with nothing left to explain. Guess we should

thank it for keeping things so plain! For the
Queen's crown had tumbled.

“f**kl” Carla muttered, furiously biting her fingers.
She thought she had lost them, but those pathetic
idiots still found her regardless. Now she had to
stress her already exhausted brain to figure out
how to lose them again. But that was exactly the

problem

— she was trapped in this expensive hotel, and
those bastards — Hunter's men — had already
surrounded the building. She peeked out from
behind the curtains. There they were—about a
dozen men in black suits and dark sunglasses,

stationed across the street.

- She had speciﬁcally chosen a room with'a ‘v-le oo




y-ass fool hadn't frozen it almost
'immedlately Now, her dreams of the luxurious life

she envisioned were crumbling before her eyes.

She hissed in annoyance, pacing back and forth,
her mind going back to the moment when she was
nearly choked to death. What if she had arranged
for Estelle’s k*****+**q? He would have done
worse if it suited his agenda, and it wasn't like she
had ruined his big plan. Yet, he almost killed her,
then threatened her, ruining her plan over

something so minor.

She hissed again, tugging her hair as she paced
the room, her anger and frustration growing.

On the other side of the room, Mara rose from the

bed, her small footsteps soft on the carpet as she

shyly approached her pacing mother, fingers in her




emotions clouding her mind. Thinking about it
now, how was she going to deal with this
sensitive, sickly child when they barely had
enough money to survive? Mara got ill every time
they moved, which happened frequently and with
the amount she got from Hunter, she was sure it
would all end up in hospital bills. Her teeth
clenched with anger and irritation, but the sight of

the trembling child softened her slightly.

Despite her cold-hearted ways, Carla never
intended for her daughter to fear her. But Mara
would understand everything someday—why Carla
acted the way she did. She would understand she
needs to act like her if she wants to survive when
she realizes the world isn't fair to people like
them. With a sigh, she waved her hand
dismissively, “Go get the banana on the table.”

Mara nodded, retreating quickly, but Carla add" d il

& ‘1:} .yj-".‘ ‘f
sharply, “ And don't make a mess of it”
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m service to bring up her

of her mind. With an angry huff, she yanked the
door open, ready to lash out at whoever was
unfortunate to bring up her food so late.

However
Her world froze.

Standing before her was the last person she ever

expected, nor wanted to see.

Vittorio f*****q Carbone. Fondling called, ‘Dark

Carbone’

The man she had been running from. The man she
feared more than anyone. He stood there with his

wide grin, flanked by his loyal goons.

“Don't you look pretty with that pale face,
bambina?” Carbone’s voice dripped with sarcasm.
His wide and unsettling grin never reached his
cold, dark eyes, as usual.

Carla’s heart leapt into her throat. She snap, )

- of her shock and tried to slam* he door, g&

rbone's boot cau
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ared, her voice and bod
Wbling. However, her fear only made his grin

wider.

“What do | want?” he echoed, his hands spreading
wide as if he was surprised by the whole situation.
“Why else would | be here, be?"

Carla cringed at the pet name, one he used
frequently when they were together. It was either
that or ‘bambina.’ She had hated them then, but
had to pretend she liked them.

Carbone closed the gap between themina
heartbeat. Carla's spine went rigid, her breath

hitching as his calloused hand trailed up her arm.

“Why else would | be here, dolcezza,’ he
murmured, his hand gently circling the base of her
neck. “If not for you.

Before she could respond his grip tightened |
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they locked on him.




ng the whole thing unfold, let out a
tened whimper, shrinking away as Carbone

reached toward her. However, seeing the fearin

her eyes seemed to irritate him. He clenched his
hand which was hovering in mid-air before he
stood up. His expression darkened, as he turned
back at Carla. His gaze was hard and cold, making
Carla swallow forcefully.

“Take the girl,” he ordered one of his men.

“No!" Carla screamed as Mara was lifted off the
floor, crying out for her mother. “Let her go! Let my

child go!”

She thrashed in the grip of Carbone's men, but

they held her firmly in place. As Mara’s screams
faded into the hallway, Carla felt a new kind of fear
gripping her. This was different from the fear she

had felt whenever Mara fell ill. This was the fe;ér_.:pj‘j | '

A
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~ losing Mara for real this time, especiallyto




‘breath hot against her skin. “She’s mine. My Chlld!
My blood!" He roared.

Carla's eyes widened in horror, dread crawling
down her spine. How? She never told him. How
did he find out?

“No,” she shook her head, tears streaming down
her face as she locked gaze with Carbone. “Mara

isn't yours,” she shouted.

“Oh really?” Carbone's c****d his head, his grin
wider than before. “Just like Annie isn't your real

name, Carla,” he sneered.

Carla’s blood ran cold. How does he know that? It

was the name she used when she first met him.

The name was created to conceal her true identity,




]A
H ' fool. He was a powerful Italian drug lord. Not

s what's going to happen to you now,

‘because | have a beautiful and perfect

punishment for you, bambina.’

Carla's breath hitched, and her heart thudded in
her chest. She knew what Carbone meant by ’
punishment’. It was never death. It was worse than
death. But the so-called punishment had a way of

making people wish for death.

“| did nothing wrong,” Carla choked out, tears
streaming down her face. "You never loved me.

You never wanted a child”

She never loved him either. To her, he was nothing
more than a walking bank account. She had

pretended to love him, but it was all a lie. Until she

_discovered the truth—he wasn't just some rich

’J
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Yes, he showered her with money, with power, but
deep down, she knew it was only a matter of time
before he uncovered the truth behind her lies.
However, when she found out she was carrying
Mara, that was when the fear truly took hold. She
couldn't risk staying any longer, couldn’t risk living
such a risky life playing a mafia mistress. So she
ran—fled from the life she'd built with him.

Carbone's eyes darkened. It doesn't matter what |
wanted. You took what was mine and ran, and

now, you'll pay.”

“No, Carbone, please,’ Carla begged, her voice
breaking as tears streamed down her face in

waves. “Don't do this, please. Mara needs me.’




od ran cold. She knew what a ‘puttan :
he had seen it before, women broken beyond
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- recognition. “No, no, please..” she sobbed,
shaking her head desperately.

“Oh yes, mi amor,’ Carbone stood up and walked
slowly toward her. His eyes shone with a twisted
sense of satisfaction as he leaned towards her
tear-streaked and reddened face. “You'll wish you

were dead before I'm done with you.”
16
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