smiled at me, but it was the smile of a predator who already knew exactly what he wanted to paint on my skin.

To his right, the biggest one. Enzo. Arms crossed, biceps straining against his black leather jacket, hazel eyes promising both violence and protection in the same breath. He said nothing. He didn’t need to. His body spoke for him.

And behind me... Dante. The most dangerous, because he was the only one who had moved. He was so close I could feel his heat against my back. Messy brown hair, eyes almost luminescent green, a charming smile that hid fangs. He tilted his head and brushed his lips against my ear.

“Welcome home, principessa,” he murmured in a deep, velvet voice with that Tuscan accent that made my insides vibrate. “We’ve been waiting for you for a long time.”

I should have stepped back. Run. Called the police. Instead, I slowly turned to face him. My heart was pounding too hard. Too fast.

“Who exactly are you?” I asked, even though I already knew the answer.

Marco took a step forward. His voice was low and commanding. “Your Guardians. Your shadows. Your lovers... if you allow it. Your masters... if you refuse. The Medici legend leaves no room for choice, Aria. You take all of us... or you lose everything.”

Luca laughed softly, a sound that slid over my skin like silk. “Don’t worry. We’ll convince you. Slowly. Very slowly.”

Enzo growled. One single word: “Ours.”

Dante’s hand settled on my hip—possessive, burning. “And tonight, in the palazzo... we begin the ceremony. Just a taste. To seal the pact.”

Heat flared low in my belly. Traitorous. I should have pushed them away. Instead, I lifted my chin and met Marco’s gaze head-on.

“And if I say no?”

He smiled. Slow. Predatory. “You won’t say no for long.”

Dante tightened his grip on my hip, just enough for me to feel his strength. “Come, principessa. The night is still young... and we’re very hungry.”

They surrounded me. Four bodies. Four scents. Four promises of pleasure and danger.

And me? I walked with them toward the palazzo. Toward the unknown. Toward what my body was already demanding, even as my mind screamed that this was madness.

The massive door of Palazzo Medici Vecchio slammed shut behind us with a heavy thud.

And there, in the huge hall with its half-faded erotic frescoes, Marco approached first.

He caught my chin between two fingers. Forced me to look up at him.

“One kiss to begin,” he said. An order, not a question. “To bind the blood.”

I could have refused. I could have run.

Instead, I parted my lips.

And when his mouth crashed down on mine—hard, possessive, starving—I knew I was fucked.

Because the other three were already closing in. And the night had only just begun.
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Chapter 2 – Shadows of the Palazzo
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The door slammed shut behind us like a coffin lid. The sound echoed through the vast hall, bouncing off the yellowed frescoes on the vaulted ceiling. Naked angels and entwined satyrs stared down at me from above, their painted eyes seeming to follow my every step. The air was thick: old waxed wood, cold incense, and that masculine scent already wrapping around me—sweat, leather, and something primal.

I stood frozen for a moment, my back against the massive door. Marco moved first, switching on a row of electric chandeliers that mimicked candlelight. The golden glow danced across his sharp, chiseled face. He didn’t even look at me; he knew I was watching him.

“Your room is upstairs,” he said without turning around. His deep voice rolled like black velvet with that Tuscan accent. “But tonight, you sleep where we decide.”

Luca chuckled softly from the shadows of the marble staircase. He peeled off his paint-stained shirt in one fluid motion, revealing a torso covered in Renaissance tattoos—vines, snakes, hearts pierced by arrows. “Relax, principessa. We’re not going to jump you... right away.” His smile was dangerous all on its own. He stepped closer and brushed his fingertips along the collar of my coat. “Unless you ask.”

I took a step back. My pulse hammered in my throat. “I’m just asking for a bed. Alone.”

Enzo growled—a low, almost animal sound. He was already climbing the stairs, his boots thudding heavily. Enzo didn’t talk
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