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    To every reader who loves stories where danger collides with desire, secrets hide behind powerful walls, and unexpected love changes everything.
This book is dedicated to those who believe that even the hardest hearts can be transformed by trust, loyalty, and genuine connection.
To the women who refuse to surrender their strength, the men who learn that love is more powerful than control, and every heart brave enough to choose love despite the risks—this story is for you.
May you always remember that the greatest crown is not one given by power, but one earned through courage, loyalty, and love.
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Chapter 1: A Deal Written in Blood
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The first lie Isabella Romano ever believed was that numbers never betrayed anyone.

For ten years, she had built her entire career around that assumption.

Numbers were honest.

Balance sheets told stories.

Financial statements exposed secrets.

Patterns revealed truth.

People lied.

Numbers didn't.

Unfortunately, the spreadsheet glowing on her computer screen was proving her completely wrong.

She leaned back in her chair and rubbed her tired eyes.

The office was nearly empty.

Outside the floor-to-ceiling windows, rain washed over the city, blurring the lights of passing cars and towering buildings.

It was almost nine o'clock.

Everyone else had gone home hours earlier.

But Isabella remained at her desk, reviewing the final financial records from Romano Imports, the company her father had owned before his death eighteen months earlier.

The company had never recovered after losing its founder.

Neither had she.

Her father, Antonio Romano, had supposedly died in a single-car accident while returning from a business trip.

The police had called it a tragic accident.

The insurance company had closed the case.

The official investigation had ended.

But something about it had always felt wrong.

She couldn't explain why.

Maybe it was because her father had been an exceptionally cautious driver.

Maybe it was because his phone had disappeared after the accident.

Or maybe it was because he had spent the week before his death acting strangely.

He had become secretive.

Distracted.

Nervous.

At the time, she had blamed stress.

Now, she wasn't so sure.

Her attention returned to the spreadsheet.

A transaction near the bottom of the page immediately caught her attention.

Two million dollars.

Transferred through four different shell companies.

Her eyebrows narrowed.

She adjusted her glasses and examined the details more carefully.

The transaction made no sense.

Neither did the next one.

Or the one after that.

Her fingers began moving across the keyboard.

She opened another file.

Then another.

Her heartbeat gradually accelerated.

Money had been moving through Romano Imports for years.

Large amounts.

Millions of dollars.

But the transactions weren't related to imports.

The invoices had been disguised.

The company names were fake.

The shipping records had been altered.

And the same name kept appearing.

De Luca Holdings.

Her breath caught.

She recognized the name immediately.

Everyone recognized it.

De Luca Holdings was one of the largest private investment groups in the country.

But rumors had followed the company for decades.

Rumors involving organized crime.

Money laundering.

Political influence.

Violence.

Most people dismissed those stories as exaggerations.

But looking at the records in front of her, Isabella suddenly wasn't so sure.

She quickly opened another file.

A hidden folder.

Her father's personal financial archive.

The folder had been password-protected.

After months of trying, she had finally guessed the password earlier that week.

Inside, she discovered dozens of encrypted files.

Tonight, she had finally managed to open one of them.

And now she wished she hadn't.

A cold feeling settled in her stomach.

Her father had been involved with dangerous people.

Very dangerous people.

The realization hit her like a physical blow.

Her phone suddenly vibrated.

She nearly jumped.

Unknown number.

She ignored it.

The phone stopped.

Then immediately started ringing again.

Unknown number.

Again.

And again.

Her pulse quickened.

Slowly, she answered.

"Hello?"

Silence.

"Hello?"

A man's voice finally spoke.

Low.

Calm.

"Leave the office."

Her heart skipped.

"Who is this?"

"Leave. Now."

Her fingers tightened around the phone.

"What are you talking about?"

The voice became sharper.

"Don't ask questions."

Fear began spreading through her chest.

"Who are you?"

"You have five minutes."

The call disconnected.

She stared at the phone.

Her mind raced.

Was this a prank?

A mistake?

She quickly stood and walked toward the office window.

Rain continued falling outside.

The parking lot below was almost empty.

Only three cars remained.

Her car.

A security vehicle.

And a black SUV.

Her stomach tightened.

She didn't recognize the SUV.

Her phone rang again.

Unknown number.

With trembling fingers, she answered.

"Who are you?"

The same voice responded.

"They're already inside the building."

Ice flooded her veins.

"What?"

"Listen carefully."

Her heart pounded.

"Take your laptop."

Her breathing became shallow.

"Who are you?"

"Use the emergency stairwell."

Her office door suddenly opened.

A man stepped inside.

She froze.

He wore dark clothing.

A baseball cap covered most of his face.

Another man entered behind him.

The phone slipped from her fingers.

The first man smiled.

Her survival instincts exploded.

Run.

She grabbed her laptop and bolted toward the emergency exit.

"Stop her!"

Footsteps thundered behind her.

Her hand slammed against the metal door.

She burst into the stairwell.

Her heart hammered against her ribs.

She raced downward.

Twenty-first floor.

Twenty.

Nineteen.

Her legs burned.

Her lungs screamed.

The sound of footsteps echoed above her.

They were following her.

Panic flooded her body.

She nearly lost her balance turning a corner.

Seventeen.

Sixteen.

Fifteen.

She didn't dare look back.

The stairwell door suddenly opened below.

Another man stepped inside.

Her blood turned to ice.

He looked up.

Their eyes met.

"She's here!"

No.

No.

No.

She spun around and raced back up the stairs.

Trapped.

She was trapped.

Her mind searched desperately for an escape.

Another floor.

Another door.

She pushed it open.

The parking garage.

Rain blew through the partially open structure.

She ran.

Footsteps followed.

Voices shouted behind her.

She darted between parked vehicles.

Her car sat nearly fifty yards away.

Too far.

A hand grabbed her jacket.

She twisted violently.

The fabric tore.

She kept running.

Her shoes slipped on the wet concrete.

Her laptop nearly fell.

She heard another voice.

"Get her!"

The black SUV suddenly accelerated toward her.

Headlights blinded her.

Her legs stopped working.

Fear froze her in place.

The vehicle moved closer.

Faster.

Then another set of headlights exploded into the garage.

A dark sedan.

The two vehicles collided.

Metal screamed.

Glass shattered.

Someone shouted.

A door opened.

A man stepped out.

Tall.

Broad-shouldered.

Perfectly tailored black suit.

Rain soaked his dark hair.

His expression remained completely unreadable.

He looked directly at her.

And somehow, amid the chaos, his calmness terrified her more than anything else.

He walked toward her.

Two men rushed him.

Everything happened too quickly.

A punch.

A collision.

A body slammed against a vehicle.

Another man crashed into the concrete.

She couldn't process what she was seeing.

The stranger moved with terrifying precision.

Controlled.

Efficient.

Cold.

Within seconds, both attackers lay motionless.

Her breathing became uneven.

The man stopped in front of her.

Gray eyes studied her.

"You should have listened."

She blinked.

"What?"

His jaw tightened.

"The phone call."

Her heart nearly stopped.

"You called me?"

"Yes."

Rainwater dripped from his coat.

She took a step backward.

His eyes narrowed.

"We don't have time."

Fear and adrenaline overwhelmed her.

"Who are you?"

He glanced toward the stairwell.

More footsteps.

More voices.

His gaze returned to hers.

"Matteo De Luca."

Her blood ran cold.

Impossible.

Absolutely impossible.

Everyone knew that name.

Everyone.

Matteo De Luca wasn't just wealthy.

He was powerful.

Influential.

Dangerous.

Rumors followed him everywhere.

And now he stood directly in front of her.

"No."

His expression didn't change.

"We're leaving."

"No."

His voice became colder.

"This isn't a negotiation."

Two more men appeared in the stairwell.

Matteo immediately moved.

His hand wrapped around her arm.

"Move."

She should have resisted.

She should have run.

Instead, survival took control.

They reached the sedan.

The passenger door opened.

She climbed inside.

The moment the door closed, the vehicle accelerated.

Rain streaked across the windows.

Her heart still hadn't slowed.

She turned toward him.

"You kidnapped me."

He didn't look at her.

"I rescued you."

"Those are two very different things."

The corner of his mouth almost moved.

Almost.

"They aren't tonight."

Her anger finally overcame her fear.

"What is happening?"

He remained silent.

She folded her arms.

"No."

He looked at her.

"No?"

"No more silence."

His gray eyes studied her.

"You accessed your father's files."

Her stomach dropped.

"How do you know that?"

"You found the transactions."

Fear returned immediately.

"You've been watching me."

"Yes."

Her mouth fell open.

"That's illegal."

For the first time, something resembling amusement crossed his face.

"You're worried about legality?"

She glared at him.

"This isn't funny."

"No."

His expression became serious again.

"It isn't."

She looked out the window.

The city lights passed in blurred streaks.

Her mind continued replaying everything.

The office.

The attack.

The phone call.

The financial records.

Her father.

She turned back toward him.

"Did you know my father?"

Silence.

Her patience disappeared.

"Did you know my father?"

"Yes."

The answer was immediate.

Her pulse accelerated.

"How?"

He loosened his tie.

"We worked together."

The words felt like a punch.

"No."

"Yes."

"My father wasn't a criminal."

His eyes remained fixed on the road.

"Your father made mistakes."

Anger surged through her.

"You don't know him."

His gaze finally shifted toward her.

"I knew him very well."

Her hands curled into fists.

"No."

He exhaled slowly.

"He tried to leave."

Her
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