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    To every reader who loves stories where danger meets desire and unlikely hearts discover something worth fighting for.
This book is dedicated to those who believe that even the hardest hearts can change, that trust can grow in unexpected places, and that love can rewrite the future.
To the women who carry their strength with courage, the men who learn that true power lies in protecting rather than controlling, and every heart brave enough to choose love despite the risks—this story is for you.
May you always remember that the most meaningful promises are not written in contracts, but in the choices we make with our hearts.
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Chapter 1: The Offer She Couldn't Refuse
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The foreclosure notice arrived on a Tuesday.

Sophia Moretti stared at the official document spread across the kitchen table while the smell of freshly brewed coffee filled the small farmhouse she had called home for her entire life.

Her father sat across from her in complete silence.

The lines on his face seemed deeper than they had been only a month earlier.

Her mother stood at the sink, pretending to wash dishes that had already been cleaned twice.

Outside the window, rows of grapevines stretched across the rolling Sicilian countryside, their leaves dancing beneath the warm Mediterranean breeze.

The vineyard was beautiful.

It had always been beautiful.

Yet Sophia couldn't appreciate it anymore.

All she could see were numbers.

Debt.

Loans.

Overdue payments.

Missed invoices.

Unpaid suppliers.

Her eyes returned to the papers.

"How bad is it?"

Her father removed his glasses and rubbed his temples.

"Worse than I expected."

"That's not an answer."

Her younger brother, Luca, walked into the kitchen and reached for an apple.

"It's bad, Sophia."

She looked at him.

"How bad?"

He glanced toward their father before answering.

"We could lose everything."

The words settled heavily over the room.

Everything.

The house.

The vineyard.

The business her grandfather had built with his own hands after returning from military service.

The family legacy that had survived economic crises, droughts, and decades of changing markets.

Gone.

Sophia folded the papers and set them aside.

"There has to be another option."

Her father shook his head.

"The bank refused our final request."

"What about refinancing?"

"No."

"New investors?"

"No."

"What about selling some of the land?"

Her father's silence was answer enough.

She leaned back in her chair.

The vineyard had always been more than a business.

It was a part of their identity.

Her grandfather had planted the first vines.

Her grandmother had managed the harvest records.

Her parents had spent forty years expanding the property.

Even Sophia's earliest memories revolved around the vineyard.

She remembered running through the rows as a child while her father taught her how to recognize healthy grapes.

She remembered helping her mother prepare lunches for the workers during harvest season.

She remembered celebrating birthdays beneath the old olive tree behind the farmhouse.

Everything she loved was tied to this place.

And now it was slipping away.

"What happened?"

Her father's shoulders tensed.

"You know what happened."

"No."

Her voice sharpened.

"I know we're drowning in debt. I don't know why."

Her mother finally turned around.

"Antonio betrayed us."

Sophia's eyes widened.

Antonio Ricci.

Her father's business partner.

Her father's closest friend.

The man who had spent nearly twenty years sitting at their dinner table during holidays and family celebrations.

"That's impossible."

"It isn't."

Her father slowly stood and walked toward the window.

"He altered contracts."

"What?"

"He diverted payments."

Her heart began pounding.

"He stole from us?"

"Yes."

"How much?"

Her father closed his eyes.

"Enough."

Enough.

Another meaningless answer.

"How much?"

He finally turned toward her.

"More than eight hundred thousand euros."

The number hit her like a physical blow.

She felt all the air leave her lungs.

Eight hundred thousand.

Her brother cursed under his breath.

Her mother lowered her head.

"We trusted him," her father said quietly.

Sophia could hardly believe it.

Antonio had attended her graduation.

He had danced with her mother at family parties.

He had celebrated every major milestone with them.

And all along, he had been stealing.

"When did you find out?"

"Three months ago."

Her frustration exploded.

"Three months ago?"

Her father didn't answer.

"You knew for three months and didn't tell me?"

"I wanted to fix it."

"By yourself?"

His silence said everything.

Sophia stood and pushed her chair back.

"You should have told me."

Her father's expression broke her heart.

"I didn't want you carrying this burden."

She wanted to stay angry.

She wanted to blame him.

But she couldn't.

He looked exhausted.

Defeated.

For the first time in her life, her father looked like a man who had completely lost hope.

And that frightened her more than the debt itself.

Three days later, Sophia sat in her small office inside the winery reviewing financial records.

The numbers refused to improve no matter how many times she recalculated them.

She closed the folder and rested her forehead against her hands.

The familiar scent of oak barrels and aging wine surrounded her.

Normally, the smell comforted her.

Today, it only reminded her of what they were about to lose.

A knock interrupted her thoughts.

Luca stepped into the office.

"Someone's here."

She looked up.

"Who?"

He hesitated.

"You should probably come outside."

Something in his voice immediately put her on edge.

She followed him through the winery and into the courtyard.

A black luxury vehicle was parked near the entrance.

Two men in dark suits stood beside it.

Neither of them looked like businessmen.

They looked like bodyguards.

Her pulse quickened.

The rear passenger door opened.

And then he stepped out.

Tall.

Broad-shouldered.

Impeccably dressed.

He moved with the quiet confidence of someone completely accustomed to being obeyed.

His dark suit fit perfectly.

His expensive watch reflected the afternoon sunlight.

His black hair was neatly styled, and his expression was impossible to read.

He removed a pair of sunglasses and looked directly at her.

The entire courtyard suddenly felt smaller.

Her father emerged from the winery.

His face immediately lost all color.

"Mr. Russo."

Sophia froze.

Russo.

There was only one Russo family in this part of Sicily.

Only one name powerful enough to make businessmen nervous and politicians suddenly become polite.

Alessandro Russo.

She had never met him before.

But she'd heard plenty of stories.

Some people described him as a brilliant entrepreneur.

Others called him a ruthless businessman.

And then there were the whispers.

The stories no one openly discussed.

Stories involving organized crime.

Smuggling.

Corruption.

Stories that transformed his name into something almost mythical.

The Don.

He extended his hand.

"Miss Moretti."

His voice was deep and controlled.

She shook his hand.

His grip was firm.

Brief.

Professional.

"What can we do for you?"

A faint smile touched his lips.

"I'd prefer to discuss that privately."

Her father immediately nodded.

"Of course."

"No."

The word escaped before she could stop herself.

Both men looked at her.

"If this concerns our business, I'd like to hear it."

Her father's expression tightened.

"Sophia—"

"It's fine," Alessandro interrupted.

His dark eyes remained fixed on hers.

"Join us."

The farmhouse sitting room had never seemed so small.

Her mother served coffee.

No one touched it.

Her father sat rigidly in his chair.

Luca leaned against the doorway.

Sophia sat across from Alessandro.

He appeared completely relaxed.

She hated that.

How could anyone remain that calm?

Finally, her father cleared his throat.

"What exactly brings you here?"

Alessandro folded his hands.

"Your financial situation has come to my attention."

Her father's face hardened.

"Our financial situation isn't public information."

"No."

His expression didn't change.

"But information has a way of traveling."

Sophia crossed her arms.

"What do you want?"

Her directness didn't seem to bother him.

"In my experience, straightforward conversations are usually the most productive."

"Then answer my question."

The corners of his mouth lifted slightly.

"What I want is to make you an offer."

Her instincts immediately screamed at her.

Nothing good would come from this.

"What kind of offer?"

He reached into his briefcase and removed a folder.

Then he placed it on the coffee table.

"An opportunity."

She didn't even look at it.

"We're not interested in investors."

"I'm not an investor."

"We're not selling the vineyard."

"I'm not buying it."

Her patience was disappearing.

"Then what are you doing here?"

He met her gaze.

"Helping."

She laughed.

The sound surprised everyone in the room.

"People like you don't help people like us."

An eyebrow lifted.

"People like me?"

"You know exactly what I mean."

He didn't respond.

Her father shifted uncomfortably.

"Sophia—"

"No."

She refused to back down.

The man sitting across from her represented everything she distrusted.

Power.

Influence.

Control.

Men who solved problems with money and expected gratitude in return.

"I'm listening," she said.

He slid the folder toward her.

"Open it."

She did.

The first page contained a complete breakdown of their debt.

Every loan.

Every overdue payment.

Every outstanding invoice.

The second page contained a proposed repayment agreement.

Her eyes moved across the numbers.

She stopped breathing.

Every debt had been covered.

Every payment had been included.

Every financial obligation had been eliminated.

She looked up.

"What is this?"

"A solution."

Her father grabbed the documents and quickly began reading.

His eyes widened.

"This can't be right."

"It's correct."

Her mother moved closer.

Luca leaned over his shoulder.

No one spoke.

Finally, Sophia broke the silence.

"What's the catch?"

"There isn't one."

"There's always a catch."

He leaned back in his chair.

"Perhaps."

Her eyes narrowed.

"There it is."

He folded his hands.

"Continue reading."

She turned the page.

And everything changed.

Marriage Agreement.

The
































































































































































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
CONTRACT

neet o0 WITH THE %=

RUTHLESS
»DON
I SEo





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





