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I walk briskly down the long corridor of the luxurious private clinic. I fear the hands of the clock and its unyielding ticking that pursues me without giving me a minute's respite. The glistening, slippery marble floor shines too brightly for nerves as frayed as mine, but at this point it matters little for the survival of my knees if, with their sacrifice, I can make it in time.

I have to get there any way I can. My heart beats like a triathlete. I'm gasping for breath and my mascara is running down my cheeks but I keep running. Out of the corner of my eye I read the signs on the walls. A huge sign with a large

blue arrow tells me to go to the back, there it is! Intensive Care, here I come.

My coat is dripping like the gutter of an old house. I'm soaked to the bone and all thanks to the incomprehensible cab driver who couldn't see how desperate my situation was. The son of a bitch refused to run the red light, run if you want to, said the fool, of course I'm going to run! This is my sixth attempt to see him and I can't waste any opportunity either for hateful inclement weather or stupid traffic rules, please! stop at a red light in such circumstances, abrase visto....

Reed doesn't want to see me, but this time I'll get it even if it leaves my knees.

in the attempt. I'm here because I want to be and I'm not going to run away defeated. Intensive care, straight ahead, great, keep running. I blow my dripping hair that insists on sticking to my face. I clutch my bag and gather momentum like Michael Phelps before I jump. Suraj assured me Reed would only be a few minutes in the Intensive Care unit and that's where I'm flying to.

Oh mother! Which way now, did I get lost? I raise my finger nervously analyzing the information sign and for the first time that day luck is on my side. First elevator on the right, great! My day gets better by the second. The doors open just as I approach. Yes! I'm on a roll.

I enter with my forehead held high, shaking out my damp hair and with some

I am hoping for the clouds, when some ladies who seem much more hurried than I am decide to drag me to the back of the room and jam me up against the mirror. The gentleman who cleverly stood behind me, takes pity on me and gently asks.


-Which floor are you going to?


-Fourth floor, please," I answer loudly over my shoulder as I am embedded in the wall like an advertising poster.

The group of ladies whose lives go up and who are inclement in the face of my protests, push as vehemently as if they were about to miss the five o'clock soap opera. My heels barely hold me up in the midst of such a beating.

stop, or else I won't count it. If it were up to these distinguished ladies, my body would go beyond the bottom, the walls and the beyond. I feel like uttering out loud a couple of bad-sounding swear words and vindicate my position as a propaganda but I'm not in the mood for much discussion. The air barely reaches my lungs and I have too much to do to raise my hand to my face and fan myself so as not to lose consciousness.

My nerves are going to explode, I've never been more at risk than today. What if he refuses to see me? What can I do to make him accept me? In the past it was me who needed to stay away but now everything has changed and Reed must understand that.

I want to be by your side, I want to be your support, I need you to understand my reasons for...


-Din don, second floor. The


The elevator's singsong voice informs like a kind lady.

The door doesn't quite open when three people enter determined to find their place in the world, or rather, in this elevator. The ladies lift their bags in a desperate attempt to get air and I feel my soggy butt squishing against the mirror trying to survive.


Phew, I snort to control my anger.


For days I have been in absolute inopia. The fatigue of not knowing what ground I am treading on makes me desperate and now, without looking for it, I am about to be crushed to death. God, don't let me die trampled by ladies with hairdos like World War I helmets. I'm just looking for a second chance. Self-esteem looks at me and counts on her fingers, two, three.... All right, all right,

Maybe a third or fourth. The number is not important!

-Din don, second floor. The elevator reports seconds before giving way to two more people pushing their way in.

That makes nine of us! No one can read the maximum weight signs. And please... somebody shut that baby up.

-Excuse me, dear, would you make a little room for me? -asks one of the old ladies who came upstairs with me.

-Ma'am, if I stop breathing it still fits," my worst manners came to the fore.


-What a little mood...


I bow my head ashamed of myself. The poor woman is not to blame for my misfortunes. I've even lost my education...

-I'm really sorry, but the truth is that I'm embedded as a movie advertisement. The pensioner smiles amused and I thank her for her forgiveness with another smile.

-It's all right dear, I understand you perfectly, we all have the right to a bad day and even more so if we are in a clinic. I'm going to the fourth floor, and you?


-Also," I answer curtly.


Politeness and apologies are one thing, but from there to an endearing friendship, that's too much to ask for for such cracked nerves as mine.


-Do you have a family member hospitalized?

-Something similar.


-Don't worry, there is always a sunny horizon behind the clouds.


-If you say so...

-Of course I'm saying it!

-Din don, third floor.


-No, you can't go up there. No one else is coming in! - The little boy near the door tries to defend his position but it's useless, three other ladies come in with their bags, ready to risk their lives against the enemy.

I should have used the stairs... Either I get out of here soon or I'll become stuffing for village chorizo.

-Ladies please, you're taking my breath away," I shout in annoyance to the last group of daring women.

-Well, young lady, then leave me a seat.

-They shouldn't have come up! - I answer, fixing my eyes on the one who has spoken.

The three old ladies look at me rabidly and I think from their bulldog faces and identical warty witch eyes they must be sisters and twins.

-As I was telling you before, you must never give up hope.... -What?

Hay mother, that self-help speech of my new companion still continues.

-I almost lost my Alfred three times, but here we are, sixty years together, looking at the horizon.


-Alfred? -Who are you talking about?


Horizon?

The man, barely five feet six inches tall, balding and wearing a perfect gray suit from the fifties, stands straight beside him and bows his head in greeting.


-My Alfred and I have been together for sixty years.


years together and another sixty years to come -she says smiling and waiting for confirmation from her Alfred.

-That's right, my dear," he says resignedly.

I smile without planning to. The man answers seemingly conformist and I would have thought he was a poor submissive husband except that when he looked up his eyes sparkled with amusement.

-You are very young, but time will teach you that love always triumphs. Am I not right, Alfred?


-Of course, my dear.


-You see, Alfred feels the same way I do. You must not lose hope. Your man will come out of intensive care.


-My man?


-Yes, honey, your little face reflects bad love. Don't worry, everything will work out

well.


My man? She's wrong, I'm going to


the fourth floor where my man's dearest wife is but that's too complicated a story for the short elevator ride.


-Din don, fourth floor.


-I'm getting off! I'm getting off! -I shout in a hurry. Excuse me. Please!

I try to get to the door but I can't. I push but nothing. I push but nothing. We are like a can of sardines but without liquid because not even the oil fits.

-Please hold the door. Don't let it close... don't... -Two new people try to climb up despite the desperate cries of those inside.

-I'll never get out of here... I'll miss my chance to see him again. He'll recover, he'll go with another, they'll be happy and

they'll be fed up with partridges and chocolate cake... -I sob in despair.

-No way. My name is Clotilde and you get your love. Let's see if we can make room for this poor girl!

Come on, love is waiting for us!

My new friend's screams take effect, well that, and the nudge she decides to use as a sardine separator. The ladies in front of me grumble in annoyance and look at me vindictively, as if to say "you're paying for us", but I'm not afraid of them, in fact, I smile at them with fangs as I take cover behind my new friend's body. I am brave but not that brave.

-Come on, daughter, take advantage now. There's a little room over here.

I take a breath and push forward like a rugby player before scoring a try but nothing. I try one

and again but the way is blocked, the doors close and my horrified eyes refuse to accept it.

-Why does everything go wrong for me? I just want to go down...

The demonic witches smile with an air of victory. They have it in for me.

-Honey, don't worry, on the next floor you come down as my name is Clotilde.

-You haven't been able to come down either? - I tell him as I brush away the wet hair that sticks to my face like a shrimp's whiskers.

-It doesn't matter, you get ready and when you see the signal escape from here without looking back.


-Signal?


The bulldog witches look at us narrowing their eyes hoping to guess our movements, but my protector is not intimidated. Clotilde looks at her Alfred who nods with a gentle droop of his eyelids. I'm afraid I was wrong to judge him, these two are like Bonnie and Clyde in a nursing home version.


-Din don, fifth floor.


I was about to ask permission to go ahead when a baton is raised high and like Moses at Sinai, my guardian manages to horrify the evil women who, frightened, decide to move without arguing. And there was the signal, Alfred quickly stepped in, leaving a corridor free and totally ready for us. I pass first and his reckless warrior lowers the cane and walks determinedly behind me.

-Ladies, I'm getting off here," she said in a sweet old lady's voice as she looked at the snakes that were left spewing venom from their mouths as the doors closed.

-Thank you very much Clotilde, I owe you one. I'm taking the stairs, I have to run down one floor before it's too late," I shout, walking at a fast pace.

-Don't worry about us, my Alfred and I will go down a little slower," he smiles and winks at me. Good luck, and remember there is always a sunny horizon behind the clouds!

Clouds? I think the second universal deluge awaits me but that matters little when you are soaked to the bone and I do not say it only in a metaphorical sense, I drip water on all sides, anyway.... to run because in war anything goes.


The time has come to recover it because where there was a fire there are always hidden embers. Self-esteem thoughtfully tucks her chin.


Wasn't that what they were called? weren't they hidden, or were they ashes? Come on, I'm not in the mood for absurd sayings. Self-esteem shakes her head in confusion and I am amused as I run like the wind.

I slip and almost leave my face carved in the marble, but it doesn't matter, I keep going. What the hell, heels off! I jump on one foot and then on the other to take off my shoes. To extreme situations, extreme solutions. This time I plan to fight the whole game and let the world get ready because I have the gloves on.
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-You look dreadful and your pockets are dripping.

-I love you, too," I replied in a voice of few friends.

-Why are your shoes in your hand? You look like the Little Mermaid but in a dirty version.

-And if I kicked you in the balls until they bled, who would you look like?


-Oops, so much aggressiveness....


-You just tell me that not murdering an irrational cab driver, not being stripped naked by spotless floors, or surviving the killer elevator did any good.



-Did you have a good day?

-Suraj!


-All right, all right," he raises his arms in defeat as he smiles unabashedly. You look so much like her, I can't help it.

-I look like who? Cut the crap and tell me if I'm on time or not.

-If what you are asking is whether my friend is inside and I am betraying him by bringing you in without his consent, the answer is yes.

-He still doesn't want to see me... -My disappointment is evident in my voice.


-Rotundly and vehemently.


-But why! -I drag my wet hair with my fingers to keep it from sticking to me as I huff in annoyance.

I'm just trying to be supportive. Is it so hard to receive a little comfort from those

who love you?

-That's exactly the problem. He doesn't want your sympathy.

-Sympathy? What the hell are you talking about? I know Reed too well to pity him. I wouldn't think of anything like that. I love him and I can't stand not being around him.

-Anne, you should know that Reed has changed since you left.

-Of course he has changed, he is in a clinic and unable to move his legs, I think I know perfectly well how changed he is. Suraj, you are not very well.... -I touch his forehead to confirm that the stupidity does not come from a high fever.

-I don't mean the accident - he shakes his head to push my hand away - You see, your departure to Italy didn't sit well with him.

well and I'm afraid his temper soured beyond endurance.


-More?


-To put it mildly. He's a real ogre. He wasn't the prototypical charming man before, but now he doesn't even bother to pretend. When you left, he locked himself in his own darkness.


-Revenge...

-Yes.


-And you're not going to tell me against whom or why.


-I can't.


-But I imagine it has something to do with his father. Just answer me that. Is his father's ghost still haunting him?

Suraj picks up his backpack as a sign to leave, but I'm not about to let go of my prey. Someone has to give me information, and his best friend is the

suitable candidate.


-Please, I know you are hiding something from me,


what is it? what are you afraid of?

-Fear? -he smiles with the fullness of his white teeth. That man is not even afraid of death. No, that's not it.

-His father marked him with more than just lashes....


-Did he tell you that?


-Yes, and that's why I believe that if you help me, we can both free him from that stupid thirst for revenge.

-That is an impossibility, we could not.

I want information and your best friend has what I'm looking for, so I continue my psychological crush. I'm the little sister and I know exactly how to be the biggest pain in the ass.

-Please tell me what you know," I make puppy dog eyes to soften him up. If I want to help him, I need more than a small piece of the pie. Between the two of us we can free him from that past that weighs him down so much. We can change his life and help him overcome whatever it is, but for that I need to know the terrain in which I move.

Suraj moves nervously and I decide to counterattack.


-You are like a brother to him,


don't you want the best for his life?

-Anne," he sighs as he scratches his head, "you know I'm on your side and I want you to rescue him but I've betrayed Reed too many times. I helped you escape to Italy even though I knew it would destroy him, I have asked you to come to the clinic despite the shock your presence will cause him. Don't ask me for more, what he wants to confess to you or not is something only he can decide.

I bow my head in defeat... for the moment. First attempt lost but it won't be far from the last. Self-esteem adjusts the gloves.

-The doctors treating Olivia have just left, but Reed is still inside.

- changes the subject.


-Any improvement?


-From the looks on their faces, I imagine not. I'm afraid Olivia's situation will close him in on himself even more.

-Do you love her that much? -I sigh under my breath. I bite my tongue but it's too late, I've already blurted it out. The fear in my voice betrays my eternal insecurities. I've just come off as an unstable fool.

Good for me! Self-esteem falls flat on its face as it tries to kick its own ass.

-I can only assure you that it won't be an easy nut to crack.


-It never was.


-Anne... -Suraj stops talking and fear runs down my back. What do you want to tell me?


-Yes?


-I'm not sure how to tell you this but since you'll find out for yourself, I'd better tell you first.

Silence settles between us again and I feel hysteria curling every last hair on my head.

-Please, you're going to kill my nerves, stop all this suspense and let it out at once.


-You see, the accident put Olivia into a deep coma, and this put her into a vegetative state. The stroke has caused her to be irreversibly brain dead.


-I didn't think it was that serious.... - I cover my mouth with my hand in disbelief at what I hear.

-Doctors do not think she will survive but will try to keep her vitals up by putting her on a ventilator. They need her to remain stable for at least two more months.

-Do you think he can recover in that time? -I answer hopefully. We were enemies for the love of the same man, but I am not so mean as to wish him dead. I really want him to recover.


-It's not that.


-So? -Suraj shifts uncomfortably without saying a word.

-Whatever you have to tell me, delaying it doesn't make the wait any better.

-You're right. Let's see how I put it to you with soft words....


-Suraj!


-It's okay, don't get upset. Olivia is pregnant.

My body freezes and my mind clouds. A baby? but how is it possible, I saw the result of the predictor myself?

-But the test was negative, and besides, if I was four months pregnant at the time of the bachelorette party, and it's been more than six months since I left, I don't understand... it can't be. The math doesn't add up...


-Anne.


I don't listen to him, I just keep thinking and calculating the months. It's not possible, he's not her son. She has deceived him.


-Unless...


I look at Suraj with tears in my eyes waiting for him to deny what I don't want to acknowledge.


-Reed is the father?


I plop down on the cold plastic visitor's benches, with the feeling of a dagger stuck in my back taking my last breath away. I thought nothing could stop me, I was ready to fight everything and everyone but a baby? I thought he loved me, I thought he was hurt, that he had misunderstood my leaving but seeing us, feeling me again, he would realize he was wrong. I dreamed he would run into my arms but now he is waiting for a baby, a child fruit of a love that is not

mine...


-Why?


-Anne, when you left he lost the will to live.

-He promised me, he said he didn't love her, he said it was a marriage of appearance only.


-Your loss drove him crazy and...

-And that's why he ran to his bed!


I clench my fists and let my fingernails dig in hard. The pain is nowhere near as hard as the suffering of her betrayal. Olivia is pregnant and they're two months away from delivery. Good God! It didn't take her two days to seek comfort in her body. I want to scream, push, kick and cry. My chest tightens and the cold runs through my hands.

I feel hurt and stupid, immensely stupid.

-Anne, Olivia's pregnancy doesn't change anything.

-Oh no! Are you for real? A baby, a baby!

-You are not seeing things clearly.

-Damn it, Suraj, he lied to me! He said he loved me more than anyone else and threw himself into his arms as soon as I turned the corner. He forgot all his promises and every one of his devilish caresses. I believed him... he was kissing me... and I believed him, he promised me his love and.... I believed him... I believed him...

-You said you loved him too, but you're sleeping with Maurizio!

Suraj's infamous accusation leaves me perplexed. I open my teary eyes in horror at the accusation.

-I'm not sleeping with Maurizio! I'm not in love with him, I never was,

He is also very different, he is just a kind and loving man who offered me his friendship when I needed it the most.

-What gave you comfort and for which you feel only gratitude?

-Exactly," I answer too quickly and Suraj smiles at his victory. I hope the reasoning lets you see that sex rarely has anything to do with feelings and that men feel the same way you do," he spits grumpily before leaving.

I take a shaky breath in my seat, trying to calm down. The accusation has touched my soul. Too much, I would say. It is clear that I only feel a deep affection for Maurizio, but I cannot deny that if I had stayed in Italy the distance between my body and his bed would have narrowed.

I collapse submerged in my own darkness and I am not able to think and although Suraj tries to make me feel guilty, I can't, damn it! I don't expect a child from another man, let alone throw myself into his arms when I still carried the caresses of another in my body.

God, jealousy eats away at me until I lose my mind. I can't see anything but the two of them lying in their bed. I imagine Olivia with her lovey-dovey face as Reed caresses his wife's rounded belly with his hands. I can't stand it! I pull my hair trying to shake the image out of my head over and over again, like an old love movie.

Why did I have to leave, why wasn't I able to fight for what I wanted, why did I have to lose it? I let the

Tears stream down my face as I try to find an explanation that will help me not to sink into utter despair. When I saw him in that wheelchair, so alone, so destroyed, I felt the complete need to hug him and tell him everything I felt for him. I wanted to show him that the last few months only meant a continued mistake and that I am willing to make amends for every single one of my actions, but now everything is so different.... Her marriage is not just a sham, she is expecting a child, a child she wants to survive. A baby who will have his mother's smile, his father's beautiful eyes and nothing of mine.
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-Miss, do you wish to enter?


A very kind nurse holds the door to room 404 of the Intensive Care Unit. How long exactly have I been in a catatonic state?

The cramps in my legs when I stand up tell me too much.

-I don't know what I should do," I answered hesitantly.

-I'll leave it open for when you decide," he says with a friendly smile and walks away.

-Thank you." My mouth is pasty and my voice is barely coming out of my throat.


I've cried so much sitting here that I haven't


I have been able to think about right or wrong. I want to go in, I want to be by his side, I want to see him, touch him, feel him.... No matter how much damage I receive from his actions I always keep wanting to be by his side. His company is like a drug that doesn't release me. I keep thinking about a future together even though anger and jealousy run through my body. I look at my hands and notice how they tremble. The doubt angers and frightens me at the same time. Did he fall so much in love with Olivia that he asked her to have his child? Is this child the fruit of a love stronger than ours, have I lost him forever? What is the right path?

A sad and desolate voice resounds from inside the room and needs no introduction, I would recognize that low and harsh sound with my eyes.

closed.

I get up like a sailor bewitched by the song of his siren. I walk towards the door without thinking of anything but the desire to see him. His voice is a thin thread that pulls me without resistance, I simply go where my owner calls me. No matter how much pain he causes me, my feelings for him never change. His gaze hypnotized me the first day I saw him and from that moment on I am a slave to his love.

I walk a few steps slowly and lean against the door frame. My cowardice denies me the gift of speech and my nerves don't allow me to walk much further. I simply listen to him sobbing. He is on his back in his wheelchair with his head down. His black hair is even shinier than before and my fingers move to the sides of my body aching to caress him. The room is icy white and the silence of death is felt in every corner where I look.

Jealousy made me believe something very different from what I see in front of me. What I see is far from a postcard of a married couple in love. Please, now I feel like a fool in addition to being cheated on. How can I be so stupid and not realize the gravity of the situation? Olivia is dying and her baby is trying to survive while I am only able to think about my feelings.

Is there anyone more selfish than me?

The image could not be more sad and heartbreaking. A beautiful young woman with a very bulging belly is covered by huge tubes, which, attached to a large machine, sound like the lungs of giants. They are trying to keep her alive and give a chance to an innocent who did not ask to be born.

Life and death play a battle to see who wins and room 404 is the field of hopelessness and desolation. Reed in his wheelchair rests his forehead on the mattress while he caresses his wife's hand. He speaks in a low voice like a broken sinner seeking forgiveness that does not come to him. He has not discovered my presence and I do not have the courage to interrupt.

Forgive me. It's all my fault, I should have gotten you out of town much earlier.... I'm the one who should be in that damn bed.

You didn't deserve it.... You only wanted to be by my side, you only asked for a little love... you don't know how sorry I am. I am the worst of men. A damned selfish man incapable of loving and whom you thought you could rescue...

You should never have loved me... I should never have allowed it. You had to get away from me, I'm no good to anyone, I only know pain and suffering, look what I've done to you.

I shouldn't be hearing this, I don't want to hear it. His pain tears me up inside. His words hurt me. I clench my face, bearing my own grief.

I asked you not to love me, I pretended that you would forget about me and I was stupid enough to believe that you would understand.... If I could have loved you, if everything would have been different. My head wanted it but your caresses were not....

I have to go, I can't take it anymore. Tears choke in my throat. My chest tightens and I can't breathe. I don't want to hear him apologize to someone else. I can't stand to hear him regret the past, our past.

What woman would have the strength to listen to the love of her life apologize to a woman who is not her? I turn to leave as her voice rises and hardens with her every word.

I could not love you because I never forgot her. My cold heart once beat and thought I was able to live for her but she went away and took everything with her..... Isn't that right Anne?

I close my eyes as I lean my face against the door with my back to him. I was about to leave, again but I refuse to excuse myself, he would never understand the huge storm I am facing inside.

-How did you know I was? - I sob, swallowing my last tear.

-I felt you the very moment you walked through the door. Your perfume is one of the many things I am unable to forget.


-Reed, I...


I hear a sound of wheels and turn to see him as he moves with difficulty towards me. I approach him trying to help him but he raises a hand and looks at me so coldly that I stop instantly.

-I don't need your help or your compassion. I thank you for your visit, but you can leave now," he says angrily as he asks me for space to leave.


-We need to talk.


My voice barely comes out. I am nervous. I was afraid of his rejection before but

I now fear his look of indifference all the more. He looks at me like a stranger and his blue eyes show more emptiness and loneliness than I have ever seen. I close the door to room 404 behind him and am ready to follow him when he stops in the middle of the hallway.

-You want to talk? Now you want to talk? What exactly do you want to talk about? Are you going to explain to me why you abandoned me?

-I did not abandon you. I couldn't stay...

-Couldn't you? I asked you to stay, I begged you to wait for me. I asked you for a little time, but you didn't. You left without looking back. You didn't care about me or my stupid new feelings.

-You chose her, you married her.... You can't put all the blame on me.

-I couldn't do anything else. You were in danger!

-But I wanted to decide, you had no right to choose for me. The danger would never have mattered to me when I was by your side.

-You're blind! Don't you know where we are? Did you want to be in Olivia's place? Did you think I could go on living if something happened to you? Anne, you never believed in me or what I felt.


-No!

-Go away and don't come back.


-No, I won't run away again, I promise, I want to be by your side, please don't reject me.....

-It's in the past. Forget about me as I forget about you.

-Don't say that... - I sob in despair as I face him with tears streaming down my cheeks. Me

I was wrong, I admit it, I was afraid, I was jealous, I was in pain and twenty thousand other things but now everything is different. I love you and I don't want to leave.

-But not me," he moves his chair to dodge me as I stand petrified in place. Goodbye Anne.

-No! I don't accept it," I cry out in desperation as she walks away. You know you love me, it's not over between us. You're hurt and you don't know what you're saying.

He doesn't turn around, he doesn't answer, he doesn't look at me, he just walks away leaving me behind with the worst of my nightmares. If he has stopped loving me, then what's the point of the mornings?
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One more round
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-You're out of your mind! We'll never get out of here alive...

-You damn coward, stop walking around like a caged rat.

Watchmaker cleans his bloody knife with the utmost calmness leaning on a solid wood desk while Marc paces back and forth in a frenzy.

-Fuck... -Fuck! We'll never get out of this alive.

-Stop walking or you'll stain your shoes," he says with a mischievous grin.


-Shit!


The blood from the body on the ground spreads out in a huge puddle, which grows larger and larger against the slow movement of the clock hands.

-Nobody knows we are here. This is a rented office that Misha hardly used. Don't be an idiot, you know I had no choice. The jerk wanted to take revenge for the death of his colleague.


-You shouldn't have killed them. None of them...


Marc pulls his hair trying to wake up from a nightmare that refuses to leave him.

-We don't need any damn Russians to achieve our plans anymore. Come on boy, stop whining like a child, you know as well as I do that Misha was a pain in the ass. Sooner or later we had to remove him.

Watchmaker began to collect some photos scattered on the desk and hurriedly put them in a wood-colored envelope.


-And now?


-We will get the Jewels of Cleopatra and live like kings.


-What about Blackman?


-Fuck boy, are you afraid of a cripple too? He shouldn't worry you, listen to me.

Clockmaker carefully keeps the envelope inside his briefcase while he throws some keys at his partner's face, who catches them in mid-air just as they were about to hit him in the eye.

-Open that cabinet and erase the recordings.

Marc bows his head with a nod and avoids looking at the ground so as not to feel

gagging. Misha's neck was cracked from end to end. The body slumped half sideways showed every single vein open and now totally empty.

Watchmaker had slit his throat in cold blood. No matter his huge build and muscular frame, the big guy didn't stand a chance. The faithful disciple complied with orders, smashing the cameras with blows and burning the memory card before asking curious questions:

-How will we locate the deposit where Cleopatra's Jewels are hidden?

-Anne Foster, she will lead the way.

Marc feels his heart stop at the very moment he hears his name.


-No! Not her.

Marc with a strength he did not know


he had tries to pounce on Clockmaker's body but he quickly dodges him, letting him fall to the ground over the large pool of blood while laughing with a bloodcurdling cackle.

You're not going to tell me you're still in love with that self-conscious fool. That asshole deserved every beating John gave her. Now that was a real man, too bad I had to kill him too.

-John was a piece of shit... -stammers Marc nervously.

-Ugh, and I thought you were his best friend. You're not very polite to talk like that about a dead colleague," he says sarcastically.

-It's the only death I don't regret.

He did not learn until long after John's death of the abuse the bastard had inflicted on his wife. He gets up and tries to wipe his hands on his own pants which were now also stained with blood.

-I promise you that if it is not necessary I will not touch her. I will get the information without resorting to violence. Now let's get out of here before they find us.

Watchmaker opens the office door, checks that the way is clear and heads for the exit. There awaits his car and the path to his greatest achievement: Cleopatra's Jewels. Paradise existed and was waiting for him.

When the jewels were sold, he would turn away from the evil path and live for pleasure. Beaches with crystal clear waters, ladies eager for his company and plenty of champagne to water a throat dry from so much enjoyment. Yes, it was the life that awaited him. Watchmaker for a moment regretted the deaths that had occurred, but in any business there were risks and collateral damage that had to be assumed. The worst of all had been that of John. He was a faithful companion but greed mowed him down, he had no choice but to kill him. Marc, on the other hand, was very different, he would kill him if he could but for the moment he was better off alive than dead. He would get rid of him at the first opportunity, but for the moment he needed him to infiltrate Falconi's gang.
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I need you
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My head is splitting in two like a ripe melon. I haven't been able to sleep a wink all night. I shake the cushions and open the blinds trying to get the morning sun to help me make some sense of my life. I'm still not able to put my thoughts in order.

How could this have happened? Anger and pain accumulate in me looking for an escape route, an answer that tells me some hateful why? Is no one able to understand me? I couldn't? I couldn't stay. I know his words are not true. I am sorry. The rancor in his words give him away, he still loves me, I don't know how much but I know he does, so why is he still bent on pushing me away. Tears exhaust me and I can't stop thinking, what now?

I want to be by his side, I need to help him, I need him to feel that he can count on me, but how to do it when he accuses me of abandonment. I was just looking for a solution, an escape route, an alternative to find myself.

I needed that time for myself, it's so hard to understand! He has to understand, I will make him understand, he will forgive me and we will start over.

I walk to the kitchen in search of coffee and aspirin. All night I haven't been able to sleep for more than ten minutes at a time. My house is exactly the same as it was before I left for Italy. The plants are perfect and the

furniture without a speck of dust, it is clear that Jane has been present. She smells like her in every detail, fresh flowers in the vase, scented sheets on the bed and a cup of coffee by the coffee pot, yes, Jane was waiting for my return. How I long to see her again, six months have been many months.

I go to the window to feel the warmth of the morning sun but I was not going to be so lucky, since yesterday it is raining cats and dogs and the gloom covers the city.

Perfect, another gray day for a gray woman.

-Is it possible? -A sweet Jane appears behind the door.


-Of course it is!


I run towards the door like a little girl and my sister is barely able to hold her balance in the face of my onslaught.

-I love you too, but you don't have to hang me," he says in an amused tone.

-You don't know how much I've missed you.

-And I love you, but don't cry. Anne, are you all right?

-I'm fine, I'm fine. Shall I make you some coffee? -I say, releasing her to wipe my face with my palm.

-One with milk, but first explain to me why you are crying.

-The roses are beautiful," I manage to say through tears.


-I know perfectly well, I bought them


me.

-I'm going to get the coffee.
I try to wipe my tears with the

fist of my pajamas but Jane holds me by the elbow and turns me around questioning me with her gaze.


-I thought this trip would be for you. 


well.

––––––––
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-And it was...

-So what happened? Anne, it will be

you better answer me because I'm starting to get nervous.

-Reed... -I say through tears and hug her, seeking her warmth.

-For God's sake Anne, not him again, it's not possible.

Her arms wrap around me and I let her warmth protect me. Jane strokes my hair with her fingers as I accept her comfort as a cool oasis for a thirsty man.

There are so many feelings that possess me that not even my poor reason is able to understand. I have tried to think, I have kicked the table looking for an explanation but now in my sister's arms I am only able to cry, asking myself one and the same question.

how do i get your forgiveness again?

-Anne, you can't let him hurt you again. Six months ago you walked away heartbroken looking for a new chance and in just two days he has done it again. You're broken and crying over someone who doesn't deserve you. Blackman chose that woman and you didn't.....


-Jane, you don't understand.


-Don't interrupt me, you know I'm telling the truth," she replies in an angry mom voice, "I don't give a damn whether you want to listen to me or not. This time I'm not going to stop. Someone has to open your eyes. That man is no good for you.


-Jane...


-No! He doesn't deserve you. He may have his traumas, I don't deny it, but you can't let him do this to you.

she answers, pacing nervously around the room.


-Jane!


-No! I'm your sister and if you're like this because of him I swear I'll end up hating him. I wasn't by your side when John and I regret it a thousand times, but it won't happen again, no one will hurt you without me killing him first. We have no parents and you are the only family I have left and I will protect you above all else.


-Jane...


My voice softens as I approach her side, looking into her eyes. Both of our eyes are blurry with tears but for different reasons.

-Reed can't walk," my voice is barely audible.

Jane stands petrified in the middle of the living room while I lean back on the wide sofa wrapping my legs between my legs.

my own arms. It's not cold in the house but my body shivers like a leaf being beaten by a terrible storm.

-What exactly do you mean by can't? I don't understand. What happened?

-I don't know much. Suraj went to look for me in Italy and at first I was afraid for you or for Aunt Elsa. We arrived at the clinic and I was only able to run
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