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Belle’s life in the Marcelli empire
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The Marcelli estate was a world of silence and gold.

Marble floors. Crystal chandeliers. Guards posted at every corner like statues carved from iron. Luxury wrapped around danger the way velvet wraps a dagger.

Belle Marcelli walked through the halls like a ghost drifting through her own life. Everyone bowed their heads when she passed—not out of respect, but out of fear. Fear of her father. Fear of the empire he ruled.

She hated it.

Her father, Alessio Marcelli, was the city’s wealthiest mafia boss, a man whose smile looked warm but never touched his eyes. To the world, he was a businessman. To everyone who breathed beneath him, he was law.

To Belle, he was a cage.

Every morning, her day started the same: A formal breakfast in the long dining hall.

Her father at the head of the table.

Two of his most loyal men behind him.

Belle ate quietly, pretending not to notice the guns tucked beneath their coats or the glances exchanged whenever someone’s phone vibrated. “Belle,” her father said one morning without looking up from his tablet. “I want you to use bodyguards on campus today.”

Belle sighed. “I don’t need guards to attend literature class, Papa.”

His eyes lifted—sharp, commanding. “You are a Marcelli. People will use you to get to me.” There it was.

Her entire life summed into a single sentence: a tool, a weakness, something to protect—not someone to understand.

Belle lowered her gaze. “Yes, Papa.”

n the back of her chest, rebellion stirred. She wanted a life where she wasn’t watched, where her name didn’t make people tremble, where her choices were her own.

She didn’t know that fate was waiting for her just around the corner.

Waiting with a warm smile and curious eyes.
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Maggy’s world of justice and discipline
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On the other side of the city, Maggy Rivera’s morning couldn’t have been more different.

The Rivera household was loud, warm, and alive

—pots clattering in the kitchen, her younger brother racing around for his shoes, her mother reminding everyone about their chores, and her father, Chief Mateo Rivera, calmly drinking his coffee while reviewing case files.

Maggy tied her shoelaces near the front door, her criminology textbooks stacked neatly in her bag.

“You’re going straight to campus after class?” her father asked.

“Yes, Dad. Study group in the library.” “Good.” He closed the folder in his hands. “We’re getting close to a major target. Stay alert.”

Maggy nodded, though she didn’t know the details—her father never shared specifics of dangerous operations.

But she respected him deeply. He was everything she admired: disciplined, righteous, and unshakably brave.

He smiled at her, softening for only a moment. “You’ll make a fine officer one day.”

Maggy grinned. “I’ll make a better one than you.”

Her father laughed, shaking his head. “Let’s hope so.”

She stepped out into the morning sun with a heart full of purpose.

Maggy Rivera wanted to protect people. She wanted to shine a light in dark places.
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