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Dear reader, you’ve chosen Bruce’s book. I must warn you that you’ll find chapters in this novel that may hurt your feelings; therefore, it has a +18 in the cover. I remind you that, what you’re about to read, is product of my imagination, nothing is real, and I’m not a writer who promotes violence, nor entices you to become an avenger.

	 


 

	The Great Fire Dragon cannot surrender, doesn’t have mercy, doesn’t have a heart and his evilness un incomparable… But what the Fire Dragon doesn’t know is that it will only take one look from her to tame the monster that lives in him.

	D.B, June 21st, 2018.

	 


For Maiki Niky, with lots of love.

	Thanks for helping me.

	 


Prologue

	 

	New York, May 4th, 2017. Five years after the tragedy in Old-Quarter.

	 

	The blood was flowing…

	Bruce put his forearm on that bloody nose and cleaned the tickle of blood that was going down his upper lip. He stared at the one he had to defeat that night. There was one more round so the referee raised his arm in victory.

	—Sit down! —he ordered after pushing him to a corner of the ring.

	—I'm fine —he assured after shaking his head again and spraying the public with his sweat.

	—One minute! —shouted the referee without paying attention to Bruce's words and raising the index finger of his left hand very near his face.

	With his eyes filled with anger, Malone watched his surroundings. He was looking for the figure that had to let him know when to free the beast that lived inside him and destroy that night's opponent.

	He always acted the same way; he let the opponent think he had a tiny chance of winning and, that way, the bets against him rose. Then, in the last round, just when they were tie, Ray looked at him and gave him carte blanche. At that moment, the real Bruce Malone showed up on the ring…

	He took a deep breath, leaned his head of the padded canvas and continued looking at the place. The men passed, from one place to the other, the bills they bet while a young man wearing a white shirt and black pants, was writing down the new bets in a notebook. He looked away from them, bored of looking at the same things again, and he examined the women. He clicked his tongue thinking that he wouldn’t get lucky that night. No one of them looked like the frivolous dolls he used for calming the adrenaline he would have after the fight. He wrinkled his nose when he imagined another evening in the Sweet Venus club. While he was thinking about the prostitute, he would choose this time, he saw the smile of a blonde woman. Short t-shirt and a short leather black skirt. Bruce moved his head, accepting the invitation she was offering with her look. She uncrossed the legs, showing him what could barely be covered by her thong. Malone smiled. Well, he had a plan. When the absurd fight was over and Ray counted the profits, he would have the chance of calming his sex thirst. A warrior needed it after a hard fight…

	—Up! —ordered the referee, moving his hands.

	While one of the brothers moved the bench off the ring, the clamor of the people returned. Bruce moved the head a little towards the place where Ray was at; he nodded. Lucky for him, the fight was ending.

	—Are you alright, boy? —the referee wanted to know.

	—Of course… —he assured.

	He noticed how his immense body, built-up between the gym and hundreds of fights, was getting bigger, just as a monster’s body would when he felt the triumph of the battle. Fire Dragon. That was his nickname since he began in the boxing world, a dragon that could drag entire cities when the anger took over him.

	Bruce looked at his opponent and slowly moved his lips. That smiling gesture made his rival alert.

	—Are you afraid of me? —he asked in a low voice at the same time the referee stepped back.

	—No —answered his opponent with courage.

	—Too bad… —he whispered before throwing the first right.

	Ray looked at him proudly in the distance. In the past, he wouldn’t have bet a single dollar of that boy. However, after several years under his protection, he had become one of his best men. A dark smile crossed his face when he saw how he punched again and again without breathing. The back of the muscular boy got tense with every hit and those huge tattoos become alive. A monster with a thirst for blood, that was what Bruce Malone was. There was nothing left from that scared young man. Everything had changed in him; right there, where he saw a delicate and pure boy, was a son of the Devil, his son, the one he wanted to have. Behind were the memories of that fucking mechanic, of the life he had in that shitty town and the fear he ran away from. Now, he was a money-making machine. Ray laughed out loud when Bruce won. He stomped the floor. His boy had won again. How much did he win this time?

	—Give me your arm, kid —asked the referee to Bruce. Obedient, he gave it to him—. The winner is… Fire Dragon! —he announced aloud so they could hear him over the shouting.

	—It was fixed! —shouted one of the visitors who was sitting in the first row.

	Before that accusation, Bruce let his arm go from the referee’s grip, started at that asshole who said that and went out of the ring moving the thick ropes. The spectators that were next to the unfortunate guy, moved away terrified, as if in front of them there were a hungry lion. The unconscious man dared standing up to face the fighter, but when he saw the fire in his eyes, his legs shook. He concluded quickly, that everything he did, except to apologize, would lead him to the hospital.

	—Pay and leave —grunted Bruce, taking him by the neck of the shirt—. Except if you want to find out if what happened up there was a lie… —he continued with that tone that made his skin crawl.

	Scared, shaking with fear, the man took out the money he had bet and gave it to the boy that was in the hallway. He took it and continued his chore without noticing.

	—Good call —asseverated Bruce, letting the man go and dropping him on the seat—. I advise you to choose your next bet better.

	While the sweat of the fight and the spilled blood were still in his skin, he went to the girl who had smiled at him.

	—Good fight —she said, standing up to greet him.

	—I’ve had better —he replied, standing in front of her.

	His eyes didn’t show the anger they had during the fight. At that moment, Bruce was a man looking for sex. He put his hands around the girl’s waist and pulled her to him with a quick movement.

	—Do we fuck right here or in the locker room? —he whispered, approaching his mouth to her ear.

	—It wouldn’t… be convenient… —she tried to say, but those direct and tough words caused her such excitement, that she didn’t know what to say or think.

	—In the locker room, in ten minutes —said Bruce after letting her go the same way he had pulled her.

	—I’ll be there —she replied without taking her eyes off that immense blond titan.
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	He let the heat of the shower recomfort every part of his body that had been hit. He put the hands on the hard cement and moved the head looking for the spot where the water pressure was better. His hair recovered the blond color. Very slowly, the spume went down his body until reaching the drain, taking with it the sweat and blood from the fight.

	—How much? —he asked the shadow that had approached his.

	—Ten thousand —answered Ray, leaning on the wall and crossing his arms. He looked at Bruce squinting. After all those years together, he was still surprised that he was capable of listening to the wings of a fly two miles away.

	—Ten thousand? —He turned around and looked at him suspiciously.

	—Each —he clarified at the same time he uncrossed his arms and went to the only bench that was in the locker room—. It has been a good fight —he continued, taking a seat—, but the people know us. I think we need to change the strategy.

	Bruce stretched his arm towards the water tap, closed it and walked around the locker room naked. He went to the locker he was assigned to, opened it, picked up the bag and took out the clothes.

	—Maybe it’s time to change jobs —he said, trying not to show too much interest.

	—Change? —asked Ray with a mix of anger and shock—. You, better than no one know we can’t go back to do little jobs. We have the plasma canons pointing at us.

	—Not here, but out of this city, we can —he proposed—. Nobody can accuse us of what happens in Michigan, Detroit or even Quebec —he numbered as alternatives.

	—The brothers don’t want to, nor can move there. Some of us don’t have the energy to go across this damn city in our bikes —he explained with authority, so there were no doubts about it. As much as the boy insisted, they wouldn’t go back to the streets. He was conscious that the next time they ambushed him; he wouldn’t be lucky. The best for all were the fights.

	—But they have it to stretch their hand when we come back from a fight —grunted Bruce—. They only want the bucks while the stupid Malone offers his body to be beaten as if he were a punching bag —he continued talking, tightening his teeth.

	—Things aren’t like that —said Ray, standing up to reinforce his authority—. If they don’t want us to leave, we can’t do it.

	—Well, if that’s the deal, then I won’t be bait for vultures anymore. If I won ten thousand tonight, because I had to share, how much do you think I would win if I worked alone? —he attacked, raising his voice.

	—Alone?! —After the question, Ray laughed out loud—. Boy —he added, putting his hand of Bruce’s shoulder—, you wouldn’t even breathe for two hours if you decided to be free from us.

	—Us? —he repeated, raising his left eyebrow while the rage he was feeling was reflected in his eyes—. Would you be capable of giving me your back to support them?

	—I can’t fight against the brothers and neither can you. Follow the orders and don’t think, for now we’ve been doing okay. Perhaps, when you’re not capable of winning even to a skinny rooky they would think in another option for you. Until then, raise you fists and don’t lose.

	—I don’t understand —he mumbled—. I mean, everything you said, everything you promised… —he added, challenging him with his look.

	—I will comply when the time arrives and now, stop saying stupidities and satisfy the hooker you decided to fuck —he said, looking at the woman that had entered—. I’m sure that, after you put your cock in that warm pussy, your mind will relax and you’ll be the boy you’ve always been. —He patted him on the wet back and walked towards the exit. Once he was in front of the young woman, he looked at her up and down and smiled—. Make a good blow-job, he needs it and, when you finish, look for me. I want to eat the pussy that the winner used. —Without giving her time to react, Ray put his hand under her skirt. Then, he took it out and put it on his nose.

	—Ray… —he grunted as a warning.

	—Relax! —he exclaimed, raising his hands—. I would never take your price away. As you heard, I told her to come after she pleases you —he added before smiling to the girl and leaving them alone.

	—That old fogey is a son of a bitch —said the young woman, walking towards him—. Who does he think he is?

	—My father —answered Bruce.

	—I’m sorry… —she said confused—. I have no idea that… —She looked at the door and then at the fighter.

	—Are you still hot? —asked Malone, taking one of the buckles of the skirt to pull her towards him.

	—Try… —she enticed him while she put her hands on his naked chest.

	Bruce gladly accepted the offer. He put his right palm on her thigh and dragged the tiny fabric of the skirt until making it a belt. He put his fingers between the strings of the thong and pulled them until ripping them off.

	—Savage… —murmured the young woman, filled with passion.

	—you have no idea —he assured before penetrating her with his fingers.

	While she screamed by being masturbated, Malone pulled up the t-shirt and the bra until her breasts were out.

	—Scream, bitch, scream —he said to her ear—. Scream until you lose your voice. Then, you’ll kneel before me and suck my dick, do you understand?

	She nodded, without thinking due to the frenzy in which that gladiator had her. Once she screamed as he told her and the climax shook her until she was exhausted, she kneeled and, without taking her eyes off him, she started to put that thick and hard phallus in her mouth. Quickly, Malone put his big hands on the blonde hair to indicate her how she should move.

	—Suck… Suck… Let me fuck your mouth… —he asked over and over again.

	His body tightened. Every tendon, every muscle that covered his skeleton was marked with a perfect precision. From head to toe, Bruce was pure steel, pure forged iron.

	—Swallow it! —he shouted when he noticed the semen going into the mouth of his opportune lover. She tried to move away at that moment, but the hands of the fighter impeded her to do so—. I told you to swallow it! —he ordered angrily.

	The eyes of the girl changed colors, they were no longer dark due to the passion, they were red due to the rage that grew in her.

	When she finally moved her mouth, she stood up and spat the semen on his face. Bruce smiled and wiped it with his arm.

	—Didn’t you like it? —he asked after taking a deep breath.

	—Fuck you! —she exclaimed walking backwards.

	After laughing out loud, Bruce turned around to his bag and started to get dressed.

	—Didn’t you have enough? —he asked without looking at her.

	—Is that how the Dragon behaves? —she replied with repulsion and despise.

	—That’s how I behave with you today. I don’t like you —he added after putting on his t-shirt.

	—Did you use me for a blow-job? —she replied even more angrily if possible.

	—Did I force you to come? —he asked, stepping once towards her.

	—No. I came because I wanted to, because I wanted to find out if what they said was true.

	—It’s not —he answered, turning around again—. I’m a son of a bitch, just that. Now, leave. I want to be alone.

	When he heard her steps, the tension on his back disappeared. It was the only thing he could offer to everyone and no one in concrete. What did Ray say to him when he started fighting? «If anyone finds your Achilles heel, they will use it to destroy you». For that reason, he forgot about his father, despite missing him. It was weird the day he didn’t wake up with a nightmare about what happened. «If I could turn back time —he said to himself several times—, I wouldn’t have done that crazy thing…». Kidnap attempt, taking that criminal to the town, a bullet going directly to the Sanders’ daughter, thank God it hit Gerald’s shoulder… And everything, for what? Just because he had infatuated with a woman who only saw him as a brother.

	—Fucking shit! —he exclaimed, punching the locker door. He deserved it, everything he had caused by himself and, as his dear father used to say when he was a little boy: «You get what you give». His life had changed, he had transformed and no one could save him from the destruction he was heading to.

	He finished getting dressed and put the bag on his shoulder. After taking a last look to confirm he didn’t forget anything, he walked to the exit thinking about where to put the money he won before the dear brothers stole it.

	 


Chapter 1

	 

	A real coffee, please

	 

	The cellphone didn’t stop ringing. He had spent more than an hour listening to how they tried to contact him through WhatsApp messages, but he didn’t want to get up and confirm that it was Ray. He turned around on his mattress, took the pillow and put it on his head. It didn’t work, he was still hearing it. Angry for the insistence, he stretched his hand and unblocked the phone.

	 

	I hope the whore had calmed you and you think clearly now. Next fight is in three weeks, Fiusters warehouse. You opponent will be the Great Shabon and won’t surrender with simple rights. By the way, the brothers want to celebrate you triumph. We wait for you tonight.

	 

	After reading the message twice, he sat down, put the soles of his feet on the floor and moved away some hair strands off his face. Bruce took a deep breath and assumed that, without having recovered from the wound of the last combat, he had another one programmed. Until now, he had succeeded, but the next rival was a tough one. According to what he heard in the locker rooms; he was the most dangerous opponent to fight against. But the brothers didn’t care about that detail. They just wanted the profits they could get from the fight. The bet would be huge and those who won, betting on the winner, would leave the warehouse with bodyguards while they dragged big bags of money. «All or nothing», he said to himself. That was the summary of the next fight. Either he turned out to be the most powerful fighter in New York or a dead body.

	He lay on his back on the mattress after answering to Ray with a simple OK. It was more than enough to confirm that he accepted the fight even if he didn’t want to. Did they think about the sequels he may have after the combat? No, the only thing they cared about was knowing how much they could bet and what would be the profits.

	He stretched his arms, looked at the ceiling and closed his eyes. Did he ever think that his life will turn out to be a pile of shit? No. All his dreams were based on having a life in Old-Quarter, with the people he missed and loved. What would Mrs. Kathy be doing? Would she still prepare her stews? Nobody, as much as they were busy with their chores, rejected the old lady’s stew, nor Marcia’s cake. And his father? Would he manage the auto shop by himself? Would he remember that his son betrayed him? Last time he saw him, he was so drunk that he wasn’t capable of opening his eyes when he took the key from him.

	Missing that time, he got up and went to the kitchen to make coffee. He had to stop thinking about how his life would have been in the town because the idea of going back was discarded. As soon as he set foot there, he didn’t doubt they would finish him. Bruce smiled amused. In the past, Thomas would have punched him in the stomach and thrown him to the other side of the street. Now, after becoming a concrete block, the cowboy would need more than a right to move him. With that thought in mind, he opened the door where he kept the ground coffee, he put it in the coffee maker and turned it on. His blue eyes stared at that container. Supposedly, he bought it because he had read that it was originally from Texas, but it lied. That sweet flavor wasn’t from his land. The real one, the one he had missed for five years, could kill a man with one sip.

	 

	—Gross! —he exclaimed the first time his father gave him a sip of coffee—. This can wreck my stomach.

	—A real Texan drinks this strong concoction until dark blood runs through their veins —said Dylan amused while he helped his son by patting him on the back.

	—Do you want to kill me? —he asked, still coughing.

	—when your stomach gets used to, not even the rattlesnake poison will be able to kill you —he assured, still laughing.

	—This will kill me before the bite. —Bruce looked inside his glass, he took a deep breath and swallowed everything that was left in one big sip.

	Half an hour later, he had to run to Mathew’s clinic, his stomach was burning so much that he noticed how the flames burned his insides. Once the acid worked, he spent the rest of the afternoon running to the bathroom.

	 

	He took the cup after pouring the deceiving liquid and walked towards the balcony. He opened the windows and let the spring breeze hit his naked body. After looking at the horizon and seeing nothing else but high buildings, he leaned on the banister to continue drinking that smelly thing.

	—Eh, you! —shouted a feminine voice from the building next door—. Do you want to give us another show?

	Slowly, Bruce turned his face to the window where the voice proceeded and smiled reluctantly.

	—Do you want one? —he answered, angry.

	—Get your clothes on! You don’t live in a damn jungle! —continued the woman.

	—Close the fucking windows and let the rest of us do whatever we want! —he shouted.

	—Gross naturist! —she yelled, closing the window.

	But she didn’t move from there, she waited until the indecent guy went into his apartment and got dressed. Although, that didn’t happen. When she what he was doing, her eyes opened wide, her face got pale and her forehead hit the crystal. Scared and with her hands shaking, she closed the drapes to put an end to that horrific scene.

	—Who is that? —asked her daughter, trying to get onto the chair.

	—Nobody! —she exclaimed suffocated—. Come on, brush your teeth and let’s go to school.

	Bruce stopped touching his member once the peeper closed the drapes. He was tired of being watched all the time. It seemed as if she didn’t have anything more important to do except recriminating him everything he did. Last time, when he took the mattress to the terrace to watch the few stars in the sky, she yelled at him to get into his house, that it wasn’t the right place to sleep and that her children, when they saw him, didn0t stop telling her they wanted to do the same thing. Was it his fault that she was born so bitter? The normal thing would be that she decided to let the go out and tell them a thousand stories about the stars, as his mother did with him.

	Without stop drinking, he walked inside. Luckily or unfortunately, he had to focus on accomplishing a mission: to prepare himself for the next fight and he wasn’t going to waste his time thinking about the neighbors.
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	—Aren’t you happy with the news? Didn’t you dream about this moment? —asked Corinne when Ohana explained her what had happened when classes finished.

	—Yes —she answered without further explanation.

	The truth was that she was still in shock. One of her greatest dreams could become true! But she had to calm down to make things right.

	—What did you reply? —insisted Corinne while she was walking nervous across the hall—. Tell me that your answer was a huge yes.

	Ohana didn’t take her eyes off the laptop screen. She was so worried about looking for the file where she kept the sketches, that she wasn’t paying attention to her friend’s euphoria. When she found it, she clicked desperate and checked her designs. She never imagined that those she denominated horrible to death, caught Bartholomew’s attention. To her understanding, they were too bold.

	Without taking her eyes off the pictures, she checked one by one. Could she really revive that tendency? Did the modern woman need to the go back to the past to feel sexy? No. She was the only one who wanted to go back to the time when the feminine figure didn’t show an exaggerated rickets. For that reason, she drew the time when curves were seductive. But she had exaggerated in her drawings because… what was she thinking combining lace and latex? For the love of God, what a crazy thing to do!

	—Ohana! —exclaimed Corinne desperate when she didn’t get an answer.

	—I accepted —she confessed, taking the scrunchy from her wrist to make a ponytail on her long black hair.

	—And? —persevered her friend.

	—And he told me I have one month to choose two of these. He wants me to present them in the runway in August —she finished clarifying.

	—What an opportunity, girl! —she shouted happily—. Everyone comes to the End of August!

	—I know… —she said with a long sigh.

	—How many did you say he asked you? —Corinne leaned with her arms on the back of the sofa to see her designs better.

	—He wants two, but I don’t know which ones to choose.

	—Easy! —she said, moving away from her—. The hot weather is ending and we have to offer a preview of the next season.

	—Autumn season? —she asked, glancing at her—. And what do I do with the rest?

	—You keep them until the next runway —she suggested—. Although… —Corinne squinted and put a finger on her lips.

	—Although? —she insisted, attentive.

	—Thinking it better —she turned to her—, I think you should choose something that still seems like summer. No celebrity who appreciates him or herself would dress in wool in a public show.

	—But…

	—Really, honey, don’t martyr yourself. Look, among all of them, something that will make their jaws drop. Get out of the normal, impact and shine like a star.

	—What if I’m wrong? —she asked.

	—Trust me. —She tried to calm her, putting her left hand on one of her shoulders—. Remember that I know a little about fashion —she added before kissing her on the cheek.

	And it was true. Corinne, by working as a model since she was sixteen, had plenty of experience about the fashion world and how to catch the public’s attention. Without going far, during her last runway, she made a great commotion. Her dress had tiger print and she came up with the brilliant idea of kneeling in the middle of the runway and roar like a tigress. Ohana put her hands on her face to not be a witness of that catastrophe, but she moved them away when she heard the big ovation. When she looked at her shameless friend, she winked at her. Yes, of course, she knew more than anyone how to achieve her purpose, but she had to think about that decision. If everything went well, she would get the biggest objective she had in her life.

	—Do you want me to help you? —offered Corinne while she stood in the middle of the hallway, on the way to her room.

	—No, I’m going to do it by myself. This way I won’t blame you if I don’t get it —she said, with a little smile.

	—As you wish… —she said, walking again.

	Ohana looked at her laptop again, trying to focus on those sketches, but her mind didn’t obey. After snorting, she closed it, turned it off and, carrying it, she got up.

	—Are you going out? —asked Corinne.

	—Yes, I’m going to get a coffee —she explained while she was in front of the exit, she took her bag, the keys and looked at the door of her friend’s room—. Are you coming?

	—No. I’m going to sleep for a while —she said, with her head out of the room to answer.

	—At this time? —she asked, looking at the clock to check that it was four in the afternoon.

	—If I want to be beautiful and ideal, I need to rest —she explained while she caressed her face with her hands.

	—Do you have a date? —she said mocking.

	—Yes, with one Ralph, sounds familiar?

	—Ralph? That Ralph? —repeated Ohana shocked.

	—The same and, if God is fair, I will see one of my dreams come true. —Corinne went out to the hallway and after jumping, she went back to her room.

	—See you in a while —she said before going out.

	—Don’t rush she replied.

	Ohana took a deep breath after locking the door. She had to calm down to choose the most interesting sketches. As Corinne said, it was an opportunity she couldn’t waste. If she got it, not only would she get social recognition, but also would finally be the one sending her mother some money. She had known how to manage the scholarship money, but lately, she had more payments than incomes. She put the laptop in her bag, closed the zipper and decided to go downstairs to burn adrenaline. Then, she ran to Quaid-Tex, the only establishment where she could drink authentic Texan coffee.
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	The screen of the treadmill indicated that he had ran fifty kilometers. But Bruce wasn’t happy with that, he needed more. He used three different weight machines, hit the speedball until exhaustion, he jumped the rope for half an hour and, when he noticed that all his muscles were awake, he stood in front of the punching bag and hit until he was breathless.

	—You’re a beast, Malone —said Siney, the gym owner. A fifty-year-old man, with his head shaved and a defined body due to the exercise—. No one here can stand five hours of training without a rest.

	—The body gets used to everything —he replied, walking towards the bench where he had his towel. He picked it up and wiped down all the sweat he had.

	Siney looked at him in silence. When he showed up at his gym three years ago, asking for help to become a great boxer, he was about to kick him out. How was he going to turn a skinny weak young man into a professional boxer? But he didn’t refuse. Siney didn’t know if it was the desperation he saw in his blue eyes or the strength he noticed in his tone of voice. Whatever it was, he accepted him. Despite not having a lot of faith in the boy, he prepared a daily training. He didn’t miss a day. For that reason, he started telling him to go there when he arrived and, that way, make the training a couple of hours longer. Bruce didn’t complaint and obeyed him. Sometimes, while he was checking the bills, he watched him through the crystal door of the office and was surprised by his fortitude. He never gave up. The boy kept going on and on until he fell to the floor exhausted.

	When they agreed to the first combat, he was happier than the boy. In fact, he spent the whole night calling him on the phone. He wanted to give him advice and Bruce wanted to listen to him. He sat down in the first row and enjoyed how to young man knocked out his opponent in the first round. It was a clean short fight. Proud of the boy, he got up and went to the locker room. At that moment, he discovered that the boy was not alone and that his companion wasn’t the right one. A red-haired man with a tough look, stood in front of Bruce and gave him a hard punch. «Don’t win that way again —he said—. We lost a fortune because of you. Next time, I’ll tell you when and how to fight, do you understand? ».

	Since that day, he let him continue training at his gym, but the relationship between them became distant. Malone trained and he observed. However, he had to talk to the boy today. He couldn’t believe that the rumor was true because, if it was, he was going directly to his death.

	—I notice you tense… are you worried about the next combat? Who will be your opponent? —asked Siney, without giving him truce.

	—Why do you want to know? Are you going to bet against me? —asked Bruce with his typical tone of what do you care.

	—Don’t talk to me like that, youngster —he said, pointing at him—. I’m only worried about my best client.

	—Well, you shouldn’t, I have it all under control —he replied before putting the towel on his shoulder and heading towards the shower.

	—If you continue like that, when you turn thirty, if you get there, you will have your bones and muscles destroyed —he predicted.

	—If you’re trying to sell me one of your damn anabolic agents, I recommend you to stop your lecture because… —he tried to say.

	—Are you fighting against Shabon? The Texan opponent they’re talking about is you, isn’t it? —he interrupted.

	The question left Bruce so shocked that his feet stopped immediately.

	—Where did you find that information? —he asked, looking at him over the shoulder.

	—News like that can’t be stopped —he said, showing him his cellphone after taking it out of his pocket—. I never thought you’d be so stupid. A little daredevil, yes, pimp, also, but asshole… Do you know that is? Did that abnormal who agrees your combats tell you what happened so that beast was hidden for months?

	—Yes, that the guy he fought with is still in Brooklyn, lying on a bed in coma —he explained, turning to him—. What do you know?

	—Me? Why do you think I can offer you some kind of information about that beast? —he asked, reluctant.

	—Because I know you —he said very serious.

	—That combat won’t be easy, Malone. You should know he is an unscrupulous motherfucker. —When he saw Bruce raising his right eyebrow questioning him, he continued—: That son of a bitch came here to become a member, I imagine that, giving his fame, they deny him the entrance to other gyms. I was about to do it too, but I allowed him some day of trial —he explained, still angry at himself for having given him that chance.

	—But…

	—But I kicked him out after he broke four ribs of one of my trainers —he revealed.

	—Phew… he whistled—. So, he is a sanguine bastard.

	—He is. For that reason, I advise you not to accept that combat, make any excuse. If you want, I can break your arm so it looks convincing —he offered as an alternative.

	—Thanks for the suggestion, although, I rather be the one breaking that asshole’s arm —he indicated with a dark smile—. There’s a better option, if you really want to help me…

	—Which one? —Siney crossed his arm and looked at him without blinking.

	—Teach me how to fight against him. I bet my neck that, while he was here, you didn’t take your eyes off him.

	—Aha —affirmed the owner.

	—Tell me what is his weak spot, if he has it… —he suggested, anxious.

	—That bastard doesn’t have any weaknesses, but he did find a worthy opponent. It wasn’t here, the combat took place a few years ago in Seattle —he explained calmly.

	—Against whom? What happened? —he insisted in finding out at the same time he crossed his arms.

	—Against Harrison, a Mexican ex-boxer. Logically, he didn’t win, but Shabon ended up with a broken nose, a dislocated shoulder and a fracture in the knee —he informed.

	—And that Harrison guy didn’t win? —he asked surprised.

	—He was about to win —he pointed with his two fingers at a very short distance—, but that son of a bitch punched him so hard that ripped his left eye out of its socket. I still remember how the audience in the first row shouted when they saw it fall on the floor.

	—Damn! —exclaimed Bruce shocked. How were the brother such assholes to concrete a fight like that? Did he have so little worth for them? While he listened to Siney telling him how long Harrison spent in the hospital and how he had to deal with his new life, he was thinking about what happened the night before. He bet his head that Ray said in the night meeting that he was tired of fighting and they, anticipating all his decisions, would look for the best combat to shut him up, without caring if it was the last—. Can you get in touch with him? Maybe he remembers something else, enough to help me.

	—In three weeks? —asked Siney surprised—. Impossible! I lost touch with him a while ago and I’m afraid that, if we found him, he wouldn’t want to talk about the worst moment of his life.

	—You can tell him he will have a good seat so he doesn’t miss any detail of the fight. I’ll give that son of a bitch the ass-kicking of his life —declared Bruce firmly—. And if you tell him I’ll avenge him for what he did to him, he would like to collaborate.

	—You’re giving many things for granted —said Siney.

	—You’ll also have your moment of glory —he said with a little smile—. If I win, everyone will come here because, sooner or later, they will find out who taught me to fight and where.

	—You know I have enough with this —he said, looking around—. I want neither to earn more, nor to deal with those people you hang out with.

	—They will stay out of it —he promised.

	—Are you sure about that? I still remember what happened in the locker room after your first fight.

	—As I told you, it’s all controlled —he insisted.

	—I don’t promise you anything, Malone —he said when the young man started to walk towards the shower.

	—I’m sure you’ll do a lot more than the ones who got me the fight —he replied before stopping to see the pictures that were hanging along the hallway.

	Fighters from all over the world showed their best smile as they took their picture. Among them was Siney, who was picking up a cup for winning the kick-boxing tournament. How old was he? No more than thirty because he had dark hair. He was about to continue his way when he heard the voice of a little girl, he turned around and went back with Siney, it wasn’t frequent that little brats went into the gym nor convenient to leave him alone. Lately, there had been many misunderstandings with the women.

	—Good afternoon, Mr. Kain. Do you mind if I leave some brochures on the counter?

	—Good afternoon, Jess. You can, no problem —he said with a soft and tender tone of voice.

	—Thanks —she replied, turning to the door.

	—How’s your mother? —he asked before the young woman was too far to hear him.

	—Fine, as always. Although, after her last visit to Webberville, she had to stay in bed for several days. I imagine that she has gotten used to the weather in New York and every time she travels to Texas, she comes back exhausted.

	Bruce, who was leaning on the door frame, opened his eyes wide and felt his heart in his throat when he heard the word Texas.

	—She should be happy with the coffee we sell in this city, as much as she calls it soup, not all of us think the same —pointed Siney.

	—What does your mother offer? —intervened Bruce, walking towards them.

	When the young woman saw him approaching, she got scared. She looked at the gym owner and, after he nodded so she gave him one of the brochures, she handed one out and stepped backwards when Bruce took it.

	—Mrs. Quaid used to live in Webberville until she became a widow and she decided to move to offer her daughter more opportunities in life. For what it looks like, what she misses more about her hometown is the coffee. That’s why she opened a little coffeeshop two blocks from here, in front of the chapel of…

	—Saint Peter —finished Bruce—. I know where it is. And… is it really authentic Texan coffee? —he asked the girl without looking at the brochure.

	—Yes, I assure you, sir. My mother travels once a month to buy it directly from the factory —she explained.

	—Well, in that case, I’ll try it —he declared before turning around again to the locker room while he read the phrases written in the brochure.

	«Only for authentic Texans». «Do you want to taste good coffee? ». «Not suitable for all stomachs». «Don’t forget to bring your anti acid».

	 


Chapter 2

	 

	A punch directly to the memory

	 

	The bells that were hanging from the ceiling rang when the door opened. While the noise faded away, Bruce walked towards the counter, observing what was inside.

	«Four teenagers on the right, two men at the next table, gay, probably… —he thought amused—. And a woman in the corner, the farthest place in the café. Who are you hiding from, precious? —he asked himself trying to see what she looked like. But she had her face covered by the laptop screen so he could only see the dark color of her hair—. Two waitresses; one about one sixty meters, with a tough face. The other one, tall, pretty and with a thin body. They were both observed by four cameras. Two placed in the front and two facing the cash register…».

	He couldn’t help it. Despite not robbing anymore, the old habit hadn’t disappeared. Since he started fighting, they had put the weapons away, although he still had his by his side. He could still need it…

	With that tough and dominant walk that characterized him, he went to the counter, threw the gym bag on the floor and showed his best smile.

	—Good afternoon, I understand that you serve here the real Texan coffee —he said after looking at the most attractive waitress.

	She looked at him up and down, examining every part of his body. She smiled at him, adopted a seductive posture and answered:

	—It’s only for authentic Texans —she warned.

	—I am —he replied without erasing that charming smile.

	—Sugar? —she asked, turning around so he could confirm that not only did she have a good front but also her rear was just as attractive.

	—No —answered Bruce without taking his eyes off her ass.

	—Kim —said the other waitress, the one with the challenging look—. Did you prepare the coffee for table one? You know she doesn’t like to drink it cold —she added, making it clear, for her tone, that she was in charge of the café.

	—When I finish with him, I’ll serve the town-girl —she grunted.

	—I’ll do it myself. I won’t let one of our best clients stay half an hour at her table waiting to be served —she mumbled.

	Paying attention to the conversation, Bruce saw how she took the biggest cup, poured the coffee inside, put the lid on and walked towards the client. With a little interest, he followed the employee with the eyes to find out who the young woman, who didn’t ask for sugar to sweeten that flavor that only a few could stand, was.

	—Here you go —she said after putting the cup on the table—. Double and with no sugar. I hope it helps.

	—Thanks, Betsy, I hope so too —replied Ohana at the same time she turned her face to talk to her.

	At that moment, Bruce felt a punch in the guts. Not even the punch of the strongest rival could have caused him such pain. Could it be true what he was seeing or was he suffering from a hallucination?

	—A lot of work? —continued asking the employee to Ohana.

	—They offered me a one-time opportunity —she answered.

	—And? —she wanted to know.

	—And I hope I can pull it off —she said after sighing.

	—I’m sure you’ll get it —said the employee after offering her a smile and walking towards the couple of men who had raised the hand to call her.

	—Here you go, Texan. I hope you like it —said the clerk, putting the cup Malone had requested on the counter.

	—Who’s that? —he asked, although he was afraid of the answer.

	—That one? —she replied a little angry at the same time she pointed at her with her head.

	—Aha —he said, taking the cup to have a sip.

	He put his elbow on the bar, crossed his legs and tried to calm that restless state that seeing her had caused him. But it was impossible. His head didn’t stop wondering why Ohana was away from Old-Quarter.

	—A student. A bookworm, for what I know —she explained upset when she understood she had lost his attention.

	—What else? —he insisted after clicking his tongue and tasting, after so many years, the real flavor of Texan coffee.

	—I don’t know anything about her except that she is from a fucking town no one knows —she explained suspiciously.

	—Which one? —he continued asking while he noticed his heart beating fast.

	«Please God, don’t let it be her, not her», he begged.

	—I don’t remember well; I think it started with Sold… Old… Fold… —she tried to say.

	—Old-Quarter —pronounce Bruce the name of his town while that burning in his stomach rose.

	—Yes, something like that —affirmed the clerk while she took a wet rag to clean the counter.

	Bruce couldn’t take his eyes off Ohana. He was so surprised for seeing her that he forgot how to breathe. It was true that she had changed a lot in the past five years, but he would recognize her even if there were forty. That birth mark on her neck gave her away.

	—How much is it? —he asked, raising the cup.

	—One dollar —she answered with a huge smile when she saw he had turn to her.

	Bruce took out his wallet, picked a five-dollar bill and put it on the counter.

	—The town girl is invited and the rest is a tip.

	—Three dollars? —she asked angrily when she noticed she had lost him.

	—Those tits aren’t worth much more —he declared before picking up his gym bag, putting it on the shoulder and walking along the hallway towards the exit.

	With the corner of his eye, he saw her. She continued drinking without looking away from the screen. The black ponytail went back to her shoulder and the mark, the one everybody described as a crescent moon, was hidden again. He tried to remember when was the last time they spoke to each other and, to his surprise, because he had tried to erase all his past, he remembered. It was in the prairie near the church, the day he tried to make Miah serve him steak at the same time he confessed he was in love with her. «How stupid —he concluded—. It was so stupid to confuse desire with love». After that rejection, he took shelter under the shadow of a forest near the river, where they said that Gerald’s father had found the Kenstons daughter. And when he thought he would be licking his wounds by himself; he saw her with her feet in the water, wearing one of those lace skirts that covered the knees. When their eyes met, she smiled at him and said: «Hello, Bruce! Are you looking for some tranquility? ». But he didn’t answer, he was so angry about what happened with Miah that the only thing he did was to continue walking in the forest until he went across an Indian colony. Once there, he sat down and drank the beers he had hidden in his pocket.

	Bruce snorted after he remembered that moment of his life; from beginning to end. He had kept it somewhere in his brain so it wouldn’t come back, to not be sorry for what he had lost, but when he saw her, everything came back. For that reason, he had to leave, he had to walk away from her as fast as he could, he couldn’t stay any longer nor let her see him. He was a ghost, an apparition, an inexistent soul. However, just when he was walking by her side, Bruce turned his face to see her one last time and…

	—Shit! —exclaimed Ohana, putting her hands on her face—. Fuck! —she continued exasperated.

	«Don’t stop… Don’t stop… Continue to the exit, Malone. Open the door and close on your way out. You don’t care about what is happening, you can’t come up to her, tell her who you are and ask if she needs help. She’ll run away!! But… what the hell are you doing? No! Stop, stop! », his reason said.

	—Any problem? —he asked, standing in front of the table.

	Ohana listened to a man’s voice asking her if there was a problem, but she didn’t even bother in answering. She wasn’t in the mood to talk to an asshole who came up to her just to see her. So, she kept her hands on her face, closed her eyes and prayed for the shameless to understand she didn’t want any company.

	—If you want to destroy your laptop, the best way is to sunk it in water. I’m sure it won’t survive it —he continued talking to her.

	—One, I don’t want company —she said, covering her face even more—. Two, I don’t want to break my laptop and three… go away!

	Bruce smiled from ear to ear. That was an Oldquaterian woman’s character. He didn’t doubt it. No one who was born in the town would have accepted help from a foreigner. He put the bag on the floor, took the chair that was in front of her, sat down and put the cup on the table.

	—Didn’t you listen to me? —she shouted, moving her hands off her face.

	When she discovered who was next to her, she was breathless and noticed how her blood froze in her veins. It couldn’t be true! Her eyes were playing a trick on her! Was that Bruce? Was that young man with long hair, a long beard and blue eyes the Malone she knew?

	«Your Bruce…» —said a voice inside her head.

	—Hello, Ohana. How are you? —he asked with a soft tone. One that he hadn’t used in a long time.

	—Malone? It that really you? —she replied, more perplex than if she had seen a unicorn.

	—Yes —he answered.

	Ohana didn’t think, she just got up from her seat, walked towards him and hugged him.

	At first, Bruce was incapable of responding to that hug, but then, he let himself get carried away by that comfort and tranquility the girl gave him. It seemed like she had taken him home. Perhaps it was the smell of her hair, that hug or what her presence made him remember. Whatever it was, it was the first time in five years that he felt happy.

	—Oh, God! Look at you! —she exclaimed when their eyes met—. You’re so different! You grew a beard, you have long hair and… my goodness, you’re… stronger! —she stuttered after looking for a word that didn’t let him know she found him very attractive.

	—You’re also different… —he replied surprised that Samantha’s prude daughter flirted with him in such little time.

	—What are you doing here? Are you in a hurry? Come on, sit down and tell me how’s everything! —she said while she went back to her seat—. We have many things to talk about. It’s been so long…

	Bruce looked at her confused and surprised. He didn’t expect her to receive him that way. Anyone would have run away when they saw him, except if it would be the only person in Old-Quarter that didn’t know what happened five years ago. But that was discarded.

	—I shouldn’t… —he doubted.

	—Come on, Malone! —she insisted, moving her hand in a desperate way—. Sit! I haven’t seen you in ages —she repeated.

	—But, Ohana…, I don’t…

	—Are you in a hurry?

	—No —he replied.

	—So… what prevents you to talk to an old friend?

	«Finally, something crazy! —She heard that woman’s voice again inside her head—. Come on, girl! You have Bruce! Your Bruce! And he’s so hot, I’m about to have an orgasm».

	The voice was right. Bruce was impressive. The black t-shirt fit really well to his chest and the muscles of his arms. The beard and that Texan lumberjack style gave him a point…

	«An image of a bad boy that surprises. But…who wants a good boy in bed? Not me! ».

	Bruce ended up accepting the invitation. He would stay some minutes, the right amount so she wouldn’t feel rejected and then he would leave forever.

	—What brought you here, Malone? —she asked before taking a sip of her beverage.

	—The coffee —he replied, picking his cup.

	—I got it. There’s no other place in this city that has the authentic Texan coffee. I come here almost every day since they opened —she explained.

	—I knew about it a couple of hours ago, while I was at the gym.

	—Do you work at a gym? I should have imagined, by I seeing you dressed like that and…well, with that new look. —She blushed. Bruce tried to correct her, but it was impossible because she didn’t stop talking—. Here, everyone wants to have a well-built body and the only way to do so is going to those kinds of places. If any of the residents of our town saw the young men lifting weights, sweating due to the effort, they wouldn’t believe it. I’m sure they would tie them by the waist and use them for ploughing. —And after that comment, she laughed out loud, nervously—. But that doesn’t mean it’s not appropriate, don’t get confused. On the contrary, I’ve thought many times about joining one, maybe I can do some sport and get rid of these hips. Do you, as an expert in impossible bodies, think there’s a solution for this? —she stood up, pulled up the t-shirt a little, letting Bruce’s eyes saw not only her voluptuous hips but also the tail of a drawing she had tattooed on her white skin—. What? Do I need a lot of work to eliminate all of this? Is that so impossible? —she asked when Bruce’s face became pale. She sat down again, took the cup and looked at him—. Anyway, Malone, I’ll let my exaggerated curves in their place while you tell me what have you been doing these years. —And she had another sip of coffee.

	Bruce swallowed saliva, not only to eliminate the knot that had appeared in his throat, but also to take a pause before speaking. Exaggerated curves? Gym? Tattoos? Where was the prude child who used to hide behind the door so no one saw her when her mother forced her to wear those lace dresses? And the flared pants? Did she burn them before leaving the town? Now, she was wearing t-shirts with funny drawings and her low-cut jeans, fit perfectly to those exaggerated curves she was referring to.

	—Malone? —she insisted, taking him out of that inappropriate thought.

	—What are you doing here? —he returned the question while he sat back on the chair, crossed his arms, showing his huge biceps, and looked at her without blinking.

	—Do you remember what my hobby was?

	—I remember you mother made you wear some precious dresses with white lace to the lunch in the field —he said mocking.

	—God… —she sighed—, I hated them… I still wonder why she punished me like that. —And she laughed again.

	Bruce was incapable of taking his eyes off her. He looked at her without even blinking while his memory gave him infinite images of the girl in the town. She was Samantha’s protected daughter. A woman who, after her husband ran away with the nurse, focused on the girl with black hair and brown eyes. Everybody concluded that Samantha wasn’t capable of moving on without her child. But there was Ohana, many years later, away from the disturbing protection of her mother, living in such dangerous city.

	—I imagine that made me create my own clothes and focus on my new phase —she concluded—. I never imagined that dream could become true, but here I am, fighting for having a spot in the fashion world…

	Ohana kept talking without barely breathing. Malone squinted his eyes a little, studying every gesture she made while she narrated the beginning of her story. She touched her hair and drank in short pauses. She was nervous, he didn’t doubt it. And the reason for those nerves was him. Then, he had a revelation. A fact that happened when he was nineteen and Ohana only seventeen. One that showed him the reason why she was acting that way…

	 

	As usual, he was at his father’s auto shop, helping him fix a tractor. He was cleaning his hands, because he decided to take a break, when he saw her. Ohana was walking in front of the shop, without noticing his presence, because all her attention was focused on walking down the street with her hand up, as if she wanted to touch a cloud. But she didn’t want to reach something so far, but an insect that was flying above her. She was smiling, excited, enjoying that moment without being conscious that someone was a witness of that weird happiness: him. Interested in finding out what she wanted to do, he went out of the shop and stood in the middle of the street. Ohana had arrived at the fence where Mr. Hicks, an old bitter man, kept his five breeding mares. She climbed the fence, without giving up in touching that insect. It was then when, by mistake, she put a foot on the stable gate and, since it was stuck, she shook it. At that moment, the rusty lock broke and the fence opened, letting those crazy mares free to run and neigh.

	The people of the town took all morning to control that situation. Logically, they stopped their activities to help the angry Mr. Hicks, who didn’t stop shouting who had opened the gate. When they asked Ohana, she started talking non-stop about the weather, the clouds, the heat and the reason why it hadn’t rained in the last months. Then, he understood that the young woman, when she felt trapped, talked about anything except what was important. No one suspected of her, no one thought she could have caused that incident and the only witness kept in silence.

	 

	—You’re afraid of me. —Malone stopped the monologue at once—. You don’t need to answer, I know.

	—Bruce… —she said, opening her eyes wide, blushing when she felt discovered.

	—There are no secrets in Old-Quarter —he reflected—. I should have imagined…

	He got up slowly to not call the attention of the few clients that were next to them, he looked at Ohana and smiled.

	—Relax, I’m not going to reproach you anything. I know what I did and assume all the consequences I had since that day —he said, stretching his arm to take his bag.

	—Bruce… —she repeated with sadness—, I’m sorry…, I didn’t mean to offend you.

	—You don’t have anything to be sorry about, Ohana, and you don’t offend me. It’s been a pleasure to see you again and I hope you achieve the dream you told me about —he added, putting the bag on his right shoulder.

	While Bruce was preparing to leave, she couldn’t stop looking at him and reflecting about the idea that went through her mind. It was crazy, totally mental, but that evil voice insisted that she shouldn’t let him go, that he had changed and that she needed to give him a chance.

	—Don’t go… —she asked him, taking his hand.

	—I have to. I’m not a good company —he replied, chewing on every word, hating himself for being who he was.

	—Bruce…

	—It’s not convenient, Ohana —he insisted without taking his eyes off the hand that was grabbing his wrist.

	—Please, I trust you.

	—You shouldn’t —he murmured, sad.

	—Let me be the one who judges what I should or shouldn’t do. I know you’ve changed; I can see it in your eyes.

	—But not how you imagine —he mumbled.

	He needed to get out of there…now! Because it was the first time that, even though he recognized that it was dangerous to be with someone, his head and even his heart yelled that leaving would be a regretful mistake like the one he did years before.

	—Are you the same young man who saw me following a dragonfly and kept in silence? The same one who protected me from a scolding?

	«Don’t forget the part of my first love, the boy who passed me by as if I were horse shit and the bad prince of my dreams», continued the devil.

	—Did you know? —asked Bruce surprised when he discovered she knew his secret.

	—I was expecting you to tell on me, Malone, but you didn’t. I owe you one and you know how the Oldquaterians pay a debt —she said, with the hope that he stayed with her.

	—Do you want to pay that old debt talking to me? —he said surprised.

	—Actually, I’d love to enjoy your company for a while. I’m sure we can talk about many things —she said as she let his hand go.

	—Are you sure?

	—Yes —she replied while she waited for Bruce to sit down again.

	«Talk all you want, I’m going to use my imagination to enjoy that hot body», explained the devil in complete silence.

	 


Chapter 3

	 

	Old acquaintances, new friendship

	 

	Ohana tried to ask in a thousand different ways what he had done during the last five years, but Bruce knew how to evade her and return the questions. Even though there were moments when she saw him as if she wanted to kill him for answering evasively, Ohana was very polite and answered all the questions he asked. That way he discovered she had taken the chance they offered her at the Fashion Institute of Technology and that she left the town a few months after he had left. She also told him how Samantha survived the separation and about the project she had been offered. For the tone she used, Bruce noticed not only enthusiasm but also anguish. She didn’t feel confident? Was she having second thoughts because she was conscious that in the fashion world there was a lot of deceive? Did she think she was being tricked?

	«P.S. —he said as a mental note—: to visit that designer to make him clarify his intentions with Ohana. If he tries to trick her, he will have to stay hidden in his pretty loft for a long time».

	And just when he put the last dot to that thought, he scolded himself. He wouldn’t do anything; he wouldn’t see her again. If he wanted her to have a quiet life and get all her goals, he had to disappear. But he couldn’t leave without finding out about his father. At that moment, without being able to avoid it, he looked at her in silence. She was moving her hands still holding the coffee. Her long fingers, as a pianist should have, didn’t have any rings or anything a woman wears to make them look more beautiful. She just had painted the nails with glow. Even though he tried not to stare at her any longer, he couldn’t. We watched, mesmerized, the thickness of her lips and how they extended to draw a smile.

	—It’s the opportunity I was waiting for since I was admitted —she said, putting the cup on the table. The slight sound it made when she put it, made Bruce wake up from his inappropriate thoughts—. As you can imagine, living here hasn’t been easy for me and for my mother, and we both had fought against all odds for years.

	—I imagine he had a hard time when you came —he concluded at the same time she raised her hand to have more coffee poured.

	As the last time, the shortest clerk was the one who served them. It seemed as if the girl who had flirted with him was too busy looking for another man to put between her legs. Or maybe she was still angry about the comment he made about her tits, but he didn’t regret saying that. Even Ohana has more suggestive boobs under the funny t-shirt than that stick insect. Suddenly, he felt like a
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