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was finalized. They hadn't talked about taking it t
court, and frankly, they had drifted so far apart

after everything that happened, that no one even

thought about confirming the papers. It felt like an
afterthought. Yet, when Christian asked what
business he had in his house, a surge of
possessiveness overtook him, and he claimed
Estelle as his wife once again, without a second
thought. He winced, replaying the moment over
and over. It wasn't planned. It just slipped out. And
yet, as soon as he said it, it felt like a weight lifted
off his chest. It felt... right. But the fact that it felt
right was what scared him the most. His emotions
had been all over the place lately—jealousy, guilt,
fear. It was too much to even think straight.




dragged away, limp and helpless, the fury drain

out of him. All that remained was fear. Pure, raw
fear. He had never known such terror in his life.
The thought of losing her—truly losing her this
time—sent icy tendrils of panic through his veins.
His grip on the desk tightened, and for a moment,

he could hardly breathe.

He needed to find her. He needed to find Estelle,
quickly, for his sanity.

His body trembled, and it took all his restraint not
to burst into tears from how terrified he was. It
was that bastard’s fault. None of this would have
happened if it weren't for him. Ryan. His emotions
switched to anger, and his grip on the desk
tightened as he recalled Ryan's smug face at
Estelle’'s home. He never trusted him—not at a




across his face despite the turmoil within him. 1
little girl took the smile as an invitation and

skipped into the room with her pigtails bouncing.

“Daddy,” she called sweetly, wrapping her arms
around his leg in a hug, her tiny frame pressing

into him.

Hunter knelt to her level, running his fingers
through her soft hair. “Hi, baby,” he whispered,
pulling her close. Mara, his little girl, was the one
thing in his life that still made sense. She was the
only thing he had ever gotten right, the one person
who brought happiness and pride into his
messed-up life. His love for her was pure and

untainted. She was his everything, and he would

do anything to keep her safe.

“How was school today?” he asked, lifﬁng h

gently so their eyes met.




open with a loud bang, making both their heads
snap toward it. Carla strutted into the room,
dressed in one of her high-end outfits, the sound

of her heels echoing in the office.

Hunter's mood shifted instantly. The smile he was
wearing turned into a scowl. “Mara,” he said softly,
his eyes still on Carla, “why don't you head
upstairs for a bit? I'll give you your treat later,

okay?”

“Promise?” Mara asked, extending her pinky finger

toward him, her head tilted to the side.

Hunter couldn't help but smile as he linked his

much larger pinky with hers. “I promise.”

With that, Mara scurried out of the room,




Hunter didn't respond. He concentrated on flip
through the pages of the document in front of

him. His patience for Carla had worn thin long agé,_,
and today wouldn't be an exception—especially

when he needed all his focus.

“| asked you a question, Hunter!" Carla snapped,

her voice rising in pitch as she stormed closer.

With a resigned sigh, Hunter finally looked up,
meeting her angry gaze. “Yes, | cut you off," he
said plainly, leaning back in his chair. “| canceled

the credit card.”

Carla’s jaw dropped, her face flushing with shock
and fury. “What?! You can't just—"

“Oh, | can,” Hunter interrupted coldly, his voice

habits and frivolous shopping sprees
contributed nothing meaningful tc
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struggling to form words. With what seemed like
all her might, she spat, “You bastard!” The veins on %
her neck strained as she took a threatening step

forward, her hands clenched at her sides. “You

think you can just cut me off like that? I'm the
mother of your child! That's a whole damn

contribution to your withered life!" she shrilled.

Hunter scoffed, unmoved by her words. “And what,
exactly, does that have to do with you draining
money from me? Mara is my responsibi|ity, not

your lavish lifestyle.”



out his presence. It used to work—he
‘respected that, and he still did—but her emotio

blackmail no longer worked on him. Especially no
now, when he didn’t have the energy to spare for

an argument.

Carla’s nose flared with fury, her chest heaving as
her tantrum seemed to bounce off the shield
Hunter had built around himself. Her eyes darted
to the documents he was pretending to read. In a
fit of frustration, she snatched the papers from his
desk, holding them up like a weapon. “You want to
play games, Hunter? Then watch me tear apart
what seems so important to you—watch me
destroy everything precious in your damn life! Or

rectify my credit card!”

Alarm flashed through Hunter, and he shot up from

his chair, reaching for the papers. “Carla, don't!”

shrieked, raising the papers.

“Carla, drop that!”
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the white sheet

Her expression shifted—first to disbelief, then tc
hurt, and finally to cold fury as she read the
content. “A divorce?” she whispered, her voice
trembling with disbelief. Her gaze blazed with fury
when she met Hunter’s eyes. “You've been sitting

on this, this whole time?”

Hunter swallowed hard, unsure of what to say. He
hadn't planned for her to find out this way. He
hadn't even realized the paper she grabbed was

the divorce document.

Carla’s face contorted with rage. “You never
signed it,” she hissed, throwing the papers back
onto the desk. “You still haven't signed it! You...

you were never going to leave her, were you?”

Hunter stared at her, his throat tightening. “Ca

it's complicated—"




1ow why | thought you could ever .

me. I'm just a second choice, a tool in your
story. Just like before.”

Hunter clenched his fists, unable to respond, the
weight of her words pressing down on him. There
was nothing to say. There was no reason or
explanation to counter her claim because even he
couldn’'t comprehend what he was feeling any

longer.

“| see I'm right” Carla spat, taking Hunter’s silence
as confirmation. With one last furious glare, she
turned and stormed out of the office, slamming
the door behind her, leaving Hunter alone with his

thoughts and the mess he created.

He stood still, staring blankly at the shut door, his
emotions churning inside him, with guilt, regret,

and confusion crashing against one another li







