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Dedication



For those who know that danger can be as addictive as a forbidden kiss.



This book is for those who do not fear the darkness, who surrender to the seduction of danger, and who understand that even the coldest heart can burn in flames when provoked.



Here, love is not sweet; it is fiery, it is cruel, it is relentless.



WARNING



This book is about the mafia, contains explicit scenes of violence, sex, strong language, and sensitive themes. It is an intense, raw, and uncensored story, where danger and passion walk side by side.



If you enjoy an intense romance, full of tension, desire, and chaos… then, welcome.



Read at your own risk.



Enjoy the read!



My name is Cristian Martinez, and I am the king of the Spanish underworld. The eldest of the Martinez brothers. My father, Javier Martinez, had run these businesses for decades, but he decided to retire and leave me on the throne. Arms trafficking, total control of Spain, and three allied families who obey a single voice: mine. Who challenges this order? Well, they don't live to tell the tale.



That day, I was lying next to a woman, her body still warm from the last fuck. Gabriela Sanchez, daughter of one of my allies. She was snuggling up to me, something I hate. Women's damn sentimentality gets on my nerves.



“Cristian…” her voice was wheedling. I already knew where this was going. “We’ve been like this for a while, haven’t you ever thought about… about something more serious?”



I rolled my eyes and ran a hand through my hair. This conversation again?



“No, Gabriela. And I told you from the beginning. You came to my bed knowing it would never be more than this. Now don't come at me with this commitment bullshit.”



She pulled away, hurt. I got up without giving a damn and started to get dressed.



“You really don't have a heart, do you?” her voice was heavy with frustration.



I gave a cold smile.



“No. And if I did, it wouldn't be your problem.”



I left before she could start crying or make a scene. I didn't have the patience for it.



In the car, I was driving my Bugatti when I called Ramon, my younger brother.



“Ramon, you bastard, are you ready for tonight? That deal with the Russians could be a trap.”



“Of course, hermano. But if it’s a trap, we’ll send those sons of bitches to hell before they can even draw their weapons.”



“Good that you’re ready. I don’t like surprises.”



“And since when do you like anything?” he laughed.



I kept driving, my mind already planning the meeting, when suddenly…



“¡Mierda!” I slammed on the brakes. A figure was crossing the street right in front of me. The sound of something hitting the car made me curse louder.



I got out, furious, and came face to face with a young woman… covered in cake. Yes, a damn cake was spread all over the ground, on her, and, by the looks of it, on my car too.



“What the fuck…” I muttered, looking at the scene.



She was pissed off, her eyes shining with anger as she cleaned herself up.



“Are you blind or what?! Isn’t crossing the street enough, now you have to go around running over innocent people?!”



I raised an eyebrow. What the hell?



“You’re the one who crossed without looking, idiot. I should just leave you there and go on with my life.”



She huffed, picking pieces of cake out of her hair.



“Wonderful, not only blind but arrogant too. A prize for you, Mr. ‘I Own the Street’!”



I should have been irritated. But, for some reason, I just found this girl completely crazy. She turned, still huffing, and walked away… covered in cake.



I shook my head and got back in the car. Crazy.



----------------



At the family mansion, my father was waiting for me in his office. Javier Martinez still had presence, despite his retirement.



“How was your night?” he asked, picking up a cigar.



“Quiet. But today we have a negotiation with the Russians. If they try any shit, we’ll wipe them out.”



He nodded, satisfied, and Carmen, the family's trusted maid, served us coffee.



“I need a new head chef. The last one… was let go,” my voice was loaded with meaning.



My father smiled, amused.



“Ah, Cristian, always so… efficient.”



I called Carmen.



“Do you know anyone reliable, competent, invisible, and mute? I want someone who cooks and disappears. No small talk, no fuss.”



She thought for a moment and then smiled.



“My niece, sir. Kiara. She studies Gastronomy, cooks very well… and she’s a good girl.”



“Good for her. But if she’s not good enough, she’s out. Find the housekeeper, Concepcion. If she doesn't approve, she's out.”



I finished my coffee and stood up.



“Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have a meeting with some Russians. Either they do business with me… or they end up at the bottom of a river.”



----------------



Follow me on Instagram: Author Hadassa Cadete ✨



  Chapter 2

  My name is Kiara Vazques. I live in San Sebastian, one of the most beautiful cities in Spain, surrounded by the sea, with a charm that blends elegance and rebellion. But my life is far from a fairy tale. I've lived with my aunt since my mother died. My father? I never knew who he was, and honestly, it doesn't make a difference today. I grew up knowing that if I wanted something, I'd have to fight for it. And I fought, even when I was so young. I always chased my dreams, and my aunt always supported me. That's why I do what I can to give back.



But that day... ah, that day, it seemed like the universe had decided to throw a load of shit in my face.



First, some bastard almost killed me when I was crossing the street. My cake, carefully prepared for a client, turned into a culinary tragedy spread across the asphalt. I was covered in frosting, flour, and a deep sense of humiliation. And to make matters worse, the wretch, a man with a cold and dangerous gaze, still had the audacity to stare at me as if I were to blame. That ogre.



And then, as if that weren't enough, I got to my job... and I was fired. That's right. Fired because I "could no longer be trusted with important deliveries." Hell!



That late afternoon, I left college exhausted, accompanied by my best friends, Lucia and Ana. They were my sanity amidst the chaos.



"Damn, girl, what a horrible day" Lucia commented, frowning.



"Horrible? It was an apocalyptic disaster! I'm officially screwed! No job, no money... and, damn it, I can still smell that cake in my hair!"



Ana tried to hold back her laughter but failed miserably.



"Look on the bright side... At least you weren't actually run over. Can you imagine such a ridiculous death?"Young woman found covered in whipped cream after being run over by a scoundrel.



I shot her a death glare, but I couldn't help laughing. In the end, we laughed together. Because it was either that or completely lose it.



When I got home, a simple but cozy house, my aunt, Carmen, was setting the table.



"Wash your hands and come eat, my dear."



I did as she asked and sat down, resting my chin on the table, exhausted.



"What happened, Kiara?" she asked, placing a plate in front of me.



"What happened? I got fired! That's what happened! Some bastard destroyed my cake, almost killed me, and in the end, I lost my job!"



My aunt's eyes widened, worried.



"Wait... What do you mean"almost killed you"? Are you okay? Who was this man? Do you want me to call the police?"



"I'm fine, auntie. But the wretch was arrogant, smug, and a cretin. He looked at me as if I were nothing! If I find him again, I..."



She sighed, ignoring my fury.



"Well, maybe this was a blessing in disguise. I found a better job for you."



I stared at her with hope.



"Really?! Where? Tell me now!"



My aunt smiled.



"Cristian, my boss's son, needs a private cook."



My hope died instantly. I felt all the blood drain from my face.



"Auntie... you don't love me, do you?" I muttered, dramatically.



She frowned.



"What are you saying?"



"Those people are dangerous! God forbid! They'll cut off my hands if I get the seasoning wrong!" I said, crossing myself several times.



She rolled her eyes.



"Oh, child! Yes, they're dangerous, but I worked in that house for years. I took care of those three boys. They won't do anything to you! Besides..." she crossed her arms, with a smug smile "you'll earn three times more than you did in that dive."



My eyes widened.



"Three times more?!"



She nodded, satisfied.



I feigned exaggerated drama.



"Well, if that's the case... I accept!" I said, trying to hide my sudden enthusiasm.



My aunt laughed.



"Ah, you little mercenary!"



I rolled my eyes.



"Call it self-interest, call it survival. I'd rather eat well than starve to death!"



But deep down... I knew I was getting myself into trouble. Because working for mobsters never came without consequences.



  Chapter 3

  The night was hot in San Sebastian, and I was driving my Bugatti down the road, cigar between my teeth, as the city blurred past me. My thoughts were far away, until my cell phone vibrated on the dashboard. The name that appeared on the screen made me let out a dry laugh.



Gabriel Martinez, my other brother.



The son of a bitch was locked up. That's right, locked up in one of the most impenetrable prisons in the world. ADX Florence, in the United States. That wasn't a jail, it was a black hole nobody got out of. But, of course, my brother always liked a challenge.



"Missed you already, hermano!" I answered sarcastically, blowing cigar smoke to the side.



"Thought you'd forgotten about me, cabron" his voice came through firm, with that characteristic mocking tone.



"How could I forget? My little brother vacationing in a maximum-security prison! Now that's showing off" I joked, but my voice had an undercurrent of steel. "How is it in there?"



"The usual. People trying to kill me, me killing people... But they've already found out who they're messing with. Now they're quite... calm."



Translation: someone tried to screw with him, and he sent the message the right way. With blood.



"Are you eating?" I asked casually.



"Prison food. It's not one of your five-star restaurants, but it'll do."



"Need anything?"



"Just patience, brother. When the time comes, get me out of here. Until then, I'm going to have a little fun."



I smiled. Gabriel always had a peculiar sense of humor.



"I'll take care of it" I finished. "Take care in there. And if you need to... do what you have to do."



He laughed.



"I always do."



The call dropped. I gripped the steering wheel tightly, a muscle in my jaw twitching. Gabriel was fine... for now. But someone was going to pay dearly for putting him there.



But now, I had a negotiation to handle.



I parked the car and got out, already seeing Ramon waiting for me outside the warehouse, along with our men. He gave a half-smile when he saw me.



"Hermano" he greeted me, lightly patting my shoulder.



"Gabriel called me..."



"How is he?"



"Alive. But not for long if we stand by idly."



Ramon nodded. He knew we needed to sort this out.



We entered the warehouse. Three Russians were there, surrounded by grim-faced brutes. The leader, a bastard named Sergei, smiled when he saw me.



"Ah, the famous Cristian Martinez. I've heard a lot about you. They say you're a hard man to negotiate with."



"And they say Russians talk too much" I retorted, smiling humorlessly. "Did you bring the money?"



Sergei gestured, and a briefcase was opened. Money. Lots of cash. But I knew something was wrong. My instinct never failed.



"And the weapons?" he asked.



"In the truck outside. But first, let's see what's in this briefcase."



I opened the briefcase and riffled through the bills. Everything seemed right... but there was a smell of bullshit in the air. My eyes met Ramon's, and he understood instantly.



"Any problem, Mr. Martinez?" Sergei asked, feigning innocence.



"Oh, none. I'm just thinking... why the hell do you think you can pull a fast one on me?"



A heavy silence fell. The Russian leader feigned surprise.



"I don't know what you're talking about."



"You don't?" I picked up one of the bills and tossed it to him. "Counterfeit money, Sergei. Do you think I'm an idiot?"



The Russians immediately drew their weapons and pointed them at me and Ramon. I laughed.



The sons of bitches looked confused.



"Any problem?" I asked, still smiling.



And then I whistled.



From the metal structures above in the warehouse, dozens of men appeared, all armed to the teeth. The Russians' faces paled. Some trembled. Others swallowed hard.



"Now, let's try again" I said, drawing my gun and shooting three of them without hesitation. "Who else wants to negotiate with me?"



The Russian leader fell to the ground, bloodied. I approached, kicking his weapon away and pointing my pistol at him.



"Get the fuck up!" I ordered.



He groaned, trembling, but obeyed. I grabbed him by the collar and pushed him out of the warehouse. Ramon followed me, lighting a cigarette.



"What are we going to do with this piece of shit?" he asked, blowing out smoke.



"We're going to let him have a little fun."



We took him to a platform near a dark river. The bastard realized where he was and turned pale.



"Jump" I ordered.



He looked at the water and then at me.



"N-no... Please..."



I cocked the gun and aimed at his head.



"Jump, or I'll make you jump the hard way."



The bastard, sweating coldly, hesitated... but in the end, he jumped. The splash was followed by a scream of pure horror.



Crocodiles.



Two enormous monsters emerged from the darkness and attacked the Russian. His scream was short, cut off by the sound of bones crunching.



Ramon whistled, impressed.



"Good night for a swim, don't you think?" he commented.



I let out a short laugh and clapped him on the shoulder.



"Throw in the rest. Let's feed the animals."



And so we did. When it was all over, we smoked another cigarette and headed to the club. Because, in the end, it was just another normal night.



The next day



That morning, my aunt practically dragged me to a mansion that looked like something out of a movie about eccentric millionaires. The house was immense, elegant, but had a somber vibe. As if it hid secrets within its marble walls and the impeccable silence of its hallways.



As soon as we walked through the door, a woman with a rigid posture and an analytical gaze was waiting for us in the hall.



"Señora Concepcion, this is my niece, Kiara" my aunt announced in a polite but firm tone.



The woman, who looked like she had decades of experience taming even the most rebellious demons, sized me up from head to toe, as if trying to calculate whether I was capable of frying an egg without setting the kitchen on fire.



"So, you study gastronomy?" She asked with a slight hint of suspicion.



"Yes, I'm about to graduate" I replied, trying to sound professional, but feeling my heart beat faster than a mixer on high speed.



"Excellent. I want to see what you're capable of. Prepare some dishes and drinks. Something worthy of Señor Martinez."



Translation: "If you mess up, you're out."



I swallowed hard but forced a smile.



"With pleasure."



I was led to the kitchen, and, by God, if there was a paradise on Earth, I was in it. The space was a dream, state-of-the-art equipment, fresh ingredients from all over the world, and utensils worth more than my entire bank account.



I took a deep breath and went into survival mode. If this was a test, I would give it my best.



I prepared a seafood black paella, ensuring the rice absorbed all the flavor of the broth, and finished it with a touch of artisanal aioli. Then, I made Iberian ham croquetas, creamy on the inside and crispy on the outside. To accompany, I served a signature cocktail with orange liqueur and spices, perfectly balancing freshness with the intensity of the alcohol.



When I finished, I took a deep breath and faced Señora Concepcion, waiting for the verdict.



She picked up a fork, tasted the paella, closed her eyes for a brief moment and...



"Hmm."



I held my breath.



Then she tried the croquetas.



"Interesting."



And, finally, she took a sip of the cocktail.



Her silence was killing me.



"So...?" I asked, unable to hold back my anxiety. My nails were bitten to the quick.



She put down the glass, looked at me, and, with a serious expression, said:



"You start today."



I almost let out a scream.



"Seriously?!"



My aunt smiled beside me, satisfied.



"I don't usually give compliments, but you have talent, girl... Let's go over the rules."



Rules? Oh, great.



"First thing, avoid meeting Señor Cristian. He doesn't like it."



"What?! What do you mean? He hired me, but he doesn't want to see me?" My eyes widened.



"He hates having his routine disturbed. Your job is to cook and disappear."



"Wow, what a nice guy." I said under my breath.



The housekeeper ignored my sarcasm.



"Another thing, everything must be exactly where it is. Señor Cristian is an absolute perfectionist. If you move anything... he will notice."



I blinked.



"Notice? Oh, please, he won't even notice."



She gave me a serious look.



"He notices."



Okay. Detective psychopath activated.



"One more rule: don't snoop. Don't listen to conversations that don't concern you. Don't ask anything. Just cook and do your job."



I swallowed hard.



"Okay... sounds easy."



She handed me a list.



"Here's everything he likes. And here, what he's allergic to."



I looked at the papers and made a face.



"Wow, so fussy..."



She crossed her arms.



"Señor Martinez does not tolerate mistakes."



"Got it. If I mess up, I die, right?"



"Exactly."



I smiled sheepishly. Oh, wonderful.



After the brief introduction to the hell that awaited me, I was left alone in the kitchen. I decided to start lunch. I chose oxtail stew, a sophisticated Spanish dish, accompanied by truffled mashed potatoes and grilled vegetables. For the drink, I made a special tinto de verano, balancing the flavors with a touch of rosemary.



While I cooked, I put on my headphones and started dancing to reggaeton, swaying my hips as I chopped the ingredients.



"Now this is the life" I murmured, stirring the spoon in the thick sauce.



I took out the utensils and, as I used them, put everything back... but without realizing it, I put things in slightly different positions.



Will he notice? Oh, I doubt it.



I wrote a quick note.



"Mr. Grumpy, before you eat, add a pinch of smoked paprika to the sauce. It will make you smile. If you're capable of that, of course."



I took the note and threw it in the trash, grabbed another piece of paper and wrote the same message, but without the insults, of course, I didn't want to end up dead so young.



I signed it with a scribble and smiled, satisfied, sticking it on the fridge.



Before I knew it, my cell phone vibrated. Time to go to college.



I took one last look at the kitchen, straightened everything up, and left, thinking the job was a piece of cake.



  Chapter 4

  I was arriving home. I lived alone, as I always preferred. I didn’t like too many people in my space; even my security guards always stayed outside. That day had been long as hell. I arrived around two in the afternoon, after taking care of some business at the luxury club, our main spot for money laundering. The Martinez family had several establishments, but that one was my field, my territory.



As soon as I entered, I went straight to the bathroom. The afternoon was hot, and I needed to get rid of the day's weight. The water ran down my body as I thought about everything I had done. Accounts settled, deals signed, and some problems resolved in the traditional way.



After my shower, I went to the kitchen. I wanted a drink, something to ease the heat. But as soon as I entered, I noticed something strange. Something out of place.



My eyes scanned the room and disgust came instantly. Someone had messed with my things. Utensils, spices… everything moved, out of order. Every detail different from how I had left it. Shit. This irritated me more than anything else. I liked my things exactly as I left them, in the right position. Precise, organized.



I sighed deeply and put everything back in its place. The stress of the day was already high, and this shit only made it worse. It could only have been the new head chef.



I went to the fridge to get a drink when I noticed a small note stuck to it. I picked up the paper and read it quickly.



I twisted my mouth. Was it on purpose? Or did Concepcion forget to tell this woman that I don’t like little notes scattered around my house?



Without wasting time, I picked up my phone and dialed.



"Fire the new chef." My voice came out cold, sharp.



On the other side, Concepcion hesitated.



"Señor Martinez…" She tried to argue, but I didn’t let her.



I hung up on her. She got the message.



I threw the paper in the trash, already forgetting that shit, but the next instant my phone slipped from my hand and fell right into the bin.



"Joder (fuck)…" I cursed, out of patience.



I rummaged through the trash and picked up the phone, but that wasn’t all I found. A piece of paper. A different note.



Curiosity made me unfold it, and as soon as I read it, I felt heat rise through my body.



The audacity of this cook...



"Mr. Grumpy, before you eat, put a pinch of smoked paprika in the sauce. It will make you smile. If you're capable of that, of course."



Insolent, cheeky, bold. Insulting me without the slightest ceremony. As if I were some random idiot.



I almost laughed at the petulance, but the urge to make this woman swallow her words was stronger. Who does she think she is to talk about me like that? I could have her fingers cut off to teach her not to write shit, but at that moment…



I was hungry.



Saved by hunger.



I took the dishes she had left ready, heated them up, and sat at the table with my drink.



At the first forkful, I stopped. The flavor filled my mouth in an unexpected way.



It was good.



Very good.



What the hell.



Whatever this woman had in audacity, she had in talent.



I continued eating, each bite convincing me more. Then, I took the paprika and put it in the sauce. The instant the spice mixed with the food, I was thrown into another moment.



That flavor…



It reminded me of my mother.



The exact taste of her food. Something I hadn’t tasted in years.



I paused for a moment, still feeling that taste in my mouth.



I let out a sigh, rethinking my decision. I picked up my phone again and called Concepcion.



"Forget it. You don’t need to fire her." My voice came out lower, but still firm. "But tell her that this kitchen has rules. No inconvenient notes and no mess."



There was a silence on the other end of the line, but before she could speak, I continued:



"And tell her to be more careful about what she writes about me. Next time, she won’t have fingers to write with."



I hung up before hearing any reply.



The cook would get the message.



After college, I returned to the house of Mr. Don't-Touch-Me.



I got my first scolding on my first day. Impressive. I barely arrived and I'm already a walking problem. The housekeeper talked so much I think my brain froze mid-speech. Something about not messing where I shouldn't, keeping everything in order, not leaving notes, and not insulting the big boss of the house.



Well… that last piece of advice came too late.



If he read the note I threw away, I was screwed.



Seriously, I almost gave up on going. But I took a deep breath, gathered the pieces of my dignity, and went.



Upon arriving, the house was silent. No sign of the grumpy, badass mobster. Great. I did everything as requested, following the rules like an exemplary student. I prepared one of the dishes he liked:



Filet with smoked paprika sauce, rustic potatoes, and a touch of fresh herbs.



The meat was perfectly cooked, seared and juicy, the sauce rich, and the potatoes golden, crispy on the outside, soft on the inside. If that didn’t make the asshole boss sigh with pleasure, nothing else would.



I put everything on the platter and was about to finish when I realized I was missing an ingredient for the final sauce.



"But of course… it could only happen to me!" I muttered, exasperated.



With no other option, I went to the pantry.



It was a large, narrow room, with shelves full of ingredients. I went in, looking for what I needed.



But where was it?



I fumbled along the shelves, stretching, trying to read the labels in the dim light… and then...



The door closed behind me.



In the same second, my heart started racing.



Shit.



Shit, shit, shit!



I tried to turn the doorknob. Nothing.



I pushed the door. Nothing.



That’s when panic began to spread through my body. My breath became short, my chest tightened, my vision blurred.



I was claustrophobic.



And I was locked in there.



My fingers trembled as I banged on the door hard.



"HEY! ANYONE! HELP!"



The air seemed to disappear, and my mind began to spiral. I couldn't breathe properly, the place seemed smaller with each passing second.



I was going to freak out. I was going to go crazy in there.



"PLEASE! HELP!"



I banged harder, now desperate, my eyes welling up and my throat closing with fear.



If no one heard me… I didn’t know what I would do.



  Chapter 5

         I was tired as hell. The night had been hell, full of blood and problems I had to sort out the right way. I took another shower, trying to wash the day's shit off my body. I left the bathroom with the towel hanging on my hip; even after the shower, the heat was unbearable, my body heavy with hunger and exhaustion.



        I went straight to the kitchen, expecting to find my food ready, but there was only a damn forgotten serving dish on the counter. I frowned. No sign of the cook. Not a trace of her. But her cell phone was there. That meant she was still in the house. My security guards confirmed no one had left.



Something wasn't right.



I walked through the house, alert, and stopped in front of the pantry. The door was closed. I tried to turn the doorknob. Locked.



"Mierda..."



I remembered this damn lock had been giving trouble. I knocked on the door.



"Anyone there?"



Silence.



I knocked again, harder.



"If you're in there and don't answer, I'm kicking this door down."



Nothing.



"Last chance."



         I waited a second and was already out of patience. I gave two firm kicks to the wood and it gave way, shattering. The door fell to pieces, revealing the scene inside.



The girl was lying on the floor. Pale, sweaty. But breathing.



              For a second, I just stared at her. Should I care? Probably not. But she was Carmen's niece, and I held Carmen in regard. I picked her up in my arms, feeling her light body and her hair stuck to her face.



Carajo... why did this face seem familiar?



I put her on the sofa and, when I touched her face to move her hair, she suddenly woke up.



And screamed.



"AAAAAAHHHH! HELP! LET ME GO!" She tried to struggle, eyes wide.



I clenched my jaw, already pissed off.



"Stop screaming, coño! You'll wake the whole neighborhood."



"YOU PERVERT!" She grabbed a cushion and threw it at me. "LET ME GO, MANIAC!"



I arched an eyebrow.



"Maniac?"



"You're not wearing clothes!" She covered her eyes and then peeked between her fingers, as if expecting an attack.



I rolled my eyes.



"It's my house. I walk around however I want. You're the one throwing yourself into other people's closets."



"Your house?! I-I didn't throw myself in! I got stuck!"



Her voice... the shrill way she spoke...



"Wait a minute..." I looked at her more closely. The messy hair, the big eyes, the voice, the indignant expression...



And then it clicked.



"No jodas... You're the cake girl!"



The shock on her face was instantaneous.



"NO! I'M NOT! YOU'RE MISTAKEN." She lied, nervously.



"You crossed the street right in front of me. I almost ran you over and you cursed me out."



"What did you expect, huh? The cake fell on my face!" She blurted out, the words escaping her lips.



I really tried not to laugh. But the memory was too strong.



"Yes. You looked like a clumsy panda."



"You're an asshole."



"And you, unfortunately, are my cook, and you left me hungry."



She froze.



"What?!"



I crossed my arms.



"You work for me. You're the new chef."



She opened her mouth, closed it, then opened it again.



"I... I..." She blinked, processing. "Holy shit, you're my boss... Oh, I'm screwed..."



"Does it make sense now?"



She jumped up.



"You must be hungry... I didn't finish your dish!" And she ran off to the kitchen. Probably trying to escape a slow and painful death.



        I rolled my eyes and went to my room, wondering where this woman came from. I put on pants and a t-shirt before coming back. When I arrived, the food was on the table, hot and neatly arranged.



She was on the phone, talking quickly.



"Yes, Aunt Carmen, I'm fine. I just... had a small incident, but I'm heading home now... Yes, I know it's late... No, I wasn't fired. I think. Okay, bye."



She hung up and sighed, looking at me as I picked up my fork.



"What are you waiting for?" I asked, putting the first forkful in my mouth.



"You're not going to torture or kill me, are you?! Because, I know I said a few little things back there, but I swear I'm a good person, I've never hurt a fly... and..."



"Relax..." I interrupted, with an exaggerated sigh. "You're so irrelevant that even killing you would be a waste of a bullet. But don't test my patience, or I might change my mind."



        I let out a sigh and continued eating. The taste was fucking good.



She kept looking at me.



"Are you hungry?" I said.



"I'm not." Her stomach rumbled loudly.



I raised an eyebrow. I got an extra plate, put food on it, and pushed it towards her.



"Eat up before I change my mind."



Her eyes widened.



"Really?"



"Don't make me repeat myself."



She didn't argue. She picked up her fork and started eating. The silence was strange, but comfortable.



After a while, she wiped her mouth and stood up.



"I'm going to call an Uber. I promise I'll leave you in peace now, don't worry."



I crossed my arms, watching.



"I'll take you."



She stopped mid-movement.



"What?"



"You heard me. I'll take you."



"You're kidding, right?"



"Do I look like a guy who jokes around?"



She fell silent. Then laughed nervously.



"This must be a nightmare."



I grabbed the car keys. I could have let this crazy woman go alone, but I didn't want Carmen to have a heart attack if her clumsy niece got kidnapped in the middle of the night.



"Let's go, clumsy panda. I don't have all night."



Her indignant look almost made my night.



Almost.



  Chapter 6

  As we approached the Bugatti, she stopped abruptly, her eyes wide, as if she were facing a miracle or a monster about to devour her.



"Holy mother… Is this a car or a private jet?" she murmured, her eyes scanning every detail of the car's shiny bodywork.



I rolled my eyes.



"It's a car. Now get in." I opened the door and threw myself into the driver's seat.



She remained standing, hesitant, staring at the door handle as if trying to decipher an alien enigma.



"Are you waiting for a special invitation? Or would you prefer I throw you in there?" I growled, drumming my fingers on the steering wheel.



"I… I'm trying to figure out how to open this thing. It looks like technology from another planet."



Fucking hell.



I sighed, leaned over, and pushed the door open all at once. She jumped back and then got in slowly, as if any sudden movement could trigger an alarm or make something explode.



"Sit your ass down before I give up on being generous and leave you on the street." I grumbled, starting the engine.



She finally sat down, and the moment my car roared, her expression changed.



I picked up the pistol next to the gearshift and placed it on my lap. Always good to be alert.



She stiffened instantly. Her eyes darted from the gun to me, from the gun to the door.



"Shit…" she whispered, barely breathing.



At least she was silent. Hallelujah.



The car glided down the road, fast, precise, cutting through the wind like a blade. The girl clung to the seat as if she were in a rocket about to launch to Mars.



"Mother of God! Are you sure this thing has brakes?!" she yelled as I took a sharp turn without slowing down.



I smirked.



"If I wanted to kill you, panda, I would have left you in the pantry."



She muttered something inaudible and gripped the seatbelt tighter.



My heart was racing faster than that killer car. What the fuck kind of life was this?! One minute, I was trapped in a damn pantry. The next, I was stuck in the car of a psychopathic mafioso who drove like he wanted to send me to the afterlife.



"You're going too fast!" I complained, feeling my stomach churn.



He laughed. He actually laughed. The bastard was enjoying himself!



"If you vomit in my car, I'll kill you."



"Then slow down before I do it on purpose!"



He snorted, but didn't reduce his speed.



After what felt like an eternity and several silent prayers, we arrived in front of my house. As soon as he stopped the car, I tried to open the door to get out of there as fast as possible.



Nothing.



The door wouldn't open.



I looked at him, and the bastard was leaning back in his seat, staring at me with that cynical expression.



"Tomorrow. Early. At my house." he ordered, his voice firm.



My eyes widened.



"What? No! No, no, no! Mr. Martinez, I… I'm a terrible cook! There are people much better than me! I'm clumsy, easily distracted, and…"



"Callate." He raised his hand, cutting me off. "Tomorrow. You'll work for me. End of story."



My mouth opened and closed several times, like a fish out of water.



"But… but I have rights! I'm not a slave! Sir, I swear you'll find someone much better…"



He tilted his head slightly and rested his hand on the pistol in his lap, his finger brushing the trigger.



I swallowed hard.



"I accept." I smiled nervously. "I'll be there."



He smirked, satisfied.



"Excellent. This will be your punishment for being so insolent. And don't think I don't know what you wrote on that note…"



My soul left my body.



"W-what note?"



He arched an eyebrow.



"“Grumpy,” was it?"



Fuck.



"I-I… I was stressed, you know… And I didn't know what I was writing…"



He leaned towards me, his voice low, dangerous:



"You'd better start having more control over what you say and what you write, señorita..." he said, trying to say my name.



Suddenly, I felt like the most insignificant person on the planet.



"Kiara." I murmured, withdrawn.



"Señorita Kiara."



I rolled my eyes but remained silent.



He finally unlocked the door.



"Now you can go."



"Finally!" I muttered under my breath, but he heard me.



His gaze pierced me, and I quickly forced a nervous smile.



"I mean… Have a great night, boss! I'll be there tomorrow before you wake up! I promise!"



"Careful not to trip on the sidewalk, panda." He said. I felt like telling him to go to hell, but I restrained myself.



I got out of the car with all the care in the world, closing the door as if it were made of crystal.



As soon as I got inside the house, I slammed the door behind me and let out the air from my lungs.



"Finally, girl! Are you okay? You're pale!" my aunt exclaimed, looking at me with concern.



I just shook my head and threw my body onto the sofa.



"Auntie… I made a deal with the devil."



  Chapter 7

  I was sitting on the sofa, a glass of water trembling in my hands. I tried to drink, but I couldn't even do that right. My aunt watched me with a mixture of concern and amusement, as if I were some crazy person freaking out for no reason.



"So…" she crossed her arms, tilting her head. "You’re telling me that Mr. Martinez is the same madman who almost ran you over in the street?"



I nodded frantically, my eyes wide.



"Yes! Yes, Auntie! That’s right!" I let out a desperate breath. "I swear, my life has turned into a nightmare since that man crossed my path! Since then, I haven’t had a minute of peace!" I pointed to myself, dramatically. "Do you have any idea what this is? What I’m living through?!"



My aunt sighed, a small smile appearing on her lips.



"Oh, mi niña, you’re exaggerating…"



"Exaggerating?! I almost had a heart attack like five times today!" I widened my eyes even more. "Auntie, I saw death up close! I mean, I felt it breathing down my neck!"



She just shook her head, laughing.



"Listen, Kiara. Mr. Martinez might be a bit rude, but he wouldn’t hurt you. If he wanted to, he would have done it already. He doesn’t waste time on people who don’t interest him."



My jaw dropped.



"Interest?! Auntie, did you hear anything I said?!"



She completely ignored my indignation and pulled me into a tight hug.



"Just go tomorrow and do your job. Don’t cause trouble."



My body tensed, but I knew I was out of options.



"I'm doomed..." I muttered against her shoulder.



----------------



The next day, I left home in a hurry, without even time to snatch a piece of bread. I caught the bus at the last second and was squeezed in like a sardine all the way to my destination. When I finally arrived at Mr. Grumpy’s house, I let out a long sigh, mentally preparing myself for another battle.



I went straight to the kitchen, had a glass of water, and took a deep breath.



"It's okay, Kiara… you just have to cook for a psychotic mobster. No pressure."



I put on my headphones and turned up the volume on the reggaeton. It was either that or a nervous breakdown.



I started preparing a breakfast fit for a king, or a meticulous dictator who would kill for a bad dish. I made a luxurious selection: creamy scrambled eggs with truffles, crispy toast with herb butter, a Greek yogurt parfait with red berries and imported honey, plus coffee strong enough to revive the dead.



While I was dancing and finishing the recipe, I felt something strange. A shiver.



Suddenly, a hand pulled my headphone off one side.



"¡Mierda!" I screamed, spinning around in fright.



The chaos was instantaneous. I lost my balance, hit the counter, and…



"NOOO!" I watched in slow motion as the yogurt container flew and landed right on the floor.



I looked at the disaster, then at Mr. Martinez’s immaculate feet, now soiled with remnants of the breakfast he hadn’t even tasted.



"Caralho, que mierda!" he growled, looking at the floor, then at me.



I clutched my chest, trying to catch my breath.



"Are you crazy?! Who sneaks up on someone like that?! I almost died!"



He shot me a death glare.



"And I almost slipped in this mierda! Que coño hiciste (what the hell did you do)?!"



"Me?! YOU scared me!" I pointed at him, indignant. "Now look at this mess!"



"I have to look?! You’re the one who threw this shit on the floor!"



"Because you touched me out of nowhere!"



He massaged his temple, clearly restraining himself from strangling me.



"If you had been paying attention, you wouldn’t have dropped anything."



"If YOU had called me like a normal human being, I wouldn’t have dropped anything!"



"I did call. You were deaf with that crappy music."



I widened my eyes, offended.



"You DO NOT disrespect reggaeton in front of me!"



He closed his eyes, breathing deeply, clearly regretting getting out of bed.



"Clean this shit up before I lose my patience."



I huffed, but started to pick up the mess, while he moved away to clean himself.



After a few minutes, I served him his impeccable breakfast and went to the kitchen, hoping he'd choke just a little bit.



However, a few minutes later, he appeared again.



"I need you to prepare dinner tonight. For guests. Important people."



I looked at him suspiciously.



"How many people?"



"Enough so you don't screw it all up, panda."



I nodded and went back to my organizing.



"And what the fuck are you doing?"



"Organizing the spices."



He came closer, so close I could smell his expensive cologne. With a millimeter movement, he took the jar I had just organized and adjusted it… a mere millimeter, can you believe it?



I blinked, looking at him as if I had just witnessed a heinous crime.



"You… moved that?"



He looked at me as if I were an idiot.



"It was out of place."



"LESS THAN A MILLIMETER, MR. MARTINEZ!"



He shrugged.



"Order is order."



My God, this man needed therapy.



I held back a laugh, but it was difficult.



"Is this all OCD or psychological torture?"



He turned to leave, but first, he cast a warning glance.



"Dinner has to be perfect. And don't put shit in my seasoning."



I muttered a low curse.



"I heard that."



"Of course you heard it."



He let out a nasal laugh.



"I expect you at seven. No delays, panda."



I huffed, already knowing that day would be long.



Damn perfectionist mobster!



  Chapter 8

  That day, I was at El Templo, my luxury club. A place for a select few, only for the most filthy rich and powerful. The bar served the best spirits, business was conducted discreetly, without idiots sticking their noses where they shouldn't.



I went straight to the office; I needed to review some important documents. Papers, numbers, transactions... Shit, this part was always a pain in the ass, but essential. Control was everything.



Minutes later, Ramon walked in without knocking, as usual. My brother never had patience for formalities.



Ramon Martinez



"Hermano, up early today?" he threw himself into the leather armchair as if he didn't have a single problem in the world.



I looked up at him, letting out a dry laugh.



"Someone has to work, coño. Not everyone can afford the luxury of sleeping in late like you, cabron."



He smirked, that carefree way only he had. But I knew that, when necessary, Ramon was a lethal son of a bitch.



"I have a lot to deal with today" I continued, lighting a cigar. "The Sanchez, the Ramirez, and the Rodriguez families will be dining at my house tonight. I want you there. Our priest will also be present."



Ramon raised an eyebrow, picking up a glass of whiskey that was on my desk.



"Carajo, this meeting is going to stink... You think they'll agree to the new terms?"



I slowly exhaled the smoke.



"They'll have to agree. Or they'll end up on the floor."



He chuckled, shaking his head.



"I'll be there. But there's something else..." he took a sip of whiskey and looked me in the eyes. "I want to go rescue Gabriel."



My face hardened instantly. That wasn't what I expected to hear right now.



"What the hell are you saying, Ramon?"



"I'm going to the United States with some men. It'll be a long mission, but we need to get him out of there." His tone became more serious. "Gabriel won't survive in that hellhole much longer."



I ran a hand over my face, letting out a long sigh.



"Ramon, this mission isn't that simple. We need to take it slow so we don't fuck everything up."



He leaned forward, his dark eyes shining with determination.



"That's precisely why I want to go with the men. You need to take care of business here. I'll handle this. Gabriel needs to get out of that hole before someone finishes him off."



Fuck. He was right. But that didn't mean I liked the idea.



I was silent for a moment. Then, I clenched my jaw and nodded.



"Shit... Alright. I'll send the best men with you. But, Ramon, listen to me carefully... Be smart. I don't want anything to happen to you or him. If things go south, abort the mission."



He nodded, a half-smile appearing at the corner of his mouth.



"Relax, hermano. Tonight, we'll toast. Gabriel will come back."



I let out a humorless laugh.



"We will, hermano."



Before we could continue, Afonso, my right-hand man, entered the office unceremoniously.



"The shipment has arrived, patron."



I stood up instantly. I had been waiting for the new toys to arrive. State-of-the-art weapons, powerful enough to do some beautiful damage.



"Excellent. Let's see them."



Ramon and I went down to the club's basement, where the most sensitive deliveries were made. Two huge metal crates were there, freshly opened, displaying their lethal contents.



Afonso pulled the lid off one of the crates. Inside, sniper rifles, modified pistols, and explosives capable of bringing down a building.



Ramon whistled, impressed.



"Joder, it's like Christmas."



I picked up one of the rifles—heavy, sturdy, a true monster of precision. I aimed into the void, testing its weight in my hand.



"Perfect. This will make us good money."



Ramon picked up one of the pistols, checking the magazine.



"Que belleza... This thing can blow a hole in any son of a bitch's head."



Afonso laughed.



"And it does it quietly, patron. We tested them yesterday. Silent as a whisper."



I smirked.



"Good work. I want all of this ready for delivery. And a few separate pieces for Ramon's mission."



Afonso nodded.



"I'll arrange it, patron."



Ramon and I exchanged a look. Things were moving fast.



"If this mission is a trap, you pull back" I warned.



He clapped me on the shoulder and smiled.



"If it's a trap, hermano, I'll kill every last son of a bitch before I leave."
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