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Chapter 1

Sean
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Blood dripped into the sink. The dripping noise was almost soothing, calming my racing thoughts. My hands were shaking. I didn’t know for how much longer I was going to be able to keep putting up with this bullshit.

I couldn’t believe they murdered my dad. In cold blood, as if his life didn’t mean anything to anyone. It didn’t mean jack shit to them, but to me he was one of the most important men in the world. The one that truly taught me everything I now knew.

My hands were gripping the sides of the sink.  Tilting my head up, I met the eyes of a man that couldn’t be me. I couldn’t be going through something like this. I couldn’t have those bloodshot eyes, tears trickling down from them.

Something was wrong here.

I was going to kill them. Every last one of them. All of those assholes. The top brass of the government. They thought they were above everyone else, that they could dictate the rules and we were going to keep following them like sheep that couldn’t think for themselves.

Well, they were wrong.

I was going to enjoy watching them die in my hands. My main target was the president of the republic, but I also craved the death of the eleven members of the Supreme Court and the National Congress.

They were the ones that killed my old man. He’d gotten a disease that could have been cured, if it weren’t for the fact that all the hospitals in the region didn’t have enough space and professionals to save him when he needed them.

It could all be traced back to corruption. Politicians and the top brass of the ‘justice’ system stole heaps of money from the poor, stuffed their deep pockets with it, and always left nothing for the hospitals and other public services.

I’d just finished burying my old man. The blood seeping out of my mouth was due to a fight. Still couldn’t believe that my brother wasn’t with me on this. He thought that I was going mad.

Hunting down the most important figureheads of the republic?

I admitted that I’d never done anything similar, but it was also true that I couldn’t even sleep anymore now. Not if I thought that I was going to keep doing nothing while everything that this country stood for was destroyed.

And it’s not just the health system that was deprecated and ruined by corruption, but also our roads, our sidewalks, the price of products in a supermarket, the quality of our schools, and even the price of gasoline.

They were like some kind of pestilence.

There were some protests here and there, but they weren’t going to be enough to bring down the government heads that were killing them slowly, like frogs in a water bowl that continuously gets hotter.

I ungripped the sides of the sink, turned open the faucet, let some water fill the sink, and then splashed it on my face. Going out with a face like this would help no one. I had a meeting to attend to, and my boss wouldn’t like it if he suspected I was about to ruin his game with our beloved politicians and the men behind the gavels.

He couldn’t know about it. Not for any reason, and not ever. As soon as he figured out there was something of the sort going on, he wouldn’t hesitate to send a team of his soldiers to kill me.

I was one of his soldiers, but in the end, I was also expendable. I was his underboss and he could still brush me out of his organization and find someone else willing to replace me.

He even had a name. Andrea Cocci. Had always been rich, with more money than he even knew what to do with. He worked for us more for his own enjoyment than anything. He never cared about the cause. He didn’t want to feel part of a new family.

He was here to prove himself, that he could come here at the ripe age of 20 years old and become one of our most important men. I admitted that the kid had potential and that he seemed to be climbing the ranks of the Manfrin family by leaps and bounds, but he was still nothing more than a pile of shit.

He would never reach the rank of underboss. To achieve that, one needs to convince the Don that he’s worthy of his trust. Not an easy thing to accomplish, considering what it would take to get it.

Andrea would either have to find a way to make him way more money than he was already making, or save him from certain death, or... sniff out a possible traitor.

That’s why I needed to tread carefully now. One small misstep would be enough to ruin my chances of even getting to where all those assholes lived.

Having splashed water on my face, I snagged a dirty and smelly towel from near the sink. I dried my face with it, rubbing it vigorously. With a slight grunt of disgust, I tossed it to the side, letting it fall into a small basket that I kept in the bathroom.

I was at my house. I could still hear the grunts of my younger brother, who stood in the living room. Our house was small and cramped. We didn’t have expensive and huge furniture, and the ones we had made me feel like puking every time I stepped in.

I made a lot of money as an underboss, but I kept most of it hidden as cryptocoins. Easiest way to launder money in this day and age.

Furio didn’t mind it. In fact, he relished this kind of life. It was the minimalist trend. Living with only what you need and scraping off the rest. I could understand the appeal behind it, but I thought it was shit.

I’d soon have the life that I sought. Sipping from a coconut, lounging on one of the most expensive beaches in the world, and letting the light of the sun bathe me with its warmth...

Just thinking about those things was enough to make a needle of self-doubt shoot through in my mind.

What if I didn’t go on with this? What if I stayed put, helping the boss with his corruption schemes and making ourselves heaps and more heaps of money?

Such a prospect was a little tempting, but it wasn’t enough.

I was going to kill the assholes that led to the death of my father. Our father. They had blood on their hands, and they were going to pay for not being the protectors that this country deserved.

It was raining outside. And not just striking the city with water droplets, but also tormenting it with heaps of thunders. One of them even hit too close to the house for comfort, and yet neither of us paid any attention to it.

My brother’s eyes were locked on me, and I knew that he had a lot more to say. He wasn’t going to give up. He loved me too much to allow me to start this suicide mission.

The house also looked like it could fall apart at any moment. Rainwater leaked into the living room from multiple sources, the wallpaper had long begun an arduous process of flaking, mold seemed as if it was taking over every inch of the floor, and there was this smell of rotten food wafting in the air.

Someone needed to open the refrigerator to see if there was a dead goose inside it.

My brother’s eyes burned with a hatred mixed with worry that I’d never seen before. He opposed to my suicide mission and nothing was going to change his mind.

“You’re not leaving this house! I’m not going to allow it!” He shouted, brandishing his hand.

Seeing him reacting in this manner broke my heart. I didn’t want to fight him when we did, and even then I allowed him to beat me up. I’d hoped that he could shove some sense into my mind. It didn’t happen.

I felt even more willing and determined to hunt all of them down. As for the Don, I’d already told him that I was heading out to study a lead for a possible new contract with the federal government.

He trusted me – a lot. He wouldn’t send anyone to spy on me and find out if I’d told him the truth or not.

I didn’t have everything planned out, but I did have enough to begin my so-called suicide mission.

My hands itched to feel their heads chopped off of their bodies...

“I’m not in the mood to fight you again, Furio. You know that I need to do this.”

“That’s bullshit. You’re going to get yourself killed over nothing.”

“Over nothing? Are you kidding me? The government tortures its own people every day, and it was their own damn fault that our father didn’t pull through.”

He opened his mouth, but didn’t say anything. I had most of my things ready for the trip. All the guns, the pistols, the rifles, and even an old but trusted AMR-2. I wasn’t planning on killing them from a distance, but if worse came to worst, then I’d have no choice but to settle for less.

My car was ready too. I even left the engine turned on. If Furio was really thinking there was a way for him to convince me, then he was only going to get disappointed.

I padded to him and settled a hand on his shoulder.

“You should come with me.”

“I’m not going anywhere with you. The Don is never going to forgive you.”

“I’m not planning on letting him know about it, and he won’t. He thinks that I’m going to secure yet another contract for him with the government.”

“He’s not that stupid. He’s going to find out the truth eventually.”

I stared into his eyes.

“Maybe you’re right, but you know better than anyone that I’m no rookie.”

His eyes looked down, shaking his shoulder and walking with purpose away from me.

“I can’t convince you that you’re committing suicide, but I think... I can help you. I’m going to vouch for you with the boss. I’m going to tell him that you’re going to keep me in the loop and that I’m supporting you. He knows that I’m good with numbers and finding loopholes in contracts.”

“That he does,” I said, flinging my backpack over my shoulder and making a beeline to the door out of the house.

I turned my head to him. “Thank you, Furio. I’m not going to forget this.”

He wasn’t looking at me when he spoke.

“Just make sure you’re not going to die.”

“I’m not,” I promised before closing the door behind me and proceeding to the car. It was a model Honda Accord, released in 1993. Old but no other felt like it. I tried newer ones, even some from the same brand, but they didn’t feel better than this timeworn beast whose wheel I was gripping now.

I pulled out of the driveway and turned right, following the GPS of my phone. Reaching Glison City was going to take a while. A couple of hours at least. Most people would be put off by that, but not me.

I cherished long travels, and this one in particular I was relishing even more than usual. My hands itched so much to kill all of those arrogant assholes that hid behind piles of guards and the army.

It wasn’t going to be easy, but I was confident I could pull it off.
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Chapter 2

Lydia
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I pulled out of the driveway, making sure that I wasn’t going to bump into any car. I let out a sigh of relief when I crossed out into the road. My eyes scanned the cement that stretched out to the buildings and the city beyond.

Not many cars were driving here in Republic’s Square.

Just before turning right and starting to make my way back home, I grabbed my phone and started to record myself talking. I ran this YouTube channel called Lydia Speaks where I talked not only about my life, but also about how good the current government was to its people.

They’d proposed a bill to extend their run as the hands that controlled this country.

They were turning it into one of the most sought nations to work and live in the world. Falling crime rates, higher minimum wage, lower product prices in supermarkets, and everything else one could think of.

Our nation was developing fast and it wouldn’t be long before we claimed the number one spot from the hands of the Republic of Rusoof.

My YouTube channel wasn’t that big. Just two hundred thousand subscribers, though it was growing by the day. It wouldn’t be long before I could rub it in the face of that bitch called Sarah. She’d said multiple times that it would never take off.

Well, nowadays each video of mine always got a minimum of fifty thousand views. Not bad for a person that only vlogged and didn’t plan her videos. I wasn’t that kind of Youtuber. I preferred making organic videos.

I was driving and talking out loud, focusing on the road and admiring the scenic buildings that composed the Republic’s Square. It was where most of the government buildings were located.

I came across congressmen and congresswomen every day. I often stopped to talk with them, even though our conversations never lasted long enough. They were part of what made this nation great.

I wished to become one of them one day. I knew it wouldn’t happen, though. The president had already mentioned so many times that as soon as his administration ended, he would like me to keep working for him.

I was one of his top advisors. He’d hired me for my ability to make good decisions, knowing how everything here worked, and how easily I could win over the hearts of people. I did have a lot of friends, and so many people always came to talk to me just because they loved hearing my voice.

I guessed that was one of the many reasons why my YouTube channel was blooming. My viewership loved listening to me talk about what was going on behind the scenes of our current government.

I didn’t share the meaty details with them, of course. There were so many I had to leave behind. I understood the reasons for the secrecy, but still... we were never going to win over the fifteen percent of the population that thought this government wasn’t good.

There were some protests that happened sometimes, but they were occasional and never managed to gather many dissenters. They claimed that we were ruining the nation, that we were stealing their money and stuffing our pockets with it, and that the president was seeking ways to make his administration permanent.

I wished that were the case, but no. It wasn’t. The president had affirmed multiple times that once his run ended, he wouldn’t go back into politics. He had a family, a wife, and kids. He couldn’t spend enough time with them, and that was killing him from the inside out.

I turned my Toyota Camry to the left when I heard some hissing in the air. I ignored it for some seconds, mentioning to my viewers that would be watching the video later that it was just some noise.

I wasn’t going to edit it out of the video. As I said, I liked them to feel organic and natural. It was for a similar reason that I never put on any makeup unless it was a party that pretty much required it.

The hissing continued and got louder as I drove down the wide road, heading to my apartment located just outside Republic’s Square. I was still talking in front of the phone when the hissing got a new companion – the noise of something sharp hitting a piece of metal.

I still ignored those noises while I kept recording the video and talking a little bit about what the government planned for the future of our great nation.

A line of smoke that quickly turned into a river preceded the sudden death of my Camry. I pressed the red button on the screen of the phone, turning it off, and then pulled over by a sidewalk before something worse could happen.

I couldn’t believe that this car was already giving me trouble. I’d bought it this year. I bought a new car every year and it was still so new that it shouldn’t be breaking down on me like this.

What the hell was happening here?

I grunted when I shoved the door of the car open. I rounded to the front, pulled up the hood, and a cloud of dark smoke greeted my face moments later. I coughed as I waved my hand in front of me.

I fished my phone out of my pocket. This was useless. I was going to have to buy a new car for the second time this year, and it wasn’t going to be another Toyota. And forget trying to fix the engine myself.

What happened here was beyond anything that I thought I knew about car engines.

After I dialed the numbers to a local repair shop, a car pulled over by me. It was some Honda model. I didn’t much care for it, just that I thought it was odd someone was pulling over by me now.

Cars were driving on the road, but I didn’t think that anyone was going to stop to check out what was happening with me.

Well, maybe that wasn’t his intention. Maybe he’d pulled over because he was going to enter that tempting Italian restaurant whose smell was making my stomach rumble...

However-

Holy shit. Who the hell was that man stepping out of his car now, with a dark suit that accented his best features? He wasn’t the kind of man that I’d call a hulking beast or a gym enthusiast, but he was fit, and he walked with a confident posture that no other man in the world could match.

His finger tipped up his sunglasses, flashing a small but confident smile in my direction. It froze me. I didn’t know what to do, if I should run away or bang the engine of my car until it fixed itself.

He was making me feel crazy for him, and I didn’t know why. Yes, he was hot as hell. Yes, his olive skin made me feel like ripping the clothes off of his body and peppering it with infinite kisses. He was my type and everything, but still, that didn’t mean that it was reasonable and okay for me to be acting like a slut right now.

I was sure there was a line of saliva streaming down across one of the sides of my face. I just couldn’t feel it. Dammit, I wished so much I could snag my small hand mirror from my purse to look at myself.

I needed to be looking my absolute best for him, and I wouldn’t say that I did now.

He still kept walking in my direction, keeping his small smile alive on his face. He wasn’t showing his teeth. I wished he was. I imagined that he had quite the toothpaste commercial teeth and was reserving them for when he was standing right in front of me.

My nipples were hardening and I wished to hide them now. I wanted to put on my best clothes for him. I’d bought a 1000 dollars dress not too long ago for parties and stuff. It would be perfect for this moment.

It’d been too long.

Too long since my last love. I didn’t think I would ever fall in love again. In fact, I’d been filling up that void in my life with my YouTube career. I was making a lot of money through it and the job I had now, but there was still nothing quite like feeling the hands of a man touching me...

He stopped in front of me, taking off his pair of sunglasses. They were round and pretty big, covering most of his chiseled face. Despite his easy smile, a cloud of seriousness and business-man type painted his expression.

His trimmed and perfect beard begged me to kiss him now. And those plump and big lips were still tempting me to do unthinkable things with them.

Dammit. I was still frozen. This guy was going to think that I was having some kind of stroke or something. I really needed to snap out of it and greet him. That’s what he was expecting now.

He was just hoping to meet someone friendly and have a conversation with me while he figured out what was happening with my car.

He gave off a vibe that he had more money than he needed, but the model of his car was a bit odd. A bit too old and timeworn for someone like him. If he had a lot of money in his bank account, then why didn’t he simply buy a trendy sports car that matched his looks?

“Is there something wrong, miss?”

His words finally snapped me out of my trance.

“Oh, it’s nothing. I think that my car broke down.”

“It doesn’t look good,” he said, his tone joking and calming.

He walked to the front of the Toyota, stopping and settling both of his hands on the frame. I couldn’t help but steal looks at his forearms, noticing that his veins bulged out as he gripped the metal. His eyes were examining the car. He looked like he knew what was going on.

“Do you think you can fix it for me?”

“For a beautiful lady like you? Sure, I can fix it,” he said, reaching out with his hand into the engine, sneaking it through the parts, and plucking out of them something that I couldn’t identify. I didn’t know what it was, but his widening smile told me that he’d just fixed the car.

“This is just the shard of something that broke off and fell in the engine. It should be fixed and working now. I guess they don’t make cars like they used to anymore,” he added, walking to one of the trash cans on the sidewalk and tossing said piece inside it.

Wow.

I didn’t know if he was telling me the truth or not – I was going to have to turn on the engine of the Toyota to check it out for myself – but his posture, the tone of his voice, and his eyes did tell me that he was pretty confident that’s what was making the smoke rise out of the engine.

He walked back to me, holding out his hand.

“I’m Abelino, but you can call me Abel.”
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Chapter 3

Sean
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She was eating it all up. Easy prey. I didn’t have to do a lot to gain her trust. The way she moved her arms, her expanding pupils, how she kept touching the collar around her neck – she couldn’t resist me, and I was making use of that for my real objective here.

She was one of the top advisors to the president. She could grant me access to places and rooms here in Republic’s Square that otherwise I wouldn’t even get close to. Of course, that did mean having to play my cards right, but I’d been in this kind of situation before. I had worlds of experience with gullible girls like her.

Lydia was going to be dropping to her knees before long, too eager to pull my pants down.

She didn’t know this, but I was the one that fucked up her car. I’d managed to sneak into the parking lot of the building where she’d parked it. It was easier said than done. There were far too many guards patrolling the perimeter and the inside of the building, but thanks to some connections and gadgets, I’d managed to reach her Toyota.

I followed her from the President’s Palace, wondering when she would finally notice the smoke sneaking out of the engine of her car and pull over. I was pretty sure that this was going to work and so far I could say that it was heading in the direction that I’d planned for it.

Lydia was quite the jaw-dropper, but she had one big problem with her I couldn’t ignore. She didn’t just support the current government and the Supreme Court – she sucked them off, both online and offline.

Her videos on her channel were a cringe-fest. I didn’t think I’d ever laugh as much as I did when I watched some of them to figure out what kind of girl I would be dealing with.

Once she was better acclimatized to my presence, I was going to tell her that I’d come here looking for a job and that I didn’t have many leads. With the way she was still behaving now, I knew she would bite that bait too and even invite me to her place.

I’d politely decline it, of course. It was never a good thing to give everything a woman wanted from the get-go. To convince me to go with her to her place, she was going to have to earn it.
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