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MIVVY

We built a home in the middle of chaos.

New York or Sicily. Power or peace.
Every choice feels like sacrifice.
But when he looks at me like I’m the only place he belongs,
I know the truth.
I am not his weakness.

I am his queen.

And together?
We are untouchable.
DANTE

A king rules with fear.

A sovereign rules with control.

But when it comes to her?
I am neither calm nor controlled.
Mivvy is my wife. My fire. My greatest risk.
And the only place that feels like home.
Empires can fall.
Wars can rise.
But anyone who tries to take what’s mine
will learn exactly why loving her
is my most sovereign sin.
This is Book 4 in the Sacred Sins Series. Reading Order: 

A Vicious Sin

A Reckless Sin

A Deadly Sin

A Sovereign Sin
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Power is quieter than people think.

It doesn’t always roar.

It doesn’t always threaten.

Sometimes, it just sits.

Patient. Certain. Inevitable.

I used to think power was loud. Flashy. Gold watches and armed escorts. Men raising their voices to prove a point.

Now I understand something different.

Real power doesn’t need to prove anything.

It waits for the room to adjust to it.

And lately, I’ve started noticing how rooms adjust to him.

Not just with fear.

With expectation.

It’s subtle.

The way conversations shift direction when he enters. The way older men measure him instead of dismiss him. The way younger ones stand straighter without realizing why.

He carries it differently now.

Heavier.

More deliberate.

Less reactive.

There was a time when anger drove him first.

Now it feels like calculation does.

And that’s more dangerous.

Because anger can be provoked.

Calculation cannot.

We’ve been back and forth between cities long enough that I sometimes wake up unsure which skyline I’ll see from the window.

New York’s sharp edges.

Sicily’s ancient stone.

Two different worlds tied to the same legacy.

Two different versions of who we’re supposed to be.

In New York, he feels untethered.

Restless.

In Sicily, he feels watched.

Measured.

Judged by ghosts who don’t speak but somehow still weigh everything.

I stand in the middle of both.

Not belonging fully to either.

And yet belonging completely to him.

Marriage is strange in families like ours.

It starts as strategy.

Then it becomes survival.

And somewhere along the way, it shifts into something neither side anticipated.

I didn’t plan to become part of his center.

I didn’t plan to be someone he looks for when tension rises.

But I see it now.

The micro-second where his eyes scan the room and land on me.

The grounding.

The acknowledgment.

The silent confirmation that we are aligned.

That alignment is powerful.

And power attracts attention.

The Bellamonte estate has changed since that night months ago.

Not visibly.

The marble is still polished.

The security still tight.

The dinners still formal.

But there’s a different current beneath it all.

A quiet reshuffling.

People choosing sides without saying it out loud.

I’ve learned to recognize those shifts.

When a capo lingers a little longer to speak with him.

When another avoids eye contact entirely.

When his father watches instead of commands.

Power rarely transfers in one dramatic moment.

It erodes.

It transitions.

It recalibrates.

And I can feel it happening.

The first time I sat at the head of the table beside him, I didn’t notice it immediately.

It wasn’t announced.

No one declared it.

But the seat was different.

Subtle.

Closer to center.

Closer to authority.

I felt eyes on me the entire dinner.

Assessing.

Curious.

Some approving.

Some resentful.

I didn’t shrink.

I’ve never been good at shrinking.

If they expect me to sit quietly and look ornamental, they miscalculated the day I was born.

But there’s a difference between defiance and sovereignty.

Defiance pushes.

Sovereignty holds.

I’m learning the difference.

There was a moment recently — small, almost insignificant — that unsettled me more than any argument ever could.

A man challenged him.

Not loudly.

Not disrespectfully.

Just... tested.

It was the kind of subtle questioning that gauges weakness.

Months ago, he would have snapped.

Asserted dominance through force.

Now?

He didn’t raise his voice.

He didn’t threaten.

He simply looked at the man.

Spoke once.

Calmly.

And the challenge dissolved.

The room shifted.

Authority re-established without spectacle.

That’s when I understood.

He isn’t just stepping into power.

He’s becoming it.

And becoming power changes a person.

It sharpens edges.

It demands sacrifices.

It isolates.

I watch him sometimes when he doesn’t realize it.

The weight sits differently on him now.

Less explosive.

More consuming.

He carries responsibility like armor — fitted, tailored, heavy.

And I wonder what it’s costing him.

I also wonder what it’s costing us.

Because sovereignty doesn’t just affect the one who holds it.

It affects the one who stands beside it.

I never wanted to be anyone’s weakness.

I made that clear from the beginning.

But standing beside a man who commands an empire means becoming visible in ways you can’t control.

I see it in the way enemies calculate.

In the way allies measure how close I am allowed to stand.

In the way his family watches our dynamic like it’s a chess match.

They don’t fear that I’ll betray him.

They fear that he values me.

And value creates vulnerability.

It’s strange to think that something as simple as affection can destabilize powerful men.

But it can.

In private, he is different.

Not softer.

Not fragile.

Just... unguarded in ways no one else sees.

He removes the armor piece by piece.

The watch.

The jacket.

The weapon.

The mask.

And sometimes, when he thinks I’m asleep, he exhales in a way that sounds almost like relief.

That’s the part no one else sees.

The sovereign.

Alone.

There’s a storm brewing beyond our walls.

Not immediate.

Not explosive.

But present.

You can feel it in the way meetings last longer.

In the way calls come later at night.

In the way certain names are spoken more often.

I don’t ask questions I don’t need answers to.

That’s another thing I’ve learned.

But I listen.

I observe.

And I prepare.

Because sovereignty invites challenge.

It always has.

The higher you stand, the more people want to test your balance.

I used to think the most dangerous moments in this life were loud.

Gunshots.

Arguments.

Public displays of dominance.

Now I know better.

The most dangerous moments are quiet.

The ones where decisions are made behind closed doors.

The ones where alliances shift silently.

The ones where someone decides they no longer want to kneel.

I don’t know what’s coming.

But I know it’s coming.

You don’t ascend in this world without someone trying to pull you back down.

And if they can’t reach him directly?

They’ll reach for what stands beside him.

I’m not naive.

I know what I represent.

A union.

A bridge between families.

A symbol.

But I am more than a symbol.

And if anyone mistakes me for one, they will regret it.

There is something intoxicating about standing beside power and knowing you are not overshadowed by it.

We don’t compete.

We align.

That alignment feels dangerous.

Not chaotic.

Not reckless.

Controlled.

Intentional.

Sovereign.

We are no longer reacting to the world around us.

We are shaping it.

And shaping anything powerful leaves marks.

I walk through rooms differently now.

Not because I feel superior.

But because I understand my position.

I am not an accessory to his authority.

I am part of it.

Not through force.

Not through demand.

But through presence.

Through influence.

Through the quiet certainty that when he makes a decision, he has already considered how it affects us.

That shift — from I to we — is monumental in families like ours.

And monumental shifts rarely go unnoticed.

I caught his father watching us recently.

Not with open hostility.

Not with approval.

With something more complicated.

Recognition.

Perhaps even reluctant acknowledgment.

Empires don’t crumble overnight.

They evolve.

They transition.

They redefine leadership.

And I think, deep down, everyone feels it.

The ground is shifting.

Slowly.

I don’t fear the shift.

I fear complacency.

Because sovereignty demands vigilance.

It demands clarity.

It demands sacrifice.

And sacrifice always has a cost.

Sometimes I stand on the balcony at night and look over the estate lights.

The land.

The men stationed at gates.

The quiet hum of security systems.

It feels untouchable.

Immovable.

But nothing is untouchable.

Not even kings.

The difference between a ruler and a sovereign is control.

A ruler reacts.

A sovereign anticipates.

He’s learning to anticipate.

And I’m learning to stand beside him without losing myself.

There will be challenges.

There always are.

Power invites them.

But if they think we can be divided?

If they think loyalty can be fractured with pressure?

If they think love makes him weak?

They misunderstand what we’ve built.

Because what we’ve built isn’t fragile.

It isn’t impulsive.

It isn’t reckless.

It is deliberate.

Measured.

Unyielding.

And if they push?

They won’t just face a king.

They’ll face a queen who refuses to kneel.

Sovereignty isn’t declared.

It’s embodied.

And whether they’re ready or not...

We are.
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The sound of the slap echoed around the room, my palm stinging from the impact. Dante's face turned ever so slightly and he lifted his hand to his reddening cheek.

Before he could react, I swung my hand again, aiming for his cheek. This time, he was ready. He caught my wrist mid-air, gripping it tightly. Shock and fury surged through me.

"Fuck you! Let me go." I glared at him, tears springing to my eyes as I tried to tug my hand out of his hold.

"Calm down." His voice suddenly softened, although the edge of anger was still prominent. He also spoke with a stern authority, immediately shifting the power balance in his favour.

It reminded me that I'd just slapped the Underboss of the Sicilian Mafia.

After what I saw tonight at the club, I knew Dante didn't tolerate disrespect from anyone. And I just crossed a line. But my anger and hurt at what he said was too much for me to even process any of the consequences yet.

"No." I continued to struggle against him, but he was way too strong for me.

"Mivvy, that's enough. Calm down." He said it again, the anger now outweighing the softness - like there was a constant battle going on between the two. At the same time he caught my other wrist, now holding onto both of them.

"Don't tell me to calm down!" I cried, my strength diminishing as I continued to fight against him, still wrapped up in the bedsheets.

"Come here." He pulled me into him, but I still resisted him. My desperation to get away from him increased which ultimately led to more tears.

"Shh." He whispered, pulling me into his chest as the tears came out faster. "I'm sorry. I'm so sorry, principessa."

He continued to apologise while I sobbed, the storm of emotions hitting me all at once.

How did we go from having our second time together to having one of our worst fights ever?

It was all my fault. But I didn't think anything like this would ever happen. I'd been so nervous to ask about our future plans that when I finally got the courage, I just did it. Granted, it was the alcohol that gave me the courage.

I think I drank too much.

Everything was so peaceful in bed, I just thought he'd answer with his guard down.

"Here." When he was sure I wouldn't pull away or try to hit him again, he let me go. He gripped his T-shirt, pulling it up and over his head. Then he helped me put it on, removing the bedsheet I'd wrapped around myself.

––––––––
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ONCE I HAD HIS T-SHIRT on, I fixed my hair, my eyes never leaving his. The air between us was charged, heavy with unspoken words, as if a single wrong move could ignite the argument all over again.

My ragged breaths and quiet sobs were the only sound as he came in closer, suddenly scooping me up into his arms.

"Dante! Stop!" I shouted, my voice coming out way raspier than I expected.

"Shhh." He got back on the bed, now clad in only his boxers. Just like earlier before our fight, he held me against his chest, pressing a kiss to my forehead. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean it."

"I hate you." I sniffled, hiding my face against the warm skin of his chest.

"I know. Mi dispiace. I'm sorry." He murmured, running his hand through my hair. He continued, repeating his apology until I stopped crying so heavily. (I'm sorry.)

Despite my resistance, I still wrapped an arm around his waist, holding my body against his.

He didn't try to talk about it until he was sure I'd gotten my emotions under control. Then he gave me some water, forcing me to drink way more than I wanted before he finally addressed the conversation.

"Don't ask me stupid questions when you're drunk again, Mivvy."

Yes, that's how he broached the conversation. It was also the biggest tell he was still very angry - even if he wasn't showing it as much.

"Fuck you." I muttered, curling up against his chest. "I'm not drunk."

"Not anymore." I could just picture the pointed expression on his face, but I didn't look up at him.

"And it wasn't a stupid question. I just didn't think you'd get so angry." I spoke a little softer, the guilt and regret seeping into my tone. "I'm sorry for making you so angry."

I should have handled it better, but I didn't.

"Mivvy..." He was reluctant to even get into it, but when I looked up at him with tearful eyes, his walls visibly crumbled.

"Why?" He knew what I was asking. I didn't have to elaborate for him.

"I don't like talking about it." He stalled for a moment before he finally explained. "After my mother died, I didn't feel like I had a home. When I'm in Sicily, I'm surrounded by her - all our memories. But when I'm here... she's buried here, and her family is here - it kind of makes me feel a bit closer to her. But this is where she was killed."

Have you ever just had one of those oh fuck moments? Because that was how I felt when I realised just how badly I screwed up.

"Dante..." I stroked his cheek, feeling all that previous anger and tension melt away as we lay there. "Baby, why didn't you just tell me?"

"I don't know. I don't like talking about her. I know what you mean about settling down, but I just can't make that decision. I hate both places, Mivvy. Just for different reasons."

"Eventually we'll have to move to Sicily, right?" I was tentative, unsure how he would respond.

"Yeah, eventually." He admitted. "When I take over La Famiglia, we'll have to be there. But right now..."

"Right now, we need a place to call home." I finished for him. "A place where we can bring Aria because we hardly ever see her. Or, where we can keep the little things like our wedding album or my favourite shoes, and all our other important stuff."

My attempt at lightening the mood was successful when his lips twitched. "You mean your unnecessarily large collection of favourite shoes?"

"Mhm." I smiled, pecking his lips. He cracked a small smile, kissing one more time before getting back to the conversation.

He sighed, the conflict clear in his eyes. "I don't know if I can even try to settle in New York. But this is where your family is, Mivvy. I get that you'd want to be here more."

"They are here." I agreed, stroking his cheek. "But you're my family now. My home is wherever you are. It just makes sense to try New York now while you have more work here."

He nodded, pressing a kiss to my forehead.

"I'll be traveling a lot." He reminded me. "And you have responsibilities in Sicily. It won't be easy."

"I know." I said, my voice gentle but firm. "But at least we'll have somewhere to come back to. Somewhere that's ours."

He looked away, the struggle evident in his expression. "It's hard for me, Mivvy. Being here, it's like living in a graveyard of memories. But Sicily...it's no better. The responsibilities, the expectations."

"I understand." I whispered, turning his face to make him look at me. "Dante, you know I hate Sicily. I never wanted to move there but I would do it in a heartbeat for you. We just...we don't have to decide everything right now. But having a home, a real home where we can be ourselves, might make things a little easier. It's not about choosing one place over the other. It's about having a place to breathe, to come back to."

He was silent for a moment, his eyes searching mine. Finally, he nodded, the resistance in his posture softening.

"Okay." He whispered. "We'll make New York our home for now. And when the time comes to move to Sicily, we'll face that together."

I smiled, feeling a sense of peace settle over me.

"Together." I echoed. "Always."
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CHAPTER 2


DANTE’S POV
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One week later

"HOW MANY FUCKING TIMES do I have to say no?"

"Uh..." Kieran frowned, trying harder than ever before to concentrate with his tiny brain. "A couple more? I don't know. I don't know how to answer that."

"It was a rhetorical fucking question." I muttered, relaxing back in my seat as I drove behind my security entourage.

"Come on, bro. Just for a few days."

"Kieran." I gave him a warning look, shifting my eyes towards the rear view mirror momentarily. "I said no and I'm not your fucking bro."

I was already in a bad mood, but Kieran insisted on making it worse.

The four of us were on way back from a meeting which should have been conducted by Tiziano. He was still in Sicily instead of being by my side as my future Underboss.

Tiziano had been MIA ever since my father's birthday - the night he punished Cesare and I. For some unknown reason, my brother insisted on staying in Sicily instead of coming to New York with us. He was disappearing and slacking in his responsibilities.

As if I didn't already have enough going on, I'm now picking up his work too.

"Why don't you want Brianna to come?" Angelo frowned.

"Bianca." Cesare and Kieran simultaneously corrected him. He could never get the name right.

"That's what I said." Gio waved them off, looking at me for my answer.

"I just don't need anymore teenage nuisances running around the apartment while I'm trying to get us through a fucking war on my own since Tiziano is off doing fuck knows what." I muttered, my previous anger returning tenfold as I sped up, causing the engine to roar.

"She's not a nuisance." Kieran snapped, his green eyes sparking with anger.

"No?" Cesare turned in the passenger seat to look at him. "She must be if she puts up with you."

"Why are you two being so-" Kieran's stupid sentence was cut off by the sound of all four of our phones going off at the same time.

I knew already that only meant one thing.

"What is it?" I sat up straight in my seat, glancing over at my brother when he pulled his phone out.

"It's Mivvy." He replied, causing my heart to drop to the pit of my stomach. "She pressed her panic button in her office."

"Call her. Now." I nodded towards my phone in the centre console so that I could speak to her over the handsfree phone system.

While Cesare dialled her number, I took a sudden left, changing our route. I didn't care about my security team, my first concern was getting to her office building. The ones behind would know to follow me anyway. The others would catch up.

The ringing tone sounded around us in the car, my heart rate increasing the longer it went on. When we got her voicemail, I tightened my grip on the wheel, speeding up.

"Again."

Cesare called her again, giving Kieran an order to contact her security team from the backseat.

With the way I was driving, we were approaching her office building in Manhattan very quickly. And as the phone continued to ring, my anxiety was skyrocketing.

"Hello?"

The sound of her voice had relief flooding through me. However it also had me speeding up even faster, just to get to her before anything else happened.

"Mivvy? What happened? Are you okay?" I rushed out the words, my eyes snapping to her name on the screen and then back to the road. "We're almost there, baby. Just hang on."

"I...uh..." When she failed to give me a coherent answer, I asked some more questions.

"Is someone there? Do you know where your security team are?"

"Um...well..." She stumbled again, sounding extremely unsure.

"Fucking answer then." Cesare spat, surprisingly just as worked up as I was. The twins were now both on the phone - Kieran with Mivvy's head of security and Angelo with mine. He must have been explaining the change of route to them.

I was ready to murder whoever the fuck thought it was okay to approach my wife in her office.

They were going to regret the day they thought they could cross La Famiglia.

And if I ever fucking find out it was Orlov behind it, he's going to wish I-

"It was an accident."

.

.

.

"What?" I blinked, easing up off the gas pedal.

"I don't know what happened. I was organising some huge ass folders on my desk and then all of a sudden my entire security team burst in like maniacs, pointing their guns at me." She explained sheepishly, although irritation laced her tone. "Five of them are still refusing to leave the room."

From her tone, I could just imagine her glaring at them.

"An accident?" I asked again, still struggling to grasp what she just said.

"Yeah." Her voice as softer now, almost like she knew how bad this was.

At the same fucking moment, my father's name flashed up on the screen indicating an incoming call.

"Dante-" I hung up on my wife before she could say anything else. Releasing a string of curse words, I took a deep breath before answering my father's call with the button on the steering wheel.

"Dad?" I answered, my frustration still simmering beneath the surface.

"Dante, what the hell is going on?" My father's voice boomed through the car's speakers, louder than usual. "I just got an alert that Mivvy's panic button went off. Have you spoken to her? Is she okay? Are we under attack? I'll get on to Nicholas Kyriak to let him know that-"

"Dad, stop." I pinched the bridge of my nose, now driving at a normal speed. "It was a false alarm. Mivvy accidentally hit the button while she was organising some folders."

There was a brief, ominous silence on the other end. I didn't even blame him.

I just knew he wasn't going to let this one go. Especially not since the entirety of La Famiglia would have got the alert that my wife was under attack in New York - especially while we were at war.

"So, you're telling me that our entire network just went into lockdown mode because your wife can't handle a few folders?"

"She didn't mean to-"

"I don't care what she meant, Dante! Do you realise the chaos she's just caused? Men are scrambling, resources are being diverted, and all for nothing?"

"I know, Dad, I know." I tried to keep my voice steady, but my own anger was threaten to boil over. "I put those procedures in place because I had to make her security a priority. I couldn't take any chances with her safety. Not with the war looming and Tiziano MIA. I needed to be sure."

"Sure?" He barked. "Sure that what? That your wife's office supplies aren't out to get her?" His mocking tone had me clenching my jaw as I continued the drive to Mivvy's office building.

"Dante, you need to start thinking before you make such drastic decisions like this. The entire organisation is looking to you right now, and you can't afford to make rookie mistakes."

I gritted my teeth, feeling a surge of anger mix with my frustration. "It won't happen again. I'll make sure of it."

"It better not." He warned, his voice dropping to a low, dangerous tone. "You can't run this family with your heart, Dante. You need to use your head. Or else we're all going to be in deep shit."

Before I could respond, Kieran leaned forward from the backseat, somehow oblivious to the tension. "Hey, can you ask him about Bianca coming to stay for a few days?"

"Are you out of your fucking mind, Kieran?" I snapped, turning to glare at him. "This is not the fucking time-"

But my father had already heard him. "What was that?"

"Nothing." I said quickly, trying to steer the conversation back on track. "Just some nonsense Kieran's been pushing. It's not important."

My father let out a long, exasperated sigh. "Dante, I don't have time for nonsense. I'm dealing with the fallout from this fiasco. You need to get your house in order. Handle whatever that is, and next time, think before you go setting off alarms across the entire Sicilian fucking Mafia."

"I will, Dad. I-"

Beep.

I stared at the screen, stunned that he had actually hung up on me.

"Did he just-" Cesare began, a smirk already playing at the corners of his mouth.

"Sì." I muttered, gripping the steering wheel as I tried to hold back the ironic smile creeping up on me. "Just like I did to Mivvy."

Angelo burst out laughing from the backseat. "Looks like the apple doesn't fall far from the tree, huh?"

I shot him a look in the rearview mirror, but despite everything, I couldn't help but chuckle. "Shut up, Gio."

Cesare shook his head, still grinning. "Guess it runs in the family."

I sighed, the tension slowly melting away, momentarily.

Ten minutes later the four of us made it to Rhea Publishing on the 19th floor of the office building. The rest of the floor was all empty at this time of the evening. It didn't take us long to find Mivvy's huge glass walled office - it was the only one with the lights still on.

As we approached, I could see my wife calmly sitting behind her desk, surrounded by stacks of folders. She was reading a document with her reading glasses on, clutching a mug to her chest.

It's also worth mentioning the five security guards standing around her office and the rest of her team dotted around the quiet hallways just outside.

They all kept their eyes down as we walked through, not bothering to knock as we entered her office.

"What the hell is wrong with-" Cesare started, but his sentence was cut off when Mivvy held a hand up, her eyes still focussed on the paper she was reading.

The four of us stood across from her while she calmly continued reading, sipping on her coffee.

It was almost comedic how long she made us wait until she finally gave us her fucking attention.

"Okay." She sighed, putting the paper down. She took her glasses off, relaxing back in her chair. "I'm ready."

"Are you being fucking serious?" Cesare scoffed, stepping closer to her desk. "How the fuck did you accidentally hit your panic button?"

"How am I supposed to know? I was leaning over and I must have just-"

"Where is it?" I cut in, my tone holding no room for anymore bullshit.

"Here." She put her hand over the top of her desk, indicating where the panic button was underneath. The small red button was always within reach in case she needed to press it quickly.

"Have it moved a little further down." I ordered my brother before sending my wife a pointed look. "Hopefully we can avoid a repeat of this."

"Or maybe she can just be more careful?"

"It was an accident. Anyway, I asked for a cover to be installed, but you refused." She glared at Cesare, reminding me of one of their arguments early on in our marriage.

"Because knowing your stupid ass, you won't be able to get the cover off in time and you'll get shot." He had a point. It was meant to be easily accessible in the heat of the moment. "Then we'll have more problems on our hands when we have to explain to your stupid family why you're dead."

Mivvy stood up from her chair, getting ready to lay into Cesare. "You little bitch, I-"

"That's enough." I cut her off, feeling my irritation spike. "Let's just go. I've already got a fucking headache."

"Fine." She grumbled, glaring at me for interrupting her. "Give me ten minutes to clear this up."

She gestured to the mountain of fucking folders that started this whole thing in the first place.

"You have two." I narrowed my eyes at her, dismissing the five guards who'd stayed in her office ever since she pressed the panic button.

They filed out, closing the door behind themselves.

"Then get those two idiots to help me put these away." She pointed towards the twins behind me.

I turned around, scoffing when I saw them demolishing a jar of Hershey's Kisses on a coffee table. 

If there's junk food close by, those two imbeciles will sniff it out.

They were completely oblivious to the fact that all eyes in the room were on them - at least until I walked over to the couch. My approach finally got their attention. Their eyes drifted down to my dress shoes, surrounded by scattered silver wrappers on the floor, and then slowly traveled up my body until they met my face.

"Basta. Aiutala a mettere via le sue fottute cartelle prima che io mi scagli a morte." (Enough. Help her put her fucking folders away before I go on a shooting rampage.)

"Why do we..." Angelo tried to argue, but my furious expression had the words dying out. "Fine."

He took the fucking time to unwrap one more fucking chocolate, discarding the wrapper with the rest of them on the floor. Then he stood up, chewing way too fucking loudly as he passed me, heading over to Mivvy.

The twins helped Mivvy put away the huge folders, bickering with her the entire time because they couldn't do anything quietly and quickly.

Then we finally left her office, heading back down to the awaiting cars in the parking lot.

"The rest of you go in a different car." I muttered, heading to the drivers seat. "You're with me." I caught Mivvy's eye, nodding towards my car.

"Bro, why do we have to-" Kieran was cut off by Cesare smacking him over the back of the head, sending a wave of satisfaction through me.

"Hurry up before I leave you here." My brother glared at the twin idiots, heading to an SUV that was being driven by one of my security guards.

Once we were in the car, I could sense the awkward tension between us. My wife was never good at hiding her feelings and this was no exception.

She kept glancing over at me every few seconds like she wanted to say something but wasn't sure if she should. She was also extremely tense, wringing her hands together on her lap.

"So..." She broke the long and awkward silence.

"How could you be so fucking careless?" It slipped out before I could stop it, my mood still as bad as before.

"It was an accident, Dante." Her voice was softer now since it was only the two of us alone. "I didn't mean to."

"Fuck." I sighed, running a hand over my face. "I know you didn't, but you have no idea what just happened. The entire organisation was on high alert in case of a possible attack."

"I'm sorry."

She's made me too soft.

I'm not soft.

I need to kill some people. It's the only solution.

"It's okay, just...please, try not to do it again." I'm going to lose my fucking mind if this ever happens again.

"Trust me-" She scoffed. "-I won't be pressing that button again."

I didn't doubt it.

As soon as we got back to the apartment, the tension in my body returned tenfold. It didn't help that the place we were staying in wasn't our usual penthouse but an apartment while the renovations were being done.

It was a big apartment, don't get me wrong. But having the twins living here too made it feel like a fucking shoe box.

"Dante." Mivvy spoke softly, placing her hand on my arm as we entered the living area. "Let it go, okay? I know today was stressful, but we're home now. Let's just relax."

I ached to snap back - to tell her that relaxing wasn't exactly on my mind at that moment. But the way she looked at me with those big, soft eyes of hers made the words die in my throat. Instead, I sighed heavily and pulled her into my arms.

"I'm sorry." I muttered against her hair, breathing in her familiar vanilla scent. "It's just been one of those days."

"I know." She leaned up to kiss my cheek. "But you're with me now, and everything's fine. We're safe."

Safe from her fucking office folders.

I held her tighter, feeling the tension in my shoulders start to ease. Moments like these with Mivvy were rare, especially with everything going on. I needed to remind myself of what really mattered, and that was her.

"Alright. I'll let it go." I conceded, pulling back just enough to look into her eyes. "But you're cooking dinner tonight."

Before all of this happened, my plan was to cook dinner for her this evening. We were actually on our way back to the apartment so I could get it done before she got home. Then my day got ruined.

She laughed, her beautiful eyes twinkling. "You and I both know I'm not cooking after the long day I've had. We'll order out."

Sounds good to me.

Just as I was about to kiss her, the front door flew open. In walked Cesare and the two idiots - the two of them as boisterous and loud as ever.

"So, I'm going to ask one more time now that all the chaos is over. Can Bianca come stay for a few days?" Kieran spoke with so much fucking confidence, completely dismissing all my previous rejections.

I immediately felt my temper flare up again. "No."

"Come on, Dante." Kieran persisted, glancing at Mivvy for backup. Mivvy, of course, was all too happy to jump in.

"I think it's a great idea." She spoke with a mischievous glint in her eye. I was about to tell him no again, but Mivvy nudged me hard in the ribs - hard enough to make me cough. I shot her a glare, but she just smiled sweetly at me.

"Of course she can come, Kieran." She said it before I could protest, her voice dripping with that irritating sweetness. "We'd love for her to visit, right, Dante?"

I gritted my teeth, but with Mivvy's expectant gaze on me and Kieran's hopeful fucking puppy-dog eyes, I knew I was outnumbered. "Fuck. Fine. She can come."

Kieran's face lit up like a fucking Christmas tree. "Thanks, bro! I mean, thanks, Dante!" He quickly corrected himself under my harsh glare, still grinning like an idiot.

Angelo stood off to the side, clearly amused by the whole exchange. But I think Cesare was equally as pissed as I was judging by the way he was glaring at my wife.

"I'll let her know. She'll probably be here by the end of the week." Kieran was busy typing away as I nodded, already regretting my decision.

This apartment was too small for the five of us already, let alone adding Kieran's girlfriend into the mix.

<<<<<<< >>>>>>> <<<<<<<

Just two days later, I found myself seriously questioning every life decision I'd ever made. Bianca had arrived, and with her came a whirlwind of energy, chatter, and...giggles.

So many fucking giggles.

The twins adored her, and even Mivvy seemed to be charmed by her bubbly personality. The apartment felt like it had shrunk by half with all the noise and activity. Every time I turned around, Bianca was there, laughing, talking, or baking something in our kitchen, which only made the place feel even more suffocating.

Meanwhile, I was going insane.

Every time I tried to get a moment of peace, I'd be interrupted by Bianca's laugh or the twins' bickering - sometimes even with Cesare or Mivvy.

Or they just got up to the stupidest shit.

"Really?" Bianca fucking giggled again, a few seats down from where I sat, eating my breakfast. "I think we should do a taste test. Let's order a bunch of things off the menu and bring them here to try them."

That's exactly what we fucking need - more fucking junk food for the twins.

No wonder Bianca likes Kieran. She's just as obsessed with junk food as he is - and Angelo.

"Fuck yeah." My cousin grinned, high-fiving his girlfriend. "Hey, can you pass the chocolate sauce? Oh, wait- nevermind. I'll get it."

I flinched when he dropped his fork on his plate with a loud clatter. Then he pushed his chair back, causing it to scrape painfully across the tiles as he leaned over the table, attempting to reach the chocolate sauce.

It was like dining with fucking children. No wonder Cesare chose to skip breakfast for the few days Bianca was staying here. I don't think he'd be able to keep his temper under control this early in the morning.

I was trying to read the newspaper like I did everyday while enjoying my breakfast and my coffee. It was one of the things I used to see my father do every single morning when I was a child. I didn't understand the appeal until I reached my mid-twenties.

Now at 29 years old, I felt like it was the calm before the storm. Every day my life was a fucking storm as my father's Underboss. It was a chance to get my brain in focus and ready for the day ahead.

But the twins and Bianca felt like ruining that fucking peace.

Mivvy walked in, still in her pajamas, and caught the look of pure misery on my face. She stifled a laugh and sat down next to me, her hand resting on my arm.

"You okay?" She asked with her thick Greek accent, though she was clearly enjoying my suffering.

"Not even close." I muttered, taking a long sip of my coffee. "This is hell."

"Oh, come on." She teased, nudging me playfully, her voice a low whisper. "She's not that bad. And besides, it's only for a few more days."

"A few more days too long." I grumbled, glancing down the table to where Bianca and the twins were now engaged in an intense debate - which is fucking better, fucking waffles or fucking pancakes?

Mivvy just smiled, leaning in to kiss my cheek. "You'll survive. Just remember, very soon all of this will be over and we'll be back in the penthouse. Then you'll have all the space and quiet you want."

She was right but it didn't stop me from still feeling the effects of the pure chaos around me.

I hummed in response, watching as she now joined their debate, somehow finding the energy to put up with them. Despite my fucking misery, a small part of me couldn't help but feel a flicker of warmth at seeing her so happy.

But that small part was quickly overshadowed by the realisation that I still had several days of this madness to endure.

And all I could think was that I needed to get that fucking renovation finished a lot faster.
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1 month.

Somehow, it took a single month for the penthouse to be completed - or, mostly complete. There were still plenty of rooms that needed finishing, but the open plan area, kitchen, main bathrooms and bedrooms were all ready.

We could finally move in while the extra guest rooms and other rooms like the cinema and gym were being finished.

I left work early as soon as I got the call that the penthouse was ready. I also harassed Dante with back to back calls until he finally agreed to meet me here so we could see it together for the first time.

The first time I called he just told me he was busy and he'd make time later. Then, I called him again straight after he hung up which definitely annoyed him, and he said no again. Then the third call he ignored. The fourth call he finally said yes.

"Are you excited?" I grinned up at my husband who stood next to me in the elevator, his eyes sparkling with amusement.

"I think you have enough excitement for the both of us, principessa."

I didn't even care he was making fun of me because as soon as the elevator doors opened, I was in heaven.

It was my first time seeing it all completely finished. Sure, I'd picked out everything, but I never got to see it put together.

That was one of my husband's rules. I only got to come up a couple of times to check on it but otherwise I had to trust the interior designer he specifically flew out from Milan.

As we stepped into the penthouse, the first thing that struck me was the flood of natural light streaming in through the floor-to-ceiling windows. The decor was a harmonious blend of neutrals and whites, creating a serene and elegant atmosphere.

The light decor contrasted so much with the dark grey - almost black - colour scheme Dante had before.

It was no longer a bachelor pad - but a home. Our home.

The living room featured my pristine white couch that I had custom made. I think I finally reached peak adulthood when my couch became my most prized posession. It looked both stylish and inviting, surrounded by wooden surfaces to keep the warm tones.

The room was balanced with small pops of color from strategically placed plants, fresh flowers, and a few tasteful ornaments. A beautiful modern chandelier hung from the ceiling, casting a warm glow that complemented the bright natural light.

But my favourite part about the open plan area was the large, black and white photo of Dante and I at our wedding.

Since Dante didn't have any personal decor before, one thing I was certain about was adding our personal touch.

Throughout the penthouse, we had photos of us and some of him and his family. He even let me have one of my family, but only after I harassed him with phone calls, texts and emails while he was away in Sicily.

He really hates that. It's something I've learned and definitely use to my advantage.

"I love it." I smiled at the photo of Theo, Nikolas and I at my wedding. It was in the upstairs hallway.

"Sì, it's great." He muttered behind me. "I've always wanted a photo of those two fuckers in my home."

"Our home." I corrected, turning to look at him. "I let you put a photo of Cesare up so you have to allow this one."

"You didn't let me do anything. I didn't want any photos." He'd been clear about that all the way through the process. He didn't care for photos, at all.

"Whatever. You have Cesare on the wall so my brother and my cousin are staying."

"You can take that fucking photo down. I never even wanted it." He complained, following me into one of the bedrooms - one his family uses when they came over.

"No. It was a gift from me to you." I turned to grin at him, knowing this conversation was irritating him deep in his black soul.

"If you're in the gift giving mood-" He murmured, suddenly pulling my body against his in the middle of the guest room. "-why don't you take some other pictures. Ones I actually want to look at."

"Other pictures?" I frowned as he slid his hands down my waist to my ass. "Wait, do you mean like-"

"Naked." He smirked, now placing soft kisses along my jaw. "For our bedroom, of course. That way I can look at what's mine, every single day."

"Dante." I placed my hand on his firm chest, pushing him back so he'd stop kissing my skin. "Only when the world freezes over will I ever take a nude photo."

"Not even for me?" He teased, leaning down to peck my lips.

"Especially not for you." I snapped, earning a throaty chuckle from my husband.

"I don't know, baby." His thick Italian accent is drool worthy. "Once upon a time you were adamant I'd never see you in lingerie, which wasn't true. Then, you were adamant I'd never fuck you, which also happened - and still happens, very frequently."

He was just listing all the things I was shamefully wrong about. "Perhaps one day you'll do this for me too."

"I might have given in to the rest, but I'm not changing my mind about this." I shook my head, leaning up to press a kiss to his lips. "Now stop distracting me."

We continued looking through the guest rooms before we finally made it to our master bedroom.

Our bedroom was a sanctuary with neutral tones and lots of natural light. The large windows allowed the sunlight to bathe the room in a gentle glow, and a few well-placed plants and flowers added a touch of life and color.

Aria even had her own beautiful corner for when she moved here.

Dante watched me with a soft smile as I came

































































































































































































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





