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THALIA

Living with a mafia king wasn’t the dream.

But now I wake up in his house. Wear the clothes he buys. Chase opportunities I never applied for.

Dimitri says I’m meant for more.
He pushes me toward the spotlight while he handles the darkness.
The higher I rise, the more enemies circle.

And loving him means accepting the blood on his hands — and the ring he’s hiding.

DIMITRI

Thalia was supposed to be temporary.

Now she’s in my bed. In my home. In every decision I make.

I built empires from fear.
But she builds confidence from survival.
When the world underestimates her, I remind them who she belongs to.

And when I decide to put a ring on her finger?

There won’t be a question.

Only a promise.

Forever.

This is Book 2 in The Queen of Sin Series. Reading Order: Queen of Silk, Queen of Fire, Queen of Steel.
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People think once you escape something, it stops living in you.

It doesn’t.

It just changes shape.

The house is quiet now. Too quiet sometimes. Sunlight instead of flickering porch lights. Security gates instead of broken locks. My sisters laughing in rooms bigger than the entire place we used to live.

We’re safe.

That’s what everyone keeps saying.

Safe.

I thought safety would feel like relief. Like finally exhaling after holding your breath for years.

Instead it feels unfamiliar. Like wearing expensive heels you haven’t broken in yet. Beautiful. Stable. But slightly uncomfortable if you stand still too long.

I still wake up early.

Still check doors.

Still count footsteps in my head when the house settles at night.

Trauma doesn’t clock out just because your zip code changes.

Dimitri moves through this world like he owns it. Calm. Precise. Untouchable. He doesn’t brace for impact. He doesn’t scan rooms for exits. He doesn’t hesitate.

He decides.

And things happen.

Sometimes I watch him and wonder what it would feel like to be that certain of everything.

Certain of power.

Certain of protection.

Certain of love.

He looks at me like I belong in rooms I’ve never even imagined stepping into.

Modeling agencies. Contracts. Meetings with women who speak in polished tones and airbrushed confidence. They look at my body like it’s branding. Like it’s marketable. Like it’s art.

For years, my body was survival.

Now it’s opportunity.

That shift is heavier than people think.

I’ve built my entire identity around resilience. Around grinding. Around proving I can handle whatever gets thrown at me.

Now doors are opening without me kicking them down.

And that scares me more than locked ones ever did.

Because when you fight for everything, you know how to defend it.

When things are handed to you... you start wondering what they’ll cost later.

The girls are thriving. That’s what matters. Kylie talks louder now. Kali smiles without checking the room first. They walk through this house like they expect to stay.

I’m still learning how to do that.

Sometimes I stand in the mirror and try to see what everyone else sees.

They say I glow.

They say I’m ready.

They say I deserve more.

I’ve spent so long just trying to survive that “more” feels greedy.

Like I’m reaching too far past what girls like me are supposed to get.

But something inside me is waking up.

Ambition.

Not desperation. Not panic.

Ambition.

The kind that whispers instead of screams.

The kind that says you don’t just have to make it out... you can make it big.

Dimitri believes that about me without hesitation.

He pushes gently. Arranges meetings. Makes quiet moves behind the scenes like it’s nothing.

He doesn’t see the doubt.

Or maybe he does, and he refuses to feed it.

Loving a man like him means standing next to power.

Real power.

The kind that bends situations. The kind that makes people nervous.

And when you stand next to that long enough, you start to wonder who you are without it.

Am I stepping forward because I’m ready?

Or because he makes the path easier?

That question lingers longer than I admit.

I don’t want to be carried.

I want to choose.

For the first time in my life, I actually can.

That’s the difference.

Before, every decision was reaction.

Now? I have options.

Options feel like freedom.

But they also feel like exposure.

The higher you rise, the more visible you become.

And I’m not naïve enough to think visibility doesn’t attract attention.

Some of it good.

Some of it watching.

Some of it waiting.

I’m not scared of hard work.

I’m scared of losing myself in something bigger than I expected.

I fought too long to become Thalia again — not just Morgan, not just survival mode — to let anyone define me now.

Not the industry.

Not the world.

Not even him.

This life is soft.

It’s beautiful.

It’s full of possibility.

But I refuse to let comfort dull me.

I’ve been sharpened by too much to become fragile now.

If I step into this spotlight, it’ll be because I chose to.

If I grow, it’ll be because I decided I was allowed to want more.

And if the world thinks I’m just some lucky girl who got saved?

They’re wrong.

I saved myself long before anyone ever stepped in.

Now I’m just deciding how far I’m willing to go.

And this time...

I’m not running.

I’m rising..
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DIMITRI
––––––––
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MY MEN SHOWED UP FAST....black suits, earpieces, no hesitation.

Matvey was the first one through the door. "Boss."

Thalia's head snapped toward him at the word. I felt her tense in my arms, but I didn't say shit. Just rubbed her back and kept her close, pretending like I didn't see the confusion slowly settling across her face.

"Shut the school down," I said, voice even. "Nobody leaves. Nobody comes in."

Matvey nodded.

I looked to the woman at the front desk, still fumbling with excuses.

"Pull the surveillance," I said to Matvey, calm but sharp. "Every hallway. Every angle. I want to see who picked them up, what time, and which exit they used."

Another nod. He moved, and the rest of the men followed his lead.

I kept Thalia in front of me. She was trying to keep it together, but I could see the panic building.

The principal appeared out of nowhere, face pale, sweating.

"She said she was their mother. She's on record as—"

"I don't give a fuck what she said," I cut in, still quiet, still cold. "You gave two little girls to a woman who's not on the authorized pickup list."

"I—I didn't know—"

"You didn't ask." My voice dropped lower. "So let me be real clear... if those girls aren't okay, you won't teach, breathe, or piss in peace. You understand me?"

He swallowed, hard. "Y-Yes, sir."

Thalia was still standing there stiff, arms crossed tight across her chest, but her eyes were filled with tears.

I don't know why but I hated seeing that shit.

Hated knowing those girls were somewhere they weren't supposed to be. Somewhere unsafe.

I leaned down, lowered my head next to hers. "We're going to find them, okay? I need you to breathe."

She nodded, barely. Still stiff.

Matvey returned with a laptop in hand, cords trailing. "Got the footage. They left from the north exit...3:07 PM. That woman—"

"Pull it up."

He turned the laptop toward me. I watched it, frame by frame. The girls. Walking with a woman who looked half-dead. Thalia's mother. One of the guards at the side door nodded at her like it was nothing.

I clenched my jaw. My hands flexed, slow. I didn't say anything. I didn't have to.

Matvey glanced at me. "What do you want me to do?"

"Get the girls. Do not approach the woman. Yet."

My voice didn't rise.

Matvey nodded and walked off, quickly, already barking out commands to the other men like I taught him. They moved without hesitation....because when I gave an order, it was law.

I turned my attention back to her.

Thalia.

Her eyes full of panic.

And fuck... it did something to me.

Seeing her falling apart like this made something boil inside me.

If it weren't for her, I would've already killed everyone in this fucking office. The mother included.

Thalia had no idea her father was already tied up in my warehouse. That he was going to pay for what he did to her sister with blood. With pain. And I wasn't going to stop until I made sure that bastard begged for death.

––––––––
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I PULLED HER INTO ME, her body hit my chest, soft and warm, and she grabbed at my suit like she needed me...like I was the only thing keeping her from falling.

"I've got you," I murmured, low against her ear. My voice deep..

She shook her head, her voice cracking. "Why do they keep bothering us? Why can't they just fucking leave us alone?" Her eyes were wild, red-rimmed, and shining with tears. "They're miserable and they want us to be miserable too."

I wrapped my arms tighter around her waist, holding her.

"You don't ever have to deal with them again," I told her, voice like gravel. "I'll handle it. All of it."

She looked up at me with those big, teary eyes and fuck... I didn't know what the hell this was. I didn't even recognize myself around her.

I liked seeing her happy. I hated seeing her cry.

And I didn't know why.

Didn't fucking want to know why.

But it didn't change the fact that I was going to make every single one of these people pay.

I kissed her forehead once. Hard.

"I promise you," I said. "They won't touch your sisters again."
––––––––
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THALIA

A FEW HOURS LATER
––––––––
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MY LEGS WERE STARTING to go numb from standing so long, but I couldn't fucking sit down. I was too wired. Too angry. Too scared.

Still no word.

Dimitri hadn't said much since the last phone call. He'd made a few quiet demands, voice steady, cold, dangerous. These men were scattered, working on pulling every bit of surveillance, and someone was already tracking down my sisters.

But it had been hours.

And I still didn't have my sisters in front of me. And who are all these men ?

"I need air," I muttered, pushing away from the desk and pacing.

Dimitri's voice was behind me, low and smooth. "You haven't eaten all day."

"I'm fine," I said quickly.

"No, you're not," he replied, calm as ever. "You're tired. You're hungry. You're pissed off. And I don't blame you."

I turned around slowly. "I'm not leaving."

He nodded once, like he already expected me to say that. "You don't have to. But I'm asking you to come with me. To my place."

I laughed bitterly. "For what? So I can sit on your couch and have a fucking panic attack there instead of here?"

His jaw tensed. "So you can breathe. So you can have some food in your stomach. So you can sit down without worrying if someone's gonna open that door and say the wrong fucking thing."

I stared at him, heat climbing in my throat. "I'm not going anywhere without my sisters."

He stepped closer, towering, steady. That calm, masculine energy radiating off of him in waves. The kind that makes you either wanna punch a wall or ride his face.....there's no in between.

"They're being brought to my house," he said plainly. "By someone I trust. They'll be safe. They'll be there waiting for you."

I opened my mouth to argue again, but his hand reached out, gently wrapping around my wrist.

"Thalia," he said, quiet but so fucking commanding. "Let me take care of this."

My lip trembled. I hated that.

I hated crying in front of him.

But more than that?

I hated the idea of leaving and missing my sisters when they walked through that door.

Still, I stared at him. At his calmness. His control. The way he hadn't panicked once, not even when I broke down screaming at the school staff like a maKyliec. He handled all of it.

"For just a little while," he added, almost reading my mind. "If you want to come back, I'll bring you myself. But you need to eat. You need to breathe. You need to stop shaking."

I looked down at my hands. I didn't even notice.

I took a breath. A shaky, uneven one. "Okay."

He nodded. "Let's go."
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THALIA
––––––––
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I SAT ON THE BARSTOOL, still shaking.

Where the fuck were my sisters?

I tapped my nails on the marble countertop, staring down at nothing. I wasn't crying anymore....I think I cried myself dry. But that ache in my chest? Still there. Still fucking there.

The scent of garlic and butter drifted through the air. I glanced up.

Dimitri stood at the stove, sleeves pushed up, wrist flexing as he flipped something in the pan. Calm. Like always. Not a single wrinkle in his damn posture. His chain glinted against the black tee stretched across his back. His shoulders were wide as hell. Back strong. Arms tatted and veiny.

Like yeah, I was stressed...but bitch I wasn't blind.

He turned his head just slightly. "You like salmon?"

I blinked. "What?"

"Salmon. You like it?"

"...Yeah."

"Good."

I shook my head. "You're really cooking right now?"

"You need to eat."

"I'm not hungry."

His voice dropped...low and steady. "You are. You just can't feel it right now."

God.

Why did that sound so fucking sexy?

He flipped something again, grabbing a plate with one hand and setting it down in front of me with the other. He didn't say anything about how my hands were still shaking or how I kept looking at my phone every other minute.

Instead?

He poured me some water, then leaned against the counter across from me.

"Where'd you go to high school?"

I blinked. "What?"

"You heard me."

I narrowed my eyes. "Why are you asking me that?"

He shrugged. "You looked like you needed a distraction. That too much?"

I sighed. "Fairview."

He nodded. "Good school?"

"Ghetto as hell."

That made him smirk.

"What was your mascot?"

"A fucking bulldog."

He laughed, and it wasn't the cold-ass chuckle he usually gave. It was a real one...quiet, deep, and warm.

"You were a cheerleader?" he asked.

"Fuck no."

"Why not?"

I shrugged. "Wasn't my thing."

He nodded. 

I looked at him....and he was already watching me. Calm. Confident. Like he knew what he did to me without trying.

That was the thing about him.

He didn't beg for attention. He didn't try to make you look.

You just did.

Every fucking time.

He stepped around the counter and set a fork in front of me. "Eat."

"I'm not hungry."

"You haven't eaten all day."

"I said I'm not—"

He turned, holding up a fork with a piece of blackened salmon on it. "Thalia. Taste it."

His voice wasn't forceful. Just steady. Like he was in control.

I huffed but leaned forward, letting him feed me the bite. It melted on my tongue....seasoned, buttery, tender as hell.

He didn't say anything. Just turned back around and started plating: blackened salmon, creamy garlic mashed potatoes, and roasted brussels sprouts with honey and chili flakes.

This man wasn't cooking. He was cheffing.

I tried to stay pissed. I really did. But this food smelled like comfort. And his presence...his energy
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