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	With lots of love, to my children. I want you to know that dreams can be reached and you shouldn’t stop fighting to get them.

	Love,

	Mom.

	 


«I just want you to continue being my hell, my heaven, my passion, my love and my life…».

	Anonymous

	 


Prologue

	 

	Six years ago

	 

	It was the most expected day of the football season, the two big rivals in the city would battle in the stadium to get a position in the semifinals. This meant that there would be endless disputes during the game and, as a result, fights outside the field. Everyone at the hospital was restless in an afternoon like that one, since once the referee put an end to the match, hundreds of patients would arrive. Bruises, dislocations and even stab wounds would be in the emergency room waiting to be assisted, that’s why the young doctor Mathew Lausson had begged his boss to let him work that day, he wanted to be there helping his coworkers and not dealing with another boring afternoon. He listened to all kinds of compliments from his coworkers when they found out he had offered to work in such chaotic day, but Mathew didn’t do it for the others, but for himself; he preferred to spend time helping the hundreds of patients that would collapse the hallways than to stay in a quiet house, lonely and bored. If his boss had taken a look at his working hours of the month, he would’ve denied the petition and at that moment he would be lying on the sofa, calling his usual Chinese restaurant to order dinner and watching the rerun of the match on tv.

	He strongly hated the type of life he had chosen, but the other alternative was impossible. He wouldn’t go back to his family home to listen to the endless talks of his father in which he insisted that he was wasting his life in such a sacrificed profession. Despite everything, he wasn’t wrong, since becoming a good doctor caused that he missed many moments, typical of the youth. He had never gotten drunk, nor attended to frat parties just to end up naked on the street shouting freedom; he also didn’t remember having a strong friendship outside the university. Everyone who came up to him had only one intention: using his notes to pass the difficult exams. That had been his life, book and emptiness, too much emptiness.

	With only twenty-seven years old, he had one of the best positions at his work place, but he didn’t cherish that, he wanted to find what he never had: going out with friends, getting drunk, attending big and wild parties, hooking up with dozens of women… And yet, neither of his coworkers wanted to go back to their wild adolescence. They were married, with children and even one or two were grandparents. Even if he never admitted it, he had become an old man, a middle-aged man before turning thirty. The only thing left for him to do was hoping life would give him the chance to get his long-desired dream.

	He sat back on the chair of the small breakroom with a cup of coffee in his hand and reflected about his past. He was about to close his eyes and rest for a while, when the door was abruptly opened, making him jump off the chair.

	“Doctor Lausson?” asked a nurse without moving from the entrance. The gasping and desperation of her voice indicated Mathew that something horrible was happening.

	“Yes?” he answered, leaving the cup still with coffee on the table and walking towards the woman. 

	“I’m sorry to bother you in your break, but we have a patient with a shot wound. He has a bullet hole on his abdomen, but there isn’t a sign of an exit one” she explained quickly and pretty upset while both ran down the hall towards the exit. “Can you assist him, please?”

	“No problem, when is he arriving?” He opened the main glass door. It was cold, too cold to be outside the hospital without a coat, but the excitement he was feeling about the arrival of such patient didn’t let him feel the freezing winter weather.

	“He’s on his way…” answered the nurse looking at him without blinking.

	The way she looked at him, Mathew noticed. Her eyes told him that the person he would have was an important one. His patients were treated quickly and without any relevance, but those brown pupils provoked a disturbing state of insecurity in him. Who would it be? Who did they shoot and why? He was about to ask her the reason of such worry, when he heard the sirens of the ambulances very near them. Once it was parked, he quickly walked towards the vehicle with the intention of opening himself the big back doors, but two paramedics went out in such a hurry that they almost knocked him over. Their faces were pale, as if they had seen a ghost. He wanted to help them with the gurney, although they didn’t let him either. For a strange reason, they didn’t want him to. Just as surprised as he was confused, Mathew walked next to the patient. He was eager to see his face, to find out who that man was; a gas thick plastic mask, which gave him oxygen, and the thermic blanket that covered him to the neck prevented him to discover who he was. He could only see some black eyes, as dark as the night.

	“Don’t worry” he said to calm down the wounded. “You’ll get through this one, I promise.”

	The man moved a hand to his face, he pretended to take off what he had on. It seemed as he needed to tell him something. Mathew bent down to him, trying to listen to what he wanted to whisper. Perhaps, he would tell him the name of the person who hurt him of maybe he just wanted to confess before dying.

	“If you save me, if you don’t let me die, you’ll have my word that I’ll be in debt with you, doctor” the patient started saying. “And the leader of Wheels from hell always keeps a promise.”

	Mathew avoided showing the amaze that that confession provoked him. He recognized the name of that group, of that gang. More than once, they had been in the headlines of the newspapers, always about the same topics: battles with other bands for the lands, drugs, murderers, gambling games or even prostitution. Now he understood the nurse’s desperation. If that man, if the leader of such a problematic band like that one, died in the hospital, everyone who had assisted him would have the same luck.

	“Prepare the OR!” claimed Mathew. “There’s no time to waste!” Exasperated due to the case he had on his hands; he didn’t pay attention to the noises of engines that were getting closer to the hospital.
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	Two week later, Mathew was doing his rounds by the rooms of the seventh floor. He looked up and mentally read the number of that room. He sighed and he went in after walking two short steps and slightly knocking on the door. His coworkers were incapable of going there, they said it was a place where the devil roamed free and they couldn’t stand so much evil. Nonetheless, he just wanted to conclude his work in a right way, no matter who they were or what they were doing during the twenty-four hours of the day. Eliminating from his mind the million sinister comments that were all around the hospital about the wounded, he walked in staring at some papers. When he decided to look up, he was breathless. There, surrounding the patient’s bed, were six of the most dangerous men in town. Dressed in rough leather, tattooed on all the skin and covering their heads with bandanas of different colors, they talked and laughed with the man who could barely move.

	“Good morning, doctor!” exclaimed the patient with a big smile.

	“Good morning, how do you feel this morning, Mr. Square?” he asked, thumbing through the documents he had on his hands and avoiding any mistrustful look from the people there.

	“As an oak” he answered, patting himself on the place where the bullet had gone in.

	The projectile went directly to the intestine and, even though in the OR they feared his life, in the end the strength of that man made him keep breathing. A real miracle, was the rumor in the hospital. Even Mathew thought about that idea, any person with a hole similar to the one he had, would have died before being able to help him.

	“Were you the one who saved him?” inquired a tall man, with a great red beard and a face that caused fear due to the inhumanity expression those light eyes had.

	“Yes, Ray. He was the one who returned me to the land of the living” answered the wounded when he saw the doctor wasn’t capable of articulating a single word.

	The guy who asked the question reached out to Mathew so he would shake his hand and he accepted more because of fear than for education.

	“It’s my job…” he said, taking away the importance.

	“The members of Wheels from hell are very thankful to you for saving this stubborn guy’s life…” indicated the member of the band, “and on behalf of all of them I promise that you can ask us anything you need, we owe you big time” he continued firmly.

	“As I’ve told you…” he tried to clarify.

	But the man didn’t listen to the explanations the doctor wanted to give him, he walked towards the exit after patting him hard on the back. After the scary bikers left, since all of them joined said guy, Mathew continued with his job. They didn’t seem as evil as the rumor said. It was true that the way they dressed, the diabolic tattoos, the extravagant behavior and even the dark and malicious looks, like the one Ray had, curled his hair, but they had been respectful with him until now. He couldn’t say any bad comments when his coworkers asked him. How could he mention pernicious things when he found their lifestyle interesting? Deep down, he would also like people to stay away when he walked nearby or looked at him with fear. Maybe because all of his existence was based on being unnoticed, not standing out in anything except his job. Meditating on how living like that would be like, the working day was over and he was surprise to know how fast time had gone by. With sorrow, because he would go back to the loneliness of his home, he put the lab coat in the locker and walked depressed towards the exit, then… the beginning of his ending happened.

	There, next to his Harley, was standing the man who shook his hand in the patient’s room.

	“Do you like motorcycles, doctor?” asked Ray interested, still smiling maliciously.

	“A little…” he said mistrustfully. How did that man know that was his motorcycle? Who had given him that information? No one, he said to himself. They know it because they have been watching me for a while.

	After seeing Mathew’s suspicious look, Ray laughed loudly.

	“Are you afraid, doctor?” he asked at the same time he moved away from the motorcycle and crossed his arms. “Don’t worry, I’m not going to beat you up. As I told you upstairs, we owe you one.”

	“I tried to tell you it was my job” clarified Mathew, lifting the helmet he had on his hand.

	“Well, either way, I’d like to pay you as soon as possible and I know how” He raised an eyebrow and looked at him without blinking. “What if we discuss it over a beer? It’ll be a pleasure if you joined us.”

	What at first seemed like an invitation, in Ray’s mouth wasn’t. He wasn’t suggesting joining him, but that he did it and period. So, after meditating it for a moment and thinking he might be in danger, he accepted the invitation and rode across the city escorted by six devils.

	That’s how he started his own destruction. Amazed by the power those characters showed, he ended up joining the band of bikers. For the two years he was with them, he caught up with what he hadn’t lived during his college years, and much more: fights, drugs, prostitution… With the pass of time, he started to miss the quiet life he had had. He wasn’t interested in belonging to that criminal family who had adopted him anymore, he needed to go back to the peaceful existence he had before meeting them because, due to the constant serviced they needed from him, he even had to abandon the position he had at the hospital. But leaving them was hard. Mathew found out first hand that denying to continue hanging out with the band meant death. However, after thoroughly meditating it, he pulled out strength and decided to set free before they asked him the last requirement to become one of them: to murder.

	He watched them for weeks, as if it was the prey on a carnivore before being eaten. He meditated every move, every act of the crew and found out that the best day to perform his plan was Saturday night. The next day, none of those men was able to stand up; some, lying on their beds due to the pain from being hurt in a fight, others, due to the alcohol they had drunk and others, among them the most important, the second most powerful man in the band, Ray Walton, was resting in the arms of several lovers.

	So, like any other Sunday, Mathew excused himself saying he had to visit his parents that day. It was an absurd pretext, typically from a boy no older that ten, but for as illogical that it may have sounded everyone accepted his decision. Excited and scared, he went to his house, he couldn’t stop to think nor rest, he didn’t have time for that. He had prepared the necessary to get away from that hell as soon as he arrived at his apartment, he picked up his backpack and, looking with yearn at everything he would leave behind he rode his motorcycle and didn’t stop until he ran out of gas.

	For two days, he didn’t even dare to stay in one place for more than five minutes. He couldn’t stop nor relax on a filthy bed of a dirty hostel. If he did, they could find him and then it would end up with his death. He didn’t even pay attention to the signs that announced the locations nearby, he didn’t care about knowing where he was, the only thing he wanted to do was to put some distance between them and him. He only knew where to go, to the desolated area in the west of Texas; he had the hope of finding a small forsaken town. If he got that, if he achieved that goal, maybe he would have a possibility in a million of having the life he yearned.

	“where does this road take me?” he asked to the employee of the gas station he had stopped at.

	“If you continue to that direction, you’ll get to Soneddy, a small town in the north of Porstesing” he explained to the man, looking at him carefully. It was normal that he did it, after several days without properly showering, he looked horribly.

	“Do a lot of people live in that place?” he continued asking.

	“Just some farmers. Peaceful people” added the worker at the same time he pulled the gas dispenser out and placed it on the pump.

	“Thank you” he said before putting his helmet on.

	Soneddy seemed like a good place to hide. He had never heard that name before even though, during the years he was with the band, they number many cities or town he didn’t know they existed. Making his motorcycle roar, he went back to the road with the intention of settling down in that unknown part of the county. He hadn’t been riding for over an hour when something caught his attention. He slowed down and, shocked and even frightened for what he found, he decided to park on the hard shoulder and run towards the vehicle that was stuck in a tree. That agitation state that a man who was born to save lives could live, returned from a lost place in his mind. He was taking the doctor he once was, the man he had left behind.

	“Sr, can you hear me?” he spoke from the driver’s door through the window. Inside the vehicle there was only a man with his head stuck on the steering wheel. The seatbelt kept him steady in that position. “Can you hear me?” he insisted after deciding to open the door.

	He tried to find out without touching him, what possible injuries he may have. But his state of alert rose when he found out that the man wasn’t answering his questions, nor did he hear soft moaning of pain. Quickly, he reached for his throat, looking for pulse of that wounded man. No heartbeat, his heart had paralyzed.

	Mathew walked away from the car, put his hands on his blond hair and ruffled it with desperation. He couldn’t leave him there. It wasn’t fair to abandon a corpse in the middle of nowhere. Upset, he started turning around, shouting and cursing fate. What could he do? What would another person do in his place? Someone who wasn’t in his situation, would’ve gone back to the gas station and informed about the finding. But he wasn’t that person, he was a fugitive. A man who wished to change the destiny made up by some savages to start building his own.

	Angry, he walked towards the passenger’s door. On the seat there was a wallet, one of those who the executives of companies used to have. With his hands shaking, he opened it. He wanted to know the identity of the deceased. Perhaps he could find a phone number to let someone know and, that way, continue to keep his identity hidden, but everything he read were documents about possible scientific advances. They talked about pioneer medicines that would delay important sicknesses such as cancer or Alzheimer’s. Mathew looked at him intrigued. Had he been a pharmaceutical dealer? Or a patient who needed to find out if his sickness had a solution? Curious, he continued taking out the papers that were in the briefcase. There weren’t numbers to call or anything important for that matter. More than angry, he shook the briefcase and saw how an envelope fell on his feet. He thought he would find there what he was looking for, but what he found folded inside let him breathless. His hands shook again and his heart beat with frenzy. He couldn’t believe it! Did the destiny want to kick him in the nuts? He touched his hair again. The sweat on his palms wetted the hair they caressed. What he was thinking was crazy, he wasn’t that kind of man. Although, he couldn’t forget he was desperate.

	He sat on the sticky floor, thinking about what he was starting to evaluate. It wasn’t a bad idea, maybe it was the best one he had had until then. He glanced at the deceased, he was there, more purple each time, one of the first symptoms of the decay of a corpse in the inclemency; under that sun he could suffer it in hours, minutes or perhaps seconds. He sighed several times, the ones he needed to reassure his thoughts. He didn’t have another choice, he had to do it, period. He stood up quickly, went to the trunk of the car and looked for something to achieve his goal. Of course, he knew he wouldn’t find a shovel, it was absurd to think that a man like that could added a shovel to his luggage to be buried in case of dead. He slammed the trunk, saying a million bad words. His desperation was rising, just as the desire of getting out of there as soon as possible, but he had to be rational and abandon the desperation he was living. He inspected the place looking for something to make a huge hole with. Except for dry stumps, he didn’t find anything else. He could do it with his bare hands, but how long would it take? He stared at the motorcycle, waiting for it to give him the alternative he was looking for. He snorted as if he were a bull. He had been with it for years. They had lived millions of adventures together. It was its friend, its loyal companion.

	“I’m sorry, little one” he whispered as he turned it on. “It’s not you, it’s me” he excused himself as if it were a lover he was abandoning.

	He took it to an area where the flames wouldn’t reach the nearby forest. Then he went back to the car and carried the deceased Mathew Thompson as he could.

	“Deep down, I have to thank you for saving my life” he said at the same time he put him on his shoulders. “If you hadn’t appeared, I think it would have been you who signed my death certificate.” He put him on the motorcycle, looked for his wallet in the pockets and exchanged it for his. “If we ever see each other up there” he continued saying while he opened the fuel tank cap of the motorcycle, “you could beat me as I deserve it.”

	He prayed for that man’s soul and approached a lighter to the corpse’s pants. When the flames extended on the body, Mathew ran towards that guy’s car without looking back, turned it on and set the GPS to the place his savior was supposed to arrive, a town called Old-Quarter.

	 


Chapter 1

	 

	The arrival

	 

	The first sunrays went through the window of his bedroom. Mathew smiled when he looked at the place where Miah had slept. She wasn’t there anymore; she had left before the rest of the town woke up. He wanted to avoid any kind of rumor about the relationship they had; although, he was afraid that purpose was impossible in a place like that. Without stop smiling, he took the pillow and sighed deeply. Her perfume lingered, just as her delicate and extraordinary woman’s essence, produced by those episodes of passion they had in the bedroom. Wondered by the sensation of fulfillment his heart felt when he thought about his loved one, he set the pillow aside and placed it again on the bed. He never imagined that he would find love in a town so small, unknown and impossible to find even with the famous Google Maps, but he did. Old-Quarter was invisible for the world, except for the residents and, fortunately, among those few residents, there was the woman who drove him crazy for love.

	Slowly, he sat on the bed. He could still see her next to him, kissing him, caressing him, sobbing when reaching the climax. He also heard her laughter, her lovely words and the ones that weren’t much, of course. Because Miah was a very special woman. She could be as hot as angry. He just needed to watch her carefully to find out in which state she was and act accordingly. Mathew frowned when he thought about the bitter past of that woman. He couldn’t understand how her dead husband didn’t discover the treasure to which he married. Instead of filling her with kisses, tender caresses or enthralling her with sweet words, he had mistreated her, humiliated her in front of those who saw her grew up. That’s why his struggle was greater. The eagerness to show her that he wasn’t like that monster she used to live with at all, made Mathew pull out all the seduction tactics he knew. He didn’t want her to compare him to that obtuse asshole who didn’t respect her nor love her because, opposite of Luke, he was willing to die for her.

	Angry by that disturbing memory about Miah’s past, he got up and walked naked inside his house. It was a custom he should’ve abandoned, since everyone in town had a key to his house, but he knew no one would invade his intimacy except if there was danger. The neighbors, his friends now, were always taking care of each other. He hadn’t lived that in the city, where everyone was incapable of greeting, much less, generating any kindness among neighbors. The only word that defined any city was mistrustful. 

	With a slow pace, he got to the kitchen. He needed a good doze of coffee, maybe he should drink the entire pot. The black circles around his eyes and the tiredness of all his body gave him away. Everyone who looked at him carefully would infer that his nights weren’t as relaxed as he insisted in proclaim. When he left the pot on the stove, he stood still, looking out the window. He had planned to visit the Sanders before starting the daily practice. Virginia’s due date was a week before and, according to what Thomas told him the previous morning, she was like a mare with thorns up her ass. It was evident that the arrival of little Catherine was imminent and, even though the future father didn’t stop repeating that nothing would change and that he was very relaxed, everyone knew he was lying. Tom was worried about the birth. He was so afraid of losing them that he stopped eating and, in spite of Mrs. Duffy’s attempts to deliver baskets full of tasty food, he wouldn’t eat one bite. Mathew understood him. It wasn’t easy to see the woman one loved in that situation. He only hoped Virginia was as brave as she had always been.

	The loud noise that the coffee pot made when the coffee was ready awoke him from this daydream. He turned around, walked towards the stove, tuned off the fire and poured the black liquid into a mug. While it was getting cold, he took a shower to eliminate from his body all the sweat caused by the intimate act of pleasure and Miah’s perfume. He wasn’t fond of making it disappear, he wanted to have it impregnated in his body the rest of his life, but those villagers were suspicious and, despite being used to having manure smell in their noses, they could detect if one smelled different.

	When he entered the bathroom, he smiled from ear to ear. Miah had forgotten one of her hair clips on the sink. He took it and put it in a drawer. He was hoping that the next thing she forgot was her toothbrush. That would make him know she was starting to contemplate what he wanted so badly, to formalize the relationship. He reached out and opened the water tap. The hot water created a steam cloud that soon covered the walls and the mirror, in which he saw the black circles around his eyes. Suddenly, he laughed out loud. She was the woman of his dreams and, as such, she had written a message on the glass. She knew he would take a hot shower before leaving the house and that he would see it. His heart froze and his chest got bigger when he read: «I adore you». He couldn’t understand how three words could mean so much, but the joy he felt when he whispered them to himself made him forget all those fears that appeared when he thought about how his life would change if someone discovered who he really was.

	Confused and worried, he went into the shower and let his body have some temperature while the past he wanted to eliminate came back to his mind. Mathew wondered what had happened to the person whose identity he had assumed. If they were still investigating the cause of death and why he ended up calcinated on a motorcycle that wasn’t his. For the next moths after his arrival to the town, he looked in the newspapers for any news about the incident, but he didn’t find anything. No law enforcement officer would have to forget a similar case, their main obligation would be to investigate that man’s dead. However, it seems like the earth had swallowed the real Mathew Thompson. Those ramblings redirected him to the people he was running from, those who he had admired at first and then hated. Had they looked for him? Sure. Ray never left a loose end. He was sure that the effort for finding out his whereabouts and the reason why he had left them had him upset. Even if decades had passed without knowing where he was, even if no one remembered the young doctor who was a member of that band, Ray would have him archived in his memory and only his own dead would make him stop the effort of finding him.

	 


Chapter 2

	 

	Show must go on

	 

	He put the towel around his waist, the waterdrops ran through his body as if they caressed him. He looked at himself in the mirror, not recognizing the image he projected. He had changed, he was a different man. A happy and relaxed man. Behind were the agony, the torment and the terror. Everything had finally disappeared. When he turned around, he noticed the big mark of his past, his bad decision. He never thought he would dare getting that kind of tattoo on his back, but he did. Although… who could refuse to do that madness when Ray had already planned it? His commands were law, sometimes even more important than the orders of Barry, the real leader of the band. Nothing was done without the consent of Ray Walton, nothing. Mathew wished to tear that tattoo off, destroy it with his own hands, but when Miah caressed it, when she put her fingers on his skin, she eliminated the obsession he had of making it disappear.

	“What does it mean?” she asked him at the time her hands softly felt the drawing.

	“Something I want to forget” he said while he turned around so his back was hidden with the bedsheet.

	“Then, why did you do it?” she asked, putting herself on top of him. Her blonde messy hair hid those eyes he adored, that mouth that he needed to kiss.

	“Everybody makes mistakes, right? Well, mine was doing it” he said before placing his hands on both sides of the blushed face and getting her close to kiss her vigorously.

	He wasn’t capable of confessing her the reason why he did such stupidity. He just wished she forgot the subject while she got carried away by the passion that came after the brief talk. Although, he was afraid she would insist in knowing the story of how he could draw a huge motorcycle tire surrounded by gigantic and horrifying flames.

	Mathew was taking a second sip of coffee when he heard how someone knocked persistently on his door. It had only been a couple of minutes after six in the morning, a time when the residents were still sleeping. Who wanted him with such obstinacy? As curious as he was surprised, he walked to the door. Before opening, he looked through the window. The thin figure of the young Gerald took the porch, with the black mane loose and, of course, without a shirt that covered the tanned torso. That Indian who, as much as he tried to run away from his origins, was more savage each time, more indigenous. He had even made a ritual for three days around Thomas’ ranch to protect the Sanders family. Not only Mathew, but all the residents of Old-Quarter understood that need of taking care of the cowboy’s family. The reason for that behavior was, not only the arrival of the little girl, but also the mother. Virginia had taken on the young man as if both had the same blood. She took care of him so tenderly that she even made him blush more than once in front of those who looked at them amazed and with a mischievous smile. Logically, after so many years of solitude, so many years of being confined to a small ranch without knowing what direction should his life take, he was amazed when he found out that neither the Sanders family nor the rest of the town hated him, on the contrary, there wasn’t a single person who didn’t praise the bravery of a young boy fighting for his destiny.

	Mathew stepped backwards, he had to cover his back, to hide the evil that he lived in the past, but Gerald listened to his steps and yelled at him:

	“You have two options, doctor: either you open the door or I kick it down.”

	“Don’t do it!” exclaimed Mathew, running towards the entrance. He would. He knew that if he took too long to let Kenston in, he would kick down the door.

	“Good morning, doctor” he greeted with a triumphal smile. The pearl white of his teeth was intensified under that tanned skin and his eyes, as black as the feathers of a crow, watched him amused. “If you had warned me that you were half-naked, I would’ve given you a little bit more time.”

	“Good morning, Gerald, what do you want? Why do you knock my door so hard this early?” he asked, allowing him to enter his home.

	“I need you to come to Reborn” he informed while he crossed his arms and leaned on the door frame with ease. In a million years would he go into the house with that man who was only wearing a towel to cover his private parts. Even though everyone sensed he was straight, he wouldn’t start a rumor that would be difficult to appease. “Our friend is in danger. I think that, if we don’t get to his house soon, he’ll die” he continued in an amused tone.

	“What?” Mathew, who was starting to go towards his room, stopped immediately. He turned around and startled: “Is it about Virginia? Is she in labor?”

	“That’s what it seems like” said Gerald looking away from the doctor’s body.

	He never imagined that the nice Thompson could get such a satanic tattoo on his skin. Just by looking at it he had chills that made his skin crawl and he felt he needed to investigate what that drawing meant; the gift his father had given him with his Indian blood was shouting at him that it was evil.

	“That woman was bearing the arrival of the little girl better than her husband” added the boy, trying not to show the shock that tattoo had on him.

	“Did Tom tell you how long has she been like that?” he asked at the same time he ran towards the bedroom and got dressed with the same underwear from the day before.

	“He didn’t have to” replied Gerald roughly. “Just by seeing her one can tell how bad she is and she that she has been faking since yesterday evening. The stubborn didn’t go to bed until there was dinner on the table. She’s more worried about Thomas’ malnutrition that about Catherine’s arrival.”

	“Okay, then go and tell Miah. I think she’d kill you if you don’t let her know that her friend is in labor” he said, ignoring the rough tone of the boy.

	It was normal that in a moment like that everyone got nervous. If Gerald had been senseless and yelled around all the streets in Old-Quarter that the girl was coming, everyone would have had a panic attack similar to a bulls’ stampede.

	“She was the first person I told” ended Gerald going downstairs and taking Doncella’s reins.

	“All right, so the only thing left to do is to go” he explained, putting his hands in the shirt and closing the door with his leg. “Tell Thomas I won’t take long.”

	“You aren’t thinking about using that wreck in such an important day, are you?” asked the boy roughly. “It wouldn’t be convenient if it decided to break down…”

	“Are you pretending to take me there on that?” He pointed at the mare. “In your dreams!” he exclaimed firmly.

	“I didn’t think about it, doctor, it’s already decided” he sentenced at the time he took his arm and approached him to the animal’s stomach. “As I told you, there’s no time to waste.”
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