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Alice Juno Taylor had overslept. This wasn’t immediately clear to Alice, until the sharp rapping on the door woke her. Stumbling out of bed in her country-style cottage in the Ohio suburbs, she saw the moving vans lined up outside her street and was instantly kicked into overdrive. 
“Shit!” She said, throwing on her dressing gown and opening the door. The man behind it looked frightened of her frazzled look and maniacally frizzy auburn hair. She stood back as the trail of men entered her kitchen and immediately began dismantling her house,box by box. Dashing upstairs Alice sighed at herself realising that she would have to wait until she got to her new flat in New York before she could shower. 
She calmed down by splashing water on her face to wake up and throwing on her comfiest tracksuit bottoms with a plain grey t-shirt. 
Two hours later, with her stomach grumbling, Alice sat in the front of the largest van with Bill – the particularly grumpy driver. At only twenty-one Alice was a vivacious girl with a bursting personality and she was very chatty. Bill evidently was not. All the way to New York they listened to the poorly-tuned radio blast out hits from the eighties. Alice checked her phone again and again,waiting for time to slip by altogether until they were in New York.
Out of her pocket she pulled the folded paper that was the cause for this whole upheaval. A boarding pass of a plane ticket to New York dated six months ago with her sister’s name, Rosie Taylor, on it was now considerably crumbled as Alice fingered it anxiously. Alice had found the ticket two weeks ago caught in the floorboards of her sister’s old bedroom – something the cops had clearly missed. One word was scrawled over in the right-hand corner of the paper:Nixers. 
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Alice’s sister had been a missing person in the state of Ohio for six months now and no one had seen her since her disappearance, one night in March. The cops had stopped looking a long time ago, as it became clear that Rosie had run away as there was no sign of struggle. It had always been just Alice and Rosie since their parents had died in a car accident two years ago. Now it was just Alice and the lone possibility of New York. 
The sky slipped behind them as New York approached. Alice sat up eagerly, smiling. She could feel it approaching – the possibility of her finding her sister. She caught sight of herself in the truck’s large side mirror. She could see the gleam in her large, emerald eyes. Her noise was scrunched in anticipation – a smattering of freckles dappled across her nose and cheeks.
“We’ll be there in twenty.” Bill grunted, glancing at his navigation device which was steering them toward her new home in the Upper West Side of Manhattan. The insurance from her parent’s death was to be used sparingly, but Alice had no problem about using it to find her sister. 
Alice nodded. She noted to number of restaurants and cafés that they passed on route to her new apartment. Hopefully if she was lucky she would get a part-time job pretty easily –she had lots of experience from working in TGI Fridays since graduating High School with excellent SATs – university had been delayed since her parents’ death. 
Dusk was falling when the men pulled up outside her apartment block on a sloping road marked with trees and rose bushes, fairy lights hung from the neighbour’s windows, twinkling in the night. The building was as skinny as it had looked online, but it seemed taller in person to Alice. 
Waiting by the steps outside was her new landlord, Raul. He was pretty young to be a landlord Alice thought, only a year or two other than her, with tanned skin and a wide, easy smile. 
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“You Alice?” He asked smiling at her, as she hopped down clumsily from the truck. She nodded eagerly. He threw her a set of keys. “Everything you need is up there. Apartment 3B. Right at the top.” 
With that, Raul stuck in a set of earphones and waved goodbye. Bemused, Alice turned to the moving men. 
“Let’s get going, I guess.” She said stuffing the keys into her pocket and taking her lightest bags as the men stacked boxes. 
God I hope there’s an elevator,Alice thought to herself before braving the building at the head of the group. 
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As it transpired, there was no elevator. A fact which became painful around the second rendition of the six flights of stairs. By the end of the moving, the men were not pleased and were huffing dramatically. She paid the men, leaving a large tip, and they left swiftly.
Closing the door, Alice took a look around her new apartment. It was pretty spacious with an open-plan kitchen and sitting room and two bedrooms. The kitchen was monochrome is colour scheme with a black marble breakfast bar. She took a peek at the two bedrooms and chose the largest for herself. Throwing herself onto the mattress, she curled in on herself, her eyes already begging to be shut. The plane ticket with her sister’s name on it was pressed to her chest as she drifted off, her mind locked on one thing: Rosie.
––––––––
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Alice was woken by the light which flooded her room from the overhead skylight. Disoriented, she looked around her new room, wiping the drool from her mouth.
Her phone was flat and her apartment was a mess. Getting up, she walked to the bathroom and splashed some water on her face before setting about unpacking.
By the time the boxes were more or less unpacked she was ravenous and in desperate need of a coffee. She wolfed down a protein bar from her purse before hopping in the shower and getting ready - after all, today was as good a day as any to get started on her hunt for Rosie.
Outside, the New York streets were thronged with people. She was buffeted this way and that by the commuters as she anxiously held her tattered satchel to her side - it had been her father's writing bag and it never left her side. In it she held pictures of Rosie and the plane ticket – her only clues.
After a few moments of heavy confusion, she realised that she had no idea where to begin. New York was mammoth in size and Rosie was just one girl - no more consequential that she was. She figured her best bet was to start asking in shops if people recognised her or the word Nixers. Alice tried the bookshops first as both she and Rosie were total bookworms. After that she tried coffee shops and libraries, with little results. Most people she spoke to gave her a pitying smile which made Alice want to snap. It was not until she angrily threw herself from a thrift store and accidentally collided with a huge body that she finally stopped looking. Her satchel slipped from her shoulder and her notebooks spilled onto the pavement. The man she'd collided with cursed under his breath before stooping down and snatching up her satchel. She immediately noted his ginger beard. However, upon doing so, several of Rosie's photographs fell out. Alice instantly grabbed them - they were more precious to her than any of the notebooks. Yet she couldn't help but notice how she man had frozen at the sight of Rosie's picture. She met his gaze - black beetle eyes wide.
"Sorry, I was in a hurry." Alice said, trying to brush it off. The man simply stared at her, eyes moving from her chocolate eyes to her tiny ears. Alice was affronted by the staring until a glimmer on the man’s bomber jacket caught her gaze. There, stitched in writing which was too small to see without careful focus was the word she had been looking for. Their eyes met for a moment until the man turned tail and ran, shoving people out of his way at breakneck speed.
"Shit!" Alice hissed, tearing after him, the word Nixers running through her mind again and again.

The inescapable fact that her legs were shorter than his became a huge factor as the man turned the corner, and Alice tore after him - a stitch already forming in her side.
The man twisted his body around the side of a dumpster and disappeared from sight. Alice’s frustration only mounted when two large arms wrapped around her and her head collided with a rock hard chest. Expecting to see the man from the street, she was hit with a strong smell of sandalwood before meeting dark grey eyes - they were a perfect midnight sky of turmoil completely with starry, gleaming pupils.
Alice craned her neck around the broad shoulders of the man, but slumped, disappointed when she saw that the ginger-bearded man had disappeared in a flurry.
Moved to anger, Alice tugged herself free of the vice-like grip. She met the strangers eyes, and saw that he was barely a man - only a year or so older than her with a shock of black hair. He was beautiful, that much she couldn't deny.
"What did you do that for?" She spat at him, enraged to see the crooked smile he was obviously trying to hide.
Alice slapped his arm - yet the lean, steely muscle she felt underneath it her palm only served the purpose of annoying her further.
"Why were you following him?" His face was contorted in a frown now. Alice pushed her auburn hair out of her face and drew herself up to her fullest height, which was still a solid foot beneath this handsome stranger.
"Because I wanted to." Alice had always been stubborn, and now I was no exception. She turned and stalked away, annoyed that her first and most promising chance at finding Rosie was gone.
The vice-like grip returned around her upper arm.
"Look," His voice was low and full of meaning. Alice couldn't help but meet his gaze. "I don't know who you are, but you have to stay away from men like him."
Like him? What did that even mean?
Trying her best to look calm and as though she was reasonably stable, before she asked;
"What's a Nixers?" Alice held her nonchalant expression as the man's face became stony. He was young still, but his eyes looked weary in a way that made Alice empathetic towards him.
"It’s not so much a what, as it is a who." He raised his hands and ran them through his raven-black hair.
Alice waited for him to go on, but all he did was pulled out a scrap of paper from his back pocket and a pen. He scrawled something across the paper before handing it to Alice. She saw a number written in a neat cursive.
"All you need to know is that they are incredibly dangerous. If anything happens or you get into trouble, call me." He spoke with earnest. "What's your name?"
Alice thought in the millisecond before answering - if that man had been dangerous, how could she know she was safe with this one, even if he had the most beautiful eyes she had ever seen? She quickly grabbed her middle name and clung on.
"Juno." She wasn't sure what made her say it but her voice was quiet. The stranger simply nodded before walking around her. He was leaving. No, thought Alice.
"Stay careful then, Juno."
As she opened her mouth to call after him, she didn't have his name after all, she turned over the slip of paper in her hand. On the other side, written in the same perfect cursive was one name.
Damien.
*
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Back at her apartment, Alice ran the name Juno over and over in her mind - she liked it. It was different and edgy. Alice was an everyday girl - not someone capable of finding her missing sister. After deciding on the firm decision to change her name, Juno thought back to the man's expression as he saw the photos of Rosie slip from her satchel - where could she be?
She was frying the chicken for her stir-fry when a knock on the door pulled her from her reverie. Tucking her hair behind her ears, she turned the gas on low and walked to the door. When she was only inches from touching the doorknob however, the door burst free of its hinges and hit her full force in the face. Caught off guard, Juno was thrown backwards, careering over the mountain of boxes she still had to unpack.
Through the door came two thick-set men. Juno looked up, bleary-eyed, aware of a pain in her neck and head, and saw the man with the ginger beard from the street. From her spot on floor, Damien's number seemed to burn a hole through her pocket, just as strongly as the knowledge that her phone was on the counter next to the cooker. Slowly, she stirred, head pounding until she was on her feet. Swaying on the spot, she saw the men assess her. In return, she took in their faces. The unknown man had a piercing on his chin - one simple silver spike.
"Get
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