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    To every reader who is drawn to stories where danger meets desire, powerful hearts collide, and unexpected love changes everything.
This book is dedicated to those who believe that even the most guarded hearts can learn to trust, that strength can stand beside tenderness, and that love becomes meaningful when it is freely chosen.
To the women who refuse to lose themselves in someone else's world, the men who discover that true love is not possession, and every heart brave enough to choose a new beginning—this story is for you.
May you always remember that the greatest love is not an obsession that holds you captive, but a choice that sets you free.
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Chapter 1: The Woman He Couldn't Ignore
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The city of Chicago never truly slept.

Even at seven o'clock on a cool autumn evening, the streets surrounding downtown were alive with the constant rhythm of traffic, flashing lights, and hurried footsteps.

Inside her office on the twenty-third floor of a historic building overlooking the Chicago River, Sofia Morelli rubbed her tired eyes and glanced at the stack of case files spread across her desk.

Her coffee had gone cold two hours ago.

Her dinner consisted of half a granola bar.

And she still had another client file to review before she could finally go home.

Her assistant, Maya, leaned against the doorway.

"Please tell me you're almost finished."

Sofia didn't even look up.

"That depends."

"On what?"

"Whether criminal defense attorneys are legally allowed to survive on caffeine and stubbornness."

Maya laughed.

"I'm serious."

"So am I."

"You've been here since six this morning."

"And I'll probably still be here at midnight."

Maya walked into the office and dropped a black envelope onto the desk.

"Not tonight."

Sofia finally looked up.

"What's that?"

"The invitation you've been trying to avoid all week."

Sofia groaned.

"Oh, absolutely not."

"Absolutely yes."

Maya sat down in the chair across from her desk.

"The mayor is hosting one of the biggest charity galas of the year."

"I know."

"Some of the most influential people in the city will be there."

"I know."

"There will be judges."

"I know."

"Partners from major law firms."

"I know."

"And potential clients."

Sofia leaned back in her chair.

"I hate these events."

"You hate every event that requires leaving your office."

"That's because my office doesn't force me to wear uncomfortable shoes."

Maya rolled her eyes.

"You're going."

Sofia opened the envelope.

The elegant gold lettering immediately confirmed her suspicions.

A charity gala.

Black tie.

Formal attire.

Exactly the kind of event she avoided whenever possible.

Unfortunately, Maya was right.

Networking mattered.

Building a respected legal career required more than long hours and successful cases.

It required visibility.

Connections.

Relationships.

All the things she preferred to avoid.

She sighed.

"Fine."

Maya smiled triumphantly.

"I'll pick you up at seven."

Three hours later, Sofia stood in front of a massive mirror inside her apartment.

She adjusted the sleeve of her dark emerald evening gown.

Simple.

Elegant.

Professional.

She had deliberately avoided anything too glamorous.

She wasn't attending the gala to attract attention.

She was attending because she needed to establish herself within Chicago's legal community.

Nothing more.

Her phone vibrated.

Maya: I'm outside. Stop pretending you're still looking for your earrings.

Sofia laughed.

Her assistant knew her far too well.

Twenty minutes later, they arrived at the historic ballroom hosting the event.

Crystal chandeliers illuminated the enormous space.

Soft music drifted through the air.

Waiters carrying silver trays moved gracefully between elegantly dressed guests.

Politicians mingled with business executives.

Judges exchanged handshakes with prominent attorneys.

The atmosphere radiated wealth and influence.

Exactly as she had expected.

She accepted a glass of sparkling water from a passing waiter.

"I already want to leave."

Maya laughed.

"We've been here for thirty seconds."

"Thirty very long seconds."

"You need to relax."

Sofia surveyed the room.

Her gaze moved from one group of guests to another.

And then the atmosphere changed.

She didn't know why.

She couldn't explain it.

But something shifted.

Conversations suddenly became quieter.

Heads began turning.

People subtly adjusted their posture.

The energy inside the room transformed.

Her eyes followed the movement.

And that's when she saw him.

Matteo De Luca.

He stood near the entrance, surrounded by several men wearing expensive suits.

He was tall.

Confident.

Powerful.

Everything about him commanded attention.

His dark suit was impeccably tailored.

His expression was calm.

Controlled.

Yet there was something dangerous beneath the polished exterior.

Something impossible to ignore.

She leaned toward Maya.

"Who's that?"

Her assistant nearly choked on her drink.

"You don't know?"

"No."

Maya lowered her voice.

"That's Matteo De Luca."

The name meant nothing to her.

Apparently, it meant something to everyone else.

Because every conversation in the ballroom seemed to revolve around him.

"Should I know who that is?"

Maya stared at her.

"Are you serious?"

"Yes."

"He's one of the most powerful men in Chicago."

"Okay."

"No, Sofia. Not okay."

Her curiosity intensified.

"What does he do?"

Maya hesitated.

"Officially?"

"There's an unofficial answer?"

Her assistant sighed.

"Let's just say people don't ask too many questions about Matteo De Luca."

Interesting.

Very interesting.

She took another sip of sparkling water.

"He owns several businesses."

"That's vague."

"That's intentional."

Sofia laughed.

But her amusement faded when she noticed something unusual.

Matteo was looking directly at her.

Not past her.

Not toward her group.

At her.

She quickly looked away.

Probably a coincidence.

Nothing more.

Yet when she glanced back several seconds later, his eyes remained fixed on her.

Strange.

She turned toward Maya.

"Do I have something on my face?"

"No."

"Then why is he staring at me?"

Maya followed her gaze.

"Oh."

"Oh?"

Her friend suddenly became very interested in her drink.

"Maya."

"What?"

"Why did you say that?"

"Because he's still looking at you."

An hour later, Sofia had almost forgotten about the encounter.

Almost.

She was speaking with a senior partner from a prestigious law firm when someone accidentally bumped into her.

Her glass slipped.

Cold water splashed across her hand.

"Oh, I'm so sorry."

She turned.

And immediately froze.

Matteo De Luca stood beside her.

Her heartbeat stumbled.

Not because she was intimidated.

Because she hadn't expected him to be standing only a few inches away.

"It's fine."

He handed her a linen napkin.

His voice was deep.

Controlled.

There was no trace of apology in his expression.

Only curiosity.

"Attorney Sofia Morelli."

Her eyebrows immediately rose.

"You know my name."

His lips curved slightly.

"Yes."

That should have been flattering.

Instead, it was unsettling.

"And you are?"

One eyebrow lifted.

She almost smiled.

"I'm joking."

His expression didn't change.

Good.

Because she wasn't entirely joking.

"You specialize in criminal defense."

She folded the napkin.

"You've done your research."

"I prefer being informed."

She crossed her arms.

"And why would you need information about me?"

For the first time, amusement appeared in his eyes.

"A fair question."

His confidence irritated her.

He spoke as if every conversation automatically belonged to him.

As if every room naturally adjusted itself around his presence.

She had spent her entire career fighting to be taken seriously in courtrooms dominated by powerful men.

She wasn't about to become intimidated now.

"Well?"

He glanced toward the crowd.

Then back at her.

"I admire ambition."

She laughed softly.

"You don't even know me."

"No."

His eyes held hers.

"Not yet."

The answer caught her completely off guard.

Before she could respond, another guest approached him.

Several more followed.

Within seconds, he was surrounded again.

The conversation was over.

And she wasn't entirely sure what had just happened.

By the time the gala ended, she had almost convinced herself that the entire encounter had been insignificant.

Almost.

Until Monday morning.

She stepped out of her office building and stopped.

A black luxury sedan was parked across the street.

Nothing unusual.

Except she recognized the driver.

One of the men who had accompanied Matteo at the gala.

Her stomach tightened.

Coincidence.

She continued walking.

The car remained parked.

She entered a coffee shop.

When she left fifteen minutes later, the car was gone.

See?

Coincidence.

Except the same thing happened on Tuesday.

And Wednesday.

And Thursday.

Different locations.

The same driver.

The same black sedan.

By Friday, coincidence no longer felt like the correct explanation.

"You think you're being followed?"

Maya nearly dropped her sandwich.

Sofia sat across from her inside a small café near the courthouse.

"I didn't say that."

"You absolutely said that."

"No. I said the same car keeps appearing."

"Which is another way of saying you think you're being followed."

She sighed.

"Maybe."

Her assistant set down her coffee.

"And this started after you met Matteo De Luca?"

"Yes."

Maya leaned back in her chair.

"Oh, that's not concerning at all."

Sofia rolled her eyes.

"You're not helping."

"No, I'm definitely not."

She shook her head.

"This is ridiculous."

"Then confront him."

Her eyebrows rose.

"Excuse me?"

"You heard me."

"I don't even know how to contact him."

Almost as if fate had been listening to the conversation, her phone vibrated.

An unfamiliar number appeared on the screen.

She answered.

"Hello?"

"Good afternoon, Ms. Morelli."

Her entire body froze.

She recognized the voice immediately.

Matteo.

Her eyes widened.

Maya nearly climbed across the table trying to read her expression.

"How did you get this number?"

"That's your first question?"

"Yes."

A brief silence followed.

Then a low laugh.

She wasn't sure why that annoyed her so much.

"Because I wanted it."

Her grip tightened around the phone.

"That's not an answer."

"No."

"It certainly isn't."

"Will you have dinner with me tonight?"

Her jaw nearly hit the table.

"No."

"No?"

"No."

Another pause.

Then amusement.

"You













































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
MAFIA Dop@
* “DANGEROUS &
"OBSESSION

1&






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





