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THE MEDICI GUARDIANS

BOOK 4: THE DARK CROWN

WARNING
This book contains explicit sexual content, group sex, double penetration, blood play, dark themes, violence, and possessive MMCs.
It also includes themes of judgment, sacrifice, and power exchange.
For adults only (18+). Reader discretion is strongly advised.
Author's note: Aria is twenty-six years old. Her guardians are all between twenty-nine and thirty-six. Old enough to kill for her. Young enough to burn with her.
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Chapter 1 – The Taste of Violet
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Spring arrived in Florence without asking permission. The orange trees in the garden are fragrant, tourists have again invaded the bridges, and the golden light filters through the stained glass as if nothing had changed.

But everything has changed.

I wake up alone in the immense bed, sheets tangled, body still marked by the previous night. The violet seal is there, pressed against my skin, between my breasts. It doesn't weigh. It doesn't burn. It breathes with me. And this morning, it breathes faster.

I place two fingers on it.

Instantly, the vision arrives – not violent, not chaotic. Precise. Almost intimate.

A woman in her thirties, fiery red hair, golden eyes almost yellow. She is in an ultra-modern loft in Milan, naked before a floor-to-ceiling mirror. Her fingers glide slowly over her own neck. In the exact spot where my seal rests, a tiny violet mark has just appeared. She caresses it like one caresses a long-lost lover.

She smiles at her reflection – a predatory, sensual, victorious smile.

Then she speaks, and her voice resonates directly in my chest:

"I feel you, cousin. Your power calls to mine. You wear what I have waited centuries for. I am coming to take it. And I will not leave empty-handed."

The vision fades.

The violet seal suddenly heats up – a liquid heat, almost sexual, that descends to the hollow of my belly and makes me moan despite myself.

In less than ten seconds, the four guardians are there.

Marco enters first, gun already in hand, gaze sweeping the room.

"What's happening?"

Luca arrives right behind him, shirtless, hair still wet from the shower.

Enzo bursts in, also shirtless, muscles tense, ready to smash anything.

Dante is the last. He remains on the threshold, eyes fixed on me, as if he already feels what I just saw.

I reach out to them, voice hoarse:

"She's coming. And she's hungry."

Marco puts away his gun, steps forward in two strides, takes my face in his hands.

"Who?"

"Another queen. Red hair. Yellow eyes. She comes from Milan. She already has her own violet seal... or at least a sketch of one. And she knows exactly where I am."

Luca whistles softly.

"Fuck. We thought we had a little break."

Enzo growls.

"How long?"

I touch the seal again.

"Not long. She's already on her way. Maybe tomorrow. Maybe tonight."

Dante finally moves forward, sits on the edge of the bed, places a hand on my bare thigh.

"Did she speak to you directly?"

"Yes. She called me 'cousin.' And she said she wouldn't leave empty-handed."

Silence.

Marco runs a hand through his hair.

"So we have a new Isabella, younger, more modern, and probably more twisted. Great."

Luca attempts a smile.

"At least she's pretty in the mental picture?"

I give him a dark look, but he manages to pull a small nervous laugh from me.

Then the seal heats up even more strongly.

I moan, thighs instinctively clenching.

The four notice immediately.

Enzo places a massive hand on my belly, just above the seal.

"It wants something."

Dante nods, voice low.

"It wants us to feed it. Like last time. Before she arrives."

Marco leans in, kisses my collarbone.

"Then we feed it. Now. While we still have control."

Luca slides behind me, pushes my hair aside, nibbles my neck.

"We'll take you all. Fill you. Make you come until the violet stops demanding."

Enzo is already spreading my thighs, growling with satisfaction upon finding me already soaked.

Dante, for his part, takes my hand, brings it to his lips.

"Look us in the eyes while we fuck you. No vision. No queen. Just us."

I nod.

And we begin.

Marco penetrates me first, slowly, deeply, looking me straight in the eyes. Luca enters from behind almost simultaneously, filling me to the limit. Enzo takes my mouth, his tongue possessive while I moan around him. Dante guides my hand on his sex, but I decide the rhythm.

The violet seal lights up, dark and magnificent violet, and each thrust, each caress, each bite makes a wave of pure power rise.

I come quickly, very quickly, body convulsed between them.

But they don't stop.

They continue.

Marco and Luca alternate, Enzo takes my mouth deeper, Dante ends up penetrating me in turn when the others withdraw for a moment.

It's brutal, it's tender, it's desperate.

When I come a second time, the violet seal explodes with light – not blinding, but powerful. It absorbs everything: their pleasure, my fear, their love.

And for an instant, the whole world becomes violet.

When the light fades, we all collapse together on the bed, breathless, stuck together, alive.

The seal is calm. For now.

Marco kisses my forehead.

"Let her come. We'll be ready."

Luca murmurs against my shoulder:

"And if she's as hot as in your vision... we'll still judge her."

I laugh weakly.

But deep down, I know that this red-haired woman is only the first.

And that the violet is still very hungry.
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Chapter 2 – The Redhead from Milan
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The rest of the morning passes in an artificial calm. We act as if everything is normal: strong coffee, quick shower, clean clothes, messages to contacts monitoring roads around Florence. But no one is fooled. The violet seal pulses intermittently, like a metronome slowly accelerating.

Around 2 PM, Luca receives a call from one of his hacker friends – a discreet guy who monitors private cameras and license plates in northern Italy.

"A black Maserati with Milan plates entered the A1 forty minutes ago. Average speed 180. It doesn't stop at tolls. It drives as if it knows no one will stop it."

Marco puts his cup down a little too hard.

"How long before she gets here?"

"At this rate... three and a half hours, four max."

Enzo growls.

"She's not coming to talk."

Dante, who has said almost nothing since this morning, finally puts down his phone.

"She's coming for the seal. And for me."

We all turn to him.

He holds our gaze without flinching.

"In Aria's vision, she didn't just see the power. She looked at me. Directly. As if she already knew who I was... before."

I touch the violet seal.

"Then we don't wait for her here like prey. We choose the ground."

Marco nods.

"The villa in Fiesole. It's isolated, ancient, full of Medici glyphs we can activate. And if she wants a show... we'll give her one."

We prepare everything in less than two hours.

The villa is perched on the hills, surrounded by cypresses and abandoned vineyards. Inside: a large central room with a black and white marble floor in an eight-pointed star – an ancient ritual site that the family hasn't used since the 17th century.

We draw a new circle with salt and blood. We place candles at the points. In the center: me, naked under a black silk robe open at the front, the violet seal clearly visible.

The boys wear open black shirts, dark pants – not for style, but so the skin remains accessible. The violet seal needs contact. Desire. Life.

We wait.

At 6:47 PM, we hear the engine in the distance.

A black Maserati parks in the courtyard. A door slams.

Then she appears in the frame of the large French window.

Tall, slender, hair red as liquid fire, very short blood-red dress, black stiletto heels, lips painted the same red as her dress.

Her golden eyes sweep over us one by one, then stop on me.

"Aria Laurent. Or should I say... Violet Queen?"

Her voice is warm, velvety, with a slight Milanese accent.

She steps forward a few paces, heels clicking on the marble.

"I'm Livia. Livia de' Medici, cadet branch. I spent the last three hundred years sleeping in a Haussmann apartment... until you woke the seal."

She touches her own neck.

The small miniature violet seal glows faintly.

"Thanks for the draft. Now give it back to me. It's been mine longer than you've existed."

Marco steps forward, hand on his weapon.

"You're not leaving with
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