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Chapter 1: The Wrong Girl Taken
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They say when you die, there’s a light. A tunnel. Something warm, forgiving. But when I died, there was only asphalt, blood, and the sound of my own breath choking in my throat. No light. No peace. Just pain. Then... nothing.

And yet, I woke up.

Not in a hospital.

Not in a morgue.

I woke up in the alley where I’d died, staring down at the crumpled body that used to be mine.

That’s when I knew—I wasn’t alive, but I wasn’t gone either.

The world hadn’t let me go. Or maybe I hadn’t let go of the world.

I drifted for days after that, tethered to the place of my death like a balloon on a frayed string. The city never changed. Horns, neon lights, the echo of sirens at midnight. But I had changed. I was invisible. Untouchable. Except... not to them.

It started the night the car pulled up to the alley again. Sleek, black, armored—the kind of car that whispered power and screamed death. The door opened, and the man who stepped out made the night colder.

Dominic Ricci.

His presence filled the air like smoke. Controlled, quiet, lethal. A man who didn’t need to speak to be obeyed. His eyes swept the alley, calculating, dissecting. And when they landed on the spot where my body had once been, I felt something shift. Like maybe he saw more than he should.

Behind him came Adrian Cavalli, all smooth edges and deadly charm. He walked like he owned the city, like anyone who disagreed would be buried beneath it. His smile was lazy, but his eyes—those cruel, knowing eyes—missed nothing. He flicked ash from his cigarette and looked around with detached boredom.

“Nice place to die,” he muttered, voice lined with venom and amusement.

Then there was Leo Bianco, chaos in motion. He emerged with a laugh on his lips, the kind that didn't belong in graveyards or murder scenes. His hair was messy, his sleeves rolled, tattoos crawling up his forearms like stories he didn’t want to tell. He was the kind of man who didn’t just watch the world burn—he danced in the flames.

They were there for me. Even if they didn’t know it.

I hovered just outside their circle, watching. They thought they were hunting a girl. A bargaining chip. A message to the man who betrayed them. But I wasn’t that girl anymore. The bullets had changed me. Death had changed me.

“She was here,” Dominic said, his voice low. He crouched near the stained asphalt, his fingers ghosting over the blood that no longer stained the concrete. “He sent her away. But not far.”

“She’s dead, man,” Adrian said, exhaling smoke. “We’re chasing a ghost.”

Leo tilted his head, staring at the spot where I stood. “Maybe that’s exactly what we’re supposed to find.”

I shivered, but not from fear.

They were all wrong.

I hadn’t been sent away. I’d been left behind. Used. Forgotten. My father didn’t hide me to protect me—he hid me to trade me. A last card in a game of blood and betrayal. But the men he tried to fool? They didn’t play games.

Dominic stood. His eyes swept over me again—or maybe through me. There was a tension in his jaw, a flicker of unease in his brow. “We’re not done here.”

I followed them when they left. I don’t know why. Maybe it was the unfinished story. Maybe it was rage. Maybe it was the pull of something darker, something more than death.

Their mansion sat like a scar on the edge of the city. Wrought-iron gates, marble lions, security cameras hidden in ivy. But it wasn’t the wealth that made it imposing—it was the silence. The weight of history, of crimes committed and never confessed. As they walked through the hallways, I trailed them, unseen, unheard, but very much there.

That night, something changed.

Dominic paused at the base of the grand staircase. His hand gripped the banister, knuckles white. “She’s not gone,” he said quietly.

Adrian stopped. “The hell are you talking about?”

“I don’t know.” Dominic’s voice was rough. “I just... know.”

Leo laughed from the top of the stairs. “Told you. Ghost girl.”

That name clung to me. Not an insult. A title.

Ghost girl.

They thought they were the hunters.

But they didn’t know I was already inside.

The next day, they brought in someone else. A girl. Same hair. Same face. Not me. She was terrified. They thought she was the daughter they were after. But they had the wrong girl.

I watched as she screamed, begged, tried to explain. Dominic didn’t listen. Adrian didn’t care. Leo just smiled.

They needed a message. A symbol. A victim. But what they got was confusion.

“She doesn’t know anything,” Adrian said, pacing. “This isn’t her.”

“It’s her,” Dominic insisted. “Has to be.”

Leo leaned against the wall. “Or maybe we took the wrong girl.”

No. They hadn’t.

They just hadn’t realized I was already theirs.

That night, I stood at the foot of Dominic’s bed. He didn’t wake. But he turned, restless, breath catching in his throat like he was drowning in a dream. I reached out—my hand passed through him like smoke—but he shivered. His body reacted to mine like a wire sparked. I whispered, even though I didn’t need to.

“I’m here.”

He gasped, eyes flying open. Sat up. Looked around.

Empty.

Except not.

Because something in his gaze changed that night. Something in the way he started watching shadows. Listening to silence. I was a whisper in his ear, a chill in his spine, a touch he couldn’t explain.

And I was done being forgotten.

They wanted revenge.

They wanted leverage.

They wanted the daughter of the man who betrayed them.

But they took the wrong girl.

Or maybe... I was the one who took them.
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Chapter 2: They Know My Name
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There’s something cruel about the way the living speak your name when you’re dead.

They say it like it still belongs to you, like it still holds meaning. Like it isn’t just a sound echoing off a hollow space where a soul used to live. But when Dominic Ricci said my name for the first time—when his voice curved around the syllables like they were a command—I felt it. Deep in the marrow I didn’t have anymore.

“Aurora Valenti,” he said, standing in the center of the Ricci estate’s war room, surrounded by weapons and shadows and men who feared no god. “She’s the key.”

The others didn’t flinch at the name. But their eyes changed. There was recognition there. Power. Memory. My father’s legacy was stitched into their blood. And now mine was, too.

“She’s dead,” Adrian muttered, his tone bored but sharp. “Or gone. Either way, she’s not useful.”

“She’s here,” Dominic said. “I can feel it.”

Leo grinned like a man who’d heard a joke no one else was in on. “Maybe she’s haunting you.”

Dominic didn’t smile. “Maybe.”

I was. I wanted to say it out loud, scream it, shove it down their throats. I wanted to tell them I wasn’t gone. I hadn’t moved on. I was here. Watching. Listening. Waiting. But all I could do was linger. My fingers brushed along the edges of the room, moving through wood and stone and memory.

My name was a loaded weapon in their mouths. They didn’t just know me. They hunted me. Obsessed over me. Because of my father.

Don Valenti, the man who’d betrayed the syndicate. Who had broken blood oaths and vanished before the retribution could find him. And now his daughter—me—was the collateral. The symbol. The sacrifice.

They thought they’d find me, use me, break me.

Instead, they got a ghost.

In the days that followed, I stayed close. I studied them. Dominic, with his cold, measured rage. Every movement was calculated, every breath a chess piece. He commanded with silence more than most men could with screams. But in the stillness of night, I saw the cracks. The way he sat awake, staring into the dark like he was trying to hear something just beyond human perception.

He could feel me.

I knew it.

Adrian, on the other hand, didn’t believe in ghosts. But he believed in fear. He believed in control. He carried himself like a prince of shadows, all tailored suits and veiled threats. But I saw the way he kept mirrors covered, how he avoided his own reflection. Like he didn’t want to see what looked back. Or who.

Then there was Leo.

I don’t know what he believed. I don’t think he cared. He was chaos personified. One moment, he was dancing through the halls with a bottle of whiskey and a blade tucked into his boot. The next, he was dead quiet, staring at a wall like it had spoken to him. Sometimes I think he knew I was there. That he welcomed it.

He talked to me when no one else was around. Not directly. But close enough.

“You ever think maybe death’s not the end?” he asked one night, sprawled out on a velvet couch, eyes fixed on the ceiling. “Maybe it’s just another room. And the dead? They just keep walking, bumping into the living like we’re all in the same fucked-up house.”

I sat beside him, invisible and aching.

If he reached out, would he feel me?

He didn’t. But he smiled anyway.

“I’d keep you, ghost girl,” he whispered, like he could taste the chill in the air. “Bet you’d be fun.”

I should’ve been furious. I should’ve fled. But something in his voice rooted me there. The same way something in Dominic’s silence made me ache. The same way Adrian’s disdain pulled at me like gravity.

I hated them. I did.

But I was drawn to them, too.

Was it the connection to my father? The hunger for revenge? Or something darker, something deeper that death had awakened in me?

They kept saying my name. Over and over.

Aurora Valenti.

They used it like a curse. A warning. A key.

What they didn’t know was that names have power.

And they were summoning me with every breath.

The girl they wanted—the girl they were trying to use—was long gone. But the ghost they were calling?

She was listening.

And she was coming home.
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