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Chapter 1: Marked by the Mafia King
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The scent of roses and blood lingered in the air as Alessia Romano stood before the towering cathedral doors, her pulse a frantic rhythm beneath her skin. The weight of her father’s death still clung to her like a shroud, suffocating and inescapable. Only a week had passed since she had watched him fall, his lifeless body crumpled beneath the boots of men who now swore allegiance to the monster she was about to marry.

Dante Valenti.

His name was whispered in fear, spoken only in hushed tones behind locked doors. The ruthless kingpin of the Valenti crime family had built his empire on blood and power, and now, he was taking her as his bride. Not by choice, not by love—by force. This was no love story. This was a power play, a declaration to the world that the Romanos were finished, swallowed whole by the Valenti reign.

Alessia wanted to run. The instinct clawed at her, desperate and primal, but she knew better. There was nowhere to go. She had seen what happened to those who defied the mafia king. Her father had defied him, and his body had been left in the streets as a warning. The only reason she was still breathing was because Dante had claimed her.

She shivered as the heavy oak doors creaked open, revealing the dim glow of candlelight and the silent figures waiting inside. Every step she took felt like walking to her execution. The church was packed with men dressed in tailored suits, their expressions impassive, their gazes calculating. These were men who had killed without remorse, men who followed Dante with unwavering loyalty.

And at the altar, he stood.

Dante Valenti was dressed in black, a dark king waiting for his sacrificial queen. His presence commanded the room without a word. Tall, broad-shouldered, and coldly beautiful, he was a man sculpted from war and sin. His sharp jawline, dusted with dark stubble, only added to the ruthlessness in his midnight eyes. There was no kindness in them, no softness. Only possession.

Her steps faltered for just a moment, but strong fingers wrapped around her elbow, forcing her forward.

“Keep walking,” a voice murmured in her ear. Nico Valenti, Dante’s right hand.

She swallowed the lump of fear in her throat and kept moving, her heartbeat thundering with every step that brought her closer to the man who had destroyed her world.

When she reached the altar, she lifted her chin, refusing to bow.

Dante’s lips curved at the defiance.

“Brave little thing,” he murmured, his voice dark silk laced with something dangerous.

The priest began speaking, but Alessia barely heard him. Her world had shrunk to the man beside her, the heat of his presence wrapping around her like invisible chains.

She was trembling. Not from fear—at least, not just fear. It was something else, something dark and infuriatingly unexplainable.

Dante reached for her hand, his fingers closing over hers. They were warm, steady, unyielding.

“Do you, Alessia Romano, take this man as your husband?”

She hesitated.

A sharp pinch on her fingers.

Dante’s grip tightened just enough for her to feel the pressure. A warning. A reminder. She had no choice.

“I do,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

The priest turned to Dante. “And do you, Dante Valenti, take this woman as your wife?”

His answer was immediate.

“I do.”

Before she could brace herself, Dante pulled her closer, one hand sliding possessively around her waist. His lips brushed her ear as he murmured, “Mine.”

Then, he kissed her.

It was not soft. It was not tender. It was a claim, a brutal reminder of who owned her now. His mouth crushed against hers, forcing her submission, branding her with his dominance. She pushed against his chest, but he didn’t let her go. Instead, his fingers dug into her waist, holding her in place as he deepened the kiss. The room blurred. The world faded. All that remained was Dante Valenti, consuming her, owning her.

When he finally pulled back, her breath came in shallow pants, her lips tingling with the force of his touch.

The room erupted into applause, but Alessia barely heard it. Her mind was still spinning.

Dante smirked, his thumb brushing over her swollen lips. “You belong to me now, little wife.”

She wanted to slap him. She wanted to run. But instead, she stood frozen as the weight of her new reality settled over her like a cage.

This was only the beginning.
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Chapter 2: The Vows That Bind
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The ride to the Valenti estate was silent, tense, and suffocating. Alessia sat rigid in the backseat of the black car, her fingers clenched so tightly in her lap that her nails bit into her skin. The weight of the ring on her finger was unbearable, as if it shackled her to an inescapable fate. She stole a glance at the man sitting beside her.

Dante Valenti exuded power, his presence filling every inch of the car like an unspoken command. His suit was still perfectly pressed, his posture unbothered, but his fingers drummed lightly against his thigh, a slow, deliberate rhythm. Even now, he was completely in control. He had taken her, claimed her, and now she was his wife in name, but nothing in her would ever allow her to accept it.

Outside, the city blurred past in a stream of golden lights and dark shadows. The night felt endless, stretching on as if time itself conspired to keep her trapped in this moment. The longer she sat next to Dante, the more her pulse quickened—not out of fear alone, but from something else she refused to acknowledge. The heat of him, the sheer force of his presence, was too much.

Dante finally spoke, his voice a deep, smooth drawl. “You look like you’re about to jump out of the car, little wife.”

Alessia turned her head sharply, meeting his dark eyes. “Would you stop me if I tried?”

His lips curved, not quite a smile but something far more dangerous. “Try, and you’ll find out.”

The challenge sent a shiver through her, but she refused to let him see it. Instead, she faced forward again, her nails digging deeper into her palms.

The car slowed as they approached the estate. Alessia had heard whispers of the Valenti mansion before, stories laced with equal parts fear and awe. As the wrought-iron gates swung open, the full scope of its grandeur came into view. The estate loomed before her like something out of a gothic nightmare—massive, sprawling, and utterly impenetrable. The stone walls were dark, the towering columns casting long shadows beneath the glow of the outdoor lanterns. Armed guards stood at every entrance, their gazes unreadable as they watched the car pull to a stop.

The moment the door opened, cold air rushed in, but it did nothing to cool the fire burning beneath her skin.

Dante stepped out first, then turned to offer his hand. She hesitated, glaring at it as if it might burn her.

“Get out,” he murmured, amusement flickering in his tone. “Or I’ll carry you.”

Her teeth clenched, but she took his hand, hating how easily he wrapped his fingers around hers. The moment she was out, she yanked her hand away, glaring up at him.

Dante only smirked before leading her toward the grand entrance. The heavy doors opened before he even touched them, as if the house itself obeyed his will. Inside, the air was thick with the scent of aged wood and expensive cigars. The floors gleamed beneath the dim chandelier light, and the grand staircase spiraled upward, its marble steps pristine and untouched.

Servants lined the hall, their faces carefully blank as they bowed their heads. But there were others, men in tailored suits, watching her with interest.

One of them, a man with dark hair and sharp eyes, stepped forward with a slow clap.

“Nico,” Dante said lazily, not even turning his head.

Nico Valenti. The right-hand man. The second-in-command.

Nico grinned, his gaze flicking to Alessia. “I have to admit, I’m impressed. I didn’t think you’d actually do it.”

Dante let out a low chuckle. “She’s mine now.”

Alessia stiffened, her pulse hammering as she looked at Nico, then back at Dante. “I am not yours.”

Dante’s amusement didn’t waver. If anything, it deepened. “A contract says otherwise, cara mia.”

Her stomach churned. She had known this marriage was nothing more than a transaction, but hearing it stated so plainly made it worse.

Nico let out a soft whistle, shaking his head. “She’s got fire. This is going to be fun.”

Alessia turned her glare on him. “Is that what I am? Your entertainment?”

Nico’s grin widened, but before he could answer, Dante’s voice cut through the tension. “Enough.” He turned to her, his expression unreadable. “Follow me.”

She didn’t move.

His jaw tightened, his patience thinning. “I won’t tell you again.”

For a moment, she considered defying him, standing her ground just to see what he would do. But the rational part of her knew better. There were too many eyes on them, too many men in this house who would relish seeing her put in her place.

She forced herself to move, walking stiffly beside him as he led her down a long corridor. The deeper they went, the quieter it became. At the end of the hall, he pushed open a door, revealing a vast bedroom.

Dark. Opulent.

The large four-poster bed dominated the space, its deep mahogany frame carved with intricate designs. A fireplace crackled in the corner, casting flickering shadows across the stone walls. The windows stretched from floor to ceiling, revealing the sprawling gardens beyond.

Dante stepped inside, then turned to face her. “This is your room.”

Alessia’s brows furrowed. “Not yours?”

He studied her for a long moment, then took a step closer. “Did you want it to be?”

Her pulse spiked, but she held his gaze. “No.”

He let out a low hum, reaching up to brush a strand of hair from her face. The touch was light, but it sent a shiver through her.

“Good,” he murmured. “You’ll come to me when you’re ready.”

Her breath hitched. The sheer arrogance of him, the certainty in his tone, made her want to scream.

“I will never come to you.”

Dante’s lips curled, but there was something else in his gaze now. Something darker. “We’ll see.”

He stepped back, his presence lingering even as he turned toward the door.

“Lock the door if it makes you feel safer,” he said before leaving.

The moment he was gone, Alessia exhaled shakily, her knees weak as she turned to face the room.

The silence was suffocating.

She walked to the door, locking it just as he had suggested. But as she leaned against it, she knew deep down that no lock could keep Dante Valenti out.

She was his now.

No matter how much she fought it.
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Chapter 3: A Prisoner in His World
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Alessia woke to an unfamiliar silence. No city noise. No distant hum of traffic. Just the heavy quiet of a world that was not hers. The room was dim, the morning light barely creeping through the large windows. It took her a moment to remember where she was, why her body was tense with an ache of exhaustion. The wedding. The vows. The man who had claimed her as his wife.

Dante Valenti.

Her fingers curled into the silk sheets as the weight of her reality settled over her like a cage. This was not her home. This was her prison. No matter how luxurious the room was, no matter how soft the bed or how grand the view, she was trapped.

She forced herself to sit up, her head still heavy from the restless night. She had barely slept, too aware of the lock on her door, too aware of the fact that she was inside the house of a man who had no reason to let her leave.

Her gaze swept across the room, searching for anything—an exit, a weakness, a way out. The door was still locked, but that meant nothing. She doubted Dante needed a key to enter his own home.

A soft knock startled her.

She tensed. The door creaked open.

A woman stepped inside, her posture stiff, her expression carefully neutral. She was young, maybe in her early twenties, with dark hair pulled into a tight bun and a crisp black uniform that screamed efficiency.

“Mrs. Valenti,” she said. The name sounded foreign.

Alessia’s stomach twisted. “Don’t call me that.”

The woman hesitated before giving a slight nod. “My name is Elena. I’m here to help you get ready.”

Alessia frowned. “For what?”

Elena’s gaze flickered with something she couldn’t quite place before she looked away. “Mr. Valenti wants you downstairs for breakfast.”

A command, not an invitation.

Alessia’s pulse quickened. She had managed to avoid him after the wedding, locked away in this room. But of course, she couldn’t hide forever.

She threw the blankets off and stood, ignoring the way Elena subtly observed her. Testing her. Looking for weakness, maybe. Everyone in this house worked for Dante. No one was on her side.

“I don’t need help getting ready,” she said, walking toward the closet without waiting for a response.

The doors swung open, revealing rows of dresses, gowns, and tailored outfits, all in muted shades of black, deep blues, and soft creams. She gritted her teeth. None of this was hers. None of this was chosen by her.

She reached for a simple black dress, slipping into it before pulling her hair into a loose knot. She didn’t care what Dante wanted. She would not dress up like some perfect little trophy for him.

When she turned, Elena was already waiting by the door, her hands clasped neatly in front of her.

“Are there guards outside?” Alessia asked.

Elena didn’t answer right away. “The house is well protected.”

That was enough of an answer. She was being watched.

Elena led her through the hallways, the estate even more overwhelming in the daylight. It wasn’t just a house—it was a fortress. High ceilings, marble floors, intricate carvings lining the walls like silent observers to her imprisonment. Every turn, every corridor, there were men standing guard, their expressions blank, their presence a constant reminder that this was not a place she could simply walk out of.

Her stomach tightened as they reached the grand dining hall.

Dante was already there.

He sat at the head of the long table, his posture relaxed, a newspaper in one hand, a steaming cup of espresso in the other. Sunlight streamed through the tall windows behind him, casting sharp shadows across his face, making him look even more untouchable.

Alessia stopped in the doorway.

His gaze lifted, locking onto hers.

There it was again—that unreadable expression. The way he studied her, measured her, as if deciding what to do with her.

“Sit.” His voice was calm, smooth, but there was no mistaking it for anything other than a command.

She didn’t move.

Dante exhaled slowly, setting his cup down with deliberate care. “You will eat, Alessia.”

Something in his tone sent a warning through her. A reminder of what he was capable of.

She walked forward, hating how her body betrayed her with every step. She didn’t want to sit at
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