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Dahlia


My head throbbed. I couldn’t feel my legs. Or my arms. I was barely aware of any part of my body but my consciousness hung thick and painfully, floating somewhere between reality and the great beyond. I tried to cry out. I tried to move but again, I couldn’t. 


Millie let out a loud groan. She groaned again and I heard the sound of a door opening and then men speaking in rapid Italian. She groaned and then I heard boots against the asphalt, thudding as the men approached me. 


I tried to snap my eyes open but I couldn’t. My car door opened and I managed a whisper, “Giacomo…”


My eyes obeyed my commands at last and my eyes cracked open, peeking out at the world that I was slowly coming back to.


My vision blurred as I opened my eyes. I couldn’t make out the figure. Brown hair. Brown eyes. Not Giacomo, but Italian. He pulled a knife out of its sheath and got to work on my seatbelt. He cut through the belt and hoisted me out. I cried out, my leg throbbing from pain as he worked me out of the seat. My stomach turned as he hoisted me again, grunting as he shifted my weight.


“Giacomo,” I whispered.

 

I was out of the car and the man who had taken me slung me over his shoulder.


I whispered Giac’s name one last time but this man wasn’t Giacomo. He carried me a few feet down the road and tossing me into the back seat of another SUV. He shut the door and I heard a revving motorcycle behind us. The man driving the bike signaled and my captor started his car, following the bike down the highway.


I couldn’t move my head and my body would still barely respond to my brain’s commands. My throat was parched and my lips cracked. I couldn’t tell how long I’d been out but I longed again for the deep sleep promised by unconsciousness. I closed my eyes and slipped into the darkness once more.


When I woke up, the first thing I noticed was my stiff back. I was by no means old, but at my age when you slept on a cold, concrete floor all night you feel it in your joints, in your back, and in your bones. I groaned. I heard shuffling that indicated someone else was with me. With me, where?


I groaned as my eyes fluttered open.


“You’re up.”


I’d recognize that voice anywhere.


“Skye?”


“C’mon, have some water. They put some in for us.”


She unscrewed a bottle of water and tipped it back into my face. I propped myself up on my elbows and allowed her to pour the water down my throat. I closed my eyes and drank. 


“What are you doing here?”


“I went out for a smoke last night and… they got me.”


“Who got you?”


“The Sardinians.”


“And they left Millie?”


She shrugged, “I guess so.”


Skye cleared her throat.


“Come on, sit up. You don’t look so good. What happened.”


“I was in the car and then… I don’t remember much. A man took me and now I’m here.”


“Where’s Millie?”


“I dunno. With Giac I guess.”


“Fuck,” Skye muttered.


She seemed more annoyed than upset or scared.


“Why did they take you, did they say?”


“No.”


“Did you ask?”


“Stop it, Dahlia. Just drink. We’ll worry about that later.”


I’d sat up by then and I shivered as I eyed the four walls of our prison for a way out. We were in an unfinished basement somewhere, that much I could tell. The walls were concrete and painted a mustard yellow that must have been popular in the 1970s. We had no carpet beneath us and no furniture in the room beside an old pool table with dark brown stains on it. 


“I’m cold.”


“It’s not the Ritz-Carlton, that’s for sure.”


I eyed Skye. She’d been kidnapped but her hair was still wet and she smelled like soap. She’d showered. She also wore a navy sweater and a pair of black jeans different from what she’d worn the night before. Easy for her to want me to quit complaining when she was far better dressed.


“Shower,” I said, “I want to shower.”


“Dahlia, you’re not making sense.”


My head was still fuzzy and I had no energy to argue with Skye, not even a bit.


“Is Franco out there?”


Skye shrugged, “I don’t know.”


“You didn’t see any of them?”


“No.”


“A man took me out of the SUV. I think it might have been Rico.”


“Rico? He’s not in America.”


“How do you know that?”


Skye shook her head and then shrugged. She shivered and then said, “Look, let’s knock on the door and see if we can get some food.”


“My leg hurts. I can’t get up.”


“Then don’t.”


Skye stood up and walked over to the door. She’d been here overnight but there were no outward signs of it. She approached the door without a hint of stiffness in her legs from a night on the floor of the room. She knocked on the door.


“HEY! SOMEBODY! HEY!”


She knocked on the door and only stopped when on the other side, a knock came in response.


“QUIET!” A woman’s voice with a thick Italian accent came back in response.


The woman opened the door and pushed Skye with both hands.


“Get back.”


Skye raised her hands and stepped back. I remained leaning against the wall, eyeing the woman standing guard. 


She had deeply tanned skin, so dark that she appeared Sicilian. Her hair fell to about her shoulders, a vibrant obsidian color that matched her round, black eyes. Her smile was incongruous with the cold emptiness of her eyes and she gazed at us with a visible lack of emotion.


“We need a blanket for her. She’s cold.”


“How is that my problem?”


“Mari…”


“Ay!” The woman shrieked.


“Sorry.”


Mari? How did Skye know her name? 


“I’ll get the blanket.” 


She glowered at Skye and shut the door again.


“Skye, how do you know her?”


“I heard them talking yesterday when they took me.”


My eyes narrowed.


“I thought you said you didn’t see your captors.”


“I didn’t.”


My head hurt too much to ask any more questions. I closed my eyes and leaned back against the wall. I must have fallen asleep again because I jolted awake as the door to the basement opened. Mari tossed a blanket down and Skye wrapped it around me.


“She needs food.”


“No,” Mari replied with a scowl.


“Please… She’s injured.”


Mari smiled and then chuckled.


“Right. From the crash.”


She chuckled again and the rhythmic chuckled turned into an outright laugh.


“She’s going to be no use to anyone if she’s dead!” 


Mari pointed her finger at Skye.


“You, that’s enough talking. I bring food in an hour.”


“That’s too long!”


“Food in an hour or none at all.”


“Okay,” Skye acquiesced, “Fine.”


She closed the door again and the lock turned. Skye came over to my spot and sat next to me.


“Does your head hurt?”


“Yes.”


“You keep fading out.”


Again, she sounded too calm for the situation. When I could ignore the throbbing in my head, I needed to focus on escape. 


“We need to get out of here Skye.”


“They’ll kill you," she replied.


“Us.”


“Huh?”


“You mean they’ll kill us if we try.”


“Yeah,” she replied, “Well I’m not going to play with fire.”


“We have to get out of here. They might kill us regardless.”


Skye leaned her head against my shoulder. I could smell the Shea butter in Skye’s hair, the familiar scent that filled her room and bathroom. I remembered Skye coating her long hair in Shea butter as she braided her hair before we’d gone out clubbing a hundred times. 


We’d gone out with Franco sometimes, or with other friends like Elise, or like Lynn. I closed my eyes again and remembered when our lives had been that much easier. This had been before Franco set his eyes on marrying me, before he’d stolen from the Sicilian Brotherhood, and before Millie had been born.


“Giacomo won’t let anything happen to her,” I whispered.


“To who?”


“To Millie.”


“Oh.”


My nose wrinkled, finding it strange that Skye’s sole preoccupation hadn’t been with her daughter.


“I’m not worried,” Skye whispered, “I know she’ll be safe. Millie’s a smart girl.”


My chest tightened. Smart girl or not, Millie had been in the accident too. There was no guarantee she’d survived. There was no guarantee Giacomo had survived either. I didn’t know. I couldn’t remember. And I couldn’t keep my cool the same way Skye could.


I also couldn't tell Skye about the accident. If she knew what kind of danger Millie was in and that I'd been there...


My chest tightened.


“How can you be so calm?” I asked her.


“Why are you judging me? What good does worrying do?”


“I’m not judging you. I’m just… tired.”


She lifted her head off my shoulder and then gripped my hand.


“Don’t worry, Dahlia. I’m here. I won’t let anything happen to you.”


How could she be so sure? I took my turn and leaned against Skye’s shoulders this time. She began humming to me, an old Billie Holiday song to which I didn’t know the words. Summertime. That might have been the one. I drifted off into a deep sleep before she finished the song and by the time I woke up, the food Mari dropped off was lukewarm.


Skye apologized.


“I didn’t want to wake you.”


“It’s fine.”


My stomach flipped and growled as it moved, desperate for sustenance. I grabbed the bowl of plain pasta with cheese and butter and wolfed it down with the exuberance of eating a five-course meal at a five-star restaurant. By the time I finished the bowl, I licked up every drop of melted butter and scraped the cheese from the bottom of the bowl.


“Hungry?” Skye asked.


My stomach rumbled again




















































































































































































































































