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Mother's Daughter

I didn't know much about my father at a young age. My mother raised me by herself throughout my younger years. I remember we moved a lot, never staying in one place for too long, never making friends or interacting with people.

It wasn't until my teens that my mother told me the truth. She told me she was young and stupid when she met my father; he promised her the world, and she believed him. She turned a blind eye to the things he did, to the people he hurt or killed.

When my mother became pregnant with me, she knew she had to leave my father and his world. She knew it was a considerable risk, but she took it.

Together, we ran away the moment we suspected that my father and his cronies were getting close to finding us. We tried not to return to the same place twice, but it was getting harder to go unnoticed.

When my mother didn't return from the grocery store one day, I knew he had found her. She gave me strict instructions not to look for her if that happened. I was sixteen when I started being on my own.

I had learned many things from my mother, but the streets taught me everything I needed to avoid being seen. I could stand before my father's cronies, but they couldn't see me. 

I learned how to protect myself and, more importantly, how to survive and play the game.

When I turned twenty-two, I had to put things into motion.

"I don't know what your mother told you," he said as he sat before me.

I had let them catch me. Of course, I had to play hardball, and they roughed me up more than I had planned, but I was in front of him.

"Lily, right," my father said as he looked at me. She named you after my mother. Her name was Angelique, but people called her Lily."

I stared deep into his eyes. The lies were all there.

"Where is my mother?" I asked.

"Good, you talk," he said.

"My name is Neil, you can call me Neil," he said.

"Where is she!" I yelled as my hands and feet were bound to the chair.

"We will talk about your mother, when you settle down," Neil said as he motioned his men to take me away.

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~
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For weeks, he talked to me, trying to make me see him as a good father and not the monster that he was the men told me they watched him cut my mother over and over until she bled out, minor tiny cuts all over her body, he would cut her every day until one day her body gave up.

This fueled my anger, but Neil was smart and never got within striking distance. None of the men that handled me ever had weapons on them. They knew I was a risk to their boss.

Weeks turned into months, and Neil didn't give up. Instead, he started drugging me, and that's when I caved. It got too much, and the brainwashing was taking hold. 

Soon, fewer men were watching me, and then, after time, no men at all. I was my father's daughter.

I turned into one of his lieutenants, striking fear into anyone who crossed him and his so-called 'institution.' It was a crime family. Sure, they had political ties, and my father was a well-known face around town as a good and just man, but it was a front.

I killed for him, I tortured for him, and then, when my walls were down, I fell in love with one of his men. It wasn't my intention, but I loved being around him. He made me feel like a woman and not the instrument of destruction my father had turned me into.

My father used my looks and body for his sick and twisted methods. I had slept with men and women and then turned on them when their defenses were down.

Anthony made me feel whole. Every time we were together, we had to hide from prying eyes. My father wanted no man to touch me unless he deemed them worthy.

Soon, we couldn’t hide it anymore; I was beginning to show. My father was mad that I had let myself get pregnant. I tried to tell him that it was his fault, that he was the one that made me sleep with men, and that it could be any of them that got me pregnant.

Adrian, my father's second, didn't fall for it. He had always had eyes on me, and I knew he wanted me for himself.

They kept me locked up in the house, or what I had called the fortress; no one got in and out of there without being seen. 

My father had made enemies, and all of them wanted him dead or worse.

When I finally gave birth, my father was happy that it was a boy. He held my baby up high so all could see the next family member. He told them that soon, his grandson would take his place. He vowed to teach my son everything about the business so that he could rule.

I vowed that my son would never know anything about this life. I remembered how my mother got away, but Neil was wiser now; that way wouldn't work.

Anthony was the one that got me away. He risked his life for me and his son. One day, while I was out shopping with my father's bodyguards in tow, Anthony got the drop on them; he made it look like a rival crime boss had kidnapped me and my child.

I remembered the last moments we shared as Anthony took us out of the city. He had it all planned out. I cried when Anthony put us in the car and told me to drive and never look back.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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This time around, it was much easier to hide from my father, as he thought we were dead. I changed my hair color and got eye contacts. I quickly married a law enforcement officer and made a life for myself.

My father wouldn't come near any law enforcement agencies, so I knew hiding among them and making friends with my husband's friends and family made finding me nearly impossible and untouchable, or so I thought.

One day, I came home and saw my husband's car parked normally. Tristan always backed into the driveway or anywhere he parked, so seeing it nose-in threw up red flags.

Then I saw it as I entered the house, there had been a fight.

I felt someone grab me from behind and wrap a cord around my neck as another tried to hold my legs.

"Hold her still!" the one holding my legs shouted.

I lifted my legs and pushed off him.

'Glass table,' I thought as the man behind me stumbled. He fell through the glass table with the sharp crystal underneath it.

Tristan hated that table and the crystal, stating it could hurt someone. Well, that's why I bought it.

I felt the man let me go instantly as his body was impaled on the large crystal. 

"Fucking bitch!" the man in front of me yelled.

I quickly grasped a piece of the broken glass, ducked under his punch, and thrust the glass into his neck.

"Leon!" I yelled for my eight-year-old.

The man's body hit the floor as he tried to gasp for air.

I heard the click of two safeties going off. I jumped over the bar just as the bullets tore through my living room.

'AK's,' I thought as I reached into the cabinet and pulled out all the liquor.

Tristan loved to drink when he got home, only if he knew about the secret compartment at the back of the cabinet.

I pulled out two pistols as the two men kept firing. Usually, gunfire would make a woman panic and scream and bury their head, and I bet the two men were thinking that's what I was doing.

When I heard them stop, I pulled on the bottom of the bar, another thing I had done to the bar myself. I fired through the gap between the bar and the ground. The two men fell to the floor as my bullets took out their ankles.

Two shots, two ankles, two more shots as I came from behind the bar and their brains had ventilation holes.

"Leon, talk to momma, tell her where you are, sweetie," I said as I ran up the stairs.

Another man with a sizeable military blade attacked me on the stairs. His head didn't want to be part of the rest of his body before I hit the upstairs landing. 

"Leon? You up here?" I said as I went into his room.

"Fuck!" I yelled as another man started shooting at me.

I ran into the spare bedroom and shook my head as I walked the length of the wall.

'He is the last one,' I thought as I aimed low. I fired two shots through the wall.

"Fucking bitch!" I heard him yell as he hit the floor.

"Where is my son?" I asked as I kicked the gun away.

"I don't know and even if I knew I wouldn't tell you," he laughed.

"Keep that same energy," I told him as I punched him.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~
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I took him downstairs. I was wrong about him being the last one. There were two more in the basement, but they didn't realize I was as good as a shot with a nail gun as I was with a regular weapon.

"Shut up!" I yelled at one of them as he was barely breathing with four nails in his chest.

"I am sorry," the other said as I tied him to a chair.

"Say that sentence one more time, I dare you!" I yelled at him.

"I swear they just paid me to do it, they paid all of us," he yelled.

The same laughter and energy he had upstairs was gone.

I took out another knife from the knife set one of Tristan's sisters had bought us for our wedding. I had never used them, but I kept them sharp.

His eyes went wide as I looked at him.

He had a small knife in his shoulder, one through each of his calf muscles and one in each of his thighs.

I had used the first knife to cut off one of his ears.

"Where is my son!" I yelled.

"I," he started to say, but his eyes fell on the knife, and he shook his head.

He knew I would cut out his tongue if he said he didn't know one more time.

"You were supposed to be an easy mark," he said. "Your father made a lot of enemies, and he wanted us to make it look like they came for you and your son."

"Fuck my father!" I yelled as I stabbed my knife into his knee.

He screamed as I twisted the blade.

"Where is my son!" I yelled.

"I don't know," he cried out of desperation.

"I warned you!"

His yells filled the house.

"Fuck!" I yelled as I went upstairs to the kitchen.

I heard a ring coming from one of the bodies in the living room. I picked up the phone and answered it.

"Is it done?" the voice asked.

I stayed silent. I knew that voice.

"Marcus? Is it done? Is that bitch dead?"

"No, she isn't," I replied.

"Lily," Adrian responded.

"Thanks for the tip," I smiled. "I am coming to put you and my father into a shallow grave. Stay right where you are, I will be right there."

I dropped the phone to the ground and smashed it. I turned the gas on the stove to full and cut the line in the basement. I opened the oven and
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