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Chapter 1: The Throne Was Never Theirs

[image: ]


The city belongs to me now.

The skyline stretches beyond the floor-to-ceiling windows of my penthouse, a kingdom carved from blood and deception, and yet, as I stand here, staring down at the world I have conquered, there’s a hollowness inside me. A quiet kind of rage, simmering just beneath my skin, a reminder that this war is far from over.

Petrov is dead. His empire is in ruins. His men have scattered like rats fleeing a sinking ship. I should feel victorious. I should feel untouchable.

Instead, I feel like I’m waiting for the next enemy to reveal themselves.

Because power is never truly taken. It is borrowed. Stolen. Contested.

And there are always those who think they can take it back.

Behind me, the penthouse is silent, but I know I’m not alone. I feel their presence before I hear them, the subtle shift of the air, the weight of their eyes on me.

Nikolai.

Cassian.

Rafael.

The men who have fought beside me. Killed for me. Lied for me.

The men who crave me, break me, consume me.

And yet, I do not belong to them.

Not anymore.

Not after everything.

I inhale slowly, my fingers tightening around the glass in my hand, the taste of whiskey sharp against my tongue.

“You’re too quiet,” Cassian muses from the couch, his voice lazy, but I hear the edge beneath it.

I don’t turn. “Is that a problem?”

He chuckles, but it’s humorless. “Depends. Are you plotting another murder, or just reflecting on all the ones you’ve already committed?”

I smirk, swirling the whiskey in my glass. “Can’t it be both?”

Silence stretches.

Then Nikolai steps forward, always the strategist, always watching me like he’s waiting for me to break. “You should rest. The city won’t crumble overnight.”

I glance at him over my shoulder. “Won’t it?”

His jaw tightens, but he says nothing.

Because we all know the truth.

Petrov’s death created a void. And the thing about power vacuums is that they never stay empty for long.

Men who once feared me will begin to wonder if they should have struck first. Those who swore loyalty will start weighing their options. And the Five Families—the ones who let me claim this throne without protest—will not remain silent forever.

I won this city.

Now I have to keep it.

Rafael is the last to move, stepping out of the shadows, his dark eyes unreadable, his body tense in a way that makes something sharp coil inside me. He watches me like he knows what I’m thinking.

Because he does.

Because he always has.

“You don’t trust it,” he says quietly.

I exhale. “Would you?”

He doesn’t answer.

Because he wouldn’t.

Because none of us do.

Cassian sighs, pushing up from the couch, stretching like he doesn’t have a care in the world. “So, what’s the move, sweetheart? Sit and wait for someone to take a shot at us? Or do we start making examples out of people?”

I tilt my head. “You think I should remind them who this city belongs to?”

He grins, sharp and wicked. “I think you should burn the whole fucking place down just to make sure they never forget.”

Rafael lets out a sharp breath. “That’s not a strategy.”

Cassian winks. “Neither is waiting to die.”

I turn fully, setting my glass down on the table, my pulse steady, my mind clear. “We send a message.”

Nikolai nods, already reading my thoughts. “The Families.”

I smirk. “They think they can sit back and watch while I do their dirty work? They think they can wait until I’m weak enough to take?”

Cassian hums. “Let’s show them how wrong they are.”

I inhale slowly, my chest tightening, a familiar rush of adrenaline pulsing through my veins. This is what I was made for.

Not just to survive.

To rule.

I glance at Rafael, waiting for his argument, waiting for him to tell me I’m being reckless.

But he doesn’t.

Instead, he watches me for a long moment, then exhales, rubbing a hand over his jaw. “Then let’s end this before it begins.”

A slow, wicked smile spreads across my lips.

“Now you’re speaking my language.”

Because this throne was never theirs to claim.

It was always mine.
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Chapter 2: The Queen Must Choose Her Kings
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The city waits for my next move.

It holds its breath, the underworld shifting in restless silence, caught between the end of one empire and the rise of another. I can feel it in the air, thick and heavy, a storm gathering on the horizon. Petrov is gone, but power never dies. It only changes hands.

And now, those hands are mine.

I stand at the head of the long dining table in the penthouse, the dark wood gleaming under the chandelier’s dim glow. Papers are spread before me—documents of alliances, betrayals, whispers of rebellion forming in the corners of the city I now own.

Nikolai, Cassian, and Rafael sit around the table, watching me, waiting.

They all want something.

Loyalty. Submission. Love.

But I am no longer a woman who gives freely.

Not anymore.

I press my palms against the table, my gaze steady. “We need to move before they do.”

Nikolai leans back in his chair, his expression unreadable. “We knew the Families would test you. You took their pawn off the board, now they want to see if you can hold the throne.”

Cassian smirks, twirling a knife between his fingers. “Or if we’ll be picking up your body before the month is over.”

I arch a brow. “Are you volunteering?”

His grin widens. “Not yet.”

Rafael doesn’t smile. He watches me with that dark, steady gaze, the one that sees straight through my walls, straight to the part of me that is breaking beneath the weight of the crown. “You think they’ll come for you directly?”

I shake my head. “No. They’ll bleed me first. Cut my supply lines. Bribe my men. Turn my allies against me.”

Cassian hums. “They underestimate you.”

I exhale, slow and controlled. “They always have.”

Silence stretches, thick and suffocating.

Then Nikolai speaks, his voice as sharp as a blade. “You can’t fight them alone.”

I lift my chin. “I’m not alone.”

Rafael tilts his head. “Then say it.”

I exhale slowly, my fingers tightening on the table’s edge. Because I know what they want. I know what he wants.

I know what they all want.

Loyalty is a fragile thing in this world, and love? Love is a weapon. But if I want to survive—if I want to win—I can’t do it from the shadows anymore.

I meet each of their gazes in turn.

Nikolai, cold and calculating, the man who sees ten steps ahead. Cassian, reckless and lethal, a fire that could burn me alive. Rafael, steady and unyielding, the one who knows me better than I know myself.

My kings.

My monsters.

Mine.

I inhale slowly. “You follow me,” I say, my voice quiet but firm. “Not just because it’s convenient. Not just because we have a common enemy. You follow me because this is my empire. My city. My rules.”

Cassian’s grin sharpens. “And what do we get in return?”

I step around the table, trailing my fingers along the dark wood, moving closer, my heart steady even as my pulse thrums. “What do you want?”

Cassian leans back, stretching, his knife spinning between his fingers. “Blood. Fun. And you, of course.”

Rafael exhales, rubbing a hand over his jaw. “We’re past games, Sera.”

I smirk. “Are we?”

Nikolai watches me, his blue eyes cool, assessing. “If we do this, there’s no turning back.”

“I never planned to.”

The air shifts.

This moment is a line in the sand, a point of no return, a choice I have put off for too long.

Because this was never just a war.

This was always about us.

I stop in front of Rafael first, my fingers brushing against his wrist, light as a whisper. He stills beneath my touch, but his breathing changes, something unspoken crackling between us.

“You’ve always tried to protect me,” I murmur. “Even when I didn’t need it.”

His jaw tightens. “And I always will.”

I move to Cassian next, stepping into his space, his grin fading just slightly as he watches me, something deeper, something dangerous flashing in his gaze.

“You pretend this is all a game,” I say softly. “But we both know it’s not.”

His smirk returns, but it doesn’t quite reach his eyes. “I guess we’ll find out, won’t we?”

Finally, I turn to Nikolai.

The one who has always watched from the edges. The one who never moved first, but always waited, always knew.

I tilt my head. “Are you ready to kneel for me?”

His lips curve, slow, calculated. “Are you ready to rule?”

I step back, inhaling sharply, looking at them—all of them.

This isn’t about choosing between them.

This is about choosing them all.

I sit on the edge of the table, crossing my legs, my pulse steady. “Then let’s get to work.”

Because I will not fight this war alone.

Because I am not his queen.

I am theirs.

And the city?

The city is mine.
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Chapter 3: Kisses Stained in Sin
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The night is thick with tension, the kind that coils in the air, wrapping around my ribs like a vice, suffocating and intoxicating all at once. The city below hums with life, but in this penthouse, in this moment, there is only silence. Only the unspoken war raging between the four of us.

Nikolai. Cassian. Rafael.

My kings. My shadows. My downfall.

I should leave. I should step back, regain control before I lose myself completely. But I don’t.

I can’t.

I am caught in their gravity, their hunger, their need. And I am just as guilty.

Cassian moves first, because of course he does. Reckless, impatient, always the one to push boundaries before they can be drawn. His fingers brush against my wrist, his touch light but possessive, his smirk lazy but dark.

“You keep looking at us like you don’t know what to do.” His voice is low, edged with amusement. “But I think you do.”

I inhale slowly, refusing to react, but he sees through me. They all do.

“I think you want this.” Cassian tilts his head, studying me like I’m something to be unraveled. “And I think you’re just waiting for someone to take it from you.”

I exhale, steady. “You think you know me so well.”

His smirk widens. “I do know you.”

Then he moves.

Fast.

His lips crash against mine, no hesitation, no patience. He kisses like he fights—wild, unrelenting, all heat and fury. His hands
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