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DEVIL VS. DEVIL

Rome, fourteen days
ago

 


The classic-style luxury private room
felt very thick. Number-one quality furniture and luxury items
nuanced in white and gold were very pleasing to the eye. A host was
sitting on a soft sofa. The clothes the lady wore was designed by a
famous designer from the Bronx. The jewelry she was wearing was no
less luxurious. Everything in this valuable room was fantastic.
This most luxurious mansion like a palace for kings was the
residence of Duca Urbano, which was deliberately built only for his
beloved wife.

The lady took the picture she kept in
a safe in the cupboard. She closed the safe again and walked to the
sofa and sat there. Her delicate fingers were holding a worn photo
of the past. She didn’t feel the tears dripping down the picture
frame. Her mind wandered indefinitely. She stared blankly, looked
down, and sobbed. Her face was very haggard. Her heart was still
not sincere.

She thought back to her childhood with
her foster brother, a man who had been credited with raising her
dignity, who had thought her so many experiences of living hard on
the streets. Her foster brother also trained her when she took part
in the Wushu Angels Championship that was held in Xi’an until she
won it and got the title of Wushu Angels Champion. Even her foster
brother helped her to rediscover her identity before meeting her
husband, Urbano.

Yes, the lady was Marsha. She was
indebted to her foster brother. Those happy memories were looming
in her mind. Her foster brother told her the good news about his
flight to America, a telephone conversation that had become the
last farewell. She was pensive. Her eyes were blank. She didn’t
realize at the doorstep her husband was standing.

Urbano’s eyes were teary. The person
he loved was close to him, but it felt as if she was far
away.

Marsha closed her eyes and reopened
them while clarifying her vision. Her sobs cut her heart. She wept
as she quickly breathed.

Urbano approached her and handed her a
handkerchief, but she threw it.

“Go, I don’t want to see
you right now!” Marsha shooed him aloud. Her teeth were rattling,
holding back the anger that had long been stored.

“Perdonami, signora,”
begged Urbano softly.

“There’s no apology in
this family! You know that, old fucker,” snapped Marsha. Her eyes
were like an eagle, glaring at him. An aura of hatred was engraved
in her eyes.

“È stato tanto tempo fa.”
His lips were speechless. Urbano grasped her fingers softly.
“Perdonami.” He was moved to tears. His cheeks turned red. In his
life, he had never once said the word sorry, but to his beloved wife, he
said it every day.

“Lascia andare, uccisore!”
shrieked Marsha, throwing his hands away. She rose from her seat
away from him. Her sigh was fast, irregular. Her tears were getting
heavier. “You and that old devil have killed the people I love. I
won’t let you pit my two sons too.” She took a picture of herself
and him and slammed it in front of her husband.

His legs trembled, limp. His eyes were
swollen to see the destruction of their togetherness picture. “No!
I love my two childrrren-a,” answered Urbano wistfully. It was
useless what he said. His wife wouldn’t listen to his
explanation.

“Senza senso! I don’t care
about your family’s old-fashioned tradition. My two children must
be happy. If you touch one of my sons once again, I’ll kill you
myself,” threatened Marsha.

Urbano crouched down to take the
fallen figure and cleaned the glass flakes around her feet.
“Capisco. I wil-l do whatevoi comes out of yourrr lips-a,” he
assured her. “I wil-l rrrisk my life to prrrotect Vale frrrom my
father-a,” he reiterated.

Her heart sank. Somehow her heart
ached, seeing the pain in his eyes. But her determination was
unanimous. Before Marsha stopped breathing, no one could touch her
two sons.

Old-fashioned tradition in their
family was very cruel. Valentine’s great-grandfather forbade anyone
of his descendants to have more than one child. If the first child
was a boy, the second child and so on must be killed before the
curse of the family became disastrous. It was only a limitation
Valentine’s great-grandfather made to avoid family war over their
royal throne.

After Valerio found out that the
children she gave birth to were identical twins, the atmosphere in
their residence stiffened. No one dared to voice their thoughts.
They were waiting for his decision.

Since childhood, Vivian and Valentine
were taught how to kill with a variety of sharp instruments and
rifles. The twins had been trained in discipline until they were
ten years old. There was massive torture in Sicily. The small
united clans wanted to take over the island. They were massacred.
The twins, going through various stages of torture, killed and cut
them.

Only Vivian could overcome the
challenge without expression while Valentine was traumatized and
suffered from multiple personality disorder. He disappeared and was
found not breathing on the coast.

Marsha and Page found him and took him
to the nearest health center. She was grateful Valentine could
still be saved but very shocked after hearing the confession of one
of her loyal followers who she assigned to the residence of the
devil Valerio. The old devil intentionally killed one of her
children, so he couldn’t be a problem later.

What grandfather would have
the heart to kill his grandson?

Marsha protected him as hard as she
could.

Urbano faced a dilemma. He had to
choose his father or his wife. He had denied none of his father’s
orders, so he was forced to exile Marsha and Valentine to China
just to protect them. He told her that Valentine was suffering from
mental stress, so he had multiple personalities.

Marsha was very down. She cared for
him patiently and painstakingly in China, helped by her loyal aide
Page. But it didn’t stop there.

Valerio was throwing another tantrum.
He sent a mercenary to kill his daughter-in-law and grandchild in
China, and the surrounding people. The tragedy of the serial
killings that took place at the wushu training site she founded
became a point of tension and the beginning of her rebellion
against the Vandals.

Her dream to live peacefully with him
in China was disturbed. The nymphs, the name for the angels that
Marsha fostered, were mysteriously lost one by one and found only a
few small pieces of their bodies in various places. The headquarter
of the association which she had set up was destroyed in the hands
of irresponsible people. She shuddered in horror and just realized
the cruel devil she had just faced.

Everything that was done by the devil
Valerio was a warning to the daughter-in-law for having dared to
fight the Vandals.

Marsha didn’t give up. She
reestablished the association to enlarge her strength and defense
in China, but her efforts were in vain. It could always be
frustrated by her father-in-law until she set up the largest wushu
camp in the Sleeping Giant with the help of her foster brother from
China, the association that was now chaired by Page.

Yes, Page was previously her foster
brother’s right-hand man who was entrusted with guarding her since
childhood.

Her foster brother’s involvement gave
a strong influence.

The devil Valerio didn’t dare to
bother her carelessly. If it happened, the two biggest mafia powers
of different countries would fight, and that meant one of them
would be destroyed. He changed direction and ensnaring his two
grandchildren using underhanded tactics. The command was, Valentine
was disguised himself and provoked enemies, and Vivian would win
the fight. He lied to Valentine that he had truly recognized him as
a true Vandal.

Vivian was always instigated to hate
his mother and brother, to an extent that he diverted his jealousy
by playing with the hearts of many women.

Was that fair?

Valerio always assigned Valentine to
be in a circle of danger. if he was killed, Valerio didn’t have to
bother with his hands anymore.

So cunning!

He arranged everything well. Only by
provoking Valentine’s anger, Valerio’s second grandson wouldn’t
carry out his duties properly. Was blasting a bunker in Vittoria,
Sicily, also his plan? It was still a mystery.

Valentine had many lives. He always
escaped the snares of the Grim Reaper.

Even though the plan didn’t work
because Vivian still won the fight and saved his twin brother,
Valerio wasn’t desperate. He was very persistent and put forward
his ego to achieve inner satisfaction. He was obsessed with killing
his grandchild.

What Marsha and the devil Valerio
didn’t know was that Urbano always thwarted the actions of his
father. He sent several experts to protect them besides the people
from her foster brother.

Finally, Marsha and Valentine moved to
America to stay away from all suffering and start a new life in New
York.

Urbano deliberately stayed beside the
devil Valerio just to protect his beloved wife and child. He could
be freer to watch his father’s suspicious movements.

Katiuscia Voltolini was sick. She was
unaware of her husband’s cruelty.

Marsha just felt happy. Her foster
brother would meet her in America, but the plane he was traveling
in had an accident because of being sabotaged by someone, which
until now the black box hadn’t yet been found. There was a group of
experts who deliberately planned the plane crash, and the SAR team
said that the victims on the plane died after all this time, even
though the wreckage and the victims disappeared without a
trace.

She suspected that these were all evil
deeds of the Vandals. Her hatred of the devil Valerio penetrated
deep into her bone cells and blood. Her fate spun close to the
Vandal family.

Many times, Urbano contacted her and
asked her to move back to Rome, but she refused.

The devil Valerio was experiencing an
old disease. He deliberately isolated himself with his wife in
Sicily but kept watching his offspring.

Marsha knew that until she agreed to
return to Urbano’s lap if all her words had to be
fulfilled.

Urbano was thrilled and agreed to the
terms, whatever it was. He loved his wife very much, but his
delusion, his dream of happiness was inversely proportional to the
reality he received. His wife returned to his side but not the ties
of love they had once knitted.

Even when he was sick, Marsha took
care of Urbano reluctantly. All she did was an only formality in
front of others.

His wife still hated him, not even
looking at him with the look of love like before. There was only a
look of hatred, sharp and cold.

All this Marsha did, so he wouldn’t
disturb Valentine and Sindy. She didn’t think he would have any
other prejudices.

“I am-a going to Sicily
tomorrr-rrrow-a. Fare quello che ti piace.” Urbano said goodbye. He
rose and left the room, carrying a photo and a piece of glass in
his hands.

Her heart trembled. Marsha still felt
the pounding in her chest. She still loved her husband, but she
fenced off her weakness so that the name of love wouldn’t again
affect her. She squeezed her chest tightly. Tears fell back to wet
her cheeks. She stepped, squatted, and took his handkerchief left
on the floor. Her back trembled. She smelled the scent of her
husband’s handkerchief.

It had been a long time she didn’t
feel the distinctive fragrance.

The corner of his lips was
drawn, peering behind the door. The tears fell again. Happiness and
grief wriggled in the recesses of his heart. Urbano didn’t want the
person he loved to always suffer, but he couldn’t do
anything. Latoi you wil-l know tat I
always love and prrrotect al-l trrree of you, mio tesoro.
He turned and went outside the house.

Marsha didn’t stop crying by hugging
his handkerchief.

 


Ten days before

 


Marsha walked to her private room where
they used to love. She touched and gently stroked her husband’s
goose down pillow. A dozen years ago she already ignored her
husband. Her whole mind was only devoted to her two sons. Her first
son was fighting an enemy. Her second son just felt happiness. Her
husband met the demon king. She felt lonely.

She deliberately assigned her loyal
aide to keep the safety of her second son and future
daughter-in-law. She couldn’t entrust them to Chandler, the son of
Page. She must even be able to tell lies to the devil’s family so
that her second son could stay alive.

But what about her first
son?

The wound tore her body and
soul.

She continued her steps back up the
steps of the red carpet, which were close to her room, to the top
of the square dome. Her eyes flared, openly looking at the
château’s architectural style. Both hands were holding the
guardrail firmly. She looked up arrogantly. She was the queen
consort of the royal Vandals. It wasn’t easy to be where she stood
right now. Various obstacles she had removed, including the ladies
of nobility who were crazy about her husband, who had
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