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— Did you feed that little bitch again? — Punch.

— Answer piece of shit, good for nothing. — Punch.

— Why don't you say anything, you bastard? — He throws me against the wall.

— I'll kill you! — He kicks me, while I'm on the floor.

— Get up, you, piece of shit. Get up and go make me dinner. — I get up in pain. My ribs hurt, however, I have to move before he gets angrier.

— And I don't want to know that you're giving my food to that girl, or I'll go collect it from her myself. — I hobble over to the fridge and pull out what I need, there's little left, though that couple of chops and the pasta in the cupboard will suffice.

After putting the plate in front of him, I take my jacket, keys and the little money I have left and leave to go do the job O'Carroll asked me to do two days ago.

There's this guy, he decided to steal from O'Carroll and then say someone else stole from him and that's why he can't deliver the goods.

If the boss sends you out to do a robbery, don't sell the merchandise to someone else and say they stole it from you, that will only get people like me sent out. We account adjusters are like monsters under the bed. They use us to scare you, however, if you don't behave, well, the monster disappears you.

I went out into the hallway and saw Carly playing with old rags tied up as if they were a doll, at least that's what I tried to make them look like.

She turned to look at me and smiled. After beatings like that, the only thing that makes my heart happy is to see her smile and know that she is safe.

I always wanted many siblings, I have cousins, although I am not welcome in the family, I think Grandma would even forgive Charlie, however, I am the living memory of my mother, and, therefore, I would always be an outcast.

— May I come with you? — She met me near the stairs. I held onto the wall to get to her height, my ribs hurting like hell. — No little girl, not today. — Her sad little face stirred everything inside me.

I don't like to go out and leave her here alone, however, I have to do this to get money. The little food left, turned into Charlie's dinner and her pay money into vodka and whiskey.

— I'll try to be back soon, honey. I'll be here tonight, very late. — She doesn't cry like other girls, still, her expression tells me she's not happy. — You haven't brought me books for days, I want to read. What will I do while you're gone, if I don't have books? — It's true, I haven't brought any books in the last few days.

I noticed something on his neck. Another burn.

I got so mad, still, it's too late. I wasn't there to stop them from using it as an ashtray.

— I promise I'll bring a chocolate this time, it won't be peanut butter as usual. — He said no. — I like peanut butter. — I smiled. — Okay, I'll bring both. — He smiled a little. — Promise me you'll stay outside and if they come looking for you, you'll hide under the stairs, on another floor. — He nodded. I kissed her forehead, praying to the gods to protect her, and got up. I watched her return to the door.

As I walked down the stairs, I ran into that guy, again. Well—dressed and wearing extravagant jewelry. Scarlett is good at hiding, she'll be fine when I get back.

— Hi, Ryan. — He looked at me and turned his gaze back to the drink he was pouring, as soon as he was free he came to serve me. — Boy, it looks like you got a good lesson. — I grimaced. — It's not a lesson if there's nothing to learn. — He hardened his expression.

— Old Rose is free? — There is more than one community gun, however, the others are not to my liking, because they lack luck and protection. Old Rose saved me from dying twice, and those other weapons jammed when I tried to use them on a few occasions.

— You are lucky, they just came to drop it off.

She went to get the gun, when I tried to leave she refused to give it to me. — What's the matter? — Boy, you're too good, that attracts the wrong kind of attention. — He looks behind me, and I turn to follow his gaze.

Declan is at the far corner table with a couple of men and some girls. The one on his lap smiles at me, apparently she's lost all interest in Declan.

— You know he's the boss's son, and like all rich kids, he's selfish and hates to share his toys, especially the nicer ones. — Alexandra O'Neill was always one of the cutest. Her grandfather was a Westie when Hell's Kitchen was a war zone and now, when the Irish mob in New York is little more than a legend, she's dedicated to going after the few who managed to keep what the Italians didn't take from us.

— Well, he doesn't see it that way, just now. — Alexandra stood up, even though he tried to stop her, despite that, not even a direct order from the son of the head of one of the clans doesn't stop her from going after what she wants, and I've known for a long time that it's me.

She walked towards me, coquettishly. — I have never intended to take from her what is hers. — For as long as I can remember, our parents have forced us to compete, it's not my fault that I'm the best, always.

I turned, again, grabbed the gun to get out of there, though as I got up to leave she put her hands on the bar, wrapping her arms around me.

— Hello, love, where are you going in such a hurry? — I grimaced, which she didn't see. As hard as I tried to push her away from me, she kept insisting. We had sex a couple of times, and although she, like me, wasn't looking for anything serious, she wanted to see me more often.

— I have work to do, Alexa. — One of his hands rested on my abdomen. — I'm more fun and so much better than work. — She purred on my back. I took her hand and gently removed it, then pushed it aside. I put Rose in my pants and covered her with my jacket. — I'm sorry, Lexa. I have to eat.

I left her alone at the bar. I was surprised that she turned her down, but just now, I didn't have the time, and she became Declan's favorite.

Our story was over. Besides, I wouldn't want to mess with someone who was involved with him. His sexual tastes and appetites go beyond BDSM, and he would get really crazy and violent. After him, girls become empty shells, sooner or later, Alexa will be no exception. I heard he killed a girl, in the middle of one of his sex games, and although I would have liked to think it was just rumors, I believe those rumors.

Declan “Demented” McNeall. Dekko, to his friends. Although, he doesn't consider anyone his friend.

She was asleep under the stairs on the third floor. I left the bags with breakfast next to her and went upstairs for a quilt and pillow. When I left today, Charlie was already drunk, this was one of those days where he wouldn't stop until he fell unconscious, he wouldn't go to work in the morning and would be unconscious for almost a day. He would get fired again.

I went in silently praying to the gods, or whoever was willing to listen to me, that he wouldn't wake up. He was on his couch in front of the TV on. I remembered that we owed two months' rent, and I worried. When I left without a single knock, I breathed again. I stopped by our landlord's apartment and gave him the money. I managed to get some jewelry back, O'Carroll gave me extra money for it.

I went down to the third floor and lay down next to her, covering us with the comforter and putting the pillow under her head, careful not to wake her. I have classes and I need to get some sleep. Furthermore, I pressed her against my body and let myself get tired.

— Time to go, little one. — She made a little noise, still, she didn't wake up. — Your breakfast is ready and packed, but remember, even so, cockroaches can find their way in. — This time he grimaced, and I couldn't help but laugh. — See you later, honey. — I kissed her cheek and got up to go get ready. Charlie was still on the couch.

Coming home, I thought I would find him awake and angry, I didn't. Luckily, he drank so much that he would leave me alone, probably until the evening. Luckily, he drank so much that he would leave me alone, probably until tonight.

I wanted Carly to eat well, as long as I had some money, it would run out soon now that I paid the rent, however, I would cook her a nice dinner today. So I left for school hoping to find her safe and sound, upon returning and after school, I bought everything for a healthy and hearty dinner.

While she played in the hallway, I put everything on the stove. I would prepare a stew. While it was ready I went to clean up Charlie's mess. I would pick up the bottles of Whiskey and Vodka, then go get the dirty dishes. As I bent down next to the couch, to pick up the one next to it, I noticed something that chilled my blood.

— Oh Morrigan!

This couldn't be happening. I put my finger up to his nose, I didn't want to touch him because I was disgusted by this drunk piece of shit, so I wouldn't check his pulse. As I thought, he wasn't breathing and who knows since when he stopped breathing.

I put the bottles down and stood up, not knowing what to do. My hands combed my hair and then messed it up. I kicked the damn couch, as I screamed.

— You can't do this to me, Charlie!

I reached for my cell phone and called nine eleven, it was the only thing I could do for now. — Hello, I think my father has been dead for hours. — The operator who answered gave me words of encouragement and told me to wait for the paramedics. I went out into the hallway and took Carly in my arms, sat down on the bottom steps of the stairs leading to the next floor and sat her on my lap.

— Little girl, you have to listen to me. Pay close attention, okay? — She nodded, a little frightened. — I will have to go away for a while, it won't be long. I'll have to go away, but I promise I'll be back, I'm not going to abandon you, you know that? I'll come for you as soon as I can. — She nodded, though I could see the fear in her eyes. What would happen to her if I left? She had to think she would be safe until I came back.

I can emancipate myself. I just turned sixteen, however, if I do, social services would be all up in my business, to make sure I could fend for myself and if they find out something they shouldn't find out, I could go to prison, and she'd be alone for a long time, by the time I got back, maybe I wouldn't find her anymore.

When the paramedics arrived, I went back inside and they confirmed it. She had died of cardiac arrest, in her sleep, about twenty-one hours ago, long before she came in through the quilt.

They called social services and the police and a couple of hours later, I came out into the hallway with my backpack full of clothes and personal things. I saw Carly by her door and next to her, Courtney. I looked away because I couldn't leave if I kept looking at her, what would my Carly be without me?

I walked down the stairs and could hear the murmurs of some neighbors peeking out to see what was going on. On my way out, a snowflake fell on my cheek. I wiped my face and looked up at the cloudy New York sky. I have to go back for her, as soon as possible.
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Fuck it, if that's possible
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I try hard to avoid finishing right now. She moves like a goddess over me, and it's not fair, because she's beautiful and that alone is enough to drive me crazy, she's also very passionate and learns too fast. Which inevitably leads to her learning what drives me the craziest.

She's going to kill me!

— Sweet, baby, sweet! — I managed to grunt between moans, she got the message right away, instead of riding me as if her life was riding on it, she slowed down the speed and intensity little by little, which didn't mean that the sensations she provokes in me will subside with her rhythm. No, this woman already knows me very well, and she slowed her pace slowly until she was barely moving.

Her waist made circles and her Pompoir* skill wreaks havoc on me as she milks me beautifully. — Jack! — Shit, I'm already dead.

How I love my name on his lips, especially if it comes out as a delicious moan. — Honey, I need... oh gods. — I can't think. I pull her to me and wrap my arms around her waist, searching for her clit. If I don't do something, I'm going to lose my mind.

I massage as I know she likes it and increase the speed while she continues to use Pompoir. Just as I am about to lose my mind, she begins to shudder on my chest and her contractions increase, almost strangling me.

— Jack! — He screams, shuddering on my chest. — Damn it, Carly! — I lose control and squeeze her tighter because I feel like I'm going to lose myself if I don't hold on to her. My body shudders violently, as I end up inside her.

The screaming stops, but her spasms still don't go away. I caress her body gently and squeeze in some areas I love, as I settle us down to reach her shoulder and neck with my mouth. I nibble, suck and lick as if it were the most delicious delicacy.

With her, I discovered that I have some fetishes I never knew I liked. Salophilia, especially with her sweat, I love the taste and smell of her perspiration, it is exquisite. Also, her delicious vaginal juices. It sounded kinky, but she has an exquisite taste that I can't ignore.

Although I already knew I liked to bite and be bitten, this was intensified with the addition of wanting to leave marks and be marked. Suction bruises and teeth marks from biting was what I loved to see on her body and for others to see, so they would know she is mine alone.

Even sicker, but it's a need that overwhelms me. Also, I want her to mark me, with bruises, bites, and nail marks. Having her scratch my body is so invigorating, but especially having her bite me.

She can fall asleep at any time, however, I want more, at least one more. I rolled us over and lay on top of her on the spacious couch. As I thought, she is a bit sleepy, so I kiss her passionately.

My tongue, playing with hers so deliciously, I'm ready again, I moved inside her slow and gentle, while our kiss muffled her moans.

I think this is the sixth of the night, not counting this morning's, but I'm not sure. Whether it's the sixth or not, this would be the last one for today, to let her rest a bit.

She told me she wanted to go for a walk in the countryside tomorrow, there are vineyards she wants to see, and she will need a lot of energy to walk around Tuscany. She also said she wanted to go to a restaurant.

We are only staying for a week, and we have been in this Villa for two days already, but we did not leave. With the pool, hot tub and all the amenities, including our own chef, leaving here is not necessary.

Tuscany is not our first private paradise, we already visited Spain, the south of France with its beaches and vineyards, now we are in Italy. We were planning to go to Greece, but we also wanted to visit other places and meet Marshall, Carter and Grace, who also travel in Europe and Asia, for work, not just pleasure.

Marshall is Carter's manager and how his career is going so well, he has contracts all over the world and Grace accompanies them, after all, her parents don't care what he does. Although they balked at first, but she, with her new-found bitchy side, reminded them what bad, neglectful parents they've always been. I manage to get a lot of money out of them, plus permission to travel.

For my part, I want to enjoy her and have her all to myself for as long as I can. Just now, one of her hands squeezes my ass, as we acquire a slow back and forth with a very sensual rhythm.

— Don't fall asleep. — I whisper in her ear as I pull my lips away from hers, a very soft moan escapes her lips.

My kisses moved to that erogenous zone under her lobe and then to her neck, I felt her hands, caressing my back and squeezing my ass.

But the dim light from the lamp next to the sofa, barely illuminating our bodies, turned into a blinding Halo of light and some screaming.

I covered her even more with my body, she got scared and started to tremble. This must have brought back bad memories. After rescuing her a few months ago, she was a bit paranoid and tense, childhood memories must have come back because she felt uncomfortable every time she heard a door open, or a lot of noise.

— Cover yourselves, you shameless! — Marshall, Vanessa, and the boys were standing in the middle of the living room covering their eyes, Carter was still screaming like a child and Grace looked like a tomato. — What the fuck are you doing here, get out! — I shouted really pissed off.

— Where are the bodyguards? This would have been avoided if they did their job. — Marshall tried to excuse himself, but the bodyguards had nothing to do with it. — I said get out! — They left arguing, and I lifted her off the couch to carry her into the bedroom. She struggled with me, and made me let her go, then ran and closed the door behind her.

I turned and looked for my clothes, which were lying everywhere, one garment at a distance from the other. I put on boxers and pants and went outside to find out what the heck they are doing here.

They are very comfortable at the table by the pool and jacuzzi. — What the hell are they doing here? I thought they'd be in Tokyo. — Marshall smiled. — We finished earlier than we thought, those Japanese are very efficient and fast. — They didn't have catwalks, but they did have advertising contracts, Carter is the model for a Japanese brand with a presence in several Asian countries. I only had a few photo shoots and a couple of brand events, apparently, everything went better than they expected.

— And they thought they would interrupt our vacation?

— Hey, how rude, I thought they would be happy to see us earlier. After all, we're meeting in a few days in Germany.

I wanted to hit Marshall. Now Carly would forget about me and spend all her time with the boys. My vacation is officially ruined by this idiot.

— The trip was long and we're tired. Where can we stay? — I nodded for them to follow me, showed them to a room with cabins, the other two were occupied by the security team.

They went inside and arranged their things. When Marshall tried to climb onto one of the upper beds, Vanessa buried her fingernails in one of her brother's legs and then pulled him back down. She had to, she nearly drew blood.

— I'm going to sue you. — Marshall grumbled.

— Shut up, you animal.

Marshall moaned a couple of times, I think he really wanted to cry, and honestly I don't like that woman mistreating him, and he let her, the only one who can do that, is me, I'm not going to let her use guilt against him, to mistreat him without consequences.

— Read me a story. — I stopped before turning off the light. — Marshall, this is no time for your bullshit. We're all tired. — He gave me a dirty look. — Read me a fucking story! If you don't, I won't let you leave. — I sharpened my gaze and reached out again to turn off the light.

I flipped the switch and ran, I heard him get up and a second later we both fell in the middle of the corridor, I tried to get up, but he prevented me, I could only turn around and face him, but in the middle of the darkness, green maniac eyes looked at me.

— Tell me a story!

— Marshall, don't make me hit you.

Even though I pushed him, I was reduced because he tickled me and I couldn't help but lose my strength, the fucker knows my weakness.

— Tell me a story, I say! — I tried to push him away, but it's impossible for me to fight him if he's tickling me. — Stop it! — I shouted with laughter. — Not until you tell me a story. — The hallway light came on and we both stopped, though we didn't get up.

Looking up, we saw security standing over us, in front of them is Mark, with a pervert's grin. Seeing that, we struggled to get up and hide. Marshall walked into the room and slammed the door in my face, leaving me at the mercy of that man.

Fucking traitor!

I turned around and saw Mark wiping his mouth, as he looked at me. I knocked on the door insistently to be let in.

— Come on, man. We all, even the boss, want to sleep. — The others dragged him away from me and when they managed to get him to the room, I was relieved and ran to mine. I bolted the door and took a deep breath.

She was sleeping, naked, between the sheets. She looked like a sweet fallen angel, tempting me to sin. I undressed again and went straight to the bed, took her gently in my arms and kissed her shoulder.

I'm tired of hiding about us and having to put up with that bisexual boy kissing and touching her in public. I should be the one holding her, the one loving her both in the privacy of our room, and outside.

Likewise, I want to be able to do that without being condemned, but for now, that's impossible. People would look for reasons to make us more guilty, to keep us from loving each other, like being siblings, but we really aren't in any sense, other than symbolically. The real problem is age.

Just a couple of days ago we celebrated our first anniversary as a couple, despite adversities and people who wanted to separate us, we are still together and loving each other more and more.

He turned in my arms, hugged me and hid his face in my neck. How I love that he looks for me, I am his refuge, his safe place in the world.

I have to sleep. As much as I wanted to look at her, sleep peacefully, what's left of the night, Tomorrow would be a heavy day and I need energy. I lay her on top of me, our favorite sleeping position, concentrate on the scent of her hair and try to sleep.

I would like things to stay the way they are going this vacation, though I know it's impossible. At least, as long as she is a minor.

I was so proud of myself at this moment that I walked as upright and imposing as I could, I always knew I'm attractive, and my smile melts icebergs, so insecurity doesn't come naturally to me.

I pushed the door open with my foot, while holding the tray with my best smile branded on my beautiful face, but it died when I saw everyone in bed around a rather overdressed Carly for my taste.

Furthermore, I wanted to wake her up with breakfast in bed, as I have been doing since we came to Europe, eating in bed. She is totally naked. While we laughed about... stuff. It's the best thing I've experienced in the last year, however, these meddling kids just ruined that for me, completely.

When everyone was ready to go for a walk, Vanessa came out dressed as a sexy vampire, her umbrella would be in the way, though I planned to steal it from her as soon as I got the chance. I'm not sunny day people, I'm just like her, a goth who hates sunlight if it's not necessary.

This beautiful skin cannot be hurt by too much of the scorching summer sun. Even if I age slower than Marshall, it serves him right for being a jerk who always gets me in trouble. However, my delight will end if I don't take care of my beauty and expose myself to the summer sun of Europe, Marshall would love that, I'm not going to give him that treat, and so I'll steal that damn umbrella.

We walked around the villa and found a nice vineyard, where I discovered Marshall was drinking again. I was worried, although he seemed to control himself, he didn't get drunk, he barely and took a few sips from the glass he shared with Vanessa. We went to a small creek, the boys got in the water and Vanessa sat on some rocks enjoying the quiet.

— What do you see in my sister, do I have to remind you of the friend code? Sisters don't touch, man. — I rolled my eyes. — How did she take the curse off an Irishman? I cursed her when she took Carly. — She thought about it for a moment. — I don't know, she'd been into books with pentagrams and witch stuff since she was little. — That explained it, she's a practitioner, though she studied and wasn't born with magic in her blood.

She threw herself at me and draped one of her arms over my shoulders, choking me a little. — What the hell is wrong with you? — I asked. He squeezed me tighter.

— We're in so much trouble! The Russian tried to kill me, the other Russian almost kidnapped Vanessa, I kept her from realizing she was about to be kidnapped, but I can't take it anymore. — He opened his eyes like a madman and continued his tirade. — You have to tell her, and then go back to New York. You have to tell him the truth before the crazy Russian wants to get you and me out of the way.

At that moment, a very strange icy wind ruffled my skin. Something is happening. I looked around for the boys, Carter was not there. — Where is Carter? — I almost shouted.

Both girls shrugged, while Vanessa rushed to her brother and almost hugged him. Apparently, fear made her go to him, and she has good intuition, so she also noticed an Irish premonition flying in the wind.

— Mark, come out now! Trouble. — I entered the water and took Carly in my arms to put her over my shoulder, although she struggled, but I didn't allow her to return to the ground. I walked over without waiting for anyone and saw Mark and Carter coming out from behind some trees and bushes, straightening their clothes. — What's going on, Mr.?

— Shit hit the fan.

— Don't push me! I can walk by myself, thank you. — I tried not to get upset, however, if Carter didn't move, he'd be left behind.

I listened to Grace and Vanessa's labored breathing, they're the only ones out of shape, I'm not going to stop for them.

By the time the villa was in sight, the others were practically dragging them along. We entered the place and I hurried them along.

— Forget your stuff and get in the cars. Now!

— But our documents...

— Carter, I said now!

— Call the others, tell them we are leaving now. — I said to Mark as I opened the back door of one of the cars. Then I saw the barrel of a gun pointed at me. — Hello, Jack. — Why were my hunches always so late? — Nikolai. — I took a few steps away, settling her in my arms, pressing her tightly against my chest.

— Oh, you're hurting me!

She tried to pull away, she seemed very calm in this situation, which makes me think I should teach her about dangerous situations and how to react in them, she can't stay so calm if a gun is pointed at her.

The security team came in, followed by a bunch of men pointing rifles at them, and my father-in-law lowered his gun. I love the subtlety of the Russians, like when you drop a huge rock in a deep puddle. — Drop it now and no one will get hurt.

— Please, you Russian idiot, do you really think I'm going to go quietly because you're pointing a few guns from third—world armies at me? — The Russian didn't know how to react to that, his face was a rainbow of contorting emotions. — Since when are Russian weapons from third world armies, young lady? — She rolled her eyes.

— Since when is Russia not considered third world? — Tap her leg, it's not nice to talk back like that, when you're surrounded by thugs with first class weaponry.

— Someone should give you a good thrashing, Prekrasnaya. Maybe you'll learn a little respect.

— Says the man who was dishonorably discharged from his country's military for anarchist behavior and attacking superiors and comrades?

— Marshall! — I shouted angrily.

— You meddling Brat! You were snooping through my private files.

— Please, you're not that good at choosing your passwords. Or encrypting information.

The Russian seemed amused by the argument.

— Look who's making fun of an anarchist. Now stop playing games and let's go, I have business to attend to and time is money. — She didn't take it lying down. — What are you waiting for, Prekrasnaya? I don't have all day. — She looked confused and I could only tighten my grip. — Waiting for what? — she asked.

The Russian clenched her frown with her fingers, evidencing how pissed off she is. — I can't believe you didn't tell him. I gave you more than enough time, and you still won't tell him the truth.

Carter and Grace came in struggling with the Russian's son, as he laughed. — Yuri! — The boy became serious, his father was very tough, and I think he gave him responsibilities that the boy shouldn't have. — I'll give you five seconds to tell him. — He started counting, very slowly. — Tell me what, Jack? — Sweat covered me, and not from the summer heat. — Three... — I was going to tell her and force her to leave. He's her father, but he doesn't have custody of her, he wouldn't take her. — Four... — Fear came over me. — Marshall has something to tell you.

I can't tell him. If I do, she'll hate me, and they'll take her away. She'd never forgive me.

— Me? I don't know shit, I don't know what you're talking about. — The Russian gave Marshall a superior look. — Scarlett, I am your father. — We heard some muffled laughter, and we all looked at Carter and Grace, even I thought it was funny, but this was no time to laugh at the most tired Star Wars joke.

— What the fuck are you trying to do? I won't be part of anyone else's crazy plan and I assure you that this time I won't wait for Jack to rescue me, I'll put a few bullets in her ass myself.

She's upset, but I can't blame her, this is hard, even for me, who already knew that. — I'm not lying to you, Prekrasnaya. — I took a breath, I was stressed and anxious. — Look at me. — She tried to leave, but I held her in my arms.

Yuri moved closer to her father, and then she saw the whole picture, and I felt the moment when she realized it was true. Her body deflated, and I had to stop her from sliding to the ground.

— How did she...?

She was speechless, I could see her bewilderment and confusion and how it scared her to feel this way. — I don't have a father, I never had a father. — She became aggressive and started screaming, getting more and more upset. She turned in my arms, perhaps to ask me to make them leave, but she became more upset when she saw my expression.

— No, no, no! — She pushed me and I didn't have the strength to hold her back, she took a few steps away from me. — Did you know? You knew and you didn't tell me. Why did you hide it from me? You had no right.

— Let me explain.

— What are you going to tell me? That you're so fucking possessive that you didn't want me to know who my fucking father is?

— Watch your language, young lady! It feels good to say that. — The Russian put his head up as he smiled in a cocky way.

She turned around and threw a punch at the Russian, this was no time for him to make that kind of comment and her red cheek was going to remind him when to keep his mouth shut. I guess that runs in the family because she didn't know when to shut up either.

— And what does it matter how I talk to her? As far as I'm concerned, Courtney single—handedly fathered me.

She was going to leave, but I wouldn't let her, she had to listen to me. If she didn't, it would ruin our vacation. We were doing great so far, and I really liked things the way they were before they came along.

No school, no crazy mobsters trying to use her for their crazy schemes, no insane person seeking revenge by hurting her and no crazy ex who doesn't want to get over me.

— Wait, please, let's talk. Things are not the way you think. — Vanessa got in my way and tried to stop me, but I'm not her brother and I really hate her.

I tried to push her aside, not gently, but avoiding being aggressive, and the bitch almost blinded me. Mr. Hyde appeared and even though I felt a huge weight on me, I kept moving forward, trying to catch up with Carly.

— You have to control these fits of rage, man. No! You want me to rip your finger off? Hold your limbs. How many times have I taught you? Don't bring any part of you near your mouth.

Marshall's voice seemed distant to me, I just wanted to reach out. — They're taking a car! They didn't tell us she can drive. Boss! — No, she can't leave me.

––––––––
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Scarlett

As soon as I left the garage I went for the emergency backpack, it was on the way to the door and was hidden in a pouf with a compartment.

My paranoia after the kidnapping served a purpose, right now I should be packing important things like money and clothes, however, I already have everything I need, except my documents, which I always have in my backpack that I carry everywhere.

— Where are we going? — Carter asked, smiling due to the adrenaline that must be running through his system right now.

— Fuck it, if that's possible.

They both laughed, and it seems I wasn't the only one hiding something. At the top of the stairs, on either side, are two ornamental plants in giant pots, where they hid their stuff. These kids learn bad things from someone other than me, and that worries me.

Next they'll blame me for being the supposed bad influence and I have nothing to do with whatever it is they're doing.

Arriving downstairs, I make my way to the only car outside in front of the house. A ninety-two model Jeep Wrangler. I tell them to get in with a nod, and they do, but unconvinced of what we're going to do.

Immediately, I reach for my pocket knife and cut the wires to start it, with the old trick of skilled thieves. The engine roared faster than I thought it would. It's been a long time since I did that, and although I learn and remember fast, wiring a car is not that simple if you don't have the technique and practice.

— How the heck...? — Carter looks at me in surprise from the passenger seat, and I hear Grace's soft laughter. — Remember I said something about going to correctional when I was twelve? — They both nodded, and I shifted the gearshift, then put the pedal to the metal.

— I was locked up for Grand Theft Auto and endangering citizens. — They both looked confused. — I learned to drive at nine, when I was recruited into a gang of car thieves, at twelve, the police arrived in the middle of a major robbery and chased me all over town, for thirty minutes.

<<They only caught up with me because a fucking trailer got in the way, on my way out of town, the fuckers called for backup from the truckers.>>

They laughed out loud, but what they didn't know, is that I had to swear in court that I would never drive a car again, and they forbade me to get my license when I was finally old enough to apply for it. I could never take the driving tests, legally.

— What's on your mind, Scar? — Carter asked excitedly.

— I told you, to fuck off, if possible.
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Russian Beauty
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— I don't know why I always listen to them. Every time I follow them somewhere, I end up getting in trouble. I don't like this stupid party. They've already hit on Grace more than twice, Carter.

I'm really pissed off. When he promised to find a way to get us around Europe, he didn't say there were pedophiles involved.

Maybe he could get used to this world where you had to trade sex for favors and fame, but not me, I fought my whole life against that, to get involved with that crap again in the modeling world, like “the friend, too voluptuous, to be a model.” It's not my thing.

I'm tired of running around, making sure Carter's whims are met, and making sure no one hurts Grace.

I just wanted to go somewhere quiet, to think for a while. Get away from what awaits me at home. I still have the idea of running away, but I have nowhere to go, I have nothing and no one but these people, Jack.

I would have to go back to stealing on the streets and begging. That would make me give up the idea of running away, but my heart aches, his possession, the way he seduces me, while keeping others away.

I'm afraid of that, that it wasn't what I really want and need and if I don't leave soon, at some point it will be too late to run away.

Our biggest fight is always because she says she acted like a teenager and that I'm with a man, not a boy, so I should be more mature. But I always respond to her that I really am a teenager and I need to do teenage things.

We tried to find the middle ground and for now it was working, only because on this vacation I was trying to stay away from everyone, just for him.

I can't go anywhere, or do anything that involves a level of maturity commensurate with my age, because we hardly go out. We stay in the rented apartment, house or cabin, fucking our brains out. Then we go to the next place and repeat the process. Shitty vacations, sexually delicious, but shitty vacations, after all.

It's no life, I can't live if I'm cooped up at home, spending the day, just fucking or just... spending the day.

There are other problems now. He seems to be hiding too much, and what happened during the kidnapping is a mystery. The others didn't want to tell me what really happened, and he is astute at avoiding questions and any topic of conversation that might involve his past or what happened a couple of months ago.

— Come on, take that face off. I'm really enjoying myself, Adriano has been very nice to us and Grace is just a self-righteous crybaby. She's still very introverted, and this kind of partying will help her.

I almost hit him.

— Carter, she doesn't want to be touched, she doesn't want sex, she doesn't want any of it and even less if it's with some guy or guys...or perverted broads who look like dinosaurs, with excess Botox. — She got mad and yelled at me. — You know what? I'm just trying to help her, she could be a great model and many have asked me about her, just tried to get her a fucking break, but she needs to cut loose and pay favors.

— I don't want this shit for myself! — We were both surprised by her scream.

— Excuse me, bitch? — Carter changed his posture to a defensive one.

— I have a brain, I can choose any career I want, I don't want to go around like a walking coat hanger, I want a real career.

I know that offended Carter, but Grace is right, these girls denigrate themselves just for a little attention and a chance to get on a catwalk, very few seem to have any brains or common sense.

Most of them have eating disorders and because of how young they are, I know that none of them have a career outside of modeling. They have no money, they have nothing beyond what these people offer them.

— You are insulting me.

— When did you start throwing up, Carter? And don't deny it because I figured you out, I know I'm a very thin build, but believe me curves and in your case thick, burly bodies with more than just muscle marked by extreme thinness are very attractive.

<<You're beautiful, but you're getting carried away with this shit. Any girl or guy would die for you, you work out and until a while ago you were eating healthy and keeping yourself very handsome. What happened?>>

I hadn't noticed. Carter is thinner, and he's starting to look haggard. I thought it was the travel and not enough sleep. Grace was trying to keep him afloat and that's why she followed him, not just for fun.

— No, she wasn't! — I yell even more angrily and defensively. — Carter, it shows. Don't yell at him. Don't do this to yourself, when you became a model you had meat on your bones and so you became one of the most sought after. Why are you doing this to yourself?

— I thought we were having fun together, you're a backstabbing bitch. — Grace's eyes filled with tears. — And I'm having fun, but you're turning into a monster. Please, I want my friend back. — I grabbed Carter's shoulder and gave it a squeeze.

— We're your best friends and we care. We want to have fun, but we also want to be safe, healthy, and sound. We care about you, you need to stop throwing up, we will support you, but no more trouble.

<<I also want to do crazy things, despite that, we need limits, I've had enough shit, I know you think that life around gangsters and dangerous people is fun, it's not like that, you become a disposable doll that at any moment they would throw aside, and it could be a bullet.

He came up to us and hugged us.

— I'm sorry, girls. I'm not doing it for fun, they've been forcing me, Marshall didn't like it either and almost threw me out. I stopped doing it, despite that, I still haven't regained my weight. Furthermore, I didn't want to do it, but it's too much pressure, some designers take you to the bathroom right before the runway and force you to throw up, I lost muscle mass and I want it back, I like to be big, muscular, and sexy.

This all got out of hand. I know he loves modeling, but this is too much for him. — Can we stay a little longer and have some fun? I know you guys are self-righteous, but I like sex and no one is forcing me to fuck.

After he left, Grace and I went out onto a balcony where we could see Milan as the city lights shone like little lanterns.

— So much banality together. — She laughed. — Do you think I'm self-righteous? — she asked. Her insecurities are still very strong, even though she wants to appear more confident.

— No, I think you're shy and being self-righteous isn't a bad thing. Besides, you're dating a college guy, you lost your virginity long before we did, and you were hanging out at college parties gloating with the big boys. You're not self-righteous, maybe a prude.

She smiled.

— Well, well. — I rolled my eyes and took a breath before turning toward the door. — Look who we have here. The little wannabe mob wife. — This bitch managed to get out of an investigation, but if she managed to contact the DEA, her problem would be with international agencies and not just the NYPD.

— If it isn't Tara Wembley. Model, prostitute, and dealer. How much merchandise did you sell tonight? — She scoffed at my sarcasm, but it's obvious I insulted her more than I expected, she's not as expressionless as she seemed.

— Little girl, you're no better than me. After all, you're just white trash, fucking some nouveau riche in exchange for luxuries.

— I don't have to fuck anyone to get what I want, unlike you, men crawl after me hoping I'll give them some attention and would even give me their life. You have had to crawl all your life, to get favors.

I didn't know how to respond and smiled.

— You should be careful with that pretty little mouth, beauty is so easily lost. — She said, trying to pull herself together.

— What do you know about beauty? You're a model because you fucked anyone to get important catwalks.

And she's really not pretty, too thin, and lanky, a face with a strange expression, as if she was drugged all the time and the excess of make—up around her eyes didn't help, plus, her extravagant haircuts, especially when she totally shaved her head, didn't favor her face shape at all.

An angel of Victory that looked more like a Charlie's Angel, not from the original seventy's series, but from the two thousandth movie. Ridiculous, over—sexualized and exaggeratedly comical, like a caricature. A very sappy angel.

— Honey, let's stop attacking each other, you don't know shit about me, but I know a lot about you and I know you want power and money. I can give you anything you want.

— No, thanks, I'm not a lesbian and if I were, I'd have better taste. — Grace laughed, although she tried to hide it. — I don't want anything from you either, because for starters, your telepathic powers with which you steal information from minds, are only in your imagination, because I see you don't know shit about me, however, I know enough about you to want to throw you off this fucking balcony, too bad it's not high enough.

— You're out of line, you little bitch.

— I want nothing to do with you, besides no one sells anything, let alone an idea, by calling the customer a whore. Just get the fuck out and leave me alone.

— Remember this. At some point you will come to me, begging me to give you some of what I have gotten, money, power, respect. You will want to become my successor, but if that time does not come soon, you will have to grovel before me, because the offer to give you everything by hook or by crook will soon be over.

I waved my hand for him to go away.

— Don't you hate his stupid English accent? — I asked Grace and we both laughed.

Already wanting to leave, we decided to look for Carter, but I had no idea where he might be. There are so many strange and unpleasant people here that moving around the party would be dangerous.

I try to get us to move around the peripheries of the place, but I know some people are watching us. A voluptuous girl would not go unnoticed among so many anorexic and bulimic girls.

The sad thing is that people still believe that heroin chicks disappeared along with the nineties and that, now, models are plus—size. All that centennial boom of political correctness, even though it's really not.

The fashion world is still as nasty as ever, only now the internet and social media allowed this kind of thing to become normalized.

When we left the kitchen of the place, where we also didn't find the asshole Carter, the door burst open and everyone became alert, they ran everywhere, thinking it was a raid, it was then that I knew I was going to have more trouble than I thought.

The bodyguards came in and circled the place, behind them came Marshall and Jack, both looked very pissed off, but since Marshall had to worry about Carter and not just me, his fury would not fall on me, completely.

— You and I are going to have a long talk. — Jack came to me and grabbed my arm. — Let go of me! You have no right to reproach me for anything, you're the one who hid from me that Novikov, is my father. — I pulled my arm and walked away from him. — And you have every right to throw an epic fucking tantrum, but not to run away and put yourself in danger.

Mark forced Carter out of a room, just covering himself with a sheet. Mark looked very angry, which he shouldn't be, because Carter never promised him a relationship let alone an exclusive one, he already had a boyfriend and lately things weren't going well precisely because Mark was getting between them.

Marshall spoke in Italian to the attendees at this... party, or whatever. He said they were in a lot of trouble because not only were there drugs and alcohol being given to minors, like candy, they were also having sex with those minors.

People got even more scared and some tried to run away, however, a few seconds later, they were back in the apartment.

This was wrong in many ways, but I had no choice but to go back to them. I was not going to let this go so easily. While that Russian didn't tire of harassing me before he knew the truth, he wouldn't tire of it now that he did.

I have a father.

It is so hard to assimilate this fact. Where was he all these years, and why was he appearing now? I had to solve all this because I could not live in peace if someone did not give me an explanation why I had to live in misery, while his daughters and son were growing up in abundance.

As I left the place, I saw the Russian's son waiting for me and I understood the reason for his rejection, the night on the roof of that building.

He had a huge smile on his face and stretched his arms out towards me, waiting for me to come with him. I felt my stomach turn in a sickening way, because he really is very handsome, and I wanted to do so much more than hug him.

Why do I feel this way?

He's my brother, and I'm supposed to love Jack, or so I think, the thing is I don't like what he provokes in me, I'm not supposed to like him. When his arms wrapped around me, that strange feeling turned to discomfort, I know something was wrong with me, but I have to ignore it.

We got into the cars, Jack didn't say anything, and this kid kept going on and on about what a good big brother he is and how glad he is that I finally knew the whole truth and not having to hold back.

I ignored him completely, this is not what I wanted, but once again, what others want is above what I want, I would have to wait until I was eighteen before I could make decisions about my own life and that would only end up destroying me in so many ways.

I let my freedom and decision—making ability be taken away from me, but I want it back. Having a family isn't that important if you're not happy with that family. I'd rather be on my own and live off the street, like I did my whole life, than submit to the wishes of a bunch of controlling bastards.

We are heading to a private airport, after all, Carter still has a job in Germany.

I know this will bring a proportionately large punishment, we were out of line this time, but I must admit that the party with drugs and pedophiles was not my idea, I would give Carter the credit and let Marshall deal with that.

Besides my guardian, he is now Carter's manager and Mr. Brannigan gave him permission to put him in his place if necessary, and this time, it's Carter's fault alone.

On the plane, Jack didn't say a word, in fact, he remained very quiet the rest of the trip, he was distant, and I had to put up with the insufferable Yuri without his help.

His father left to take care of his business and he stayed because he managed to convince him that he would take care of me. He is the only one happy in this situation, Jack seemed more than angry, he seemed worried.

Did he think the Russian would try to take custody of me? If that's what he wanted, he'd rather throw me off the Brooklyn Bridge. It's not like he didn't have any more children, and I'm practically a stranger.

Wouldn't it ruin his marriage and his honor if people found out he cheated on his wife and had a bastard daughter? In Russia, cheating is frowned upon.

What the fuck did he want me in his life for? His wife must not be happy and even less so when his only son and firstborn, comes after me, like a lapdog.

The runway was as boring as I expected, backstage is not as exciting as Carter says, just a bunch of half—naked or naked people, walking back and forth in a hurry, while other people yelled at them and watch them walk around as they came into the world. Representatives, designer, make—up artists, family, friends, etc.

I wanted to stay in the hotel, but Yuri dragged me here, just because I wanted to see naked models and maybe fuck or get numbers.

After Berlin, we traveled to London for the last stop on the modeling agenda. Photo shoots for a magazine, also for an ad campaign and a couple of fashion world parties that needed to be attended. Grace got a few offers to model, it's not what she wants, so she left the whole thing to Marshall.

The long—awaited vacation ended up being a fiasco. We were so good on our own and the others ruined it.

As I watched Carter move among the people in that world he loves so much and Grace, so determined and sure about what she wants and what she will be someday, I realized that I have no idea what my calling is, I don't know what I want to do, and I never really had very high expectations.

I don't have to try very hard in school, and I was hoping that would get me into a good college, but I never thought that's what I wanted to do when I got to that point, let alone when I got out of it.

I focused so much on surviving and that I might not make it, that now I have no idea who I really am or what I want. I watched Jack, as he slept, he hadn't hugged me since we met again after running away, but I don't mind, I know he's angry. At my age, did he know what he wanted?

The last day in London led to a big dilemma. As we went from store to store, buying clothes and accessories, the adults and... Yuri, following us, a heavy rain fell on us. It was sunny enough to believe it would be a nice day, but it was ruined.

We still had to go to lunch, and I would have liked to sit outside at a table that would allow me to enjoy this city.

— What a surprise, it's raining in London. — Jack seemed to use sarcasm without meaning to, but it's habit and his unconscious wouldn't pass up an opportunity to be sarcastic. — Go up an octave and maybe your sarcasm will sound funny and not miserable. — I rolled my eyes. If there's anything more annoying than a sarcastic person being sarcastic, it's an idiot who's always trying to ruin sarcasm just because he's envious. Unbearable, Marshall.

— Is Nicky married yet? I heard she got pregnant before the wedding. — Marshall turned red with anger, he got what he deserved, as usual. Only these two can put up with each other, while insulting each other all day long. — You're a bastard, have some consideration. — Marshall replied.

Jack rolled his eyes. — You started it. — I wanted to get out of this stupid store, the salesgirls were starting to look at us funny, and that pair doesn't help. I hate it when they go into ruined marriage mode and fight for stupid reasons. It makes me feel like I'm in a very dysfunctional homo—parental family.

— Where the hell are they, they took too long already, and we won't be able to eat at that place I love so much before we catch our flight home. — I looked at Jack pleading with him to make him shut up, if they have marital problems it's none of my business, but I was seriously thinking of punching Marshall if he doesn't shut up.

— He says they're stuck in traffic. — Marshall snorts and I restrain myself. — We're in London, and it's three o'clock, not Manhattan at the end of business hours how heavy can traffic be? — Jack rolled his eyes again, and watching the rain fall through this dresser wasn't helping me calm down.

— I don't know, Marshall. Maybe a car hit the queen's chariot and made it flip over in the middle of the street. I don't know. For the sake of our sanity, just shut up. — He folded his arms, angry, sure he'd open his mouth again, and I tried to get Carter's attention, but I saw he had headphones on, which is odd, because they took away all our electronics as part of the punishment. Grace kept hers because she's not under anyone's guardianship, so she must have been texting with Tyler, and Yuri...well, I don't even want to think about Yuri.

— It's raining hard and it's cold. We're wearing summer clothes, not at all conducive to the weather.

I clenched my fist and prepared to come down hard on Marshall, but when I turned a little, I saw that he was looking at Vanessa, while smiling in a very strange way, he jumped on her and gave her a tight bear hug.

— We need to get warm, I'll warm you up, sis.

That was... the strangest and most disturbing thing I've seen in a long time, and I was present for part of Courtney's orgies.

— Let go of me, you big animal. I'm going to rip your balls off and use them for ornaments if you don't let go now, Marshall. — Why did they have to make an awkward moment even more unbearable? I want to go home, now.

I heard someone clear their throat and I turned the other way. Yuri jumped on me, hugging me, imitating that idiot Marshall.

— Vanessa is merciful, I know no mercy. — He hesitated a bit, tightened his grip and just as I was about to launch my attack, he let go.

I felt a shudder, but ignored it, Vanessa was already heading to the salesgirls to ask about the bathroom, and they just pointed and let her go without saying anything, I followed her to the back of the store.

I relaxed, but then I saw Vanessa looking behind me with a worried look on her face, and then I heard the click of a gun firing pin. Vanessa's eyes filled with tears, and she became even paler than she is.

— Privet, Prekrasnaya.

— Fuck! — What else could she say at a time like this?

— Walk to the back door and don't make any sudden moves. I know your reputation, devochka*. If you try anything, I'll blow your head off. — He threatened me like it was nothing.

He looked nervous and spoke very quietly, although the others are far enough away not to hear him.

— Come on, leave it to me, you want her, and you know my man is crazier than you. — Try to negotiate, I know I shouldn't be so selfish, but it's the law of the street, first cover your ass, then if you can cover everyone else's, don't do it because no one will ever cover yours.

— Too late, you shouldn't have followed her.

I walked to the back door, it led to a small, desolate, uncrowded street. A car was waiting with the door open. We climbed in at gunpoint, and he climbed in with us. He made sure Vanessa was the first to get in, I think he wanted to prevent her from escaping.

— Aleksandr, you won't gain anything from this. — I nudged Vanessa. — 'Don't talk, or you'll get me killed.' — I told her. The door closed behind the mobster, and we were left in the middle of him and another guy. — Come here, Vane. Come here, beautiful. — I'm between him and the girl, so he wants me out of his way, but she doesn't want to go near him.

— To the side. — I tried to get up, but Vanessa made me sit back down, and that's when he grabbed my hair and pulled me tight against him. I groaned out of pain and anger. — Are you willing to sacrifice this child? If you care so little, I can give her a bullet and throw her out of the car, she'll be lucky if she dies from the shot, I wouldn't appreciate feeling the car's tires go over me, after I get shot and thrown out of a moving car.

— What will you gain from that? A lot of powerful enemies, the DEA already knows who you are, you helped in my rescue and some agents recognize you, also Interpol, and I'm sure my father and my boyfriend will be more than willing to mobilize their contacts to take care of you, or at least, to take everything from you and round you up like a pig.

Silence fell in the car as the two of them looked at each other and each weighed their chances, I don't mean much to Vanessa, so I don't think she cares enough to sacrifice herself for me.

— Vane. — Her horrible diminutive was more than a demand, it sounded like an ultimatum. Which made me think that maybe she does want to be with him and is refusing for some reason too powerful to ignore how she feels.

— You killed Oleg, even though I left him. — She sobbed full of rage, running her gothic makeup due to tears. — No, we were set up, love. You have to believe me.

— You killed Oleg, and then you killed our son!

The pain—filled scream rattled my eardrums. What I managed to figure out from all this drama is that she had a boyfriend, she got into it with this guy who threatened to murder him if she didn't leave him and go with him, even though he didn't keep his word and killed him, even though she left him, then made her lose her own son. Now my life didn't seem so dramatic.

— It didn't! I didn't kill them, I loved my son, it was a trap by that cop you worked with. — He threw me into the space between the front and back seats and pounced on her, pulling her into his body and sitting her on his lap, as she screamed.

— Let go of me!

— Stop it, I'm not lying! That cop is corrupt, he wanted to push me aside so another Pakhan could take over my business. You were helping them without realizing it, Vanessa.

I sat back down as best I could, while they clung to each other, still hysterical. Vanessa didn't want to believe him, the thing is, it may be true, someone may have framed him, but it's none of my business. Right now, I just want to go home, I don't want to get into any more epic trouble, which would only lead to kidnapping or certain death.

We were taken to a small apartment, he was talking and texting on his phone, while we waited tied up on a couch. The silence bothers me, I don't like being in a situation like this, luckily, this time, the threat is not over my head, still, it's dangerous. I hope he doesn't want to stop me from talking by giving me a bullet.

The hours passed and the night came. This place is very cold, the weather sucks to be in summer. Aleksandr, or whatever his name was, came over with a blanket that looked very warm and with sheepish eyes, he crouched down next to Vanessa and covered her with such care and tenderness that anyone would think she would break if he wasn't careful.

— Are you hungry or thirsty? — She ignored him, he didn't care and disappeared for a few minutes, when he returned he brought juice, a glass, and sandwiches. — You have to eat, the trip will be long, and I don't want anything to bother you. — I rolled my eyes at such cheesiness.

I thought Russians were men who didn't show their emotions, strong, cold, Stoic, and tough. Where the fuck is the perfect man I imagined when they told me about the legendary Russian stoicism?

Wait a minute, that's why I like tough, Stoic guys. My Russian blood pumped harder when I thought about those kinds of guys. Now it all makes sense, except that I fell in love with Jack.

He has some characteristics, but he is certainly not Stoic and cold, he has always been passionate and shows his feelings as he feels them, he is very kind and smiles at everyone, plus, sarcasm and his silly jokes at the most awkward moments are not stoic at all.

I can't believe I'm thinking about these things, while I'm tied hand and foot, with knots I've been trying to untie for hours. It's obvious that I did not emerge unscathed from the effects of adolescence.

On the other hand, this might be a good time to reflect, not only on my kind of man, in contrast to the one I
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