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The tall man with brown hair and creepy eyes looked down at me. The smile he wore made me feel sick. I looked over at my mother who was sitting at our sticky kitchen table. Her white powder was lined up in front of her. It was the powder that she liked to sniff up her nose. I hated the powder. It made my mum leave the house and leave me behind. I looked back at the man who was still smiling at me. I bit my lip, forcing the tears back down. My mum didn’t like tears, they made her angry and that’s when Mum would lock me in my room. When I was locked in there, I hated it. I couldn’t get a drink when I was thirsty or go to the toilet. I would have to go to the toilet in the closet.

“Adaline, go put on your pretty dress,” Mum growled. “Benjamin wants to see you in your pretty dress.”

I sighed, my shoulders sagging. I hated putting on the pretty dress. My pretty dress meant that the men that came to see Mum would want to touch me or take photos of me. I hated it. They hurt me when they pinched me, leaving bruises on my thighs and bottom. Some would spank me like I had been bad. I always did what the men said. I didn’t understand why they would hurt me.

“Fucking hurry up Adaline,” Mum roared as she leaned back in the chair with her eyes closed and holding her nose.

I turned and scurried from the kitchen into my bedroom. One day I was going to sneak the big knife and cut up the pretty dress so that I couldn’t wear it anymore. One day I would run away and find a different family. I closed my eyes as a tear dribbled down my cheek. I reached under the bed where I had stuffed the dress. It was blue, with white daisies around the bottom and black birds in flight across the bodice. More tears escaped as I slipped the dress over my head and smoothed it down over my body. I tugged at the hem, wishing it was longer. I had grown, so the dress that used to touch my knees now came up to just under my bottom. It was tight across the top and made me itchy and uncomfortable.

“Adaline. Get out here. Now,” my mother roared again, causing me to jump in fright.

I turned and ran from the room. Stray tears had managed to escape from my eyes. I swiped at them. I wasn’t allowed to show tears. I had to smile and pretend I liked what the men did to me. I slowed as I got to the kitchen and carefully walked around the entrance, stopping in the doorway.

“Well get in here girl. Benjamin can’t see you there,” Mum growled.

I sighed again as I stepped forward into the kitchen. Benjamin continued to watch me with hungry eyes. My stomach roiled at the look on his face. All the men that visited my mum were evil. Benjamin was different. He was like every scary monster I could ever conjure. I lowered my eyes to the ground. I couldn’t hold this man’s stare. I felt my body begin to tremble. I had met a lot of bad men in my short four years, but this man, he was evil. It was like the darkness oozed from his every pore, he scared me more than any man Mum had ever brought home.

“She’s perfect. I’ll take her,” the man said, his smile broadening over startling white teeth.

My eyes widened as I looked up. I turned between my mother and the man. Panic started to grip at my throat. I couldn’t believe that my mum would give me to this man. Tears that had been held at bay threatened to burst. Mum waved her hand and leaned forward, inhaling another line of the white powder. Benjamin smiled down at me and held his hand out. I looked at his hand but didn’t reach out for him. My body wouldn’t move.  The man frowned slightly, before he nodded, stood and clasped my wrist in his long fingers.

My heart began to race as I shook my head. “Where are you taking me?” I asked, with fear threaded through my voice.

“Home,” the man said firmly.

I began to shake my head and struggle in his hold. I dug my heels into the threadbare and sticky carpet, but he was too strong and continued to drag me behind him. As he swung the front door open, I slammed my hand into the doorframe and hung on. I let out a blood-curdling scream. I wasn’t going with this man.  I couldn’t go with this man. Benjamin growled and swung around, peeling my fingers from the door frame and swinging my body up under his arm.

I kicked my legs and screamed. The tears that I had been holding back, fell from my eyes, blurring my vision. “Shut up,” Benjamin growled.

“You can’t take me,” I screamed, kicking my legs and thrashing, trying to break his hold on me.

“Hey, where are you taking her?” one of the neighbors asked.  I recognized him as the man that brought Mum the stuff that was in the needles.

“I’ve bought her,” Benjamin barked back.

The neighbor held his hands up in surrender and turned his back. “No,” I screamed, as I continued to kick. Benjamin snaked out a hand and slapped me hard on the thigh. Pain speared through the hot skin. I screamed in agony.

I deflated. Nothing I did was going to get this man to let me go. I looked around at the neighbors that were watching the commotion. None of them stepped in, none of them did anything. None of them cared that this man was taking me. Great sobs fell from my chest as Benjamin shoved me hard into the car, locking the door behind him.

He didn’t bother putting me in a seatbelt, he didn’t care. He walked around to the driver’s side and got in behind the steering wheel. He gunned the car to life and peeled away from the curb with a shriek of the tires. My tears continued to fall down my cheeks as I watched out the back window my house get further and further away. I knew at that moment I was never going to see Mum again. I didn’t understand what had happened, but I knew that somehow this man, had just bought me from my mum for the drugs she put in her system.
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I sat on the plane in a state of shock. In the last twenty-four hours, I had met, I guess you could call her my stepsister, her boyfriends, in plural, boyfriends, Branwen, Karney, Finnbarr and Kodiak. I had watched as Branwen shot Benjamin dead and threatened Audrey with death if she ever contacted me or my brothers, Harley, Ryan and Colton again. And now we were on our way from Melbourne, Australia to Northern Ireland, to live with a notorious crime family. I was no longer Adaline Tomlinson. I was now Adaline Murphy. 

I couldn’t remember the surname that I had before Benjamin took me. He had brought me home to live with him and his wife Audrey and three boys that they had stolen from other people. My life that had already been shit, became worse. I knew that I should feel sick, scared or even angry to see Benjamin shot in front of me, but it felt freeing. It felt like finally all the torture and pain that he had put me through was over. Branwen said, that now I got to choose who I wanted to give my body to. For now, I didn’t want anyone to touch my body.

Benjamin had organized my rape over and over. I plotted his death since the day he forced Harley, the eldest of the three boys, to take my virginity on my eleventh birthday. I didn’t expect Benjamin’s death to come from a dark-haired woman they called Little Raven. We were always told about her, not from Benjamin, but by Audrey. She grieved for the little girl, called Chloe, that had been abducted from the hospital just after her birth. As it turned out Benjamin sold Branwen to a sex trafficking ring. It was just fortunate that the man Branwen called her da had discovered her in some dead junkie’s house and she grew up as a Murphy.

I looked up and over at Branwen, who had her leg stretched out in front of her. The heavy cast on her leg was resting on the seat with a cushion that Kodiak had put underneath her. When I caught her eye, Branwen winked and gave me a smile. After we got in the limousine I had clung to Harley. I feared the unknown. Hell, I hadn’t even been allowed to exit the house after I had been brought back to the Tomlinson home when I was four. But on the ride over I made the decision that I needed to be strong. I needed to grow up. I wanted to be like Branwen, she was strong, she didn’t seem to be afraid of anything. 

“Come sit next to me,” Branwen said patting the seat beside her.

I unclasped my seatbelt. We had been in the air for a couple of hours. Carter, the detective on the Murphy payroll was sitting in a seat close to the cockpit. He held onto the armrests of the seat, his knuckles white and his eyes closed. Every now and then the flight attendant would bring him a glass of whiskey that he would drink in one gulp, before hanging back onto the armrests. 

Kodiak and Finnbarr were in the bedroom at the back of the plane, while Harley and Karney sat quietly talking. Ryan and Colton were asleep towards the back, both wearing headphones, as a movie played. I moved over to sit in the empty seat beside Branwen. She wrapped her arm around my shoulders, pulling me in close to her side. It felt strange to be given affection. Usually affection meant I was about to be hurt. Branwen wasn’t like that though and I felt myself instantly trusting her.

“How are you coping?” she asked.

I sat and thought about the question. I didn’t know if I could completely answer. “In all honesty, I’m numb. I hated him Branwen. I despised Benjamin with my very being. If you hadn’t come and killed him, I know that one day I would have. I don’t feel bad or guilty that he is dead. I feel free. I’m scared about being in a new country. I’m scared that your family won’t accept me, I’m scared that I must trust people I don’t know. But I want to be strong, I want the strength that you have. You aren’t afraid of anything.”

Branwen shook her head and squeezed my shoulder. “That’s not true, I’m afraid of a lot of things. I had the benefit of basically growing up in the Murphy family. I was trained to be where I am today. You’ve had twelve years of utter shit, and that is not fair. But I can see in your eyes, you are strong. You could have crumbled. You could have completely broken seeing Benjamin take a bullet to the head. Instead you went to Audrey and slapped her face, demanding how she didn’t know what was happening to you. That strength, that is what will take you far.”

I closed my eyes and inhaled a deep breath before nodding my head. I didn’t believe for a minute that Audrey didn’t know what was happening to me. She had tended all the boy’s wounds that Benjamin had inflicted on their bodies. She had to have known. 

“Tell me about your family?” I asked.

“Sure, well as you know my da and Uncle Dyfed found me when I was four. They thought I was two, but as it turns out that wasn’t the case. My grandfather, on my da’s side was the original Murphy crime boss. He came from Wales when he was twenty and settled in Northern Ireland. He started by selling bootleg whiskey, when the pubs closed. When the alcoholics couldn’t get their whiskey, they would come to my Granda and he would sell to them through a small hole in the wall of the house. That then morphed into illegal gambling, until the sixties came around and cocaine became a popular drug again. Granda started selling high quality cocaine, LSD and whatever other drug he could get his hands on, from all over the world. Soon he was growing poppies for opium and selling that. While the demand was there, he supplied it. He was a bad man, Adaline, he raised my da and Uncle Dyfed to be bad men, and in turn they raised us to be bad people. We own legitimate businesses now. But never think for a second that we are good people Adaline.”

“You say that, but you saved me, Harley, Ryan and Colton. You could have left us there to rot. You could have walked away. Even after you killed Benjamin you could have left us behind, but you didn’t. That isn’t the act of someone who is bad,” I said looking at her and searching her eyes.

Branwen shrugged her shoulders and gave me a small smile. “I could have, you’re right. But there is something about you. I don’t know what it is to be honest. But there was something about you that tugged at my heart and I knew that I couldn’t leave you guys behind. Did you not want to come?”

I shook my head and lowered my eyes to my lap. “I want to be here Branwen. I want to be a Murphy. I’m just scared. I’m scared that you will get sick of me and then you will throw me away.”

“Who threw you away little one?” Kodiak asked as he lifted Branwen’s leg and sat in the seat, placing the cast in his lap.

I sighed. “My mum. She sold me to Benjamin, for drugs. I don’t have a lot of memories of that time. I know that Benjamin wasn’t the first man to want me. But I remember very clearly the day that he took me.”

“I promise you that no one is going to throw you away. Hell, I’m sure I caused my da and mam so many heart problems growing up, and they never once threw me away. Once a Murphy always a Murphy,” Branwen said with a smile.

I felt my lips twitch at the corners and my heart beat harder. Could it really be that simple, that I could be accepted that easily. It was hard to believe, but I wanted to believe it so very much. I just had to make sure that I kept my walls up for a while longer, just until I could see that I could trust them.
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I don’t know what I was expecting when we finally flew into Northern Ireland. It was late afternoon when we landed, and the plane was pulled into a private hanger. The hangar was identical to the one that we had flown out of from Australia. It felt weird, not only being in a different country, but just being outside. For eight years I had been locked away like a princess in a tower, except my knight had dark long hair and three boyfriends. I quirked my lips at the modern-day fairy tale that my life had become overnight.

“What are you smiling at?” Harley asked quietly.

I turned to look at him. My eyes finally lighting up. “We are free Harley. Completely free,” I said as I realized just what that meant. I never had to give my body to another person if I didn’t want to. I never again had to perform.

Harley chuckled and nodded his head. “We sure are. I think we will be happy here Addie.”

I smiled and nodded as Branwen hopped her way over to where we were standing. Two dark S.U.V’s pulled into the hanger and a tall man with greying hair stepped out of one. There was no denying who he was. I recognized him immediately as Kodiak’s father. They looked so much alike, the same posture, height, build and eyes. When he looked around and noticed Branwen and Kodiak standing near the plane a smile swept across his face and his eyes lit up.

“Little Raven. My docherniy,” the man called.

Branwen had been facing Kodiak, so hadn’t noticed the man until he called her name. She turned and beamed a smile at him, her eyes sparkling in the low light of the hanger. “Andre,” she said happily. “What a trip that was.”

Andre threw his head back and laughed. “Yes, yes, so I have heard. Come, introduce me to the latest additions to the Murphy family.”

Branwen hopped forward towards where Harley and I were standing, while Ryan and Colton came to stand beside us. Colton looked like he had visibly relaxed, he was no longer that angry boy that looked like he wanted to kill everyone. He had smiled and I even heard him laughing at something Karney said on the plane. It made me happy. I wanted us to be alright. 

“Andre, this is Harley, Ryan, Colton and Adaline, guys, this is Andre Isakov,” Branwen said sweeping her hand between us.

“It’s nice to meet you,” I said with a smile. I hadn’t heard of the Isakov family, but Benjamin’s reaction to Kodiak had told me that he had heard about them. Branwen explained on the airplane that the Isakov’s were found in pretty much every country across the world. Their reach was far. I was sure she was exaggerating, but wherever they were, I was glad that Andre was on our side and not against us.

“And you sweet girl,” Andre said with a smile. Most men that smiled at me, gave me the creeps. Usually their eyes were hungry, usually it meant they wanted something from me. However, Andre gave me a fatherly vibe. I instantly trusted him. I didn’t want to, because I was afraid that if I trusted people that I would get hurt. Something about Andre though, made my guard drop.

I had never really thought about what Northern Ireland as a country would be like. When we left the airport we headed through towns, that had houses connected to one another, before the narrow roads stretched out and we were surrounded by green fields. I hadn’t ever seen so much green before, and I couldn’t move my face away from the window. Everyone chatted happily around me, but I continued to watch the world go by. It seemed surreal. Twenty-four hours ago, I was living under the roof with a man who sold my body to any number of disgusting men. He used my body to make some sick child porn. I watched as a sister I had never met come and shoot him in the face. Before she whisked us away to a whole other country to live with not just anyone but Northern Ireland’s two most notorious families. 

Finally, the cars slowed, and we pulled into a long gravel driveway that wound its way up towards one of the largest houses I had ever seen. Granted, I hadn’t seen much in the way of houses, but this place was enormous. The front was surrounded by huge windows, that reflected light in the sun. There were several of the same black S.U. V’s parked in the driveway. When we pulled up towards the front entrance, I noticed a couple of huge men standing beside the door like they were guarding it. They were dressed in black, with big guns by their sides. My eyes widened and I felt my body start to tremble as I took them in. 

My worries suddenly overwhelmed me. What if Branwen stopped liking us, would she shoot us too? I wasn’t allowed outside the house back in Australia, how the hell was I going to be able to live in a whole other country or even live with actual freedom. Suddenly I was terrified. I wanted to go back home. I wasn’t strong, I was faking it. I was just a twelve-year-old girl, pretending to be like my big sister.

“You’re going to be fine,” Finnbarr said quietly in my ear, as he gently gave my hand a squeeze. His touch didn’t make me flinch this time as I looked over at him. He seemed to be the gentlest of Branwen’s men. He always had such a sweet smile on his lips and his green eyes danced with delight. I could see what attracted Branwen to all her men. Kodiak with his dark and brooding protection, Finnbarr with his sensitivity and Karney was always laughing and joking, which would make Branwen giggle. I liked all of them. 

“I’m scared,” I whispered, unable to get my voice to rise.

Finnbarr nodded his head and squeezed my hand again. “Of course, that is to be expected, but none of us are going to let anything happen to you. You are safe for the first time in twelve years.”

My smile wobbled slightly as I looked up at him and my eyes burned with tears. They were all so nice to us. We weren’t anything special. I didn’t think I was anything special. Sure, my life had been shitty, but if Branwen hadn’t been found by her father, Iden and Uncle Dyfed, her life would have been equally as terrible. 

I sucked in a deep breath before slowly letting it go and nodded my head, calming my nerves. I could do this. I could be strong. I believed when Finnbarr said we were safe now, and I knew that Branwen wouldn’t let anyone hurt us like Benjamin had. I just hoped I was good enough for them.
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I hid behind Kodiak as we entered the house. Kodiak looked over his shoulder and gave me a small smile before winking at me. He reached behind his back and took my hand. The inside of the house was equally as beautiful as the outside. The home was modern and sleek, there wasn’t an abundance of knick knacks and clutter. Stylish art hung from the walls, while the floor was highly polished and clean. I looked around in awe. I had never seen such a beautiful home before. And although the place seemed to be minimally decorated, it still felt homely.

“On the plane back here, I organized rooms for you all. They aren’t decorated. I figured you would all do that however you wanted. Before I subject you to meeting everyone, let me take you up to your rooms,” Branwen said as she looked over her shoulder at Harley, Colton, Ryan and me.

We all nodded our heads and followed her as she slowly hopped through the corridors of the second floor. The place was like a maze. “All the bedrooms are on this level. Then the lower level, is the living spaces. There is a theatre and games room on the third level, which you are all welcome to use any time,” Branwen explained as we followed her towards our allocated bedrooms.

We continued to follow silently behind Branwen as she pointed out the various rooms. There were more than just her and her men sleeping on this floor. As it turned out some of the men that worked for the Murphy family stayed in the house as well. I felt panic start to bubble in my stomach at the thought that there were men I didn’t know staying right by my bedroom.

As we got to one of the doors, it suddenly swung open. A squeak to escape my lips as I jumped. Colton reached out and took my hand in his, giving it a squeeze. I looked up at him and he gave me a small reassuring smile. He wasn’t going to let anyone hurt me. I forced my body to relax as I took in the man that filled the doorway. He was tall like all Branwen’s men, but not as wide. He was wiry. His hair was almost black, and he had the most alluring green eyes that I had ever seen.

“Niall, this is my family,” Branwen said with a sweep of her hand. “This is Harley, Ryan, Colton and Adaline. Guys, this is Niall. He works with the Murphy family. This obviously is his bedroom.”

Niall looked over at all of us and nodded his head. “It’s nice to meet you all,” he said with a smile. “Little Raven, I’ll see you at the meeting. I’ve got to get going.”

“Sure, see you then,” Branwen returned with a smile before she turned back towards us. “He has a hot date. I know because he is wearing the chocolate cologne he only wears when he wants to pick up.”

Harley and Ryan chuckled. But a lot of the words Branwen used didn’t make a whole lot of sense to me, and looking over at Colton, he looked just as perplexed. Colton glanced down at me and shrugged his shoulders, before turning back to Branwen who was watching us with her head cocked to the side. She shook her head and turned back down towards more doors.

“Right Adaline, this is your room. Harley you are at the end of the hall. Colton you are across the hall and Ryan you are in the room next to Colton,” Branwen explained once they got to a white painted door that was pulled closed. “My bedroom that I share with the guys is next to this one.”

Branwen opened the door and waved her hand for me to cross the threshold. The air escaped my lips as I took in the room. It was enormous. I had never seen such a large room before. As Branwen had already explained it was sparsely decorated, but what was there was magnificent. The bed looked like it could fit four people in it, and the large window looked out over a covered swimming pool and gardens. I turned taking in everything. When I looked back at Branwen she was leaning against the doorframe watching me with a small smile on her lips.

“I’ve never seen anything so beautiful,” I gushed with all honesty.

Branwen chuckled and hobbled her way towards me. “There is a bathroom through there, that is just yours, so you don’t have to worry about sharing, and those doors,” she said pointing towards a set of tinted glass doors, “is your closet.”

“I don’t think I have enough clothes to even fill that closet a little,” I admitted quietly.

“Don’t worry about that, we will make sure you have plenty.”

I frowned and turned to look at Branwen who was watching me. “Branwen, I don’t want to take from you. I really appreciate what you did for me and the guys, but I don’t want to just take.”

Branwen sighed and nodded her head. She hobbled towards the bed and gingerly sat down, stretching her casted leg out in front of her. “Adaline, if I hadn’t been found by Da and Uncle Dyfed. I would have ended up in the same life as you, if I even had been allowed to live to twelve. You have been forced to grow up so much faster than you ever should have. You are no longer a little girl, and that breaks my heart. I want to be able to spoil you. I have more money than I could ever use in this lifetime. Add to that Kodiak’s family, and there are endless riches. Let us spoil you.”

I frowned and bit my lip, twisting my hands in front of me. Even before Benjamin took me from my mother, I didn’t have a lot. I don’t have a lot of memories of times with my mum, but I do remember not having toys to play with. Just that damned dress that she made me wear for her gentlemen callers. Once I was living with Benjamin and Audrey. It was no different, I still wasn’t allowed toys. I was allowed books but only ones that Benjamin approved of. Nothing that would allow imagination and thoughts of freedom. What he didn’t realize was how much I dreamed of a time that I would be free.

I slowly nodded my head. “I’ve never been spoiled before. I’ve never been given things. Not without someone expecting something in return,” I explained.

Branwen frowned before she nodded her head. I knew from the look on her face, she wasn’t angry at me, she was angry for me. Anytime I was given a new dress to wear or some underwear, there was a price. I had to pay with my body. In the end I didn’t want anything. I was scared to receive new things.

“I tell you what. How about instead of spoiling you, you work for me?” she asked.

I frowned, as my nerves started to kick about in my chest. “What kind of work?” I asked.

Branwen shook her head, reading the expression on my face. “Nothing that will put your safety or freedom to say no in jeopardy. We have people that work for the Murphy and Isakov families that live on the property, in their own homes. I usually have them come to collect their pay, but what if instead, I have you deliver the pay to them. At first, I will send one of my guys with you, probably Finnbarr.  Just until my employees get to know you and you get the opportunity to see that you are safe. Then you can start making the deliveries on your own each week? What do you think?”

A smile pulled at the corners of my lips. That was a job I could do and having Finnbarr with me to start with would make me feel a lot safer. I nodded my head. “Yes, I’d like that.”

Not only was I going to be able to get the opportunity to give back and be helpful.  It would also give me an opportunity to meet other people and see the world outside of my bubble.
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Branwen let us settle in for a few days, allowing us to explore the house and grounds. There was so much freedom I found it all a bit overwhelming. I didn’t see any of the employees of the Murphy family during that time. They were like ghosts. Sometimes I would hear low voices speaking to one another, but never saw the speakers. At first that was completely unsettling. I never knew if they were planning to hurt me. I kept waiting for someone to come into my room. The first night I pushed a dresser in front of the door, even despite the lock. I needed to prevent anyone from coming in. But no one tried. The second night I trusted the lock, and again no one tried to enter. 

By the third night I finally slept and trusted that Branwen meant what she said. No one would touch me again, without my permission. On my fourth morning, I was woken to giggles, and a groan. I instantly recognized the sound. Instead of the moans sounding coerced and forced, there was love. The sighs, the moans, they were so different to what had come from my lips. This is what consent sounded like, this is what actual desire sounded like. I hoped that one day I could experience it, but it wouldn’t be for a very long time. 

Later that morning Colton and I were sitting in the games room. He was playing a video game, while I watched. I had no idea what the point of the game was. It looked like all you did was run around, steal cars and shoot people, however, Colton was completely immersed. I had spent a lot of time with Colton over the last few days. Harley had started working with the Murphy family and was being trained by Niall. The man we had met when we first arrived. One of the other men was Tobias. It seemed that Tobias and Niall were the most trusted of Branwen’s employees. They did a lot of the heavy work. Or enforcer work Tobias had said. I didn’t quite understand what that meant. But whatever it was, they were training Harley to be an enforcer.

Ryan was given a job at one of the pubs that the Murphy’s owned, so he was working there most days. Colton and I spent a lot of time in the games room, where he would play video games, and I would read. 

On our first morning here, Branwen had come to my room and given me a kindle loaded with a heap of books, from romance to horror. I had already read ten books. I was loving them. I couldn’t believe how colorful the world could be. Benjamin had muted my world, only allowing me to wear those awful linen dresses and having to approve of everything I read. Branwen and Finnbarr had loaded my closet with all sorts of clothes. Suddenly I had jeans, t-shirts, skirts of varying lengths. Some of the jeans had tears in them on purpose, while others were tight. I had shirts that fell off one shoulder and others that were sleeveless. 

I was given make-up, not that I knew the first thing about wearing it. Branwen said she would teach me and that there were some girls that lived on the property that would help. I was given the option to cut my long hair if I wanted to. It felt good and I wondered if this was what all normal teenagers did or if Branwen was just spoiling me because of the life I had lived.

I was lost watching Colton run around beating people and running them over in cars when Branwen came into the room with Finnbarr. She was still hobbling about on crutches, something she complained about ceaselessly. 

“Adaline, just the girl I wanted to see,” Branwen said with a broad smile. “Are you still keen to do the deliveries?”

I smiled and nodded my head. Placing my kindle down on the couch beside me where I was sitting. “Can I come?” Colton asked.

Branwen looked at me as if to ask for my approval. That was something that had never happened before. My eyes widened and I quickly glanced between Colton, Branwen and Finnbarr, before nodding my head. “Sure. Finnbarr is going to take you, so that he can introduce you to people. Then once they know who you are, you will be able to do this on your own,” Branwen said with a warm smile.

“Awesome,” Colton replied, putting the controllers for the game away and standing beside me. “What do we have to deliver?” he asked.

“Pay’s, once a week. The guys that live here, are the employees in my inner circle, the ones I trust the most. The single guys generally live in the house here. But there are some that are married with families, so they live in houses on the property. Usually they will come here to my office to pick up their money. But Adaline wanted a job. I thought this was the best one for her to do. And Colton, I think this would be great for you also.”

“Alright, shall we go?” Finnbarr asked as he waved towards the door.

I nodded my head and followed Finnbarr out into the hallway and outside. It was Summer here in Northern Ireland. The Summers were mild here in comparison to Australia. There was still a chill in the air. In Australia when it was hot, it was hot and all you could do was not move and hope that a cool change would arrive soon. 

Finnbarr led us out towards the large garage that sat just behind the house. When he opened the garage doors, my eyes widened. Inside was just about every kind of motorbike, four-wheeler, and luxury car there was. That was an exaggeration, but there were more vehicles than I had ever seen in my life. 

“Right come on in. Colton have you ever ridden a motorbike before?” Finnbarr asked.

Colton looked up at Finnbarr with wide eyes and shook his head. A slow smile curled across Finnbarr’s lips. “Well, I guess we will have to teach you,” he said. “Do you know how to ride a pushbike?”

Colton looked down at the ground and my heart broke. He looked so embarrassed. It wasn’t Colton’s fault. We weren’t allowed to do anything like ride bikes. Colton was a baby when he was taken from his parents. He never experienced freedom, just as I hadn’t.

“It’s okay. It’s nothing to be ashamed of. How about we put you on a four-wheeler. I’ll show you what to do. You won’t have to worry about staying on two wheels,” Finnbarr said with that warm smile he seemed to always wear.

Colton’s eyes sparkled and he nodded his head rapidly. Finnbarr went to where one of the four wheelers sat parked. He gunned it to life and pat the seat for Colton to climb on. Finnbarr went through the instructions, where the accelerator was, where the brake was. Once Finnbarr felt that Colton had all the instructions down, he encouraged Colton to slowly take the bike out of the garage.

Colton bit his bottom lip as he gingerly eased on the accelerator under his hand. The four-wheeler jerked forward, and Colton’s eyes widened as he quickly let go of the accelerator. “It’s okay. It’s going to take a little bit for you to get used to how hard to crank the handle,” Finnbarr encouraged. “You’ve got this Colton.”

Colton nodded his head and looked back over his shoulder to where Finnbarr stood. My heart was beating erratically as I watched Colton nervously ride the four-wheeler out through the large garage doors. 

“Do a few laps around the driveway,” Finnbarr yelled out to Colton, who looked over his shoulder and nodded his head.

My lips stretched into a broad smile as I watched Colton gain confidence the more laps of the driveway he did. By the time Finnbarr had pulled out one of the dirt bikes, Colton’s face had transformed from fear to sheer joy. It felt good to see him happy. He had always been my most angry brother. Colton hated Benjamin. We all hated Benjamin, but Colton hated him more. I always thought that it would be him that killed Benjamin, but then I never expected Branwen to come into our lives. Colton stopped the four-wheeler beside me, his cheeks were flushed red and his blonde hair was windswept.

“This is so fun, Addie, if you get a chance, you should definitely have a go,” Colton gushed.

“I’d like to try one day,” I replied.

“We will get you on it, maybe tomorrow?” Finnbarr said from behind me. I turned to look at him, he had straddled the dirt bike and was holding out a helmet for me. “Come put this on your head, and then jump up behind me.”

I practically ran towards Finnbarr. I was so excited about having the opportunity to go on the motorbike. This was the most exciting thing I had ever done, well apart from the travelling to Northern Ireland to live with the Murphy family of course. It was hard to believe my life was so different only five days ago.  I thought I was going to die, and it would be either Benjamin or one of his friends that would kill me. But here I am living a life exponentially better than anything I could ever imagine, about to get on the back of a motorbike with one of my sister’s boyfriends. 

Once Finnbarr helped me put my helmet on, I climbed unsteadily onto the back of the bike behind him. The grin on Colton’s face was contagious and my lips twitched at the excitement of being able to ride on the bike. I jumped as Finnbarr kicked the bike to life, slowly edging it out of the garage. 

“Hang on tight Addie girl,” he said, as I grasped him around the waist, pressing my head into his shoulder blades.

He twisted the throttle and the bike lurched forward. My thighs tightened around Finbarr’s hips and a squeak escaped my lips. I closed my eyes, the sensations were overwhelming, between the speed and fear of falling. I had to make the decision, to put all my trust in Finnbarr that he wouldn’t let me fall and enjoy the ride, or keep my eyes closed and miss everything. Slowly I opened my eyes and watched as we flew across fields to the back of the Murphy property. I forced my arms to loosen slightly and looked over at Colton as he rode beside us. His eyes were filled with excitement and his grin infectious.

I knew deep down that Finnbarr wouldn’t let me fall. I looked around at the scenery, everything was so green here, even in the height of Summer. It was the most beautiful place I’d ever seen. Sure, I hadn’t much experience seeing places. I remember, before Benjamin took me, that I lived in a house that had only dirt in the yard. There was no greenery, no trees, no grass, just brown dirt. At Benjamin and Audrey’s house, I wasn’t allowed outside. I only ever saw the outside of the property twice, once when I arrived and then when I left. The leaving was better than the coming.

Here though, it was lush, the green was so bright. The world just seemed to have more clarity. In the distance trees began to rise over the crest, like soldiers standing sentinel. 

“Just beyond those trees are the homes of the Murphy family and Isakov employees. Andre, and his wife Katiana live in a house just beyond that. The people look scary. The guys are big. They are mean, but they will never hurt you. They will never disrespect you. You are a Murphy now, so you will be included with them,” Finnbarr yelled back to me over the roar of the motorbike engine. I nodded my head as we reached the top of the hill and looked down into the valley. 

Dotted throughout the valley were cottages, no one would even know they were there. The houses were small and compact, but each had its own yard. I could make out that some of the yards had trees and flowers. There weren’t people milling about. I don’t know what I had expected. I think I was imagining some sort of eighteenth-century type village, which made me chuckle. As we started down the hill towards the cottages the roar of more motorbikes caught my attention.

To my left three motorbikes like the one that I was on came riding toward us. Finnbarr lifted one hand and gave a wave, while the rider of the bike in front waved their hand excitedly.

“That is the Craig boys. They are triplets, Tucker, Ryder and Tyson. They live here in the cottages. Their da, Sean, works for the Murphy family and their mam, Maggie, works at the same pub as Ryan,” Finnbarr called back over his shoulder. I nodded in response and continued to watch the boys ride towards us.

Finally, we reached the cottages, and Finnbarr killed the engine while Colton did the same. The Craig boys joined us and slipped their helmets from their heads. My breath caught in my throat, they were all identical, and all beautiful. They had brown hair, but the most startling blue eyes, almost aquamarine in color. The only difference about them was that two had beauty spots on opposite sides of their upper lip, while the third didn’t have the spot at all.

“Guys, this is Colton and Adaline,” Finnbarr introduced. “This is Tucker, Tyson and Ryder.”

Ryder was the boy that was missing the beauty spot, while Tucker’s was on the left and Tyson’s on the right. I slipped my helmet off from my head, shaking my hair out that no doubt would look like a rat’s nest from the wind.

“Holy hell,” Ryder said quietly as his eyes widened. Colton looked between Ryder and me, frowning slightly. I bit my lip and looked down at the ground.

“Adaline and Colton are going to be doing the deliveries from now on. Can you guys look out for them?”

The triplets nodded their heads. “Yeah of course,” Ryder replied.

From the tiny amount of interaction, it seemed that out of all the brother’s it was Ryder who was the leader. He was the only one that was talking, the other two continued to sit on their bikes and stare at Colton and me. It should have been unnerving, but I found myself liking the attention.

“How old are you guys?” Colton asked.

“Thirteen, we turn fourteen in a couple of weeks,” Ryder replied with a smile, before stepping off his bike, and thrusting his hand out towards Colton. “It’s good to meet you man. I’ll just give you the heads-up Tyson is deaf. He can read lips, but you have to make sure you are facing him if you want him to understand you.” Ryder pointed his thumb over his shoulder towards Tyson. I looked over at the boy. Looking at him nothing would tell you that he couldn’t hear. Tyson caught my eye and smiled. He gave me a small wave, as his cheeks pinkened. I waved in return. “Tucker doesn’t talk at all. He can hear. He just chooses not to talk.”

“How do you communicate?” I asked turning my attention to Tucker. He shrugged his shoulder and pointed to Ryder. I assumed that meant that Ryder just knew what he needed.

Colton smiled, but I could see that he had something on his mind. Obviously, he didn’t trust the Craig boys, and I didn’t blame him for that. We only just met them, and from the life we had come from, it would take time to trust anyone.

“Want to show me around here while Adaline does the deliveries?” Colton asked.

Ryder’s lip twitched at the corners before he nodded his head and turned to his brother. “Come on lads, lets show Colton around. You sure you don’t want to join us Adaline?”

I shook my head and looked up at Finnbarr. “No thanks, I’m going to help Finnbarr with the deliveries.”

“Suit yourself Princess,” Ryder said with a crooked smile, causing Colton to growl quietly.

I watched as the Craig boys led Colton away. “They are alright. They are pains in my ass at times, but they are decent guys,” Finnbarr said with a light chuckle.

“Can I trust them?” I asked.

Finnbarr looked down at me with a frown pinching his brow before he nodded. “Yeah you can trust them. Give it time Addie, no one expects you to trust people instantly. Hell, you shouldn’t trust people. You should always question someone’s motives, especially a guy.”

“Even yours?” I asked.

Finnbarr looked down at me with wide eyes before he tipped his head back and laughed. “Yep even mine. Truthfully, I’m too scared of your sister to do anything to hurt you. And I really like you. You’re a good kid and you are going to go far in this world.”

“Why have you all started calling me Addie? Even Harley, Ryan and Colton have been calling me Addie.”
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