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PART 01

	AUTHOR'S NOTE: This tale is written in a chat-fiction-like style and contains adult language and sexual content.

	++++

	ALEC:

	I stared out the window as Romano drove the red 2022 Mercedes-Benz CLA-Class towards our destination.

	The big and stocky Romano worked for the head of the Thyrus Crime Syndicate—Mr. Alessandro Messina.

	Mr. Messina had sent Romano to abduct me.

	My non-androgynous father had been a capo for the Thyrus Crime Syndicate. He had gained Mr. Messina's trust.

	The terms androgynous and non-androgynous were used to refer to the two types of male humans/humanoids found in my world. Androgynous males were the exceptionally beautiful subset of Tarju men who could birth sons. Non-androgynous men didn't possess that particular ability.

	I was an androgynous male.

	And Tarju was the name of the lush and verdant planet that we all called home.

	After gaining Mr. Messina's trust, my non-androgynous father attempted to steal from the syndicate.

	Now my papa was dead.

	I was certain that Mr. Messina was going to have me murdered as well.

	But I refused to cry, refused to fight fate.

	++++

	Who was I?

	Well, I had just arrived home from a private learning facility. I had been living on campus in a dormitory. 

	My diploma was safely tucked away in my backpack.

	I was nineteen—an adult.

	I was alive and healthy—for the time being.

	I lived a great life.

	And it was all because of my non-androgynous father—Valentin Nygard.

	My papa was my savior…

	He was the man who had risked his life to get me out of the slums…

	++++

	My papa had rescued me from a life of misery and devastating poverty.

	I called Valentin Nygard—my non-androgynous father—'Papa'.

	And I used to call my androgynous father 'Dad'.

	Because my homeland had been rocked by civil war, my fathers had decided to flee from the Kedeidia slums.

	We had been suffering from extreme poverty long before the war, but the conflict only exacerbated our economic troubles.

	We had been on the brink of starving, so my papa had contacted an old friend of his who had ties to the Amato-Italian Mafia.

	My papa had sold himself to the overseers of the criminal underworld—in exchange for a new life in the rich Kingdom of Arardosa.

	People were still dying from hunger back in the slums, due to constant civil conflict, a corrupt and incompetent government, and an unstable economy.

	My dad had abandoned me and papa because he had wanted to get out of 'the life', and my papa didn't—couldn't.

	The Thyrus Crime Syndicate had eventually recruited my papa after they had mysteriously and meticulously killed off their many rivals.

	No government or law enforcement agency could track the syndicate's criminal activities.

	Some people believed that the Messina men possessed dark preternatural powers that gave them the ability to manipulate regular humans and to conceal their shady dealings without any real effort.

	I didn't know what to think of the Messina men.

	++++

	Alessandro Messina took his father's place as both mob boss and legitimate businessman.

	His father had 'retired' from both roles.

	During the day…Mr. Alessandro Messina was the polished and astute billionaire businessman and investor who conducted the head branch of the indomitable EbonCore Corporation.

	But at night…he was the merciless and clever leader of a drug smuggling syndicate.

	EbonCore was a multinational oil and gas corporation. It was one of the oldest, largest, and most successful oil and gas companies in the world.

	Sighing, I unfolded an old photograph of my papa and stared at it with a wistful look on my face.

	My papa had sent me to the prestigious 'Cendannon Learning Facility for Young Androgynous Men' to receive a proper education.

	He had also sent money to a number of families from the old slums.

	Like me, the young men and women of Kedeidia were given the opportunity to acquire a decent education—thanks to Papa's donations.

	Many of them chose to learn a trade, so that they could find work in the surrounding cities.

	Lastly, my papa had blessed his people with fresh water; a well had been constructed for the poor.

	He had helped the people gain some independence.

	++++

	I missed my papa so much.

	He used to call me his 'little Alec'—because I was small and short.

	The people of my world were called Etaledians.

	Some Etaledians possessed preternatural powers and magicks…

	Basically, they could cast spells.

	But many of us—like myself—weren't born with any cool preternatural/supernatural powers.

	I was clad in a checkered skirt and white blouse.

	I was the kind of guy who preferred dresses and skirts over jeans and fancy pants.

	I liked showing off my beautiful legs.

	I was a proud 'femboy'.

	Damn…I'm going to die a virgin.

	My awesome smooth body and sexy legs are going to be useless pretty soon.

	++++

	"We're here. Give me your backpack and follow me," said Romano.

	His voice interrupted my thoughts.

	I hadn't even realized that we had reached the home of the man who was going to kill me.

	Romano drove up to the front gates of Mr. Messina's sprawling three-storey mansion.

	He pressed his thumb against a device that scanned it.

	He then punched in a code on the security device's keypad.

	The gates opened up for us.

	I was beyond terrified.

	The car finally came to a stop at the end of the long driveway.

	Outside the mansion, there was a tennis court and a gigantic pool that was probably constructed for Mr. Messina's many boyfriends.

	Good guys loved bad boys. And Mr. Messina was the baddest of bad boys.

	My papa had had many boyfriends while he had served as one of the syndicate's Caporegimes, so I was certain that the big boss had double the amount of boyfriends.

	Romano snatched my backpack from me.

	Wesley, Mr. Messina's old manservant, greeted us politely before leading us inside.

	++++

	We stepped into the all-white foyer.

	A round cherry wood table was situated in the middle of it.

	A glass sculpture of a kneeling androgynous male sat in the center of the table.

	It was lovely.

	The walls were decorated with works of art.

	There were watercolors, oil paintings, and multimedia art pieces.

	Wesley opened two glass double doors, revealing the white corridor that led us to the spacious living room.

	Beyond the living room was a spiral staircase that went up to the second storey floor.

	Inside the beige and black living room was a dark leather sectional that could seat twelve adults comfortably, an oak coffee table, and several beige chairs.

	The television hung above the black marble fireplace.

	It was lit, it's soft orange flames dancing gently.

	The kitchen and dining room were also on the first storey floor.

	The white and red kitchen was full of shiny appliances that had been foreign to me before my papa had brought me to the kingdom.

	The kitchen's large breakfast bar could seat eight people!

	The dining room was also decorated with paintings and sculptures by the many local artists that Mr. Messina seemed to support.

	My eyes widened when I spotted a room that contained a shiny black grand piano and several acoustic and electric guitars.

	I get to die in this gorgeous home.

	Tears came to my eyes.

	I was a poor slum dweller.

	I had spent the first seven years of my life living in a hovel.

	To me, the Cendannon dormitory was absolutely phenomenal—I loved living there.

	I had also loved my papa's cozy two storey house.

	But Mr. Messina's mansion was pure luxury!

	"I-I don't deserve to die here," I stammered as tears fell freely from my eyes.

	Romano gave a snort. "He ain't gonna kill a pretty thing like you, so stop crying. We need to get this show on the road. I got other shit to do, and I can't do it until you're locked up tight."

	Wesley placed a hand on my upper back. "Don't you cry, Sir Alec. Mr. Messina doesn't have a reason to harm you," he said.

	His words brought me comfort.

	They also made me curious.

	Did Mr. Messina bring me here for another reason?

	What plans did he have for me?

	I wiped my tears and blew my nose on Wesley's handkerchief.

	"Please allow me to show you to your room, Sir Alec," said the old manservant.

	"Okay," I replied.

	++++

	The three of us took an elevator to the second floor.

	Wesley was getting too old to walk up the long staircase, so he often took the elevator.

	My bedroom was on the second floor.

	It was all white and lavender.

	I was more than pleased with the décor.

	I screamed when I saw that I had my very own bathroom!

	The bathroom was situated within the huge bedroom.

	The walk-in closet was full of cute tops, jeans, shorts, dresses, skirts, gowns, and winter coats.

	I had clothes for every season!

	"Mr. Wesley—"

	"Please, just call me Wesley," he said with a smile.
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