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  Chapter 1

  Estefano D'Avila had always known that love would be his undoing; no, he was not familiar with such a feeling, nor had he sought it at any point in his life. Yet, from a very young age, he had heard that it was capable of destroying even the mightiest of men, so he fled, hiding from it as much as he could.



The D'Avila family's involvement in crime had begun early, serving the American mafia for decades. Brativa was deeply rooted in the family's crest and history, but much like a storm capable of sweeping away everything in its path, this changed overnight. Cycles were closing, new leaderships were rising, and when a new Don took control of the Famiglia, it was time for brothers Estefano and Matheu to forge their own paths. They were not well-regarded or respected, for even in the mafia, certain businesses were deemed intolerable. The organ trafficking caused disgust, and the reigning Don abhorred the practice. While Matheu discreetly allied himself with a supportive faction, taking on small jobs in front of the American cosa Nostra, Estefano was more ambitious and was unwilling to relinquish his business. He turned his sights toward one of the most powerful and bloodthirsty cartels in Colombia, claiming for himself a kingdom, a throne. Medellin was his, and not a single man could contest his leadership. The heart of the former regent, devoured in front of subordinates, ensured his gained obedience and respect from an army. Estefano was American, commanding a Colombian faction, and this in Spain, using guidelines designed to confuse those who rose against him. "El coiote," the outsider, the legend, a giant nearly two meters tall who did not falter even when shot in the chest.



Nearly two years had passed since Estefano took over the Medellin cartel, turning Spain, particularly Barcelona, into a hell that he ruled like a tyrant. Prostitution and human trafficking in broad daylight were common in the cities under his command. The territory that belonged to him was dubbed "Sodom and Gomorrah," where lust, wrath, and greed were embodied in the men and women who revered him as their deity. Rivers of money flowed in a short span of time, alliances were formed with powerful men whose names could barely be uttered, and Estefano traveled the world, feeding the human and organ trafficking networks, with some of his clients being multimillionaires.



Estefano had arrived in Istanbul that afternoon, seated in the office of one of Turkey's wealthiest businessmen, waiting to negotiate for the heart of an eighteen-year-old girl. Nazir Makiere suffered from a congenital illness that condemned him to a slow, silent death and was willing to pay any price for a healthy heart, with Estefano chosen as the mediator to procure the organ. Estefano glanced at his watch, impatient as he surveyed the enormous room decorated in rustic style with a neutral expression. He picked up the phone, irritated.



"Prepare the car, Guterres; we leave in ten minutes. Not even God would make me wait this long, damn that Turkish bastard; may his heart explode in his chest."



He stood up, buttoning his jacket, and was walking toward the door when it swung open. Before him stood a small girl, her curly hair let loose in a way that surprisingly complemented her delicate face, with red lips and flushed cheeks. She wore a school uniform, as if stepping out of a fetish scene, and around her neck hung a delicate gold crucifix.



"Oh, sorry."



She smiled beautifully.



"I thought my dad was here."



Estefano clenched his jaw, his hands balling into tight fists. He envisioned how a little girl like that would split in two if he had his way, opening like a ripe peach, and he had no doubt that she was still a virgin.



"Are you Nazir's daughter?"



"Yes, my name is Cintia. It's a pleasure."



She stepped closer and extended her hand. Estefano accepted the handshake, gripping firmly, his eyes scanning her body from head to toe, smiling as he realized he was aroused by just a touch.



"Miss Cindy."



An old man shouted from the door, the irritated way he looked at them caught Estefano's attention; under different circumstances, he would have torn the old man's throat out with his hands.



"It’s time to go, we’ll be late for the boarding school."



Cintia smiled.



"I’ll be right there, Madur."



She looked at Estefano.



"It was a pleasure meeting you."



She turned to leave, the short skirt left her thighs partially bare, Estefano licked his lips, burning with desire.



"Um, if it’s not too much trouble, could you tell my dad I came looking for him? I haven’t seen him in almost a month; he’s always traveling, always busy."



"Of course."



Estefano said mischievously, his large hand touched his chin, sliding down his beard as he stared at her.



"I’ll pass on your message."



Cintia smiled, ran out through the door, and Estefano sat back down, his cold and mischievous eyes filled with depravity; he had changed his mind, he wouldn’t wait on God any longer but would wait a while longer for her, he would make an exception for that nymph since she would be his, a toy he would buy for his amusement, no matter the cost.



Cintia Makiere.





  Chapter 2

  Chapter 1



The suitcase was on the bed. Inside it, Cintia packed not only clothes but also the memories she had built over the last five years living in a boarding school in Switzerland.



She was happy; it had been months since she had seen her father, and to her surprise, he had asked for her to be picked up that weekend to spend some time at home. Cintia was an only child, heiress to Nazir Makiere, a Turkish multimillionaire who had made his fortune in stock market investments and partnerships with software companies.



Cintia finished packing her clothes into the suitcase. At the door, some classmates had come to say goodbye. Saore was the closest among them; they exchanged confidences and shared tastes that had made them best friends.



"I still can't believe you're leaving."



They hugged. For some reason, Cintia would not be returning next semester, and this had already been communicated by the school principal.



"Perhaps you can visit me in Istanbul."



Cintia smiled with a heavy heart; she knew it was unlikely to happen. Saore was one of the Yakuza heiresses, and even though everyone at that boarding school knew, it was a forbidden topic between them.



"I'll talk to Papa. Who knows, maybe he'll have some business around there; he could take me to see the Grand Bazaar, the Topkapı Palace."



Saore wiped her tears and handed Cintia a small box. The hand-embroidered kimono inside had been a gift from her mother before her death.



"Saore, I can't accept this."



Cintia said, her voice choked with emotion. She knew it was the most precious treasure in the world to her friend.



"I want you to have it. You know how things work in my house."



She looked around, making sure no one was listening.



"Mama gave this to me to wear at my wedding, on a happy occasion, but that's unlikely to happen, Cindy. Probably, when I return in six months, I'll have already been given in marriage to one of Papa's men. I'll be dead because I prefer death to being forced to sleep with one of them. You will marry for love; you will be happy, just like in your dreams."



Cintia cried, hugging her friend tightly. She lamented Saore's terrible fate of having to marry out of obligation and not for love, as they had often dreamed together. She reached for her neck and took off the gold crucifix she wore. Although born in Turkey, her mother was from Mexico, one of the reasons she followed Christianity.



"Here, I want you to have this."



"Cindy..."



"I know you don't believe in God. The little medal isn't a reference to Him, but so you remember me."



She fastened it around her friend's neck, finished saying her goodbyes, and walked down the boarding school ramp. Her father's butler was waiting for her, standing beside a black imported car, and smiled at her.



"Miss."



"Cindy, Madur."



She kissed the old man's cheek.



"You've always called me that."



She got into the car, waiting for him to close the door. Her honey-colored eyes stared at the boarding school with melancholy. The entire flight to Istanbul was spent sleeplessly, daydreaming about the trips she would take, the outings with her father, and how close they would be—something new, as Nazir had always been a cold man who prioritized work and forbade public displays of affection. Still, he was loved; Cintia was proud of her father and spoke of him fondly.



"We're almost there, Cindy. Get some sleep; you haven't closed your eyes the whole way."



Madur drove from the airport to the house. Cintia dozed, clutching her white fur coat. She had expensive clothes and sophisticated shoes, even though she rarely had anywhere to wear them; uniforms were what she wore almost all the time. It was cold, and already early morning when Madur parked the car.



"Wait a moment, I'll get the suitcases from the car, and we'll talk a bit. I need to speak with you, Miss."



Cintia was so anxious she didn't hear. She got out without even waiting for the butler to open the door and walked through the living room with a smile on her face.



"Papa."



She ran up the stairs, entered the room. The smile vanished when she saw the man lying on the bed, connected to various devices and machines.



"Papa."



Her eyes filled with tears.



"What happened?"



She looked at the door. Madur was there, standing, in silence.



"What happened to him?"



He put the suitcases on the floor and extended his hand to Cintia.



"Please get up."



He pointed to the bed.



"Sit down."



She obeyed, her face wet with tears, staring at Madur sadly.



"How long has he been like this?"



"About six months."



"I was here six months ago, Madur. He was fine."



The man sat beside her, sighed.



"Your father has a serious heart problem, child. It's a congenital disease he has struggled with for many years."



"How did I not know about this?"



Cintia confronted him, her heart aching in her chest. As distant as her father might have been, she should have been informed about his health condition.



"You're only sixteen, Cindy. Your father has been in an induced coma for almost six months, due to three failed transplant attempts."



"I thought that would take longer. How did he get three organs so quickly? How did they perform surgeries of this magnitude in such a short period?"



Madur remained silent.



"Please don't hide anything from me. If my father is in a coma, who called the boarding school demanding my leave?"



The man stood up, crossing his arms in front of his body as if something were stuck in his throat.



"Before the first surgery, Mr. Nazir appointed a legal representative to take care of things. This man has been managing the house, employee payments, and even medical expenses. He has permission not only to make decisions regarding the companies and bank accounts, but he also has your guardianship, Cintia."



"A guardian?"



"A scoundrel."



Madur closed his eyes, trying to regain his composure.



"He is a cruel man, with a malevolent gaze and a mocking smile on his face. I don't know what Mr. Nazir was involved in, but one thing is certain: that man is bad, very bad, child."



Cintia looked at him, frightened.



"My God, why would Papa do this? Why would he leave everything we have in the hands of a monster?"



Silence.



"Madur."



"This man is not an ordinary person, not a lawyer or one of the vultures from the business world Mr. Nazir associated with. He is an organ trafficker, Miss, a criminal involved with the mafia. Rumor has it that your father lost everything he had to this man."



"Impossible. My father has money, many assets. Even if he had committed such madness, we would have the money to pay for this man's services."



Madur put his hand in his pocket.



"That is true, but in any case, you are about to find out, child."



He handed her a card; Cintia accepted it.



"He gave orders for you to meet him at this hotel tomorrow night."



She stood up, walked over to her father, positioning herself beside his bed.



"Estefano D'Avila."



She read the name on the card, her voice trembling.



"What do I do now? Do you think I should go, Madur?"



The man ran his hands through his gray hair.



"You have no choice. His words were as follows, Miss:"Tell Nazir's daughter I'll be waiting for her. In case she refuses to show up, I want to make it clear that it's not a good idea. If I go to that mansion, I'll bring two things with me, and neither will please her.



"What was he referring to?"



"You dragged by your hair, child, and the heart your father carries in his chest."



  Chapter 3

  Chapter 2



The music inside the nightclub was loud; women danced on the tables, half-naked, propositioning anyone willing to pay for them. Estefano stared at his watch, the icy expression on his face making clear his dissatisfaction with being there. He had long since given up seeking sexual relief from bodies that sold themselves; the thought of lying in a bed where other men had lain, kissing a mouth whose whereabouts he didn't even know, prevented him from finding true satisfaction during sex.



Estefano stood up. The man he was waiting for was the owner of the place, Leviathan. Like the demon from whom he had inherited the name, Leviathan was responsible for making men become heretics, spreading lust and envy—the kind of ally who was almost mystically connected to Estefano and who made a point of showing respect every time he saw him.



"Estefano."



"Leviathan."



Just words and no physical touch.



"I thought Marverik would come with you."



The man looked around coldly.



"Since when did the Constantinos become my guard dogs? I walk alone."



Estefano lit a cigarette, throwing himself carelessly onto the sofa.



"Besides, you know well he won't go anywhere without that nymphet he married. Love turned him into an idiot; I know of no more useless feeling."



Leviathan smiled, spreading a thin line of coke on the table.



"Apparently, nothing's changed. Marverik is still strangely emotional, and you're still a scoundrel."



"Is your sister still doing 'jobs'? She loved it. I've lost count of how many times she choked on my dick while repeating that it was my lack of character she liked."



Leviathan roared with laughter.



"That was a low blow, even for you, my dear."



Estefano rolled his eyes.



"Why don't you stop stalling and just say what you want? I have an engagement tonight."



A half-smile appeared at the corner of his lips.



"A tasty little distraction; it's been a while since I had some fun."



Leviathan snapped his fingers, and a young woman approached.



"You're in the devil's playground; there's no more fun place."



Estefano stared at the woman; her smudged lipstick made it clear he wouldn't be her first client of the night.



"I didn't find my dick in the trash. I'm not sticking it in that shit and risking losing it. This is an open sewer, Leviathan; I'm not crazy."



Leviathan kissed the woman on the mouth, his tongue sliding perversely inside hers.



"Don't mind him, sweetie. Estefano is old-fashioned despite maintaining this badass act."



The woman smiled, swayed her hips back to the main room, and Leviathan downed a drink.



"I called you here to make an invitation."



"What invitation?"



His hoarse, heavy voice didn't hide his boredom.



"I'm getting married in three months. I want you to be the best man."



Estefano laughed.



"Who's the wretch capable of giving you a daughter?"



"Aiko Ikari."



"The head of the Yakuza?"



Estefano leaned back against the sofa, staring at him coldly.



"I knew you were an imbecile, but suicidal?"



"Don't exaggerate."



"That's a sect, not a summit. Interracial marriages don't fly there, do you understand me? They're setting you up, genius. You'd understand if you started using the head on your shoulders more instead of the one in your pants."



"Yes or no?"



Estefano stood up.



"I'll pass. Invite Marverik."



"He said the same thing as you and told me to go fuck myself."



"I always knew he was the smarter of you two. He's a weirdo nutcase, but he wouldn't fall into a trap like this so easily."



Estefano leaned over the table, used the hundred-euro bill Leviathan had rolled up to snort the cocaine.



"Don't say I didn't warn you."



He rubbed his nose quickly.



"That old man is a bastard, Leviathan. He's handing his daughter over to a pimp, and it's not even for a dirty fuck, it's for a fucking wedding."



"You talk as if you were a saint. You sell organs, Estefano, you traffic women and children."



"I give those children a home, hope to the sick, and a job to the girls."



He laughed.



"Some of them I brought here to work myself. You should thank me, damn it."



He buttoned his jacket; Leviathan stood up.



"I don't know what's up with you guys. It seems like you're competing to see who can trash me more. What's wrong with me? I can be a good husband."



Estefano walked to the door.



"Yes, your fiancee would certainly agree with you if she had seen you with your tongue buried down that prostitute's throat."



"Estefano..."



He shouted, Estefano ignored him.



"I have a damn engagement. I'm going to fuck a virgin, you bastard. Don't make me waste any more time with you."



Estefano D'Avila



  Chapter 4

  Chapter 3



Her eyes were red, her face swollen; Cintia hadn't slept that night, fearing the fateful destiny awaiting her. She dressed in one of her most discreet outfits: the pastel-toned, ankle-length skirt was two sizes too big for her; it didn't accentuate her curves or add to her beauty, just like the white, collared t-shirt. Her face was clean, without any makeup—choices that gave her an erroneous idea of security and, in truth, added to her angelic image what her tormentor most venerated: "Purity."



If there was one thing Cintia learned in her five years at boarding school, it was that men could be malicious, and that any slip in conduct, however small, could give them an erroneous impression of license.



Cintia was an exceedingly beautiful young woman; nothing she did could change that. Even though she didn't know Estefano D'Avila's intentions in seeing her, her insides screamed in despair, anguished and fearful that something bad would happen to her.



"We're leaving now, Madur."



She walked down the stairs with a neutral expression and sad eyes. The butler didn't say a single word. Cintia got into the car; the imported vehicle parked in front of a luxurious hotel in an affluent area of Istanbul.



"Can you come with me to the lobby? My legs won't obey me; I need help, Madur."



The old man got out of the car, his chest tight at seeing the girl he had watched grow up, now forced to pay for her father's mistakes. Madur offered her his arm; Cintia clung to him, needing to stop more than once along the way. Her legs trembled, and she didn't understand why. She didn't know Estefano, nor did she even know what he wanted. She held back her tears, frightened because, however uncertain her father's business dealings were, she had never imagined having to get directly involved with a criminal like him. Cintia entered the hotel; except for a young woman at the reception desk, the lobby was empty.



"Good morning."



The woman looked at her with a smile.



"How can I help you, miss?"



Cintia looked at Madur, her pale face blushing abruptly.



"I'm here to see a guest. He's in the penthouse. His name is Estefano D'Avila."



The smile on the receptionist's face gave way to an expression of pity. She had seen Estefano around the place, and the rumors were that, besides being dangerous, he beat his women.



"How old are you, miss?"



"Sixteen. I'll be seventeen in three months."



The woman ran a hand through her hair, looked at the manager who, at that moment, was already silently reprimanding her.



"Is there a problem, Sanem?"



She stepped away, whispered something to the man who immediately looked at Cintia. He gestured irritably, causing the woman to cringe. When she left the reception desk, she was crying.



"I apologize, miss. The receptionist is new; she doesn't know Mr. D'Avila, and that's why she took a while to assist you. I ask that you not mention this incident to him."



Cintia looked at Madur and nodded silently.



"I'll call the elevator for you, miss."



"That's not necessary; my butler will do it."



The man adjusted his suit jacket.



"I'm very sorry, but the orders are for you to go up alone."



Cintia looked terrified at the butler; seeing the concern in his eyes, she took a deep breath.



"It's alright, Madur. I'll go alone."



She followed the hotel manager in silence, entered the elevator, and watched the buttons light up on each floor as if it were torture. The doors opened; the sense of imminent danger whispered in her ear. She looked over her shoulder, staring at the empty hallway. Cintia stopped in front of the door. When she knocked, her heart pounded in her chest as if it intended to break through.



"Come in."



The hoarse, heavy voice echoed like a deafening thunderclap. Cintia touched the doorknob, trembling all over.



"M-Mr. Estefano."



She said, freezing right in the middle of the room. The enormous man was smoking on the balcony; he turned, imposing his presence on her. Estefano was shirtless; his bare back exposed a tattoo that covered it entirely. For every step he took toward Cintia, she took one in the opposite direction. Cintia backed against the wall, cornered. When Estefano's muscular arms touched the wall, one on each side of her face, she knew. She knew exactly what that man's intentions were. Cintia looked at him, her two honey-colored eyes drowning in tears. Estefano smiled; the fear, the desperation in Cintia's eyes, almost brought him to orgasm.



"Did you dress like a fucking nun intending to turn me off, child?"



He guffawed. Estefano moved closer, sniffed the perfume she wore, growling in her ear.



"If that was the idea, it failed miserably. I'm so hard right now I could break you in half; I'd fuck you on this floor in every position I know."



Cintia tried to leave; he held her tightly.



"Do it. Walk out that door, and I swear by the God I don't believe in but you adore, I'll rip Nazir's head off and do the same to that old man who follows you. Is he waiting for you out there?"



Cintia cowered against the wall, hugging her knees, terrified.



"What do you want from me?"



She watched him move away, walk to the middle of the room.



"I don't know you. What can I give you besides what you've obviously already stolen?"



"I'm not a thief, girl. Money is the least of my problems. You may not believe it, but I have much, much more than your father, so don't talk nonsense."



Estefano crouched down in front of her. Cintia didn't remember him, but unlike her, he hadn't forgotten a single day since they'd seen each other in the office.



"I heard Nazir is in a coma, that he's vegetating in a bed."



Cintia cried, wiped her tears.



"Papa is between life and death because of you. He shouldn't have had three transplants in such a short time."



Cintia averted her gaze, shrinking further against the wall; she was afraid.



"Yes, and the fact that none of the hearts they put in his chest were compatible must have worsened the problem."



Cintia stared at him in panic.



"What?"



He touched her face, traced Cintia's lips with his thumb.



"What you heard. None of the three transplanted hearts were compatible."



"Why would you do that?"



She cried even louder. Estefano smiled, stood up, looking firmly at her.



"I'm a businessman. The organ Nazir needs, I've saved for a special occasion. I'll trade it for something much more valuable, something only you can offer, child."



Cintia looked at him, confused, a mixture of fear and anger.



"What? What do you want?"



"You. For me to devour whenever and however I want, Cintia. A whore all to myself, for me to fuck your mouth, your cunt, your ass, until I get sick of you... I don't like to share my things, so the idea of having a private prostitute pleases me."



She stood up, hit him repeatedly, punching Estefano's chest, but he didn't move.



"Finished?"



A smile spread across his face; he seemed satisfied to see her despair, her fear, her anger.



"I would never do that. I'm not that kind of girl."



"So Nazir was mistaken?"



Cintia looked at him, confused.



"He said you would do anything to save him."



She put her hands to her head, her heart shattered in her chest.



"Papa..."



"Only you can save him. Spread your legs for me, nymphet. Let me fuck you until it no longer satisfies me. In exchange..."



Cintia cried, closed her eyes when he lightly touched her cheek.



"I'll give your father the heart he needs."



  Chapter 5

  Chapter 4



As she tearfully stared into Estefano's cold eyes, Cintia reprimanded herself; as bad as it was, as awful as it seemed, she couldn't ignore the fact that the monster before her, despite his cruelty, possessed undeniable beauty. Cintia lamented her fate, lamented also being so naive; the stories she heard as a child where evil was stamped on the face, the absence of a soul embodied in details, did not apply to Estefano. He was a wolf in sheep's clothing, the dangerous type she had been instructed to stay away from.



"What guarantees do I have? I mean, if I accept your proposal, what assures me that this time it will be the right heart?"



She inquired, her voice choked. Estefano gave a half-smile; he was a predator and knew in that exact moment that the prey was one step from slaughter. He leaned against Cintia's body, the gesture making her hit hard against the wall. He brushed away the hair falling over her face, the back of his hand sliding slowly over her skin.



"Besides my word? You have no guarantee, child."



He whispered, almost to the point of touching her lips with his mouth.



"Do you know what makes this game more interesting?"



He smiled.



"The fact that you believe you have a choice. Do you really think a man like me needs permission to enjoy your body? I could take you here, on the cold floor, standing in the bathroom, maybe I'd use the bed, but the fact is, it wouldn't matter the position, the way, whatever form I chose to fck your cnt, you wouldn't walk for days, nymphet."



Cintia closed her eyes, felt Estefano's hot breath blow on her face.



"I've never forced a woman to f*ck me. I wouldn't mind making you the first."



Cintia's eyes widened.



"Calm down, I won't do that. After all, the violence with which I would r*pe you would break the charm of everything I planned to do with you... here..."



He pointed to his head. Cintia tried to escape his grip, was pressed with even more force.



"Your father has two weeks. I spoke with the team that has been handling his case. As the gentleman I am, I could give you a deadline to think, but I've already sent good manners to hell."



He glanced at his watch.



"You have one minute to give me your answer. Right now, one of my men is at Nazir's bedside, with a dagger so sharp in his hands that it will open his chest like a piece of butter. He didn't pay for that heart, even though it wasn't what he needed, he received the order."



She trembled, trapped in a room with a monster, nothing would stop him from subjugating her if he wanted. Cintia cried. Estefano stared at the delicate face with such a perverted, wicked expression that it made Cintia lose the strength in her legs. She held onto Estefano's strong arms to avoid falling to her knees at his feet. He slid one of his hands into her hair, felt how much she trembled.



"Twenty seconds."



He took his cell phone out of his pocket.



"Gutierrez."



He spoke coldly. Cintia looked at him with fear.



"Kill the old man."



"No, no, please."



She fell to her knees, bowed at his feet.



"I beg you, I implore you."



"I made a proposal, you didn't accept, there's nothing to be done."



"I accept, I accept."



Estefano guffawed, the sound of his laughter, the whisper of the demon.



"Change of plans."



He spoke again on the phone.



"Tell Matheu to bring the young man I ordered. The heart must be removed tonight and transplanted into Nazir Makiere."



He hung up without extending the conversation. Cintia felt her stomach churn. Did wanting her father's salvation also make her a monster? Who was the young man who would lose his life to return her father's? She cried loudly at the thought. Estefano leaned towards her, touched her chin, making her look at him.



"Now for the payment?"



She shivered, tried to push him away.



"Wait."



She struggled as he grabbed her arm.



"There's nothing to wait for. I did my part. Take off your clothes and spread your legs."



He was unbuttoning his pants. Cintia raised her hands in supplication.



"Give me a few days."



She knelt.



"Enough time for my father to be operated on, to recover."



"That will take too long. I've waited too long."



Cintia didn't understand what he was talking about, only plunged deeper into her fears. Estefano got rid of the pants he was wearing, the unusually large erection marked in his underwear.



"I want to be ready."



She shouted.



"You paid dearly for what you wanted, don't you want it to be worth it?"



He stopped where he was, almost smiled when he realized the little girl was trying to manipulate him.



"Of course, you're right."



He crossed his arms. He was huge, his muscles bulged. Cintia breathed a sigh of relief, she would buy time, think of something, maybe flee with her father as soon as he could get on a plane, she would go to her mother's family in Mexico, surely they would shelter them.



"Thank you."



She said sweetly, getting up as Estefano walked towards her, his huge hand pressed her down, forcing her to remain in the position she was in.



"No, child, things don't work that way."



The click of his tongue against the roof of his mouth was like tasting his wickedness.



"My kindness is not free. I'll do what you want as long as you give me something in return."



Estefano smiled, his hand touched his c*ck under his underwear.



"How much do you desire what you asked me for?"



"Please..."



"No, that's not how things work." I asked a question, answer it.



Cintia looked at him, frightened.



"What do you want?"



"To f*ck your mouth, buried balls deep in your throat."



  Chapter 6

  Cintia lowered her head, tears streamed down her face, in that moment she felt ashamed, she had never imagined herself in such a situation, all her life she had dreamed of her first kiss and even before it happened her mouth would be tainted by a man she didn't even know, Estefano touched her face, leaned in, bringing his face close to hers.



"Have you done this before? Ever sucked a cock?"



She looked at him, offended.



"No, I've never done this."



Her sweet voice full of hurt, Estefano smiled, crouched down to be face to face with her.



"Damn it, this is better than I expected, have you been kissed before, child?"



Cintia didn't answer, refusing to be further humiliated.



"I'm a lucky son of a bitch."



The smile at the corner of his lips full of malice, mockery.



"I'm not going to take the virginity of that little mouth with my cock, I'm not that cruel."



Yes, he was, Estefano touched Cintia's chin with his fingertips, he moved closer, fear made her pull away.



"Would you prefer your first experience with a man to be while he fucks your mouth with his cock, Cindy."



"Don't call me that."



It sounded almost inaudible.



"Alright, I have dozens of other adjectives I can use to name you, which do you prefer? Whore, prostitute, bitch?"



Her eyes filled with tears, she didn't answer.



"Alright, I've changed my mind, fuck my good heart."



Estefano took off his underwear, Cintia would have fallen backwards if she hadn't been sitting, he was large, anatomically enormous.



"This is when you hope you have a deep throat."



He was cruel, and yes, it was because he liked it.



"On your knees, Cintia."



He ordered, she didn't move, her panic-filled eyes stared in shock as he pumped his cock with his hand.



"Given up on our deal? If that's the case, I think it will be better in bed, lying down while my cock fucks you open."



She knelt, she wouldn't beg, it wouldn't help and she knew it, Estefano came closer, his huge hands gathered Cintia's hair.



"Swallow as much as you can and don't use your teeth, I'm not responsible for myself if you bite, angel."



She closed her eyes, touched Estefano's manhood with trembling hands, Cintia repeated the gesture she had seen him make, clumsy, slow, contrary to what was expected, her inexperience only increased the lust he felt, Estefano leaned over Cintia.



"Fuck it, I'm going to kiss that mouth."



His tongue licked her lips erotically, the shock didn't allow her to pull away because he held her, invaded her with lust, snaking into her mouth in a perverted and wet kiss, Cintia didn't even know how to return the kiss but that didn't matter, he was about to cum right there, just tasting her.



"Delicious mouth, you have a problem, nymphet, if your pussy is this tasty I'm going to fuck you like a fucking pervert."



He licked his lips, moved back enough to make her hair his reins, Cintia was trembling, she had never been so scared, one hand splayed on Estefano's thigh while the other lightly gripped his cock, when her full, red lips enveloped him, molding to his anatomy with her tongue, he growled through gritted teeth.



"Fuck... good girl."



She swallowed as much of him as she could, the clumsy movements of her head as she sucked him were solely a reflex to the back-and-forth thrusts his hands in her hair dictated, Cintia circled Estefano's cock with her tongue, sucked lightly and gradually the rhythm increased, when she realized it, he was fucking her mouth hard, almost to the point of tearing her throat, she coughed.



"Shit."



He stopped, his eyes full of desire, and darkness waited for her to catch her breath, he said nothing, just let her take the lead again, it only took a few more movements for him to cum.



"That's it, damn it, swallow it all."



He repeated, bringing his hands to his head, his hands crossed at the nape of his neck giving him the majesty of a God, Cintia felt her mouth fill with his cum, felt him throb on her tongue and hated herself for a hitherto unknown sensation igniting in her belly, Estefano's eyes burned over her, his cum dripped down her red lips, the innocence on her angelic face, even in silence, seemed to seek a new command, he didn't give one, when he saw her swallow, he smiled, leaned over her, wiped away the dripping cum with his fingertips.



"I hope you liked the taste, angel, you'll be swallowing a lot more."



Cintia wiped the tears from her face, stood up, her jaw ached, he was huge, anatomically thick, she thanked God that even though she hadn't managed to swallow a third of him, she had made him orgasm.



"Can I go now?"



She didn't look him in the eyes, Estefano put on his pants, he wore nothing underneath, didn't button them, the garment revealed his smooth pelvis.



"You can."



She turned, he pulled her hard, kissed her mouth, tasted himself on her lips.



"Just don't take too long, you have two months, not a day more."



Cintia walked to the door, she barely remembered how to walk.



"Cintia."



She looked back.



"When this is over."



He smiled maliciously.



"You should consider a career change, there are few prostitutes on the market with such a delicious mouth, Nazir, that son of a bitch, even bankrupt, won't starve, he can sell you on the corners for a few coins, there will be no shortage of interested clients."



Cintia swallowed her pride, left without showing weakness, without looking back, she slammed the door but collapsed in the hallway, she feared him with the same intensity that she hated him.



  Chapter 7

  Chapter 6



Estefano D'Avila



In life, few things are capable of pissing me off. I hate being interrupted, confronted, and above all, underestimated.



After leaving Istanbul on a private flight to Spain, I spent hours on the phone with my brother. Matheu insists on convincing me that the best thing right now would be to show respect and submission to the regent don of Brativa and that taking command of Medellin is a fucking huge dishonor. Fuck Matheu. I want both him and that piece of shit Victor to go to hell. I'm not a damn dog, I don't take orders, and I won't kneel at anyone's feet like a cheap prostitute.



I light a cigarette, bringing it to my mouth. In front of me, right between my legs, one of the flight attendants shows all her proactivity and efficiency, sucking my cock, alternating between its length and my balls, suckling thirstily like a calf. Almost thirty minutes of this shit and I can't feel a single flicker of pleasure, not a drop of arousal. It's almost comical that a woman who has probably sucked a sugarcane field of cocks doesn't even come close to a blowjob given by a nymphet who didn't even know what a kiss on the mouth was. I close my eyes as I remember her lips, even more exciting after being stained with my cum—red, plump, and soft. My dick throbs, but the arousal soon fades when I realize the bitch clinging to my cock isn't her.



"I guess we should celebrate the fact that it's not the pilot, shouldn't we, sweetie?"



She smiles, licks her lip, subtly opening her legs for me.



"Why do you say that?"



"If your piloting skills were as insignificant as your cock-sucking ones, this plane would certainly crash."



I push her body with one of my feet and she sits down, her huge breasts almost spilling from her neckline, her tight skirt rides up revealing thin lace panties.



"Why don't you do something you're actually good at?"



Her embarrassed look turns into a sly little smile.



"What do you have in mind?"



"Get me a drink. Whiskey, no ice. I prefer it neat."



She stands up, picks up her heels, visibly irritated. Under other circumstances, I would follow her, spend a few minutes of my precious time pulling out tooth by tooth from that insipid little mouth she has. Fortunately for her, I don't have time. Six months away from Spain, leaving Tulio in charge of the nightclubs and brothels, have cost me some losses.



Family can be a pain in the ass. An uncle almost your age thinking he knows more than you about a business he visibly has no skills for is also a pain. I land in Spain at dawn. Gutierrez is waiting for me; he opens the doors of the black SUV as I approach.



"Mr. Davila."



I don't answer. All this damn formality sometimes gets on my nerves. Gutierrez is my right-hand man; he carried such a great resentment for the former leader of Medellin that it would have been foolish not to use that to my advantage when I took over.



"Has my brother arrived in Barcelona yet?"



"Yes, sir. Last night. Him and the girl."



I remain silent. I have no idea who he's referring to. As far as I know, my brother's strong temper and the fact that he's an old-fashioned and archaic man never allowed him to have adventures. I would even swear he's a virgin if the women in my brothels didn't constantly rave about his skills between the sheets.



Gutierrez parks in the house's garage. I get out of the car, buttoning my suit jacket. Matheu is in the garden. A small, insignificant little thing is by his side, dressed in training clothes, exchanging clumsy punches with a soldier while my brother watches closely.



"I'll be right back. Keep your arms up. If you keep this up, you'll get a black eye, damn it."



He says in a commanding tone, visibly irritated. The old, kind Matheu everyone loves.



"Did you finally leave your whims in Turkey and decide to get back to work?"



He crosses his arms in front of me as if I owed him any kind of explanation about what I do with my life. I ignore him, walking towards the house. Dissatisfied with my tacit and silent 'fuck you,' he follows me.



"Six months away from home and you come back empty-handed?"



"My balls too, they're all shriveled up. Want me to show you, Matheu?"



He rolls his eyes, panting like a damn bloodhound.



"Only someone as sick as you travels to the other side of the world for a pussy."



"I haven't even seen the pussy yet, my dear, but I believe it's a beautiful thing, tight, small, and if all goes well, shaved smooth."



"You're worthless."



"And are you worth anything?"



He seems ready to answer, the click of his tongue against the roof of his mouth makes it clear he's changed his mind. We're the same, and he knows it.



"Who's the little mouse in the garden?"



"Stay away from her."



He crosses his arms.



"That's work. Hugo Samoia's daughter. She's here to train in self-defense, to learn a bit more about weapons and ammunition. I have four months to turn a little girl into an Amazon. She's never even held a revolver. What kind of future wife will she be for a leader?"



"Haaaaa."



I say, and he looks at me seriously, awaiting my reply.



"And since when are you a nymphet's babysitter? If you're not at least fucking that broad behind the scenes, I swear I'll disown you. You can't be my brother, damn it."



He turns his back on me.



"I give up on you. You're definitely hopeless."



"What do you want me to do? Congratulate you?"



I yell.



"You let them make you a doormat. What's the next step? Changing that disgusting old man's diapers?"



I say, and he doesn't answer. I light a cigarette. Fuck it. I take out my phone, calling one of my men. Six of the best stayed in Turkey. I'm not going to give that little delicacy a chance to escape, not before I fuck open that virgin pussy.



"Boss."



"How's the girl?"



"Good. Her father just got out of surgery. The transplant was a success, boss."



Matteo D'avila



Daiane Samoia
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