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THE DOCTOR'S REVENGE & THE GANGSTER'S HEART

PROLOGUE: Glass Walls and Dead Hearts

Five Years Later

On the twenty-fifth floor of a penthouse apartment overlooking the frozen city skyline, the air inside felt colder than the raging blizzard outside. The silence here wasn't peaceful; it was sterile, the kind you'd find in a morgue just after an autopsy was completed.

Dr. Morena Santoro stood in front of the floor-to-ceiling glass window. Her reflection stared back—a perfect, rigid, and flawless figure. Her black silk nightgown fell around her body, both concealing and emphasizing curves that had been tempered by time and pain.

People at St. Jude Hospital called her the "Ice Queen." Residents trembled when they heard her stiletto footsteps echoing through the trauma ward hallways. Male colleagues, captivated by her sharp beauty but frightened by her gaze, often whispered that Morena Santoro's veins might have been replaced by liquid nitrogen.

They are not wrong.

Morena raised her hand, pressing her palm against the cold glass. The cold spread to her fingertips, a familiar and comforting sensation. Once, she had been a fire—a girl consumed by love, hope, and foolish naiveté. She had been scorched, reduced to ashes, and from those ashes, she had rebuilt herself with the only material she could not harm: ice.

He glanced at his daughter's slightly ajar bedroom door. The pink light of the nightlight spilled out, the only source of warmth in this silent fortress. Renata. His daughter. The only reason his heart was still technically beating. For Renata, he would destroy the world. For Renata, he had killed the naive girl within him five years ago.

But as night fell and Renata fell asleep, Morena returned to her secret ritual. The pain was still there, buried beneath layers of success and coldness. It was a phantom pain, like the itch of an amputated limb. There was an emptiness in her womb, in her skin, in her soul. A longing for a touch that wasn't meant to hurt, but to possess.

She hated men. She hated their touch, their smell, their lies. But her body... her body was an honest betrayer. Sometimes, on nights like this, she could feel the hollow throbbing between her thighs, a biological reminder that she was still a living human being, needy, craving friction and heat.

Morena closed her eyes, banishing the thoughts. She took a deep breath, inhaling the scent of her apartment, which smelled of expensive candles and loneliness. She was safe here. She was strong here. No one could come in. No one could hurt her anymore.

Or so he thought, until the storm outside was ready to deliver a wounded wolf right to his front door.
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CHAPTER 1: False Passion Under the Campus Sky
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Five Years Earlier

The scent of formaldehyde is the perfume that is most familiar to Morena Santoro.

For most third-year medical students at the University of San Matteo, the smell of corpse preservatives is a source of nausea, something they must desperately scrub from their skin with harsh soap immediately after anatomy lab. But for Morena, it's a soothing smell. It's the smell of certainty. Inside the anatomy lab, with the corpses lying stiff on the stainless steel tables, there are no lies. Muscles are muscles, nerves are nerves. Everything is logical, structured, and honest. There's no ambiguity, no confusing social games, and most importantly, a corpse will never let you down.

"Morena, are you still here?"

The lab attendant's voice broke Morena's concentration. She looked up from her microscope and realized that the large laboratory was now completely empty. The fading afternoon sunlight filtered through the tall windows, casting long shadows between the rows of dissection tables.

"Sorry, sir," Morena muttered, quickly tidying up her preparations. "I just... lost track of time."

"It always is," the guard smiled knowingly, though there was a hint of pity in his eyes. "You should go home, son. Even geniuses need sunshine."

Morena forced a thin smile, nodding politely. Genius. The word was always uttered with a mixture of admiration and alienation. She was the only daughter of Felipe Santoro, a construction and property tycoon who controlled half the city. Her family's wealth was legendary, but on this campus, it acted as an invisible barrier separating her from everyone else. Her friends—if they could even be called that—always kept a respectful distance, or approached her with fake smiles that concealed requests for donations or connections.

Morena took off her white lab coat, folded it with military precision, and tucked it into her designer leather bag. She walked out of the medical school building, down the long, deserted corridor. Her footsteps, clad in simple yet expensive flats, made no sound. She felt like a ghost in her own palace.

His mind was still reeling from the structure of the brachial plexus he had just studied, trying to block out the loneliness that had crept in as he left the safety of the laboratory. However, as soon as he pushed open the double doors of the main building and stepped out into the warm afternoon air, a voice called his name.

"Morena!"

That voice. Baritone, warm and rich, like melted chocolate poured over ice cream. Morena's heart did a small, embarrassing leap in her chest. She stopped and turned around, trying to compose her face so as not to look too hopeful.

Dante Espósito stood there, leaning casually against a stone pillar near the entrance steps.

He was handsome in a classic, painful way. His black hair was styled neatly back, glistening slightly in the afternoon sun. He wore a light blue shirt with the top two buttons undone, revealing a hint of tan at his neck, and dress pants that fit snugly against his long legs. His sleeves were rolled up to his elbows, revealing well-toned forearms—not bodybuilder muscles, but active male muscles.

But what transfixed Morena were his eyes. Dark brown eyes that stared at her as if she were the only thing worth looking at on this entire campus.

"Dante," Morena greeted, her voice trembling slightly. She cursed herself silently. She could memorize the names of all 206 bones and 600 muscles in the human body, but she couldn't greet a man without sounding like a nervous elementary school girl. "What are you doing here? The Business School building is across campus."

Dante straightened, a lopsided smile on his lips—a smile that made Morena's knees feel a little weak. He walked closer, his steps filled with confidence.

"I know," Dante replied softly. "I just finished my Risk Management class. But I was thinking, 'Who's the person I'd most like to meet after a day of listening to boring old professors talk about bonds?' And the answer is always the same." He stopped right in front of Morena, close enough for her to smell his cologne—a masculine mix of sandalwood and citrus, masking any formaldehyde that might still be lingering in her hair. "You."

Morena's face heated. The praise felt like a drug that instantly entered her bloodstream. She wasn't used to it. Her father rarely praised her unless it was related to academics. Her mother was too busy with her social activities to notice the little things.

"You're exaggerating," Morena retorted, looking down at the tips of her shoes.

"I'm honest," Dante argued. He reached out, and with a very gentle yet bold movement, he tucked a strand of Morena's dark brown hair behind her ear. His fingers brushed the sensitive skin behind her ear and neck, sending a jolt of static electricity running down her spine.

Morena held her breath. That touch... was so intimate. So caring.

"How was your day?" Dante asked, his voice low and caring, as if Morena's answer was the most important thing in the world right now. "Still dealing with the bodies?"

Morena looked up, her eyes sparkling. This was what made her fall in love with Dante. This man wasn't disgusted by her studies. He asked questions. He listened.

"That's not just a corpse, Dante," Morena corrected, her excitement starting to build. "Today we dissected the central nervous system. You wouldn't believe how complex the structure of the cerebellum is. It's... beautiful. I mean, the way each nerve connects to control fine motor movements, it's like looking at a perfect road map."

Morena continued to talk, recounting technical details that would have made anyone else vomit or become bored to death. She talked about the dura mater, about cerebrospinal fluid, about the wonders of the human body. And all the while, Dante listened. He nodded at appropriate moments, his eyes never leaving Morena's face.

"You're absolutely brilliant, Morena," Dante said when Morena finally stopped to catch her breath. There was admiration in his voice. "Your intelligence... it's sexy."

Morena choked on her own spit. "What?"

Dante chuckled, a crisp, pleasant sound. "You heard me. Intelligent women are my greatest weakness. And you... you're on a different level. You're not just beautiful, Morena. You have a sharp mind. That's rare."

He took another step closer, closing the distance between them. Morena could feel Dante's body heat radiating off her. His hand, which had been touching her hair, slowly moved down, touching her shoulder, then sliding down her arm before stopping at Morena's waist.

The grip was gentle yet firm. Dante's thumb brushed against the fabric of Morena's sweater, right at the curve of her waist. Morena felt as if her skin beneath her clothes was burning at the touch.

"Are you hungry?" Dante asked. "I know a great little pasta place on the outskirts of town. It's cheap, but it tastes authentic. It's not your typical five-star restaurant, but..."

"I would love that," Morena interrupted quickly, too quickly. She didn't care about five-star restaurants. She would eat gravel if she could spend more time with this man who made her feel... seen. "I mean... yeah, I'm hungry."

Dante smiled, wider this time, showing a row of perfectly straight, white teeth. "Good. Let's go."

They began walking side by side toward the parking lot. Dante's hand didn't leave Morena's waist. Instead, he pulled her a little closer, as if to show the world that she was his. Morena, blinded by euphoria, leaned her body slightly toward Dante, relishing the sensation of protection and false ownership.

However, if Morena could see beyond the haze of love that clouded his eyes, she would see a very different narrative playing out in Dante Espósito's mind.

Dante resisted the urge to check his cheap watch. He had been waiting for forty-five minutes in front of this damn medical building, his legs aching and sweat dripping down his back beneath the polyester suit he had bought at a thrift store and had altered to look expensive.

Forty-five minutes of his precious time was wasted just waiting for "Princess Santoro" to come out of her nest.

When Morena finally appears, Dante must use all his acting skills. He puts on his best smile—the one he's practiced in front of the mirror for hours, the one designed to melt the hearts of lonely girls with daddy issues.

He listened to Morena's ramblings about corpses and nerves with the patience of a fisherman waiting for a fish to take the bait. He felt disgusted. Who cares about a corpse's brains? he thought sarcastically. Talk about stocks, about property, about how much money your father made last month.

But he nodded, he smiled, he complimented. Love bombing. It was a basic sales technique, and right now, he was selling himself. His product was "Dante, the Perfect, Understanding Boyfriend." The price? Access to Santoro's wealth.

His eyes, which seemed to Morena to be filled with admiration, were actually taking inventory. He noticed the leather bag Morena was carrying—a Hermès Birkin, probably worth two years of Dante's college tuition. He noticed the small diamond studs in her ears—simple, but their sparkle screamed "VVS1 quality."

When he touched Morena's hair, he felt no tenderness. He was testing his limits. How far could he go before she pulled away? The answer: very far. Morena froze like a rabbit in a headlight, starved for touch. Pathetic, Dante thought. A girl this rich, yet so hungry for cheap attention.

As his hands moved down to Morena's waist, his eyes glanced down at her chest. Beneath the loose cashmere sweater, Dante could see a promising shape. Full, heavy breasts. He imagined what it would be like to squeeze them, not out of passion, but out of a sense of ownership. Morena was a trophy. An asset. And this asset had a body that, Dante had to admit, was incredibly alluring.

He thought about the girl's vagina. He knew from rumors and Morena's awkwardness that she was still a virgin. That seal... it was the final key. If he could be the first, if he could implant himself inside Morena, he would own her completely. He would bind her with a chemical and emotional bond that her overbearing father could never break.

As they walked toward the parking lot, Dante saw a black luxury sedan—a Rolls-Royce Phantom—slowly approaching. It was the Santoro family's personal chauffeur.

"Ah," Dante said, his voice still soft but his eyes glinting with greed as he saw the car. A symbol of power. A symbol of money. "Your carriage has arrived, Princess."

Morena saw the car and her face fell slightly. Disappointment. Perfect.

"I... I forgot my driver was picking me up," Morena said quietly. "Mr. Rossi is very punctual."

Dante turned to face Morena. He took both of her hands in his, holding them tightly. "It's okay, Morena. Don't worry your parents. We can have dinner another time." He paused for a moment, staring deeply into her eyes. "But I want you to know... I'll be counting the seconds until that 'next time' comes."

Morena's face flushed bright red, a pink blush spreading from her neck to her cheeks. "Tomorrow?" she asked hopefully. "I... I can tell Mr. Rossi to come home early tomorrow. I can... I can go to your apartment? If you don't mind cooking instead of eating out?"

Dante had to restrain himself from grinning widely. The bait was swallowed whole. He even offered to come to the wolf den.

"My apartment?" Dante pretended to hesitate, as if he were embarrassed by his humble abode (which he actually rented far beyond his means for the sake of image). "It's a humble place, Morena. Nothing like your palace."

"I don't care," Morena insisted, her eyes sparkling with naive determination. "I want to see your world, Dante. I want to be with you. Just the two of us."

Just the two of us.Music to Dante's ears. Isolation.

"Okay," Dante said softly, lifting Morena's hand and kissing the back of it in the old-fashioned knightly manner. His lips felt the smooth, unworked skin of her life. "Tomorrow night. At my place. I'll cook you something special."

He opened the car door for Morena. As she climbed into the luxurious leather interior, Dante glanced at the elderly driver, who was eyeing him suspiciously. Dante returned the look with a polite, confident nod. You're just a driver, old man. Soon, I'll be the one sitting in the back seat, he thought.

"See you tomorrow, Dante," Morena whispered from inside the car.

"See you, Bella," Dante replied.

He closed the car door with a satisfying thud. As the Rolls-Royce drove away, carrying his target away, the gentle smile on Dante's face slowly faded, replaced by a cold, calculating expression. He took out his phone, ignored three missed calls from debt collectors, and opened the calculator app.

He started counting. The cost of tomorrow's dinner. The cost of the wine. The cost of the condoms—or maybe, he wouldn't need them if he wanted to play high-risk, high-reward games.

He stared up at the afternoon sky, which was starting to turn blood red, as if the universe were giving him a warning. But Dante didn't care. He was a starving man in front of a buffet table, and he had just taken his first plate.

"Santoro," he murmured into the afternoon breeze, the taste of the name rolling off his tongue like the taste of money. "You will be mine."

He turned and walked toward the bus stop, abandoning the luxuries that weren't his—yet. Tomorrow night, in his lonely apartment, he would begin to dismantle Morena Santoro's defenses, one button at a time. And he promised himself, he wouldn't stop until he'd drained her dry, both physically and in her bank account.

The sky is growing dark, and under the shadow of Dante Espósito's ambition, Morena Santoro's fate has just been sealed with the stamp of blood and tears yet to be shed.
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CHAPTER 2: Surrender in a Lonely House
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Dante Espósito lives in an Art Deco apartment building in a gentrifying district. It's not the upscale neighborhood the Santoro family lived in, of course, but it's artistic and expensive enough to give a college student the illusion of success. No one knows that Dante is two months behind on his rent and had to bribe the building manager to get his door unlocked that night.

To Morena, the place seemed like an exotic bohemian paradise, far from the sterility of her father's mansion.

She stood in the doorway, her hands gripping the strap of her leather bag nervously. She was wearing a champagne-colored silk dress that fell gently to her knees, paired with a thin cashmere cardigan that was both demure and easy to remove. She had spent two hours in front of the mirror, trying on five different outfits, before finally settling on what she considered "casual yet elegant." Her heart was pounding, a heady mix of excitement and terror, as if she were standing on the edge of a cliff, ready to jump without a safety harness.

"Come in, Morena," said Dante, his voice as warm as melted butter poured on toast. He opened the door wider, inviting Morena into his nest.

The apartment was dimly lit, precisely designed to create an intimate atmosphere. The only light came from a few strategically placed floor lamps in the corners and aromatherapy candles that diffused the scent of sandalwood and musk throughout, masking the damp, old building odor. In the background, instrumental jazz music played softly on a vinyl record—Miles Davis's "Kind of Blue." Cliché, Dante thought to himself, but very effective for girls like Morena.

"Your place... is beautiful," Morena whispered, her eyes sweeping the room with genuine admiration. The rough exposed brick walls, the bookshelves filled with dusty tomes (mostly secondhand books bought by the kilo simply for intellectual display), and the inviting dark brown leather sofa in the center of the room.

"It's nothing," Dante replied modestly, playing the humble artist perfectly. He took Morena's bag off his shoulder and placed it on the chair beside him, a gesture that felt intimate, as if he were stripping the burden from her shoulders, layer by layer. "Just a temporary shelter before I build my own empire."

Dante walked into the open kitchen that connected the living room. On the marble bar—which was actually just a cheap vinyl covering—two crystal wine glasses sat neatly beside a bottle of Amarone that had been opened to let it breathe.

"Drink this," Dante said, handing Morena a glass of wine. The dark red liquid glistened in the dim light. "This will help you relax. You look tense, like a violin string that's been pulled too tight."

Morena accepted the glass, her fingers brushing against Dante's warm ones. She flinched slightly, a static electricity rippling across her skin, then laughed nervously to cover up her reaction. "A little. This is... my first time visiting a man's apartment. Alone. My father would kill me if he found out."

Dante smiled, his eyes narrowing meaningfully, hiding a predatory glint behind his long eyelashes. "I'm honored to be the first," he said softly. He raised his glass, clinking it gently with Morena's. "For tonight. And for the fate that brought a goddess of science together with a mere mortal like me."

Morena blushed furiously, her cheeks heating. She took a large sip of her wine, letting the alcohol hide her face. The wine tasted heavy, rich, and slightly bitter on her tongue, warming her throat and sending a false sense of courage through her racing bloodstream.

Dante moved to the stove, stirring a pot that gave off the mouth-watering aroma of garlic, olive oil, and fresh basil. He was cooking authentic pasta carbonara—his grandmother's recipe, the only valuable inheritance he had besides his good looks and his ability to lie. His movements in the kitchen were fluid and masculine. He rolled up the sleeves of his white shirt to his elbows, revealing the shimmering muscles of his forearms as he vigorously beat the eggs and grated the Pecorino cheese.

Morena sat on a bar stool, her chin propped up in her hand, mesmerized. She had never seen a man cook before. In her home, the chef was a paid employee in a white uniform, invisible and nameless. Watching Dante work with his hands, creating something especially for her, felt deeply erotic in a domestic and down-to-earth way.

"You're staring at me," Dante teased without turning his head, as if he had eyes on his back.

"I... I was just admiring your technique," Morena evaded, even though her eyes were clearly exposing Dante's broad back beneath the shirt.

"Wait until you taste it," Dante replied in a sly tone that made Morena's stomach churn violently. "I guarantee you'll be hooked. Once you try it, you won't want anything else."

They ate at a small table near a window overlooking the rain-drenched city streets. The conversation flowed easily, largely because Dante was a skilled listener. He asked the right questions, making Morena feel heard, understood, and validated. Morena talked about the immense pressure of being a Santoro, about her father's sky-high expectations that suffocated her, and about the loneliness she felt in the crowd. Dante nodded, offered empathetic comments that hit the mark, and kept refilling Morena's wine glass every time it was half full, ensuring she remained in a "lovestruck" state.

After dinner, Dante invited Morena to move to the leather sofa. The distance between them narrowed. The alcohol had blurred Morena's sense of direction. She sat sideways, facing Dante, her legs folded beneath her, a position that was both open and vulnerable.

"You know, Morena," Dante said softly, his voice dropping an octave to a raspy whisper that vibrated the air. He reached out, touching Morena's cheeks, flushed with wine and passion. "You're so different from what I imagined a billionaire's spoiled daughter to be."

"Different how?" Morena asked, her breath hitching, her eyes searching Dante's face for answers.

"You're real," Dante replied. His finger traced Morena's jawline, down her slender neck, feeling the racing pulse there. "You have a big heart, Morena. And you're... so fragile beneath all that intelligence. It makes me want to protect you. Protect you from a world that doesn't deserve you."

Those words were the key that unlocked the final lock on Morena's heart. Protecting you. That was what she had always wanted her whole life. Someone to protect her, not because of her father's money, but because of who she was.

Dante slowly moved his face closer, giving Morena the chance to back away if she wanted—a brilliant psychological tactic. Morena could smell the wine and mint on his breath. She didn't back away. She closed her eyes, waiting with her lips slightly parted. And when Dante's lips finally touched hers, Morena's world spun on its axis.

The kiss was gentle at first, a careful and respectful exploration. But then Dante groaned low in his throat, a primal sound, and the kiss turned into something deeper, hungrier, more demanding. Dante's tongue swept across Morena's lower lip, asking for entrance, and Morena opened it obediently. Their tongues met, wet and hot, a passionate dance that electrified Morena's entire body.

Dante's hands moved from her neck to her shoulders, then down to Morena's back, pulling her closer until their chests were touching. Morena could feel Dante's strong heartbeat—or perhaps it was her own heartbeat echoing in her ears. Her sensitive breasts pressed against his broad chest, her nipples stiff and sore from rubbing against the thin silk of her dress.

Dante broke the kiss, but didn't pull away. He pressed his forehead against Morena's, their breaths mingling, creating a hot steam between them.

"Morena," he whispered, his voice thick with suppressed passion. "You drive me crazy. You have no idea what you're doing to me."

"Dante..." Morena whimpered softly, a sound of desperation. She didn't know what she wanted specifically, but she knew she wanted more than just a kiss.

Dante's hand moved forward, cupping Morena's right breast through her dress. He squeezed it gently, feeling its weight and firmness in his palm, testing her reaction. Morena gasped in surprise, but didn't flinch away. Instead, she arched her back instinctively, pushing herself further into the touch, seeking relief from the built-up tension.

"So beautiful," Dante praised, his eyes lingering on Morena's breasts with a hunger disguised as artistic admiration. "So full. So perfect. Like a living statue of a goddess."

His thumb found the protruding nipple beneath the silk and began rubbing it in rhythmic circles. The sensation sent a sharp jolt straight through Morena's groin, making her unconsciously squeeze Dante's thigh. She felt her vagina twitch, warm fluids beginning to seep through her panties. This was a new feeling for her, a terrifying yet intoxicating intensity she had never experienced in any anatomy lab.

"Dante, I..." Morena tried to speak, her voice trembling. "I've never... I don't know..."

Dante paused for a moment, staring into Morena's eyes with a paralyzing intensity. He knew. Of course he knew. And that was the point. Her virginity was the ultimate prize tonight.

"I know, honey," he said soothingly, his voice like a hypnotic spell. "We don't have to do anything you don't want to do. I can stop now if you want."

The words sounded noble, an offer of a way out. But Dante's actions suggested otherwise. He kissed Morena again, this time on the neck, right where her pulse was beating fast. His other hand moved to Morena's thigh, caressing her thinly stockinged knee, then slowly inching up, lifting her silk dress inch by inch, letting the cool air touch the skin of her upper thigh.

"You're so beautiful," Dante whispered against Morena's neck, placing small bites there, marking the skin. "Your skin is as smooth as silk. I want to feel it all. I want to worship you, inch by inch."

The words intoxicated Morena. Worship you. Not to dominate, but to worship. It was an irresistible fantasy.

As Dante's hand reached the top of Morena's thigh, touching the damp lace of her panties, Morena stiffened. Reality broke through the haze of her arousal. She was afraid. This was too soon. This was too much for a girl who had just fallen in love for the first time.

"Dante, wait," she held his hand with trembling hands, her breath coming in short gasps. "I... I'm scared."

Dante stopped abruptly. He pulled away slightly, staring at Morena with a perfectly calculated, hurt expression. He removed his hand from her thigh and sat back on the edge of the sofa, creating a physical distance that suddenly felt cold and punishing.

"I'm sorry," Dante said, his voice full of fake regret, his head bowed. He ran a hand through his hair in frustration, a perfectly theatrical gesture. "I got carried away. I just... I felt such a strong connection with you, Morena. I thought you felt it too. I thought you trusted me as much as I trusted you."

The manipulation worked as quickly as poison entering her veins. Morena immediately felt guilty. She felt like a foolish, ungrateful child who had just ruined a beautiful moment. She had hurt Dante. She had rejected the man who adored her.

"It's not like that, Dante!" Morena rushed to grab Dante's hand, desperate to correct her mistake. "I trust you. I really do. I just... I'm inexperienced. I'm afraid I'll let you down. I'm afraid I'm not good enough."

Dante turned his head slowly, his eyes softening—the mask of angelic patience returning. He took Morena's hand and kissed it reverently.

"You could never disappoint me, Morena," he said softly, looking straight into her soul. "But love... true love is about total trust. About unconditional surrender. I want us to be one, not just in soul, but in body. I want to show you how much I love you, in the most ancient and sacred way."

Love. He said the word. Morena's heart felt like it was exploding in her chest. He loves me. This perfect man loves me.

Morena's last shreds of doubt crumbled, crushed by her desperate need to be loved and accepted. She nodded slowly, tears welling in her eyes.

"Show me," Morena whispered, her voice full of surrender. "Show me how to love you. Teach me, Dante."

Dante smiled, this time a smile of victory that Morena didn't see because she had already closed her eyes, surrendering control. He pulled her back into his arms, laying her down on the leather sofa.

With practiced and efficient movements, Dante began to undress Morena. He lowered the straps of her silk gown, letting the expensive fabric slide down to her waist, fully exposing Morena's breasts to the night air.

Dante's eyes widened slightly. It wasn't an act. Morena's breasts were truly beautiful—milky white, perfectly round, with a perfect weight in her hand, adorned with fine blue veins visible beneath the translucent skin, and pale pink nipples that were now hard and challenging.

"God," Dante murmured. He bent down, not to kiss gently, but to devour. His mouth grabbed Morena's left nipple, sucking hard, his tongue twisting the sensitive tip in a demanding rhythm.

Morena gasped, her back arching off the couch. The wet, hot sensation of Dante's mouth sent shockwaves through her nerves, leaving her breathless. Morena's hands gripped Dante's dark hair, holding him there, unsure whether to pull him closer or push him away from her intensity.

"Dante..." he groaned, the sound foreign to his own ears.

Dante didn't stop. He moved to the other breast, giving it the same rough treatment, while his hands kneaded the free breast, shaping it like bread dough, enjoying his control over this rich girl's body.

Dante's hands moved down again, this time without hesitation. He pulled Morena's dress and panties off completely, throwing them to the floor without a care in the world about them. Morena was now completely naked under his gaze, feeling utterly vulnerable, exposed, yet utterly desired.

Dante stood for a moment to undress himself. Morena stared wide-eyed as Dante unbuckled his belt and pulled down his pants. There, between his thighs, his cock was already erect, thick and angry, veins bulging along its reddened shaft. Morena swallowed hard. It looked... big. And scary.

Dante saw the fear in Morena's eyes and smiled reassuringly, though his eyes glinted with hunger. He returned to the sofa and positioned himself between Morena's open legs.

"Relax, darling," he whispered, stroking Morena's inner thighs, spreading them wider. "I'll take it slow. Trust me."

Another lie.

Dante didn't make any further preparations. He didn't use his fingers to lubricate Morena's still tight, virgin vagina. He was too impatient. He was too eager—not for Morena as a woman, but for what this act represented: the conquest of Santoro's assets. He wanted to mark his territory now.

He pressed the blunt head of his penis, soaked with pre-ejaculate, against Morena's vaginal lips. Morena gasped in surprise at the heat and pressure of the foreign object demanding entry.

"Open your legs wider, Morena," Dante ordered in a hoarse voice that brooked no objection.

Morena obeyed, spreading her legs shakily, surrendering herself completely. Dante pressed his hips forward. Slowly at first, the head of his penis stretched her tight entrance. Morena winced, the discomfort beginning to turn into pain.

"It hurts," she whispered, tears starting to form in the corners of her eyes.

"Hold on a second," Dante said, his breath coming in short gasps, sweat dripping from his forehead. "Just a moment. The pain will go away."

And with one powerful, unforgiving thrust of his hips, Dante forced himself inside, breaking the last barrier.

Morena let out a muffled scream. She felt a sharp, hot tearing sensation inside her. Her hymen had broken, her vaginal walls suddenly stretched beyond their capacity. The pain was blinding, searing, far from the pleasure she'd read about in romance books.

"Dante, it hurts! Stop! Please!" Morena tried to push Dante's chest, panicking because of the pain.

But Dante didn't stop. He was already inside, surrounded by a tight, gripping warmth. The sensation was intoxicating. Morena's virginity gripped his cock tightly, massaging it with every twitch of her pain. Adrenaline and a sense of victory flooded him. He couldn't stop now. He wouldn't stop.

"Shhh, it's okay," he breathed in Morena's ear, holding her hands above her head with one hand, locking her in place to prevent her from struggling. "Enjoy me, Morena. Feel me inside you. We're one now."

He started to move.

Pull. Push. Pull. Push.

Dante quickly found his rhythm. He ignored Morena's stiff body beneath him, ignoring the quiet sobs that were stifled in her throat. For Dante, this wasn't about the union of two souls; this was about using another human body for his own pleasure. The friction of Morena's tight, dry vaginal walls gave his penis a sensation that was almost painful yet incredibly pleasurable.

"You're so tight," Dante growled, his eyes closed, savoring the sheer physical sensation. "So tight. You were made for me."

Each thrust felt like an invasion to Morena. The initial sharp pain slowly turned into a dull, throbbing ache, as if she were being sanded from the inside. She tried to relax, trying to find the "pleasure" Dante had promised, but her body refused. Her muscles tensed in self-defense, which ironically only made the friction even more painful.

Morena stared up at the dimly lit ceiling, tears streaming silently down her temples, wetting the sofa cushions. She felt dirty. She felt used. Where was the romance? Where was the tenderness Dante had shown her at dinner earlier? This man above her felt foreign—heavy-breathing, sweaty, and selfish.

But then, a manipulative voice in her head whispered: It's your fault. You're too clingy. You can't satisfy him. If you reject him now, he'll leave. He'll leave you like everyone else. You have to hold on for love.

The fear of abandonment was greater than the physical pain. So, Morena did the only thing she could: she stopped resisting. She forced herself to wrap her trembling legs around Dante's waist, trying to pull him closer, trying to validate this brutal act as love.

Dante sensed the change—Morena's complete surrender. It triggered a final surge of passion within him. He increased his pace, pounding into Morena hard and erratically. The leather sofa beneath them creaked in protest at the rough movements.

"Yes... yes, Morena... take me," Dante cooed. His hands gripped her hips tightly, his fingers digging into the soft flesh until they would leave purple bruises tomorrow.

Dante's breathing grew ragged and rapid, turning into an animalistic growl. Morena could feel the muscles in his arms and back tensing like rock. And with a long, guttural groan, Dante sank as deep as he could into Morena's womb, pressing his pubic bone hard against hers, creating a painful bone-to-bone contact.

Dante's body jerked violently as his orgasm hit him. He pumped three, four more times in jerky, spasmodic movements, spilling his warm, sticky, and thick load of cum deep inside Morena's vagina, right at the opening of her womb.

Morena lay still, holding her breath, feeling the pulsation of the foreign fluid filling her. She felt full, but not in a poetic way. She felt bloated, wet, and sore.

After a few silent seconds, Dante finally collapsed on top of Morena, his breath still ragged against her neck. His weight pressed against her chest, making it difficult for her to breathe, but Dante didn't move immediately. He'd taken what he needed, and now he was resting on his laurels.

"Dante..." Morena whispered, her voice hoarse and small, almost inaudible. "You're heavy."

Dante chuckled, a sound that sounded satisfied, lazy, and full of arrogance. He kissed Morena's neck briefly—a wet, sticky kiss—then rolled onto his side. He lay on his back, his arm covering his eyes, his broad chest rising and falling as he regained his normal breathing.

"That was... amazing, Morena," Dante muttered, more to himself than to Morena. "You're amazing."

Morena sat up slowly, wincing as she felt a sharp pain between her legs. She looked down. On her white inner thighs, there was a trail of fresh blood mixed with the thick white fluid leaking from her. The sight made her nauseous. Her virgin blood and Dante's semen mixed together, creating a mess on the leather sofa.

She pulled a knitted blanket from the back of the sofa to cover her nakedness, feeling suddenly very cold despite the warm air in the room. She felt exposed, not just physically, but emotionally as well.

"Did... did I do it right?" Morena asked hesitantly, her voice trembling, desperate for validation that this pain and humiliation was worth it. That she had been a good woman.

Dante lowered his arm, turning to look at Morena with a smile that seemed genuine—or at least, convincing enough for someone desperate to believe it. He reached out, stroking her tear-stained cheek with his thumb.

"Perfect, darling," Dante said softly, his eyes radiating false warmth. "You're perfect. You're mine now. Completely."

Morena closed her eyes, resting her face in Dante's palm. The words calmed the panicked part of her. I'm his. He loves me. This pain is just the price I have to pay for love. Everyone says the first time hurts, right? This is normal. This is love.

Dante pulled Morena back to lie on his chest, embracing her protectively. But beneath the embrace, as Morena hid her face in the crook of his neck, Dante's eyes stared blankly at the brick wall across the room. His smile vanished, replaced by a cold, calculating gaze.

His thoughts were no longer on the naked woman in pain in his arms. He was counting.

One major step is complete. Virginity is taken—the seal of ownership. The emotional bond is sealed with guilt and validation.

The next step: ensuring the bond became permanent, both legally and financially. And the best way to do that was to ensure the seed he had just planted bore fruit. Dante didn't use protection. He knew Morena was too naive to take birth control pills, and he deliberately didn't pull out. He wanted this girl pregnant. He needed her pregnant.

He smiled faintly in the darkness. Tonight wasn't about love, passion, or the union of souls. It was a long-term business investment with high risk and unlimited returns. And Dante Espósito had just made his first, most crucial deposit.

"Go to sleep, Bella," Dante whispered, kissing the top of Morena's head. "Our future has just begun."

Morena smiled weakly in her sleep that was starting to come, not realizing that the beautiful dream she had imagined was actually the beginning of a long nightmare.
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CHAPTER 3: Two Lines and One Decision
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Three weeks after the night in Dante's apartment, Morena Santoro's world shrank to a tiny one-centimeter window on a white plastic stick.

She sat on the marble bathroom floor of her father's mansion, her knees tucked into her chest, her hands trembling as she held the pregnancy test. She had taken three tests. Three different brands. Three identical results.

Two red lines.

Two red lines screamed at her in the morning silence. Positive. Pregnant. Disaster.

Morena felt nauseous, not just from the morning sickness that had begun to plague her every morning, but from pure terror. She was a third-year medical student. She knew exactly what was happening inside her body biologically—blastocyst implantation, the surge of hCG. But emotionally? She was a child lost in a dark forest without a map.

She is pregnant with Dante's child.

The thought should have brought joy. Hadn't Dante said he loved her? Hadn't Dante said they were one? But there was a small voice in the back of her head, an intuition she had been keeping quiet, whispering that Dante's reaction might not be what she expected.

With trembling hands, she reached for her phone. She had to tell Dante. Dante would know what to do. Dante would protect her.

"Hello?" Dante's voice sounded hoarse on the other end, having just woken up.

"Dante..." Morena sobbed softly. "I... I'm pregnant."

The silence on the other end of the line lasted for ten agonizing seconds. Morena could hear her own heartbeat pounding in her ears.

"What are you?" Dante asked finally, his voice flat, emotionless.

"I'm pregnant," Morena repeated, more clearly this time. "The test was positive. Three times."

"Come to my apartment. Now," Dante ordered, then hung up.

Morena slipped out of the house like a thief, avoiding the servants' gaze. She drove her car, her vision blurred by tears, to Dante's apartment.

When she arrived, Dante was waiting for her. He was sitting on the leather couch where they had made love three weeks ago, wearing a bathrobe, his face unreadable.

"Sit down," he said.

Morena sat on the edge of the sofa, squeezing his hand. "Dante, I know this is shocking. I'm shocked too. But... we can get through this, right? You said you loved me."

Dante stared at her with a look that made Morena's blood run cold. It wasn't a look of love. It was the gaze of an accountant looking at a troubled balance sheet.

"Abort," said Dante coldly.

Morena's world stopped spinning. "What?"

"Abort it, Morena," Dante repeated, this time in an irritated tone, as if explaining the obvious to a slow child. "We're not ready yet. I'm just starting my business. You're still in college. This baby will ruin everything. Your career, my future. It's just a lump of cells. Get rid of it."

Morena stepped back, shocked. "Just throw him away? This is our child, Dante! How could you say something like that?"

Dante stood up, pacing back and forth in frustration. "Don't be naive! You think life is a fairy tale? You think we can raise a child with love? Children need money, Morena! And right now, I don't have money for damn diapers!"

"Money?" Morena stood up, anger starting to replace her fear. "I have money! My father has money! We won't starve!"

"Oh, of course," Dante sneered. "Run to your father. Make him clean up your mess again. Do you think Felipe Santoro will approve of this? He'll kill me, Morena! He'll think I set you up!"

"But you set me up!" Morena shouted, the truth spilling out of her mouth. "You didn't use protection! You knew I wasn't on the pill! You said you'd pull out, but you didn't!"

Dante's face twisted into a mask of rage. He grabbed Morena by the shoulders and shook her. "Watch your mouth! It was an accident! Don't you dare accuse me!"

Morena looked into the eyes of the man she thought she loved, and for the first time, the fog of love cleared. She saw fear in Dante's eyes—not fear of fatherhood, but fear of losing his chance. Fear of Felipe Santoro's wrath.

"I won't abort it," Morena said firmly, freeing herself from Dante's grip. Her newborn maternal instincts turned out to be stronger than her love for this man. "I'll raise him. With or without you."

He turned and ran out of the apartment, ignoring Dante's screams calling his name.

The journey home felt like a nightmare. Morena knew what she had to do next, and it was even scarier than facing Dante. She had to face Felipe Santoro.

He found his father in his spacious office, reading financial reports. Felipe looked up as Morena entered, his eyebrows raised at his daughter's puffy, pale face.

"What is it?" Felipe asked, his voice deep and authoritative.

Morena fell to her knees in front of her father's desk, her defenses crumbling. "I'm sorry, Papa. I'm sorry."

"What are you doing, Morena?" Felipe stood up, walking around the table. "Stand up."

"I'm pregnant," Morena sobbed. "I'm pregnant with Dante Espósito's child."

The silence that followed was far more terrifying than any scream. Felipe's face turned bright red, then pale. The veins in his neck bulged. He looked like a volcano holding back an eruption.

"Espósito," Felipe growled, the name sounding like a curse. "That little bastard."

"He...he told me to abort it," Morena admitted, wanting her father to know how bad a man he was, hoping he would protect her.

But Felipe's reaction wasn't what she expected. Instead of embracing Morena, Felipe's eyes narrowed sharply. Family honor. That was what was on his mind. Santoro's reputation. A daughter pregnant out of wedlock was a scandal he couldn't tolerate.

"Get up," Felipe ordered coldly.

Morena stood trembling.

"Wipe your tears," Felipe said. He walked to his landline and pressed the intercom button. "Call Dante Espósito. Bring him here. Now. If he resists, drag him."

An hour later, Dante was dragged into
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