
Chapter One

sn: If you skipped the prologue, I do recommend you read it for

context.

♡♡♡

The evening was near, bringing reminders to all members of the

household that they were due to leave soon. a2

If there was one thing I hated most in this world, it would be the

incredibly insignificant display of timing. Being late to events or

classes, or even just to dinner drove me mad. a2

Butterscotch sat on my lap, his whiskers tickled my thigh and I nearly

yelped out a giggle from the touch. a5

Butterscotch was my cat, I've had him for four years now and he still

never fails to amaze me.

He was a ginger cat, hence why I called him Butterscotch, the colour

was a replica of him.

Heels clicked and clanked against the marble floor, echoing

throughout the house, knowing it could only be my Mamma. a1

Standing from the couch, I fixed my dress, pulling it back down my

thighs, passing my calves. It was a deep violet colour, satin fabric too.

It was the type of dress that hugged your curves and exposed a little

of my breasts. Well, I tried to cover as little as possible.

My body was nice. I had fuller breasts, a bit too full for my liking. My

waist was slim but I had hip dips and curves. My thighs were quite

strong too, not thin but not too thick. a17

Once when I was in high school, a boy had said that both of my thighs

touched, he said that I should have a gap between them. a7

I've never been violent, never. But as a fourteen-year-old girl, I

smacked him across the face and called my mother to come to pick

me up, being in tears. a11

Let's just say that the insecure boy isn't going far in life now.

But I'm not insecure, if anything, that day made me realise how

beautiful I was.

Mamma said I was unique, my body was beautiful in every way and

no matter whether my thighs touched or if they had a gap, I would be

considered as beautiful as the rest.

From that day on, she's never gone a day without reminding me of

who I am or how beautiful I was. a1

And I have never loved her more.

Her features come into sight as she rounds the corner. Her noir hair

was cut just to her shoulder blades, pin-straight but elegantly placed

together. Full lips glossed in strawberry pink, warm grey eyes that

matched my own suddenly travelled over my body. a3

"You look so beautiful, Serene."

I looked down at the heels I could just walk in. Mamma taught me

how to walk in heels; it took me a long time, maybe weeks, just to

figure out how to walk in them without tripping or bending my knees.a2

She came closer to me, pulling me into her embrace and I placed my

cheek on her neck. " And hot." She said into my ear, I laughed gently

and she kissed my cheek with a smile. a3

"You look beautiful too," I claimed, giving her one of my smiles.

My mother is stunning. As a prior seductress, my mother was still as

captivating to the world. Her beauty was flawless, and age didn't

quite matter because she looked almost exactly like she did when she

was younger.

There was one photo I loved of her and my Papà, it was her and her

twin brothers' birthday and the two were pulled in for a photo

together. They were unintentionally gazing at one another, entirely

full of love. a19

I had never admired the notion of love more.

Another figure appears from behind her and it catches my attention.

The silhouette steps out from a corner and in comes my Papà. a1

Clad in a classic black suit, neatly pressed and it perfectly adorned his

body. We all have a lot of our formal clothes custom made, especially

for my father and his suits.

His attention is elsewhere on his phone, probably ordering people

around being the 'big boss' that he was. My mother clears her throat,

I could tell she was holding back an eye roll.

Once he looked up, his cold eyes meet ours and he instantly shoves

the phone away inside his pocket without looking back. a1

I giggle as he looks at my mother with slightly wide eyes, enduring

her appearance. Their love for each other never grossed me out the

way it should. I admired it.

My father was an extremely cold man, emotionless at most, but what

the outside world didn't know was just how much love he had in his

heart.

Papà was like a bear. Scary on the outside and loving— for some—on

the inside.

Not that all bears are loving, but he just happens to be one of the few.

"Così bella, mia Ella." He kissed the side of her head, and then looked

over at me. a3

Translation: "So beautiful, my Ella."

I grin brightly when he pulled me into one of my favourite hugs. His

muscular arms wrapped around me tightly, and I rested my cheek

against his chest.

"E il mio altrettanto bello fiore."

Translation: "And my equally as beautiful daughter."

Giggling, I kissed his cheek before pulling away. "Grazie, Papà."

With that, we all took our things and started to head out.

My father held the door open for us both, but before I could leave, I

bent down and picked up Butterscotch and kissed him on the

forehead.

"Be good, mia Caramello."

Translation: "Be good, my Butterscotch."

Placing him down, he wanders back into the house, purring away.

Butterscotch was a good cat, like most, he lounges around all day

doing nothing. He'll sleep on the couch for hours and then would

wake and wonder, then sleep again. a2

"You and that cat, Serene." My father shook his head, ducking his

head down as he closed the door behind him.

I gave our guards a friendly smile, I've known them ever since I was

born. O en when I'd come home late in high school—not because I

was out partying—no, because I was either watching a sunset or up at

the local bookstore that was open 24 hours—they'd cover for me

always. a5

My father decided to drive. He always preferred to take me places

himself, rather than have one of the men do it. But when he was

unable to, I'd just get one of the men too. a1

I tried going for my license, but I failed. My grandmother failed way

too many times and had given up, I'm guessing I got that gene from

her as well. a23

We took o  once we were seated in the car. Tonight was an event that

was being held by one of the most powerful Mafia's, other than our

own, of course.

I'm not completely aware of who these people were, besides the fact

that my mother accordingly told me I have met them before.

My Uncle Nico–my mother's twin brother–told me briefly that this

family originated from Italy, making them another Italian family

involved with the Mafia. a5

Although our Mafia was both combined with the American and

Italian. My mothers, and my fathers.

They had just moved from Europe over to New York, and tonight was

their welcoming party. Inviting all Mafia/Mob families and some other

people related.

I hardly ever go to these, seeming I have no interest in taking over or

being a part of it, but I was still the only child and daughter of one of

the most famous and brutal Mafia leaders in the world.

Which made me briefly important.

Or maybe more than briefly.

I was known in the world. I've had paparazzi come up to me quite a

few times, I've been followed and I've been asked many times by co-

students or people who faked to be my friend if I 'torture and kill'

people, like what the shit.

It's exhausting, so I hide in the shadows now.

By shadows, I mean my house. It's big enough to do almost anything.

Though, most of my time is spent in my art room. a1

Yes, I had developed my mother's incredibly talented skills of artistry.

And I loved art. Just as much as I loved Butterscotch. a4

The ride to the mansion was significantly short. Whether it was due to

my father's insane driving, or because it was another rich mansion

close to my home that took up nearly the entire street. a1

We all lived in a rich neighbourhood, full of mansions and water

fountains and extremely high built-in gates that contained guards just

as equally as large. a1

Though, those houses never failed to amaze me. This home reminded

me of the dark academia theme. And, ironically, the shady rain clouds

above most definitely didn't help the idea.

The gates opened for us, allowing me to view the guards who stood

aside, all dressed in black uniforms that resembled army fatigues.

They were outfitted with shielding vests and massive rifles strapped

to their sides.

I gulped at the sight.

Guns were something I didn't like. Not a er my father tried teaching

me how to use one, which only lead to the outcome of me nearly

killing a man when I had missed the wall completely. a4

The man survived, apparently he only got grazed by the bullet.

Still, it traumatized the life out of me.

The car stopped in a vacant spot reserved for us particularly, which

was actually placed to the front of the house.

I looked outside of the windows, viewing a woman with cropped,

white hair walk inside with a much larger male in a suit by her side. a2

The guards simply allowed them to enter, stepping to the side as they

glided through e ortlessly.

Suddenly, my attention was snatched to the notion of my door

swinging open. Papà stood behind the door, his hand out for me to

take and I took it gracefully.

"Remember to stay near your mother and me, yes Flower?" He

whispered into my ear as we already had made it to the short

staircase, leading up to the double doors. a1

I nodded reluctantly and eyed the guards who stood at the entrance.

They were scarier up close, holy moly.

My mother was in front of both Papà and me, I unconsciously shi ed

closer to him as I eyed the two guards who clearly avoided eye

contact with the three of us.

"Enjoy your night, Mr and Mrs Agnello." One of the men standing at

the entrance said. He looked like a butler or something.

His eyes dri ed to me, he bowed his head once and kept it down, as if

I were royalty.

"And to you as well, Miss Serenity."

Keeping my expression neutral, I nodded at him once and looped my

arm through my father's, stepping inside the home.

The very first thing I was greeted with was the strong smell of leather

and the very strong scent of perfume. It was easy to be known as

Chanel or maybe even Dior.

My sight then jumped up to the chandelier, then to the spiral

staircase at the opposite end of the room, o icially darting my gaze

to all the other finely dressed, important people.

I observed the many people, both groups and lone individuals, who

were cruising around drinking champagne. Suitably attired women

and men wandered from group to group, serving champagne on

trays. a2

There was a bar in the far corner of the room, casually bringing my

attention to all the people that were seated there.

Especially the one individual in the middle, all the other men and

women seemed to try and grab his attention. I couldn't see who he

was specifically due to his back facing me, but the interaction was

odd.

Upon hearing my name being called, I turned away and looked

directly toward the voice.

An abnormally large smile comes to my lips at the sight of my Uncle

Nico. a2

"There's my beautiful niece." He pulls me into a hug, his scru  tickling

my cheek a er he pecked it. "Hi, Uncle." Pulling away, he moves a

hand to ru le my hair but a hand grips his wrist and stops him.

Davina, his wife, looked at him seriously while removing his hand

away from me. "You can't ruin her hair, Nicolo." a11

My Uncle rolls his eyes at her, which lead Davina to smack his bottom

and I laughed tenderly at the playful interaction.

"How are you, my love?" Davina pulls me in for a light hug, her dark

arms wrapped around my shoulders as she rubs my arms lovingly. a2

"I'm okay, and you?"

She hums and shrugs her shoulders. "Your Uncle's giving me a hard

time," Uncle Nico sco s at that and wraps his arm around her waist,

pulling her back to his side. "I think you're giving me a hard time." a11

Davina blushes and I blush too, in embarrassment, as I rendered the

second meaning to that sentence.

"Oh , god," I moved away, instantly disturbed.

To my other side, I see my Aunt Kara, Uncle Aydan and Uncle Theo all

talking to my parents. They're all of my parents' best friends, and

they are also one of the few people in my life that I am comfortable

around. a7

I've been told I'm a 'shy flower' just waiting to be bloomed. Well, I've

been like this for virtually my whole life, never speaking with anyone

for more than a second, whether it was someone I didn't know or

disliked.

Sometimes I can come o  as rude if I didn't make an e ort, or if I

simply didn't participate in a conversation merely because I didn't

talk. a5

That was just me and how I was; if I'm not comfortable I'm not going

to make myself any more uncomfortable.

I moved over to everyone, as I did, my Aunt Kara caught my eye and

undoubtedly ran over to me in her extra-long stilettos. I looked down

at them in pure horror, already seeing myself trip and break my neck

in them.

"My baby girl, how are you!" She pulled me in for the biggest hug of

my life, even though I only saw her last weekend, it was as if it had

been a decade.

Giggling, I nodded my head, absolutely flustered. "I'm good," I

mumbled, her captivating dangling earrings swayed below her ear

and my attention was piqued.

"Where are these from?" I took one under my palm, li ing it gently

between my fingers.

"Oh honey, you can have them. I've got plenty. I don't remember

where they're from..." She trailed o , looking behind me.

"It's okay, you keep them. They're pretty, though."

"Mhm, I'll be back, I just found myself some eye candy," She gave me

a wink and headed o  in the direction of the male.

Shaking my head, Uncle Theo was the next one to greet me. I never

missed the way his eyes lingered over to Aunt Kara. They used to

date, but they had issues and they've been on and o  ever since. It's

quite tiring. I'm not sure how they do it 24/7 when I can't even

comprehend it. a10

"You look beautiful, Serenity." He said, giving me a gentle squeeze on

my arm. I blushed and thanked him. By the end of the night, I was

bound to turn into a tomato.

"Aye, there she is!" Uncle Aydan gave me a wide grin, and I returned

it. He fist-bumped my hand before we clasped them together, he

twirled me around and bumped my hip. It was our little handshake

we made when I was a kid, I forced him practically, but now we do it

all the time. a1

"Never gets old," He chuckled and pressed a kiss to my forehead.

"Dad, you can't just buy her a car when she doesn't drive." I heard

Mamma behind Uncle Aydan.

"She will." My grandfather said, emotionlessly glancing down

between my mother and father. a27

"I won't, Pops." I smiled weakly, coming beside my mum and he

narrowed his eyes, staring down at me.

"You've given up?" He quirks a brow, my grandmother now pops up

beside him and smiled sympathetically at me. "Leave her alone,

Landon. I can't drive..." She shrugs and peers up at him. a4

He sighs and reluctantly does give up. Anything grandma says, he

does. a1

"Come here," My grandmother opened her arms for me, and I fell into

her embrace. Her hugs were the best. a6

"I love your dress." She compliments, examining me as we pulled

away. I kissed her on the cheek in return.

I looked up at my grandfather beside her, he was tall as a giant, the

same as my Papà and Uncles'. It was like they had a special sort of

food they ate growing up, making them transform into these

muscular giants. a3

"No hug for me?" He smirks a little as he tilts his head. I gushed and

wrapped my arms around him, embracing his signature scent that

revolved around spearmint.

Arms wrapped around me too and I felt lips press to my hair. "If you

do get your license, tell me and I'll buy you a car. Yes?"

I laughed into his chest and nodded for his own pleasure. Pops

hummed in satisfaction, pulling away from our hug.

We all continued to talk for a while, my Uncle Andre showed up a few

minutes later and greeted us all with his big, bear hugs. He squished

me to death, purposely. a5

Each time I'm o ered a drink, either my father, my mother or my

Uncle Nico would simply glare at it or take the drink and place it back

onto the tray. Let's say they didn't like me drinking, ever.

Individuals and groups began to move from opposite sides of the

room. My mother was a giggling wreck who had definitely consumed

too much champagne, while my father dealt with her patiently.

They hardly ever did drink, events like these gave them a reason too.

It was amusing to me, even though my father has never been drunk,

my mother has. Plenty of times. And I've got the embarrassing videos

to prove it.

The room was quietening down and I shi ed between my family, now

standing with my Uncle Nico and Aunt Davina in the room.

"What's happening?" I asked Uncle Nico. He nodded his head toward

something in front of us, drowning down the rest of his drink.

"The Ceraso family are supposedly making an announcement." a1

I looked toward the staircase, seeing nothing but a chandelier

gleaming down onto it.

"Can you tell me a bit about them?" Looking up at him, he sighed and

looked to Davina, who shrugged and motioned for Nicolo to tell me.

"The Cerasos' are a powerful family. Very powerful. Their family went

from being a local Italian mob with only family members involved to

a large Mafia that joined with numerous other Mafia families across

Europe over the decades."

Curiosity spiked inside me. My eyes watched all the others in the

room, gathering the information in my mind.

As much as I hate all the Mafia stu , the violence, and the whole

concept  of it. But the history of it all was what I tolerated, maybe even

liked.

"This generation is owned by Giovanni Ceraso's great-grandson,

which is who runs the Mafia now." Nicolo jots his head in a direction I

can't seem to fathom with my short legs. a2

"But soon, he won't be. This great-grandson, Alejandro, is now

passing his leadership down to his son who is triple the times as

ruthless as the past leaders." a1

Triple the times? I did not like the sound of that.

Curiously, I looked up at both Davina and Nicolo, my unsaid question

obvious in my state now.

"Who's the son?" I asked. As Davina's mouth moved to speak, she got

cut o  by the loud sound of a microphone being held close to

someone's mouth. a13

And so it began. a3
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