the grand windows, illuminating the

marble floors of the living room where Mara sat on |

a plush carpet made from fur, scribbling
something in her notebook. Her caregiver, whom
Mara loved calling ‘Nana,” sat beside her, legs
tucked beneath her as she watched the little girl
draw what looked like a man in a suit with an
exaggeratedly large head. What in the world was

that supposed to be? A frog in a suit?

“Mara, dear! Will you tell me what you're trying to

draw?”

Mara giggled, not looking away or stopping
whatever it was she was drawing as she replied, *

Guess.”

“Hmm!” the caregiver muttered, one finger
pressed to her chin. Her head tilted as she feigned

being lost in thought.

‘A bear?" she joked, careful not to




it, not even for a second, because her smile was
one of the best things in the world.

The sound of a car screeching made the
caregiver's smile falter. She sat up straighter,
instinctively smoothing down her dress. Mara
didn’t notice the change in her caregiver's
demeanor; she was too engrossed in her drawing.
But the caregiver knew who had just arrived - there

was only one person it could be,

The door to the living room opened, and there he

was.

The mafia boss, Mara’s father, known as Carbone,

strode in with the confidence of a man who owned

not just the villa but the world. His dark, dangerous




“Little one,” he said, his voice low but warm. He
kissed the top of her head, his fingers brushing
through her curls. “Have you been good?”

Mara nodded enthusiastically. “Yes! Nana and |
played games, and | drew pictures. Do you want to

see?”

“Of course,” he said, his lips twitching into a rare

smile. “l always want to see what my little artist

has made.”

The caregiver watched the interaction silently
beneath her lashes. It was moments like these
that made the mafia don seem odd. He could be
tender, almost gentle, with Mara, a side of him no
one else ever saw or benefitted from because that
same tenderness never extended to anyone. Not
even her, Mara’'s mother.




‘-ﬁiepa‘ttern of the rug beneath her feet.

“How is Carla?” His voice cut through the quiet like

a knife.

The caregiver glanced up, meeting his dark eyes
briefly before looking away. “She's fine, sir,” she

replied, her tone professional.

Carbone arched a brow, stepping further into the

room. “Fine? That's all you have to say?”

The caregiver glanced up at him again, trying to
mask her confusion and irritation. He'd asked how
she was. If he wanted more details, he could have
asked where his mistress was or called her
directly instead of trying to intimidate her. “She’s
upstairs in her room. She hasn't stepped out today.

"

His expression darkened, but before he could
respond, Mara bounded back into the roo
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think you've captured my likeness perfectly,” he
said, his tone lighter now. “But don't you thlnk

3 ',',-head is a little too big?”




a-blue-moon visits.

‘He chuckled and tapped her nose while handing
the notebook back to her. “I need to talk to your
mom for a little while, little one. Stay here with
your caregiver, and if you're good, maybe we'll

grab some ice cream afterward.”

The smile on Mara's face widened, and she gave a
cute nod before bouncing back to her caregiver,
who was still standing rigid as a tree. Ice
cream-making and eating were some of his
favorite moments with his daughter. Even though
he rarely had time to visit, he made sure every
minute with her counted. But with Carla... he
sighed as he climbed the stairs. It was different.

Initially, when he'd found out Carla had birthed his
child and lied to him, he’d been furious. He'd
vowed to make her pay. That had been his motive
when he sought her and his daughter out. But
meeting Mara had changed everything' She'




J
.. i b *
houses, far ﬁom his dangerous Wlld worl i

ore secluded and safe area.

However, Carla seemed to prefer the hard way,
because the damn woman refused to change for

their child's sake.
Carbone came to a halt before a door.

But he was trying - for Mara’s sake - not to throw

her out.

Without knocking, he pushed the door open and
was greeted by darkness. He wasn't surprised. His
eyes adjusted quickly, and he made his way to the
switch. With a flick, light flooded the room,

followed by a muffled groan.

“I'm beginning to regret my decision,” Carbone
growled, his posture rigid with anger. But the

woman lying in bed didn't stir, though he knew
she'd heard him. His anger multiplied, and he t

%
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led deeply, exhaling to steady his
ger, something he found himself doing every i)
- time he was in her presence. But the stenchof
alcohol in the room almost made him gag. She'd

been drinking. Again.

“The hell | want is for you to get up and act
responsible for once. | didn't bring you here so you

could drink your life away and neglect my child.”

Carla’s jaw tightened, her eyes burning with hatred.
She knew better than to provoke him, but the
words spilled out before she could stop them. “Oh,
come on, Carbone. No one asked you to bring me
here, nor does it look like Mara needs me. She has
the people you planted around her. So why can't

you leave me the f**k alone?”

She screamed the last sentence, her hair flying
into her face, making her look rugged and pathetic

at the same time.

- other. Truthfully, Carla had




shithole he called a mansion.

This wasn't what she envisioned for her life. She
understood she had made a lot of terrible
mistakes, but what else was to be expected from
a child brought up in a ghetto? She had fought her
way to the stage she was at today by being
cunning and resourceful, but that was how she
survived. So how dare they all try to make her look
like the villain when all she did was survive? f**k

them all, and f**k Carbone.

f**k him for making her want to be a better mother
when he wasn't one himself. f**k the ache
between her thighs just by looking at him. f**k
everything. All she wanted was to leave, leave him,

leave here, and leave everything in her past.

Carbone watched emotions swirl across her fa
He saw the moment her eyes glistened w
unshed tears, and his anger soft ch' M
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us off from the world? You mi
ave buried me alive” ‘

He flinched at her words, a rare c***k in his stoic :‘
facade. “I'm trying,” he said quietly, the word

feeling foreign to him. “You know what my world

is like, Carla. You know how dangerous it is. I'm

trying to do right by you. By Mara.”

Carla laughed bitterly, shaking her head. “Right?
You kidnapped us, threatened to ruin me, and now
you're playing the hero? Forgive me if I'm not

convinced.”

He didn't respond immediately, his jaw tightening

as his anger surged again. “f**k your confusion,
Carla. | don't care about that,” he said finally. “All
this..." he gestured at the space between him and
the bed Carla was sprawled on “...all this I'm doing
is for Mara's sake. She's innocent in all of this, and .

she deserves a chance at a better life. And so
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hard gaze slipping from hers as he turned to leave

shutting the door behind him.

~ Hedid like her - that was t
B el
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