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CAMILA

Falling for a mafia man was never part of the plan.

But somehow Pietro Romano became the one place I felt safe.

Until everything changed.

Now the world I tried so hard to avoid is closing in around us. Secrets, enemies, and blood-stained loyalty threaten everything I’ve built for my son.

And the man I love might be the most dangerous part of it all.

Because loving Pietro means trusting a man capable of destroying anyone who dares to take what’s his.

Including me.

PIETRO

My world is built on power.

On loyalty. On blood.

And anyone who threatens what belongs to me learns that the hard way.

Camila Castillo was never supposed to become my weakness.

But she did.

Now enemies are watching. Waiting for the moment I slip.

The moment they realize the one thing I would burn the world down for is the woman standing beside me.

They think they can use her against me.

They’re about to learn exactly how dangerous a man becomes when someone touches what’s his.
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Running with a baby in your arms is a strange kind of fear.

Not the screaming, panicked kind you see in movies. Not the dramatic, breathless sprint where someone is looking over their shoulder every two seconds.

No.

Real fear is quieter.

It sits in your chest like a weight that makes every breath feel too small.

It makes your ears ring.

It makes you hold your child so tightly you’re scared you might hurt him.

But you don’t loosen your grip.

Because the moment you do, the world might take him from you.

Leo shifts slightly against my chest, his tiny fingers curling into the fabric of my shirt. Even half-asleep, he reaches for me instinctively.

My heart twists.

He trusts me.

Completely.

That trust feels heavier than the fear.

I press a kiss to the top of his head without slowing my steps.

“It’s okay,” I whisper softly, even though the words are more for me than for him. “Mama’s got you.”

My voice trembles a little.

God, I hope that’s true.

The night air is cold against my skin. It cuts through the thin fabric of my clothes, but I barely feel it. Adrenaline has turned my entire body numb, except for the part of me that’s holding my son.

That part feels everything.

Every little movement he makes.

Every breath he takes.

Every tiny sound.

I’m hyper-aware of him, like my entire body has been rewired to exist only for his safety.

Maybe that’s what motherhood does.

Before Leo was born, I thought fear meant something different.

I thought fear meant heartbreak.

Loneliness.

Disappointment.

Now I know better.

Fear is realizing that someone else’s life matters more than your own.

Fear is knowing you would step in front of a bullet without thinking twice if it meant your child would get one more breath.

I tighten my hold on him slightly.

He makes a sleepy little noise in response.

My throat burns.

“I know, mi amor,” I murmur. “I know.”

The street ahead of me is dimly lit. The glow of distant streetlights stretches across the pavement in long shadows, turning everything into blurry shapes and unfamiliar corners.

Every car that passes makes my stomach clench.

Every sound makes my pulse spike.

I keep walking.

I don’t know exactly where I’m going yet.

I just know I can’t stop.

Stopping means thinking.

Thinking means remembering.

And remembering right now feels dangerous.

My mind keeps trying anyway.

It drifts back to simpler moments.

Leo’s first smile.

The way his tiny hand wrapped around my finger the first time.

The soft little noises he makes when he’s falling asleep.

The way he looks at me like I’m the center of his universe.

My eyes sting.

I swallow hard and keep moving.

I don’t have time to cry.

Mothers don’t get that luxury when their children need them.

I learned that the moment Leo was placed in my arms.

The hospital room had been quiet except for his tiny cries. Everything hurt. My entire body felt like it had been torn apart and stitched back together wrong.

But none of that mattered.

Because the second I saw him, the world rearranged itself.

Nothing existed except him.

Not the pain.

Not the fear.

Not the uncertainty.

Just him.

My son.

My entire heart, wrapped in the tiniest little body.

I had promised him something that day.

He couldn’t understand the words, but I whispered them anyway.

I promised him I would protect him.

Always.

Even if it cost me everything.

Now that promise echoes inside my head with terrifying clarity.

Because promises like that aren’t poetic.

They’re real.

They demand things from you.

Sacrifices.

Decisions.

Strength you’re not sure you have.

Leo stirs again, his cheek pressing into my collarbone. His warm breath brushes my skin.

The sensation steadies me.

I shift him slightly so his head rests more comfortably against my shoulder.

“You’re okay,” I whisper again.

The words feel fragile.

But they’re all I have.

The city around me feels different tonight.

Not dangerous in the obvious way.

Just... wrong.

Like something invisible has shifted beneath the surface of everything.

I used to think life could be simple.

Wake up.

Feed Leo.

Drink coffee while he giggled in his playpen.

Walk outside and wave at neighbors.

Complain about groceries and diapers and sleepless nights.

Those small problems felt so big back then.

Now they feel like luxury.

I would give anything to go back to that kind of normal.

To mornings filled with sunlight and baby giggles.

To afternoons spent rocking him while he napped against my chest.

To evenings where the biggest decision I had to make was what to cook for dinner.

Those moments felt ordinary.

But now I know they were something else entirely.

Peace.

And peace is something you don’t recognize until it’s gone.

My footsteps slow slightly as exhaustion begins creeping into my legs.

I haven’t slept properly in... I don’t even know how long.

Motherhood teaches you how to function on almost nothing.

But this kind of stress is different.

It drains something deeper than physical energy.

Still, I keep moving.

Because stopping means risking everything.

Leo’s tiny hand slips out of the blanket and presses against my neck.

The contact makes something inside me soften.

For a moment, the world narrows again.

Just me and him.

The same way it felt in that hospital room.

The same way it feels every time he looks at me with those big curious eyes.

He doesn’t understand danger.

He doesn’t understand fear.

His entire world is built on one simple belief.

That I will keep him safe.

I inhale slowly.

The weight of that responsibility presses against my ribs.

But it also strengthens me.

Because loving him has changed me.

Before Leo, I wasn’t sure who I was.

I was drifting through life.

Making choices that didn’t really matter.

Letting other people’s actions shape my happiness.

But becoming his mother rewrote something inside me.

It gave my life direction.

Purpose.

A reason to keep fighting even when everything feels impossible.

I glance down at him.

His eyelashes flutter slightly in sleep.

God, he’s beautiful.

Sometimes I just stare at him for minutes at a time, wondering how something so perfect came from me.

How someone so small could completely change the shape of my heart.

I brush my lips against his hair again.

“I’ve got you,” I whisper.

This time my voice is steadier.

Because I realize something as I keep walking through the cold night.

Fear may be loud.

It may shake my hands and tighten my chest.

But love is louder.

Love is the reason my feet keep moving even when my body wants to collapse.

Love is the reason I refuse to give up.

Love is the reason I will survive whatever comes next.

Leo sighs softly in his sleep.

The sound fills me with warmth.

He doesn’t know the world is complicated.

He doesn’t know people can lie or betray or hurt each other.

Right now, his life is simple.

Food.

Sleep.

Warmth.

And me.

I intend to keep it that way for as long as possible.

Even if it means facing things that terrify me.

Even if it means making choices I never thought I would have to make.

Even if it means trusting people I once swore I never would.

My steps slow slightly as a realization settles over me.

Life has a strange sense of humor.

The people you think you understand the least sometimes end up holding the most power over your future.

The ones you avoid.

The ones you argue with.

The ones who make your heart race for reasons you can’t quite explain.

I push that thought away quickly.

Now is not the time to think about him.

Not when my son is sleeping in my arms.

Not when the future feels like a dark road I can barely see.

Still, the thought lingers.

Because sometimes the place you run from and the place you run to are the same person.

I shake my head slightly, forcing my mind back to the present.

Right now, my only priority is Leo.

His safety.

His future.

His happiness.

Everything else can wait.

Even my own feelings.

Even my own fears.

The street ahead finally widens into a quieter neighborhood.

The buildings grow darker.

The sounds of traffic fade into distant echoes.

For the first time since I started walking, I allow myself to slow down.

Leo shifts again, his tiny hand gripping my shirt.

A faint smile touches my lips.

“You’re strong, you know that?” I whisper softly.

Maybe I’m talking to him.

Maybe I’m reminding myself.

Either way, the words feel important.

Because strength doesn’t always look like bravery.

Sometimes it looks like a tired mother walking through the night with her baby in her arms.

Sometimes it looks like quiet determination.

Sometimes it looks like refusing to break even when everything inside you wants to.

I press one last kiss to Leo’s head.

The future is uncertain.

Dangerous.

Complicated.

But one truth anchors me in the middle of all that chaos.

As long as my son is breathing, I will keep fighting.

For him.

For us.

For the life we deserve.

No matter what stands in our way.
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