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Dark clouds hovered in the sky, hiding the twinkle of the stars. I couldn’t see much of my surroundings, of what was happening in front of me. I took a deep breath and tried to calm myself down, eager to hear the noise of the train as it slowed down.

It was my only escape. The only way to get away from his hands and begin a new life, where he would never be able to find me.

A Russian mob boss. I’d thought he was a good man, but it turned out he was nothing more than a worthless asshole. In the end, I came to learn that he only wanted me for his own benefit, and I couldn’t allow that to become a part of my life.

I wasn’t going to be his trophy for him to show off to the people he truly cared about. If he wanted a wife, then he’d better look somewhere else.

The train track stood not too far from me. I was on this short hill overlooking it. If the train slowed down enough – and it should, since I was right at the border with Canada – then I should have enough time to jump onto it.

Once I was safe and sound inside one of its containers, I’d cross the border without anyone ever noticing me. I knew my plan had a good chance of not working, but the information I’d gathered told me this was one of the entries to Canada least patrolled by national authorities.

Though I guess I should point out Artem had probably already ordered some of his men to come hunting for me at about this part of the state, too. He was doing everything in his power to capture me.

My father was behind the whole thing, too. For him, striking a deal with Artem was what was going to keep his mafia family afloat. Everything for the family, right? Yeah, right. Except that he didn’t care about me enough.

Didn’t give a damn about my feelings, what I thought of the whole thing, of Artem, and I was pretty sure that just because he married a woman my grandfather chose for him, he thought I should follow in his footsteps.

Well, that wasn’t going to happen anymore.

I had everything I needed to leave the country for good. All things considered, Artem’s men shouldn’t have a clue about my current whereabouts. They were all too busy putting out the fire I’d started in their hideout.

Artem was an idiot. He thought I didn’t have it in me.

I loved someone else, but now he was dead. He was a good man. Not rich, not influential, and he didn’t have a battalion of men working for him, but he loved me for the woman I was.

They shot him in front of me. Artem and his men. I still remembered holding his corpse in my arms, crying as tears fell on his face. I was never going to forgive him for what he did. Everything he put me through...

They were things I was going to remember forever, and if Artem did manage to catch me, I’d rather kill myself.

That’s not to say he wasn’t a good-looking man. He was tall, with broad shoulders, wide chest, narrow waist, and with a deep voice that echoed his dominance over his man. He had everything to make any woman in the world drool over him, but those aspects of his looks didn’t mean shit to me if he couldn’t have a good heart.

His heart was made of steel. It was cold and uninviting. He spent most of his time inside his office, plotting strikes against his enemies and developing plans to corrupt the national congress.

I wished I’d come out of his hiding place with documents detailing his plans, but that was easier said than done. When shit hit the fan, I bolted out of there as fast as my legs could take me, stole one of his men’s black cars, and came here.

I didn’t know where I was going. Not really, anyway. I knew about this place, the ‘hole’ in the border with Canada, and that my chances of getting there through here were better than most, but that still didn’t mean I’d come here knowing what all of my steps should be like.

I took in a deep breath, pulling down the right strap of my backpack. I did have some help before coming here. Some men from my father’s mafia family that took pity on me and decided they’d rather help me than see me married to such a worthless piece of shit.

There was also something else they couldn’t stand, too. Artem shooting Ethan in cold blood, just because he was the man I truly loved. He was their best friend. They shared my hatred for the Russian Boss and they could never forgive him.

Did they manage to come out of it in one piece? I didn’t know, but when I was escaping that prison, it was utter chaos. Men desperately snagging fire extinguishers to put out the fire, guys grabbing their M4’s to make sure there were no infiltrators, and gunshots and more gunshots echoing in the dead of the night.

I was lucky, I guess. I had to bust open the main gate while guards had not left the premises yet, but I still got lucky they didn’t have enough men to chase me. The roads of the district their building was in were sinuous and dangerous, after all.

One needed to be careful when driving through them. Despite my thumping heart, I was able to make it here, and this was my chance to change my whole life. I was going to make it over there, too.

Reach Canada and give Artem the middle finger. His eyes and hands would never be able to find me there. After reaching my final destination, I was going to have a couple of friends willing to keep me safe from him. They were part of another mafia family, but they were more palatable.

My ears picked up the distinct noise of the train going down the track, making my heart thump with excitement. I turned my head from side to side, unable to find any of Artem’s men in the vicinity.

They weren’t here and they weren’t going to find me here. I should have more than enough time to cross the border.

Chances were I was going to find some illegal immigrants in some of the boxcars. They were likely to keep their mouths shut regarding my presence, so I didn’t have anything to worry about in that regard.

Turning my head to the left, I couldn’t help but worry if my information was right or not. Did they really not check all the boxcars that came in and out of the country in the trains? Did they really know which boxcars had illegal aliens or not?

So many questions, and so little time to answer them now. I guessed they didn’t matter. I couldn’t flee to another part of the country. While I wished I could continue living here in America, there was no more chance I could have a normal life in this nation. Artem would most likely sniff me out if I remained here for much longer.

Leaving America was my only choice. After reaching Canada and getting my bearings there, I was going to buy myself a fake ID, change my hairstyle, hair color, and even go through some plastic surgeries.

Artem had a lot less power over there, but that still didn’t mean he wouldn’t be able to find me. He was more than capable of doing that, which meant I was still going to have to be extra careful in my new life in Canada.

The deadness of the night was the only thing keeping me company now. Well, that and the twigs and bushes that surrounded the train tracks. The bushes were tall and bulky enough to keep me hidden.

Not that it mattered much anyway. The guy driving the train was likely not paying much attention to what was around the tracks, his eyes focused on what was in front of the tracks themselves. His only worry was that he didn’t want to run over someone attempting to commit suicide.

He wouldn’t even hear me climbing the train and proceeding to one of the boxcars. Despite the chaotic nature of my escape, I had almost everything planned out. I was going to have to face some challenges, but I was sure I could beat them.

I took in another deep breath when my eyes spotted the floodlight of the train illuminating the tracks in front of it, the engine slowing down. Other than the noise of the machine itself, the night was dead silent, like I was the only person in the vicinity.

I crouched and hid behind some bushes when the train’s first cabin passed in front of me, the man driving it a guy in his 50’s that was devouring a greasy burger. My stomach churned at the sight of that. I couldn’t imagine myself ever eating anything as nasty this late, way past the time for dinner.

I hadn’t eaten a burger in a pretty long time, and I was planning on extending that for a lot longer. I wasn’t fat or anything like that, but I still had some fat I wished to burn. I didn’t like the curves of my body much. They were too big and wide.

Standing up, I walked down the hill and climbed up the train, hoisting myself up. I was on one of its many sections without anything in it. No container, no boxcar – nothing. It was nothing more than a flat surface, the hinges trembling as the train continued going down the track.

Not too far from here, my eyes spotted the fence that sealed off this area from the one that was right across it. After crossing it, I was going to be in Canada. A guard post and a collection of military vehicles patrolled both sides of the border and while they did frighten me a little, they didn’t make me consider the option of not going on with this.

I was going to. I was going to cross the border and make it over there. It was my only option.

I turned to the other side and tried the door of the boxcar. It opened, just as a friend of mine had said it was going to. My eyes couldn’t make out what was hiding in the darkness the first few seconds, but soon they were able to.

Men, women, kids, and families. All not just from America, but also from other countries. All traveling to a new nation to hide themselves from the terror inflicted by the federal government on its own people.

Their eyes glanced at me for a fraction of a second before dropping to the floor. They weren’t surprised at all I was here and going with them to the other side of the border. Chances were more people joined in during the train’s long route. Its origin was on the other side of the country, so that wasn’t a far-fetched assumption.

I looked for a dark, solitary spot in one of the corners of the boxcar after closing the door behind me. Snow wasn’t falling yet, but I knew that soon it was going to. That’s what the weather news had told me before I put my escape plan into practice anyway.

I had my backpack with me, which I pulled off and tucked between my thighs. I bent my legs in front of me and pushed myself up against the corner I’d secured for the trip. The guards at the border should turn a blind eye to this boxcar, though we were still going to hear them checking out the rest of the train.

I’d paid them more than enough to allow the train to cross the border. It should all work as according to plan, despite the high chances of something or someone fucking it up.

I inhaled and exhaled. It was the only thing I could keep doing to calm down my racing heart.
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It took me more time than I thought I was going to, but eventually I finished crossing the border. Now, standing in another country, I couldn’t help but breathe in the fresh air of the alpine trees and impending snow. I could smell it coming. I was like an animal now, so much more aware of my surroundings and signs that were given off by nature.

I took off to the other side of the road moments before a black car pulled over by me. I couldn’t but smile, though. Everything was still working as planned. There was a moment when I thought one of the guards at the border was going to open the boxcar with me and all the other illegal aliens in it, but someone stopped him before he could have.

He’d told his friend that boxcar had already been checked and was supposed to be left alone. The worried guard, assuming his friend was speaking the truth, gave up and went on to check something else in the train.

I’d exhaled loudly out of relief then. That had been a close one – too close for comfort.

The side window of the car rolled down, a man sitting behind the steering wheel smiling as he looked at me.

“Almost thought you weren’t going to make it, Faye.”

“I thought the same, but it all worked out in the end, didn’t it?” I said, opening the door of his car and plopping down on one of the backseats, my eyes spotting his guards. There were one riding shotgun and another sitting by me, all of them wearing dark jackets with lime green ties.

They were from an Irish mafia gang. It was one of the most influential in the country, and under their dominion, I should be safe.

Dad never liked me befriending them over the multiple times I visited Canada, but he never could do much about it. He was a terrible father, but he couldn’t control everything I did. He was always far too busy with his business stuff and striking deals with politicians over in Washington DC.

Inside the car, I felt safe. My eyes admired my surroundings, the vehicles, the houses, and the buildings while they drove toward their hideout. Like any other famous gang in these parts, they owned not a house but an estate in one of the richest neighborhoods in Toronto.

Upon reaching it, the main car gate slid open, allowing us through. The car rounded a large roundabout with perfect grass and palm trees in it, one of the guards coming out and opening the door for me.

He didn’t need to have done that, but I could tell why he did it. They were looking at this as their next opportunity to solidify their dominance here in Toronto. With me living here, dad and the rest of his mafia family were going to have to eat out of their hands, and even though that made me feel a little bad, it didn’t deter me from going on with this.

I needed my independence, and I didn’t want to marry that asshole that went as far as killing my boyfriend. I was never going to forgive him for that.

A maid and a butler opened the double to the entry hall and one of them took me to my bedroom. When he finished showing me the room, with Ethan accompanying him, I collapsed onto the bed.

I needed a fresh shower, a change of clothes, and a good reason to not cry. I knew I shouldn’t cry. I didn’t want to show those men I was weak. I needed their help, but as far as they were concerned, I was still a woman they couldn’t touch.

If they tried that, they were sure I would find a way to flee their estate too and find someone else willing to keep me hidden. In such a scenario, they wouldn’t have the leverage they needed to claim my father’s territory in Lost Hope.

And Lost Hope was one of the many cities they were trying to extend their tentacles to, claiming it and making it theirs. It was one of the few prime regions for illegal drug transportation, thanks to the many rivers that crossed through to Toronto.

I covered my face with my hands, holding the tears that were threatening to come out. I forced my hands to drop and then pushed myself off the bed, surveying the room with my eyes before taking off my clothes.

Prior to doing that, I also checked for cameras or any listening devices hidden behind the furniture or under the bed. While I was sure they thought of me as their friend, I was far too paranoid to not think they were listening in on me.

They could also have put micro-cameras here too, but as far as I could tell, they were nowhere to be seen.

I headed to the bathroom, threw some shampoo in my hair, washed my body with liquid soap, and then toweled myself dry after turning off the showerhead. I considered heading out to eat something, but even though my stomach was rumbling like a WW1 tank, it wasn’t worth the hassle that would be having to talk to one of them.

I knew them well and I knew they liked to talk a lot. This branch of the Irish mafia liked to converse quite a bit with other people when they didn’t have anything better to do.

Soon they were going to announce I was under their protection and begin negotiations with my dad. A pang of guilt surged in my heart again, but I kept it contained. I wasn’t going to allow such a thing to make me think I was doing the wrong thing.

I was following my heart.

After a change of clothes, I looked out the window, contemplating a life for me that could have been. I could have married Ethan and we could have become one of the happiest couples in the whole world.

He was always so funny, cracking jokes and what not. His curious eyes reminded me of how much I was going to miss him, and I already missed him quite a lot. Contrary to what most people would say, I was sure that was only going to get worse as time went on.

I whirled around when a knock sounded on the door to my room. Who could it be at this time of the night? Was there something of grave importance that needed to be dealt with now? Couldn’t it wait until tomorrow morning?

Regardless of the answer to those questions, I headed to the closet, slid the door open, grabbed a pair of flimsy light blue shorts, and headed to the door. They should be appropriate enough for the short exchange of words I was going to have with the man or woman in the hallway.

It could be a man or a woman. She could even be the same woman I’d seen before, the one that was one of their maids and had opened the door to the entry hall for me. She had her hair tied to a bun and looked as professional as she needed to be for someone working for these criminals.

I opened the door as my eyes bulged. It was Sean. Sean O’Sullivan from the O’Sullivan Irish mafia, with his shirt unbuttoned, eyes steely as they dawned on me. I drew in a short breath, my flimsy shirt and shorts making me feel too exposed.

The last thing I expected was to find him standing before me like this, arm put on the doorway, winking when he noticed the reaction I was trying to keep hidden from him. I didn’t think it would be appropriate if he found out I harbored feelings for him better left unmentioned.

“Hey there, Faye. Just thought you needed someone to talk to tonight, after everything that happened.”

His tone was playful, sexy even. Sean was the kind of man that was used to getting what he wanted. He’d already set his eyes on me and was going to do everything in his power to make me fall head over heels for him.

And yet, I didn’t have any pretensions of the sort. Not tonight, not when I had so many things to make peace with. One of them was, of course, convincing myself I wouldn’t feel guilty in the future, when father held no more power in his hands.

When he didn’t have any more control in my life, anguishing until he died. There was only one outcome this was going to follow, and it was going to be that one, no doubt about it.

“No,” I confronted him as I held back a chuckle, pushing the door a little. “I’m fine, really. I don’t need to talk to anyone now.”

He dropped the arm he’d put on the doorway, stepping into the room as the smirk he was sporting before faded away. He didn’t even ask for permission as he strolled right in, pushing me away with the strength and intensity of his presence.

An air of authority surrounded him and I didn’t know how I was supposed to deal with him now. He came here with his shirt exposing his chest, showing off his chiseled and perfect muscles.

I wasn’t stupid. I knew what was going on in his mind. I just hadn’t thought he couldn’t contain his temptations long enough until what he was doing felt more natural. I wasn’t going to fuck anyone tonight – not after the shit I was still going through.

Chances were dad was going to send some of his soldiers to sneak in. He wouldn’t send enough men to storm the place. That would be a waste of resources for him, but he was going to cook up a plan to get me out of their estate.

And Sean and his men needed to be ready for that. If they weren’t, they were going to be swallowed by the strength of my dad’s mafia family.

His eyes scanned the room, a question popping out of his mouth. “So, are you liking the place?”

“Yes, it has everything I need. Thank you,” I responded moments before he launched himself in my direction, kicking the door closed with his right foot.

“Faye, there’s no need to keep pretending otherwise. When you landed your eyes on me before... Well, I’m not going to force anything out of you. I need you to tell me I’m not mistaken here and don’t try to hide anything. I’m going to know if you do.”

“I don’t know what you mean,” I argued, pushing him off me.

It’d been hours since my escape from Artem’s hideout and they should have already figured out what had happened. And if they didn’t know I’d already come here, they were soon going to. Artem’s mafia family wasn’t at the top of their game for no reason, after all. They were some of the deadliest, and some of the best in the underworld.

I used all of my strength when pushing him off of me, but he wasn’t bulging. He kept his body pinned in place, his muscles working as he launched an arm around my waist as the other kept the path to the right blocked.

He was pinning me against the wall, and I couldn’t do anything to stop him.

Even though I didn’t think it was likely to happen, I was hoping something ground-breaking was going to shake everything up. Maybe Artem’s men would show up, realizing I was about to get raped and that I couldn’t be returned to him as ‘damaged goods.’

But that was when everything was turned upside down, even more than it already was.
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He was doing everything in his power to make me hate him, even though he was one of the men in his mafia family I liked the most. I couldn’t believe he was doing this to me, his lips getting so close to touching mine.
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