
	KING OF OBSESSION

	A Captive Bride, Forced Proximity
Ruthless Antihero Romance

	MAFIA LORDS IN LOVE, BOOK 3

	EDEN K. VEYRA

	 


Copyright © 2028 by Eden K. Veyra

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the prior written permission of the copyright holder, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

This novel contains mature themes, criminal violence, coercive family dynamics, captivity, and emotionally intense romantic situations. It is intended for adult readers.

First edition.
Printed in the United States of America.

	 


TABLE OF CONTENTS

	Prologue

	The Bride Who Ran Before Midnight

	Chapter 1

	The Woman in the White Dress

	Chapter 2

	No Safe Side

	Chapter 3

	A Groom's Reward

	Chapter 4

	The First Escape

	Chapter 5

	Blood on Her Hands

	Chapter 6

	The Cipher in the Lace

	Chapter 7

	What Matteo Does Best

	Chapter 8

	A Key Without Freedom

	Chapter 9

	The Man Behind the Reputation

	Chapter 10

	The Bride Returns to Chicago

	Chapter 11

	Dance With the Enemy

	Chapter 12

	The Kiss That Was Not Pretend

	Chapter 13

	The Traitor at the Table

	Chapter 14

	She Was Never Taken

	Chapter 15

	The Father She Defended

	Chapter 16

	His Most Dangerous Choice

	Chapter 17

	A Cage Built Before Her Birth

	Chapter 18

	Obsession Without Ownership

	Chapter 19

	The Bride's Second Plan

	Chapter 20

	The Price of a Daughter

	Chapter 21

	The Man Who Came Without an Army

	Chapter 22

	The Wedding Broadcast

	Chapter 23

	The Cathedral Falls

	Chapter 24

	What She Chose to Save

	Chapter 25

	The Last Possession

	Chapter 26

	A Man Who Opened His Hand

	Epilogue

	The Vows They Wrote Themselves

	 

	


PROLOGUE

	The Bride Who Ran Before Midnight

	June 18, 2028 | Ferretti Estate, 11:43 p.m.

	The wedding dress had been designed to make escape impossible.

	Twenty-seven pearl buttons fastened the back. A narrow cage of boning held Vittoria Bellandi upright from ribs to hips. The ivory skirt touched every side of the dressing room doorway when she turned, whispering over the carpet like something alive enough to warn her.

	Her father had called it magnificent. Adriano had called it appropriate. The seamstress, who had not looked Vittoria in the eyes once during six fittings, had called it finished.

	None of them knew what had been sewn into the lace.

	Vittoria stood before the three-paneled mirror and pressed two fingers beneath the inner seam at her waist. The stitches felt ordinary. Tiny crosses. Repeated flowers. A border copied from the veil her grandmother had worn seventy years ago.

	To anyone else, decoration.

	To Vittoria, account numbers, transfer dates, shell companies, and names.

	Six months of Adriano Ferretti's private finances lay against her skin.

	She had started the record because numbers did not raise their voices when they lied. They simply failed to balance. Adriano's charitable foundation had paid a shipping company that owned no ships. The shipping company had transferred money to three municipal inspectors, a state procurement officer, and a private security contractor whose employees appeared in police reports only after witnesses disappeared.

	Every discrepancy had led to another. Every answer had made the wedding more urgent.

	Her father said the marriage would save the Bellandi family. He never explained what they were being saved from, only what would happen if she embarrassed him by refusing.

	The door opened behind her.

	Vittoria lowered her hand before her reflection could betray the movement.

	Carlo Bellandi entered wearing the black dinner jacket selected for tomorrow's ceremony. He had dressed early to inspect how the fabric photographed beneath the cathedral lights. Even alone with his daughter, he prepared for an audience.

	"You should be asleep," he said.

	"So should you."

	His attention traveled over the dress, searching for a defect someone else might blame on him. He stopped at her bare left wrist, where the childhood burn marked her skin in a pale crescent.

	"The bracelet will cover that."

	"I am not wearing the bracelet."

	His face changed by less than a breath. That was how anger worked in their family. It did not explode. It revised the temperature of the room until everyone else learned to shiver.

	"Adriano chose it for you."

	"Then Adriano can wear it."

	Carlo crossed to the window. Below, the Ferretti estate spread toward Lake Michigan in terraces of limestone and black iron. Workers moved beneath temporary lights, fastening white roses to the courtyard arches. Armed men stood among the florists as naturally as thorns.

	"Tomorrow ends a difficult period for us," her father said. "Do not confuse indulgence with freedom tonight."

	Vittoria watched him in the mirror. The man who had taught her to read balance sheets at nine now treated her like the final asset in a failing portfolio.

	"Did you know about the port transfers?" she asked.

	Silence arrived too quickly.

	Carlo adjusted one cuff. "I do not discuss business with Adriano's future wife."

	"You discussed it with your daughter."

	"That was before you began mistaking education for authority."

	The answer hurt less than it should have. Perhaps pain could be spent until nothing remained but information.

	Carlo left without touching her. The lock engaged from the corridor.

	Vittoria counted to ten before she moved.

	She released the pearl buttons using a bent hairpin, stepped out of the dress, and laid it across the bed. Beneath the vanity waited a plain black skirt, low shoes, a sweater, and the silver bridal comb Adriano's mother had given her at dinner.

	The comb was heavier than silver should be.

	Vittoria turned it over, pressed the center tooth, and felt the hidden compartment release. The storage drive remained inside. The embroidery carried the cipher. The drive carried the documents. Neither meant anything without the other.

	Her plan was simple because complicated plans belonged to people who expected help.

	Leave through the old library passage. Cross the service garden before the midnight guard change. Take Elena's sedan from the lower garage. Drive south until the Bellandi name meant nothing.

	At eleven fifty-one, she pulled on the sweater and heard a man's voice beyond the wall.

	Not in the corridor. Inside Adriano's office.

	The library passage ran behind both rooms. As children, Vittoria and her cousins had used it to steal sugared almonds during Christmas dinners. Her grandmother had sealed the entrance after a servant found them. Carlo had reopened it when renovation crews needed access to the old electrical lines.

	Vittoria eased the panel inward.

	A blade of light crossed the narrow passage. Adriano's office door stood open at the far end. His voice carried through the gap with the calm precision he used when ordering wine.

	"He copied the port schedule."

	Another man answered. Rocco Neri. Vittoria recognized the long-serving Valenti logistics chief from summit photographs and charity boards.

	"He copied three pages. He does not have the routing keys."

	"He spoke to a federal contact."

	"Then he has become expensive."

	A third voice entered. Frantic. Older. The accountant Vittoria had seen outside Adriano's office that morning, holding a leather folder against his chest.

	"Mr. Ferretti, I have a family. I made no report. I swear to you."

	Vittoria moved closer until she could see through the opening.

	The accountant knelt beside Adriano's desk. Blood darkened one side of his collar. Rocco stood behind him with a pistol pressed beneath his ear.

	Adriano lifted a crystal glass and studied the color of the wine.

	"Families are why promises matter, Paolo."

	"Please."

	"Tomorrow I acquire Bellandi Maritime. Next month I acquire the northern freight vote. By autumn, the Valentis will control nothing they can defend. You chose a poor week to become honest."

	Adriano looked at Rocco.

	"Take him below. The lake is colder after midnight."

	The accountant made one broken sound before Rocco dragged him toward the private lift.

	Vittoria backed away.

	Her heel caught the hem of the abandoned wedding dress.

	A pearl button struck the passage floor.

	The sound was almost nothing.

	Adriano stopped speaking.

	Vittoria did not wait to learn whether almost nothing was enough.

	She ran.

	The passage tore threads from her sweater. Behind her, the office panel opened and Adriano called her name without raising his voice. That frightened her more than shouting would have.

	She reached the library, crossed between unlit shelves, and entered the service garden as the first alarm sounded.

	White roses shook in the night wind. Two guards turned toward her. Vittoria lifted the skirt to her knees and sprinted across wet gravel while one man shouted into his radio.

	Elena's sedan waited in the lower garage with the key beneath the visor exactly where it had been promised.

	Vittoria slid behind the wheel. The engine started. The iron gate began closing before she reached it.

	She did not brake.

	The sedan struck the gate hard enough to shatter the passenger window. Metal scraped along both doors. Then she was through, racing south with cold air cutting across her face and headlights multiplying in the mirror.

	One vehicle followed. Then two.

	Vittoria took the lake road because the highway cameras belonged to Adriano. Rain began as a thin silver mist, turning the pavement black. She drove with both hands locked around the wheel and the bridal comb hidden inside her sweater.

	At the first unmarked intersection, a dark vehicle entered the road ahead of her.

	Not Ferretti. No headlights. No attempt to block her.

	It kept exactly fifty yards between them.

	A second vehicle struck her from behind.

	The sedan spun. Vittoria corrected once, lost the road on the second impact, and went down the embankment through wet branches and stone.

	The airbag opened against her face. Glass filled her mouth with the taste of rain and blood.

	For several seconds, the world became ticking metal.

	Then someone pulled open the driver's door.

	Vittoria reached for the broken glass near her thigh. A hand closed around her wrist before she could lift it.

	"If I belonged to Ferretti," a man said, "you would already be back on the road."

	She looked up.

	Matteo Valenti filled the damaged doorway. Rain darkened his black hair and ran across a face built from hard angles and older restraint. She knew the scar crossing his right palm. She had seen it in a photograph taken after the Chicago summit, his hand pressed against Luca Valenti's bleeding shoulder.

	Behind him, the pursuing headlights reached the top of the embankment.

	"Can you stand?" Matteo asked.

	"Can you guarantee I will be free if I do?"

	His expression did not change. That was answer enough.

	Vittoria drove the glass into his forearm.

	He caught her hand before the edge went deep, twisted without breaking her wrist, and pulled her from the wreck as bullets struck the rear window.

	Matteo covered her with his body until the shooting stopped. Two precise shots answered from somewhere above. A third vehicle reversed hard along the road.

	Vittoria fought him even when her knees failed. He lifted her as if resistance were another fact to calculate and carried her toward the waiting darkness.

	"Let me go."

	"No."

	"Adriano will kill you."

	"He has been trying."

	At the black vehicle, Matteo opened the rear door. Vittoria gripped the frame.

	"I am getting married tomorrow," she said, because the sentence was absurd and terror sometimes needed an ordinary shape.

	Matteo looked at the torn sweater, the blood on her mouth, and the silver comb she had failed to hide.

	"No," he said. "Your wedding has been postponed."

	

