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“My sister sold me to the mobster.

​Prologue: The Price of Betrayal

The rain pounded against the windows of the old house like a cruel reminder that myMy life had changed forever. Every drop echoed in my mind like a disjointed heartbeat, marking the betrayal that still burned in my chest. I never imagined that someone so close, someone I trusted blindly, could hand me over to the most dangerous man in the city. My own sister, Camila, had sold my freedom to Aleksandr Dragov, a name that now haunted me in every shadow, in every thought, like a ghost impossible to ignore.

I didn't understand how I had gotten to this point. Our relationship had been intense and close; we had been inseparable since childhood, sharing secrets, laughter, and dreams we imagined achieving together. But Camila had decided to cross the line, to break the trust, and in that act of betrayal, to change my destiny forever. Every time I thought of her, a fire of anger and pain ignited within me, mixed with a confusing sense of fear and fascination with the man who now controlled my life.

I remember my first encounter with Dragov as if it were etched in my memory with indelible ink. The warehouse where he introduced me was cold and dark, and every shadow seemed to lengthen, threatening to devour me. He stood there, with that impeccable posture and implacable gaze that left no room for doubt. Tall, muscular, with an air ofabsolute power that disarmed me, even before I uttered a single word.

—So it's you—he said in a deep, resonant voice that echoed in theempty space in the warehouse—. Your sister has told me a lot about you... but reality always surpasses expectations.

I didn't answer immediately. Fury burned inside me, but I also felt something else, something confusing and forbidden that I didn't know how to name. My feet remained firm, as if an invisible thread tied me to the place, forcing me to face the inevitable.

—I didn't come here by choice—I finally managed to say, trying to keep my voice steady.She gave me to you.

Dragov smiled slightly, leaning towards me like a predator assessing its prey. His eyes were like dark abysses that could uncover every thought and fear hidden within me.

“Family betrayal always has a certain... interesting flavor,” he murmured. “But it doesn’t matter. You’re what interests me now. And I want you to know something: there’s no room for weakness here. You learn fast, or you suffer.”

Fear enveloped me like a heavy cloak, but there was also a spark I couldn't deny. A dangerous and forbidden attraction that both bewildered and terrified me. Every move Dragov made was calculated to demonstrate control, to make me understand there was no escape, and that my every reaction could be used against me.

"What do you expect me to do?" I finally asked, my voice a thread of defiance and nervousness.

“I want you to understand that in my world there are no coincidences,” he said. “Every action has a purpose. You have choices, but every decision comes with consequences. You will learn that obedience and cunning are essential, and that passion can be both a weapon and a weakness.”

My heart was pounding, and although I tried to keep a clear mind, I felt how myMy body reacted to his presence. Every word he said was designed to disarm me, and yet there was something in the way he looked at me that stirred emotions I had never experienced before: a mixture of fear, respect, and a forbidden desire I couldn't control.

"I don't intend to obey someone like you," I said firmly, although a part of meI doubted that resolution.

Dragov laughed, a deep sound that vibrated in the room.

"Monster, protector, master... it all depends on what you're willing to accept," he murmured. "Not everyone survives this game. But those who do discover that even the cruelest betrayal can open the door to something they never imagined."

As I was speaking, I heard a noise behind me. Camila, my sister, was there, watching from the shadows. Her eyes were an enigma: regret, satisfaction, fear? I couldn't decipher it, but her presence reminded me that I couldn't trust anyone but myself.

Dragov leaned even closer to me, his breath brushing against my ear.

"You will soon learn that in my world, survival depends on adapting," he whispered. "And if you are clever enough, you will discover that even submission can become power."

My heart was pounding, and every word I spoke blurred the line between fear and desire. I knew I should hate him, but I also felt aAn irresistible attraction that baffled me. Every gesture of his was calculated to test me, to seduce me, to force me to confront emotions I wasn't prepared to control.

As the rain hit harder, Dragov took a step back and watched my reaction.

“Remember,” he said, “this is not a simple encounter. It is the beginning of a game where your limits will be tested, your desires challenged, and your heart put to the test. But if you learn to play, you might discover that even in betrayal, something unexpected can blossom.”

Every word was both a challenge and a promise. There was no room for doubt: my life was now tied to him. Every future decision would define my survival and my identity.

As night fell, while I walked back to my temporary apartment, my thoughts were a whirlwind. Camila's betrayal had opened the door to a dark and dangerous world, and I had to learn how to navigate it. Every step I took would be critical, everyEach word carefully measured, every emotion a weapon or a weakness.

Aleksandr Dragov's world wasn't just dangerous; it was intoxicating, absorbing, and dangerous in ways I couldn't anticipate. The line between fear and desire was fragile, and I had crossed it. The city continued its indifferent routine, but inside me...I was waging a much more intense battle: the struggle to survive, adapt, and understand the power that a man capable of manipulating everything around him had before me.

And so began my new reality: trapped, challenged, seduced, and facing a destiny from which there would be no return. Every decision, every move, every emotion, would bring me closer to a future that could be both deadly and passionately irresistible.Betrayal had marked the beginning of something dark, but also the spark of a game where survival and passion would be inseparable.
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​Chapter 1: Entering Their World
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Dawn brought no relief. The city awoke under a blanket of fog and light rain, and I, Valeria Montenegro, felt every step as a reminder of my sister Camila's betrayal. She had surrendered my freedom to Aleksandr Dragov, and nowI was trapped in a world of power, control, and danger, a universe that seemed to operate with rules I was only just beginning to understand.

As I stepped out of the small apartment Dragov had designated for me, the cold air hit me like a stark reminder that my life had irrevocably changed. EveryThe street seemed watchful, every shadow a potential danger. The transport that would take me to Dragov's main office was already waiting, and as I got in, I couldn't help but notice the driver's tense silence, a man with a hard gaze who assessed my every move.

Upon arrival, Dragov's building stood like a dark, modern palace, filled withReflective glass concealed its interior and protected its world. Every detail was designed to project power and absolute control. Not a single sound escaped the security, and the spacious, minimalist lobby conveyed the feeling that I had crossed an invisible border: the line between freedom and servitude.

Upon entering Aleksandr's office, I again felt the weight of his presence. He was standing by the window, observing the city. His impeccable bearing, his dark suit, and his expression of absolute control sent a shiver down my spine. When he saw me, heHe turned slowly and his eyes pierced me like a cold knife.

"Good morning, Valeria," he said in a deep, measured voice. "I see you've arrived on time. Punctuality is a good start, but remember: it's not enough to survive here."

I nodded, trying to maintain my composure. My heart was pounding, and every fiber of my being was on high alert. I knew that every word and every movement was being analyzed.Because of him. I couldn't afford to make a mistake, and yet, there was something about his presence that drew me in in a forbidden way.

“Today we’ll begin your integration,” he continued. “It’s not just a matter of obeying orders; it’s about learning to read, understand, and anticipate. In my world, knowledge is power, and ignorance is a luxury no one can afford.”

He told me to sit down at a huge desk. On it were papers,files and a computer with access to information that was completely unknown to me. My first task seemed simple: to review contracts, calendars, and financial transaction records. But I soon realized that each document was

One test: Could he identify irregularities, potential traitors, or hidden enemies?Every mistake would be pointed out, and the pressure only increased my anxiety.

While working, Dragov moved around the office with silent steps, assessingEvery gesture, every expression. Sometimes, when I looked up, our eyes met, and I felt a shiver run down my spine. His gaze was intense, relentless, and at the same time, inexplicably fascinating. Every eye contact was a reminder of his absolute control and the place I held in his world.

After hours of questioning, he led me to another, smaller room with a tense atmosphere. Several of his men were waiting there. The dynamic was clear: I had to learn how to interact with them, how to assess alliances and enmities, and how to remain steadfast under their constant observation. Every gesture, every word I said or heard, became a game of power and manipulation.

One of his subordinates, a tall, stern man named Sergio Petrov, was watching me suspiciously. His eyes seemed to read my mind. Aleksandr pointed at me:

—Interact with him. Learn from him. Observing is as important as acting.

The tension was unbearable. Every instruction was a test, and every test an opportunity to prove I could survive in a world where weakness was punished without mercy. Yet there were also moments of strange closeness, subtle gestures from Dragov that blended authority and attraction, leaving me confused about my own feelings.

During lunch, Dragov personally escorted me to a small private dining room. The atmosphere was elegant, almost luxurious, but cold and calculating. Every move he made was measured, every word carefully chosen.

“Valeria,” he said as he served the food, “I want you to understand something important. You’re not here just to obey. You’re here to learn, adapt, and eventually use this knowledge to your advantage. Your survival depends on your mind more than on force.”your body.

I tried to absorb every word while remaining calm. I couldn't let fear or confusion make me lose control. But a part of me recognized the intensity of his presence, the magnetism that made him dangerous and, at the same time, addictive.

The following hours were a continuous stream of learning, observation, and testing. Aleksandr Dragov seemed to relish every moment I hesitated, every time

My concentration faltered. But there were also moments when his gaze softened, and I felt that behind the power and the coldness, there was a man who understood the interplay of human emotions more than I could have imagined.

As evening turned to night, he took me to the terrace of his office. The city glittered under a blanket of lights, and the air was fresh, heavy with the dampness of the recent rain.

"Look at this city," he said. "Everything you see is full of rules, control, and power."Every decision you make has a greater impact than you realize. Here, every move is calculated, and every mistake has consequences.

I approached the railing, watching the lights, and felt the reality of my situation hit me hard. Every day, every interaction with Aleksandr Dragov, taught me that I couldn't trust anyone, not even my own mind. And yet, a part of me felt drawn to him, seduced by the danger and intensity of his world.

“Valeria,” he said, coming closer to me. “Surviving here isn’t just about strength. It’s about learning to manage fear, understanding desires, and anticipating moves. And if you can master that, even the most dangerous man can become an ally.”

His closeness made it hard to breathe. I knew I had to keep my composure, but I also recognized that my body was reacting to him in ways I couldn't control. It was a game of power and desire, of control and seduction, and I was the protagonist.involuntary of that board.

When I finally returned to my temporary apartment, my mind ached from so muchI had to think through and analyze every interaction of the day. Camila's betrayal had only been the beginning. Now I had to navigate a world where every gesture, every word, and every emotion carried enormous weight. Every day would be a test, and each test would determine whether I could survive and, perhaps, find a way to keep some part of myself intact.

As I lay back in bed, watching the city from the window, I understoodthat my life had changed irrevocably. Aleksandr Dragov was more than a dangerous man: he was an enigma, a mixture of terror and attraction, absolute control and forbidden magnetism. And although the fear was intense, there was also something in me I couldn't deny: a dangerous fascination with the man who had altered my world forever.
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​Chapter 2: Shadow Games
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The first ray of light barely filtered through the curtains when I felt the fear and theAnxiety still clung to my chest. My name was Valeria Montenegro, and my life had taken an irreversible turn. My sister Camila's betrayal had opened the door to a world I didn't fully understand: the universe of Aleksandr Dragov, a man whose reputation for cruelty and absolute power was matched only by his magnetism.

The breakfast waiting for me on the table was simple, almost frugal, but every detail seemed calculated. The tray was perfectly aligned, the cutlery placed with precision, as if the act of eating were also a lesson in discipline.

While I ate, I mentally reviewed the tasks Dragov had assigned me: observation, behavior analysis, anticipation of movements, and the mostThe most difficult thing of all is controlling my emotions.

A doorbell announced the arrival of a messenger, and upon opening the door, a sealed envelope bearing Dragov's seal was handed to me. I took it carefully, feeling its symbolic weight.of every action in their world. Inside, a set of documents and a small handwritten message:

"Today you will face what it means to survive among allies and enemies. Every decisionwill be registered. Every error observed. Alexander."

The message reminded me that each day, each move, was not just a test of obedience, but a measure of my ability to understand the complexity of hisorganization. I couldn't afford to fail.

Upon arriving at his office, he greeted me with his usual cold composure. His eyes...They analyzed me from the moment I walked through the door. The atmosphere was thick with tension, and I felt fear and adrenaline coursing through my body.

"There won't be any easy tasks today," he said. "You'll face situations where incomplete information, pressure, and emotions will play a crucial role. You must learn to manage each element without losing control."

He led me to a room where several of his closest associates were waiting. Some were cold and calculating, others more direct and brusque. The test was clear: interact with them, identify their motivations, detect potential loyalties or betrayals, and stand firm against any provocation.

“Valeria,” Dragov said. “Pay attention. Every word you hear, every gesture you observe, is part of your training. Some here may not be what they seem, and your survival depends on your ability to discern that.”

The exercise began. Every conversation was a challenge. One of his men, Dmitri, an impulsive and stubborn young man, indirectly questioned me about my skills andknowledge. Another, more discreet, observed each reaction with a critical eye. Every response he gave had to be measured precisely, balancing frankness and caution, intelligence and discretion.

As I worked, I noticed Dragov standing at a distance, like a spectator evaluating my performance. Each glance from him was penetrating, a mixture of judgment and analysis that made my every move seem magnified. I felt the tension rising, not only from the intellectual challenge but also from the forbidden attraction emanating from his presence.

Hours later, Dragov took me to a lesser-known part of his organization: a research and strategy lab. There, he showed me a board with maps, financial records, and profiles of allies and enemies. My task was to identify vulnerabilities, potential threats, and strategic opportunities. The information was dense and complex, requiring not only logical analysis but also intuition and creativity to anticipate moves that even Dragov hadn't explicitly mentioned.

As I worked, I felt Dragov's gaze upon me, close and constant. His gestures were subtle: a step closer, a nod, a comment that challenged my concentration. The mixture of power, danger, and attraction was intoxicating, and for the first time, I felt my mind had to work not only on the logic of the task but also on managing the tension he created.

At the end of the afternoon, Dragov decided to test my emotional resilience. He took me to a roomA large room with mirrors on every wall. There, one of his subordinates staged an internal conflict: a feigned argument, an apparent act of betrayal. My task was to assess the situation, make quick decisions, and communicate the outcome without showing fear or hesitation. Every action was recorded and evaluated.

"See, Valeria?" Dragov said, observing. "In this world, nothing is what it seems. Appearances are deceiving, and poorly managed emotions are the greatest vulnerability. You will learn to anticipate and control them, because the world does not forgive mistakes."

Night was approaching when I finally finished the assessment. Exhausted, I felt I had passed several tests, but I also realized that my learning was barely there.

It was beginning. Each day would be more complex, more dangerous, and would require skills thatI was just beginning to develop.

On the way back to my apartment, a new feeling settled over me: the power of information and strategy was as addictive as it was terrifying. I understood thatThe strength wasn't just in the fists, but in the mind. And to survive in Aleksandr Dragov's world, I had to learn to play his games before he played me.

When I reached my apartment window, I looked out at the illuminated city. This time I didn't feel fear, but rather an internal challenge: the need to adapt, to learn, and to anticipate.and the growing awareness that even within the most intense danger, there were opportunities to discover my own power and resilience.

As night fell, my mind raced. Every face I'd seen that day, every gesture, every word, were pieces on a larger chessboard. Aleksandr Dragov wasn't just testing my survival skills; he was also subtly teaching me how to use intelligence and strategy as weapons. And while my attraction to him was undeniable, I understood that my true objective had to be something else: survival.to learn and remain in control of myself in a world where everything could be manipulated.

That day I ended with the conviction that my life had changed forever, and that each test would not only define my position in their organization, but also who I truly was. Learning to manage information, emotions, and power would be the key to my survival, and the end of this day left me with a different certainty: in their world, even fear could become a tool if you learned to control it.
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​Chapter 3: Trust and Betrayal
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The day began with a heavy, gray sky, a harbinger of storms that seemed more external than meteorological. Upon opening my eyes, I felt the tension of the world...Aleksandr DragovIt was no longer just in his office or among his subordinates: now it lived inside me, in every thought and every reaction. My name was Valeria Montenegro, and every step I took was a dance between fear, strategy, and the feeling that my life no longer truly belonged to me.

Breakfast was quiet. The food was simple, but the atmosphere was thick with anticipation. Every movement was watched, every gesture could be interpreted as a sign of weakness or strength. She knew she not only had to learn her

rules; he had to learn to survive within his shadow world, where loyaltyIt was a more valuable resource than gold, and betrayal could be deadly.

A doorbell announced the arrival of Sergio Petrov, Aleksandr's right-hand man. He entered with his characteristic rigid composure, evaluating every detail, from the posture of my shoulders to the tension in my hands.

"Valeria," he said. "Today you will face your first direct test of loyalty." His tone wasneutral, but the gravity of his words made me shudder.

He explained that it would be part of a controlled game: one of Dragov's subordinates would be evaluated, and I was to interact with him, discern his intentions, and report any signs of potential betrayal. The test wasn't simple; it required tact, keen observation, and the ability to remain calm under pressure.

Upon entering the room, I encountered Leonid, a man with a cold, calculating gaze, whose reputation among his subordinates was one of extreme cunning and dubious loyalty. EachEvery word he said seemed to measure my reactions, and every gesture of mine was evaluated with surgical precision.

"Valeria," Leonid said with a slight, somewhat challenging smile. "I hope your skills are as fast as they say."

The tension increased, but my mental training from the previous day allowed meMaintaining composure. Every word she spoke was measured, balancing sincerity and reserve. I observed her every movement of the eyes, every microexpression that might betray her intentions. In this world, even a smile could be a weapon.

After several hours of conversation and observation, I reported my conclusions to Aleksandr. He listened silently, evaluating every word, every gesture, and after a while, he said:

—Good, Valeria. It wasn't perfect, but your ability to stay calm underPressure and correctly analyzing the signals is a good start. —Her gaze was intense, and for an instant, an almost human hue appeared in her eyes—. Remember: loyalty isn't demanded, it's proven.

The day didn't end there. Dragov decided to take the test a step further. He assigned me to oversee an operation within his organization, a task that involved analyzing suspicious financial transactions and making decisions about potential sanctions or interventions. It was a strategic game where any mistake could have serious consequences.

As I reviewed documents and compared records, I again
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