
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Ashes of a Gentleman

        

        
        
          Sera Blackmoor

        

        
          Published by Sera Blackmoor, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      ASHES OF A GENTLEMAN

    

    
      First edition. May 8, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Sera Blackmoor.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231252695

    

    
    
      Written by Sera Blackmoor.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


PROLOGUE
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HE LOST EVERYTHING and embraced death.

This was no mere whim of fate, nor some common tragedy. Not at all. It was something vile, cruel, carefully architected to strip from him every last fragment of humanity and goodness he possessed.

His family, his love, his light... all turned to ash and blood before his eyes, while he was forced to watch, powerless, to the laughter of those who annihilated him.

Today, he is no longer the same... he has become shadow, darkness, cruel and bloodthirsty. A cold, emotionless monster.

The man who once smiled, who believed in kindness and justice, was consumed by the dark. His soul, once brimming with empathy and compassion, now resembles an empty, lightless abyss, inhabited only by the screams of his pain and the ceaseless whisper of vengeance. He has become a bestial thing, not by choice, but by necessity. A beast that does not hesitate to plunge its hands into blood and to gut, to tear out the permanent pain in his heart, so full of death and revenge.

Every step he takes is guided by fury. Every breath is a reminder of what was taken from him.

And every life he reaps is a tribute to his family, who are no more. He does not seek redemption. He desires no forgiveness. He wants blood, and to tear out the pain that lives in his heart.

He yearns to see the world burn the way his heart was set aflame on that cursed night.

This is the beginning of his journey. Or perhaps... the end of all he once was.

He is Zakarias Feranttis, a wounded beast, cruel and bloodthirsty, seeking to ease his pain through an endless vengeance...

​



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 1
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Zakarias Feranttis

The Past

TODAY WAS SUPPOSED to be an ordinary day, like any other. A balanced, healthy routine. I wake up early, as usual, and kiss my wife, who sleeps peacefully beside me. Then I go to my six-year-old daughter’s room and kiss her tenderly, gently squeezing her little nose. I wake the two women who represent my life, my world.

After my shower, I get ready to leave, but first, I watch them playing on the bed. My heart warms with love for them.

“Good morning, my loves!” I jump onto the bed and hug them both. This family is the greatest achievement of my entire life.

I am a respected and recognized magnate in the cosmetics industry. I manage the multi-million-dollar inheritance my father left for me and my brother, Marlon, with an iron fist. To this day, he hasn’t come to terms with the will. My father named me president of the company. Marlon was furious; being a year older, he believed Dad would choose him, precisely because he was the firstborn. A tradition in our family for nearly three generations.

But Dad broke that chain precisely because Marlon is a man without a shred of responsibility. My brother is married to a woman who cheats on him with anyone. Their sixteen-year-old daughter has harassed me countless times. She’s a drug addict, just like her mother.

I avoid getting close to them because of the constant harassment from those lunatics. They are a family of degenerates.

And I, as Dad used to say, am the stable, centered one in the family.

My mother died when I was born, and my father was a great man, raising us alone. He never wanted to marry again. Unfortunately, we lost him to cancer. When the will was opened and read, Marlon lost his mind, along with his greedy family. The assets were all divided equally between us, in equal shares, but the position he coveted most was given to me.

From that moment on, Marlon became my mortal enemy. And anything he can do to provoke me and tarnish my image, he does with pleasure. I try to ignore it, but this bastard is already getting on my nerves. I’m one step away from exploding.

We have important meetings today, and I hope he doesn’t show up drunk, probably coming from another one of his nights of debauchery. Sometimes, I’m forced to bar his entry from meetings. The wretch arrives slobbering drunk, and he fills the boardroom with the stench of cheap, fifth-rate brothel perfume.

Early in the morning, I drop my wife at her work and take my daughter to school. When I arrive at my office, I see the bastard sitting in my chair with his feet on the desk, looking at me with mockery and disdain.

“Sitting here, on a sunny morning, where I rightfully belong, I feel like the master of the world,” he says with malice and rancor, smiling wickedly.

I walk in with a false calm. In truth, what I want most is to drag him out of here with punches and kicks. This man is a curse on my life. I place my leather briefcase on an armchair and my keys and phone on the desk, where he’s drumming his fingers.

“Marlon, this again? I’m getting tired of this, man. Respect our father’s wishes and try to act like a man for once in your life. Have some posture, a little dignity. Let’s work together for the growth of the companies,” I say, running my hand nervously through my hair, exhausted by this whole situation.

“Never! I’ll only rest when I reclaim my rightful place! You stole this from me! You know I waited my whole life for this opportunity, damn it!” He stands up furiously and slams his fist on the desk.

“Then why didn’t you fucking try to earn it? Our father assessed who had the most capability, and as you can see, I was chosen. You’d better accept it. Now, get out of here! Someone has to work in this family, and since I know it’s always me, I’m asking you to leave and let me work in peace.”

I walk toward the desk and my brother stands up, enraged, moving away from it. I pick up the phone and completely ignore him. I’m tired of all this. Year in, year out, it’s always the same shit. The guy just complains and makes demands, never doing anything to deserve it.

After a few seconds of being ignored, Marlon walks over to my side again, and I feel a shiver as I perceive the hatred emanating from his gaze; he stares at me with fury and malice, uttering the sentence that would destroy my life in a tragic, terrifying, and miserable way.

Marlon places both hands on the desk and looks at me with rage and envy in his eyes.

“I promise you, Zakarias Feranttis, that one day I will put an end to this arrogance and damned pride of yours. That smile and look of superiority, always saying you’re better than everyone, will end. I will destroy you at your most vulnerable point, you son of a bitch. I will ruin your life. I swear it! Today we cease to be brothers and become enemies, you son of a whore, you usurper. And let me make it very clear to you, you miserable wretch, that there are more people with me in this endeavor to destroy you. I am not alone in this, you hell-bound bastard! I’m not the only one who hates you and wishes you dead; there are others who want and yearn for the same thing!” Marlon speaks with such rage that his mouth foams.

Before I can react or answer him in kind, I’m hit in the face by a violent punch. The force is so great that, for a moment, I’m dazed and see everything go dark around me.

“Get ready, you bastard, because today my plan to destroy you begins,” he finishes his macabre sentence and leaves with his head held high. For the first time in months, I see that Marlon is not drunk. And that puts me on alert and fills me with anguish.

Just as this unexpected conversation began, it has a strange end. Marlon walks out of the office, leaving me bewildered and paralyzed by his threat. I slump into my chair, feeling mentally exhausted by my brother’s inconvenient presence in the companies. I feel my face throbbing; I touch it and realize I’m bleeding. I take a handkerchief from my suit jacket pocket and wipe my mouth, which is starting to pulse with pain.

Little did I know that my ordeal and destruction were closer than I could possibly imagine.
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Zakarias Feranttis

One Week Later

MY DAY IS A GENUINE celebration, because I’ve finally sealed a partnership I’ve been fighting for for almost a year.

Tonight, to mark the occasion, I’m taking my girls out to dinner. I’ve already arranged it with Sara, my wife, and Lara, my daughter. We’re going to our little girl’s favorite restaurant, the one with the playground she loves. Making my family happy, giving them joyful moments, is one of the greatest pleasures of my life. I love surprising them with flowers. The delight on their faces warms my heart and fills me with contentment.

From the moment I first saw Sara, I knew she would be my wife and the mother of my children. And here we are today, married, parents to an adorable six-year-old girl.

I walk over to the glass window in my office, take a deep, happy breath. My life has never been better than it is right now. Sara and I have already agreed to try for another baby. Just the thought of it fills me with excitement. I’ve always loved kids.

I glance at my Rolex and see it’s almost five in the afternoon. Since I don’t need to pick Lara up from school today—Sara will do it—I’ll head straight home. We agreed that one of us would always pick up our girl, never the drivers or the nannies. We wanted our little one to know how important she is to us.

I gather my things, pick up my leather briefcase, and say goodbye to Rosa. She’s my secretary now, but in the past, she worked for my father. Rosa is a lovely woman who’s always been there. I consider her a maternal figure in my life.

When I get home, I hear my daughter’s joyful shrieks and grin from ear to ear. That sound fills my chest with love. This is a real home.

As I’m taking off my shoe, my girls rush to hug me, and in an explosion of laughter and affection, we all tumble to the floor.

“Daddy! Let’s go, I’m ready! Mommy is too,” says my clever little one.

“We’re going, sweetheart. But first, let Daddy take a quick shower, okay?” I ask, kissing both their faces. Sara smiles.

“You’ll have to make it a quick one, darling. All she talks about is this dinner and the playground next door.” I smile and get up, pulling them both up with me.

“I promise it’ll be fast.” I run up the stairs and hear the sound of laughter echoing through the whole house. The family I love so much, Sara and Lara, I think with pride.

I take the fastest shower of my life and throw on whatever clothes are handy—the important thing is to please my wife and daughter. I come back down and they both jump up quickly.

“Shall we go, ladies?” I make a gallant gesture toward them.

Lara runs and leaps into my arms; she loves being carried by me. With my daughter in my arms, I go to my wife and hug her. We head out for the long-awaited dinner.

Once in the car, we get our little one settled in the back seat and Sara turns on the music. Avi Caplan’s voice fills the space. We love this singer; his voice is a true balm. One of my favorite songs is playing, “Full Moon.” Sara closes her eyes and I take her hand tenderly, giving it a gentle squeeze. She smiles sweetly. Our little chatterbox is completely absorbed in playing with her dolls, which are scattered across the back seat. I smile, happiness filling my chest in an overwhelming wave.
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Marlon Feranttis

BASTARD! HE ALWAYS had everything he wanted within his reach. Even the woman I loved. I can’t believe Sara had the audacity to marry my goddamn brother. He was always the fucking chosen one, that wretch. All I had left was to marry Sara’s bitch of a sister. Cassandra was a first-class whore and my long-time mistress. We even already had a daughter, one I’d refused to claim. Until I did the DNA test and discovered I really was the father of that filthy little brat.

Our darling daughter followed successfully in her mother’s footsteps. A drug-addled slut, just like my “dear” wife. What a fucking family I’ve got. While that bastard’s family is a perfect little example of perfection. In fact, everything good and perfect always seems to be reserved for the great Zakarias. What a fucking miserable life! And as always, I’m left with the scraps.

But I will destroy that bastard’s happiness, or my name isn’t Marlon Feranttis. It’s the only way to get the company presidency, which is rightfully mine. I’ll destroy his happy family, and in doing so, I’ll annihilate Zakarias. A malicious smile spreads across my face as I imagine my brother’s fall and destruction. And I’m not alone in this endeavor. My useless wife and the company’s incompetent accountant will support me in this mission. Naturally, he’ll help me in exchange for promises of wealth and better positions. And for my greedy, worthless bitch of a wife, unlimited credit cards.

Today is the most anticipated moment of my life. The day I change everything and take what belongs to me. I’ll start by breaking that bastard’s arrogance, and finally, by defiling and destroying everything he loves most. I want to see that man destroyed, shattered, crawling like a snake on hot asphalt. Wretch!

I know he’s having dinner with his perfect little family tonight, and I have everything prepared. Now it’s just a matter of waiting and beginning to cleanse the usurpers from this rotten world.

I’m so happy a fit of laughter seizes me, and I feel myself on the brink of madness. But, fuck, I really am insane! Mad with pleasure and the desire to shatter my brother’s arrogance. I’m a fucking lunatic! I keep laughing uncontrollably.

That miserable father of mine wasted his time taking what is mine. To reclaim my rights, I’ll do whatever it takes. I’m ready, salivating with pleasure at the destruction I will cause.
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Zakarias Feranttis

I PARK THE VEHICLE, circle around to open the door for my wife, and help her step out. She opens the passenger door and gathers up our little girl.

“Come here, sweetheart.” Sara lifts our daughter into her arms and hands me the little schemer. When I’m around, the little devil hardly walks at all—she just wants to be carried.

“Let’s go, love.” Holding my wife’s hand, we follow a narrow stone path, already quite dark. We have to cross a vast garden to reach the restaurant, and only the moon lights the space now. The natural light here is astonishing.

My girls adore this place, and whenever we finish dinner, we pause here. We sit on one of the benches in this little paradise. Lara thrills and delights in the soft moonlight.

We’re distracted, talking and laughing, when suddenly I feel a hard blow to my head. I hear the screams of my wife and daughter. Everything goes dark and I see nothing more. One last thought seizes me before I black out completely: why did I dismiss the guards?
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Zakarias Feranttis

I OPEN MY EYES AND an intense pain seizes my head. I try to move and can’t. I’m tied to a chair, my arms and legs bound.

Everything is dark and silent. I feel cold and hunger tightens my stomach. Then I remember my wife and daughter, and panic sets in. I start to scream and try to break free.

“Help! Sara? Lara?” I get no answer, and it tears my chest apart. “Help! Is anyone there?” I shout again, trying to drag the chair, but the damn thing seems bolted to the floor.

I don’t know how long I’ve been alone here, unanswered. Agony and despair rip through my heart. This place seems to have no doors or windows. The darkness here is thick and oppressive.

I hear footsteps approaching, and the sound of a key being inserted and turned in a lock. There is a door somewhere in this blackness. I strain to open my eyes and see something, anything, in the dark. But it’s not necessary, because the man switches on the light, and I quickly shut my eyes until they adjust to the brightness.

When I open them again, my world stops. I freeze.

“Well, look what we have here! The all-powerful magnate, Zakarias Feranttis, the fucking usurper of other people’s places.” My brother is standing in front of me, mocking me with malice. I close my eyes for a moment, unable to believe what I’m seeing. “Where’s all your pride and arrogance now, you miserable wretch?”

My God! Marlon has completely lost his mind. He truly believes the lie his twisted mind has created, and thinks I stole his place in the company.

“Marlon, have you gone insane? Get me the fuck out of here! Where are my wife and daughter?” He just smiles.

I try to stand, but I can’t.

“They’re fine, relatively speaking, of course...” he taunts, drawing out a macabre suspense. He is slowly tearing my heart out in the process.

“Bring them here now and we’ll forget this. If it’s the president’s chair you want so badly, it’s yours. I just want my wife and daughter back. I’m begging you, Marlon, don’t hurt them.” He looks at me with a glint of madness and greed stamped on his face. He smiles wickedly, insanity dancing in his eyes.

“Too late, brother. I handed your wife and daughter over to our accountant, and he’s taking care of them.”

A chill of dread runs through my body and, in a quick impulse, I jerk my head to the side and vomit nothing but yellow bile. I haven’t eaten in a long time. Dread crushes my insides. Terror takes hold of me when I think of what they might be going through. I look at the filthy Marlon with rage, hatred, and bitterness.

“YOU BASTARD! I’LL KILL YOU. IF HE HURTS MY WIFE AND DAUGHTER, I SWEAR I’LL HUNT YOU DOWN TO HELL, MARLON. UNTIE ME, NOW, YOU MISERABLE FUCK!” I scream until I’m hoarse, and try to break free once more, but the ropes are so tight I feel them cutting into my wrists and ankles.

“Dead men don’t hunt anyone, Zakarias.” He walks over to where I am, smiling, but I see hatred in his eyes. Marlon lets out a laugh and begins to throw punch after punch at random parts of my body.

When he tires, he fetches ice-cold water and throws it in my swollen, bleeding face. I black out from the pain.

I’m awakened by violent slaps to my face, which is already swollen and burning from the injuries.

“Wake up, you fucking pussy, aren’t you a man? Or are you only a man when you’re stealing what doesn’t belong to you?”

I don’t answer. My mouth is full of cuts and my tongue is swollen. I feel blood dripping incessantly from the cuts on my body, especially from my nose.

“Marlon... please... don’t hurt my wife and my daughter... I’ll do anything you want...” Another punch to the nose, this time I hear a crack.

It’s broken, for sure. It hurts so much I want to cry.

“I’ll bring them, don’t you worry. But first I want to carve up that pretty little face of yours. It was always so desired and coveted by women, wasn’t it? Those gold-digging whores, they always chose you. Sluts! ‘He’s a magnate, he has golden-brown eyes, dark hair, and he’s so tall! So masculine,’ according to those fucking harlots! And me? Fuck! A goddamn blond with a shitty face. Dark, shit-colored eyes and short, a miserable combination of ugly. I wanted to possess your beauty too! In fact, I want everything you have! Your wife, your beauty, and the president’s chair. And at least one of them will be mine. The presidency will be mine from today. However, I want to protect myself and not let you walk away from all this alive. I want to secure and keep my position as president, without any obstacles.” He speaks with a bizarre, sickening calm.

He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a stun gun. I tremble and he smiles perversely.

“Know what this is? Know what it’s for?” He brings the device close to my eyes.

“Marlon, please, think about what you’re doing...” I am ignored and he presses the device against my neck. My muscles contract and begin to tremble.

He thrills at my pain. He seems to take pleasure in administering shocks with this infernal device. After repeated sessions, and the floor soaked with my urine, he approaches and crouches in front of me.

“No! No, I don’t believe it! The great, powerful, unattainable, omnipotent CEO, the multimillionaire man, Zakarias Feranttis, pissing his pants?” He laughs so hard he ends up falling to the floor. He stops laughing abruptly and gives me another shock. I convulse. More tears fall from my bleeding face, covered in bruises and cuts.

I squeeze my eyes shut and think of my wife and daughter.

He gets up, turns on the air conditioner, switches off the lights, and leaves without another word.

A day or a night passes, I can no longer tell the difference, because it’s always dark here. The air is icy and I’m freezing, because my body is completely soaked, courtesy of that miserable bastard Marlon. I’m even having trouble breathing.

Suddenly I hear a scream of terror: my wife, Sara, and the piercing cry of my daughter. I panic and despair, trying in every way to move and get up. But unfortunately I can’t, and I tear my arms and ankles even more in my desperate attempts to get out of here and save my family.

“Please, Marlon! I’m begging you, don’t mistreat them anymore, your problem is with me. Kill me, but let my girls go.” I scream and cry uncontrollably. The screams of the two of them stop suddenly and silence reigns once more.

I am in complete despair. Screaming, crying, pleading, and nothing.

The hours pass, and when I am already exhausted and hoarse from screaming, the lights come on again. Marlon enters with his damned wife and that wretched accountant.

They have smiles of malice and scorn on their faces.
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Zakarias Feranttis

I CAN SMELL THE EVIL enveloping these bastards like a black, fetid cloud.

“Marlon, let me get my revenge on this bastard? He’s humiliated me so much, my love!” trills the bitch who always wanted to fuck me, but whose every disgusting attempt I refused. I look at her with contempt, even with my face all busted up.

“Of course, my love, your turn will come. I promise.” Marlon replies and walks over to where I’m tied up.

I stare contemptuously at the accountant, the man I named head of all the companies.

“Valdir? Why are you mixed up in this? I thought you were satisfied with your salary and the new position I gave you.” I speak, looking intently at the man I once trusted.

“And I was, Zakarias. But Marlon made me realize I could have a better position and an even bigger salary.” He says, smiling greedily.

“You could have come to me, we would have sorted it out and—” I’m interrupted by a violent punch to the cheek. My head snaps to the side and my vision darkens.

“Darling, feel free now, he’s all yours for a few minutes,” says that bastard Marlon, and I see the bitch smile with malice.

“I want to shock him. When you told me he pissed his pants, I wanted to do this more than anything in life. At least your dick is good for something...” She mocks and laughs frenetically, clapping her hands. She’s as sick as her husband. “I want to see this bastard pissing blood!” whispers the lunatic, with glee. I watch her pick up the device and examine it carefully. Her smile widens as she comes toward me.

“Cassandra, wait!” Marlon shouts.

“Valdir, throw water on this trash before my beloved wife starts to play.” I shudder and close my eyes.

I feel the bastard accountant throw ice-cold water on me, and the fucking bitch comes thirstily to pierce me with shocks.

At the first one, I grit my teeth and groan softly in pain. She claps and laughs insanely.

“More! I loved seeing the great and unattainable Zakarias tremble in pain. Marlon, this is too good!” From that moment on, everything turns into a session of terror, a never-ending nightmare. I’m not sure when the lunatic ends the torture session with me, maybe I passed out, because when I open my eyes, I find myself alone and wrapped in darkness.

I hear Sara’s screams of terror again and now I also hear thuds and her begging them not to rape her. Our daughter is also crying loudly.

“Mommy!” A crack, a gunshot, and everything falls silent. My daughter... I choke and my world shatters in seconds.

“NOOOOOOOOOOOOO! MY DAUGHTER, NO!!!!” I fall into despair, screaming so hard I tear my throat and drool blood, which mixes with my tears of pain, anguish, and powerlessness.

My wife screams in despair... I know what they’re doing to her, and I also know who’s responsible... Marlon... I weep softly.

He has managed to destroy me completely.

When everything quiets down, I hear another shot and know they’ve just killed her. I have no strength left to scream or cry. Nothing. I feel death’s embrace calmly envelop me. I am a dead man.

I close my eyes and enter a place where no feelings exist. Everything is empty, hollow, and colorless. I lost what was dearest to me, my family. My world has been shattered, destroyed and broken in an overwhelming and cruel way.

Lara and Sara... they are gone.

I am sitting in this damned place, still tied up, feeling destroyed. I am a shadow of the man I was before. If I weren’t tied up, I’d kill myself without hesitation.

I lower my head and feel the tears fall, wetting my battered body. My heart is shattered, beyond repair and irreparable. I am a dead man walking.

Hours or days pass, I don’t know, I remain with my head bowed, with no will to live. Then I hear footsteps approaching. I remain still, I know I will never be the same man again.

The lights come on and I see Marlon enter with a look of satisfaction.

“Your wife was hot, huh, man? Fuck! No wonder you didn’t want anyone even looking at her. Now I understand your selfishness perfectly, little brother. Unlike the whore I have, I offer her to everyone and no one wants her.” He cackles insanely. “Your dear wife, she was perfect, too bad she’s no good for anything now. She’s dead with your damned spawn.” He smiles broadly, making obscene gestures that make my stomach churn.

Infernal flames burn inside me and spread. I feel this fire burning all the good that still remains in me.

But I have no strength to react, I am destroyed. I lift my head and look at this disgusting worm with so much fury that he takes a step back.

“Kill me now, you miserable bastard. Because if I get out of here alive, I swear I will kill you with cruelty, chopping you to pieces... gutting you... I want your fucking wife and shitty daughter too. I’ll rip your hearts out with my hands. I swear what you did to my family will be nothing compared to what I’ll do to you and everyone involved.” I speak low and deliberately, with no emotion in my voice. I am feeling so much hatred it feels like my chest will burst. I feel drool running from my mouth, mixed with tears.

“Easy, man. Of course I’m going to kill you, you didn’t think I’d leave you alive, did you, bro? But I still have a little job to finish on this pretty face,” he mocks, picking up a small, thin, sharp knife. “Let’s mar this perfection a little.” He holds the knife and runs it across my face, cutting it without mercy. I don’t scream, I don’t move, I remain silent and still, enduring everything for them. My wife and daughter went through worse. He steps back, looks at me, and puts his hand on his chin mockingly. “Good. But we need a cut here, another here, and one more here.”

He mutilates my face with sadistic pleasure and the pain is so intense it makes me vomit and piss myself, once again. He ruined my appearance and the agony is unbearable, immeasurable. Yet, it doesn’t compare by a light-year to the pain tearing my heart apart from the loss I suffered. When my lap is wet with fresh blood, the miserable wretch steps back satisfied and congratulates himself.

“I destroyed your face by carving my masterpiece into it. I fucked your wife and killed your daughter. I am the shit! I can and I do! I am Marlon Feranttis, the new CEO and tycoon of the companies!” He smiles with madness and licks the knife with my blood. “Now I’ll leave the pig bleeding until tomorrow. I want you to suffer and feel more pain. When I come back here tonight, I’ll finish the job. Of course, if you, you piece of trash, are still alive.” With no strength to react, I remain silent, begging for death to come quickly.

I hear the sound of the door closing; he didn’t even bother to lock it this time. He knows I’ll never get out of here. The darkness envelops me again with its cold, sinister tentacles.

I thought my tears had run dry, but I see I was wrong and I weep softly. My body trembles violently from the sobs, and a sharp pain in my chest makes me feel as if a blade were stuck there. The pain in my face is nothing compared to what I feel in my heart.

I lose track of time and, when I hear footsteps, I don’t bother to lift my head. The sick monster has returned to finish what he started. I feel a strange joy knowing I will soon leave this cursed life. Death is welcome.

The door opens and I see my secretary, Rosa, entering with two police officers. She is horrified to see my condition. She runs to me, looking at me and crying loudly, anguished by the depressing scene she witnesses... I know everything here is bizarre, me all disfigured, covered in blood and urine.

“God! My boy, what have they done to you? Damn them! Where are Sara and Lara?” I lift my lifeless eyes to her and stare at the officers.

“They were murdered,” I say with no emotion in my voice.

Rosa faints and is caught by one of the officers, the other comes and unties me. I can’t stand, I am completely broken. Broken inside and out.

“We need to get him to a hospital urgently, he’s bleeding heavily, he might have internal bleeding,” one of them says, supporting me as he walks carefully toward the exit.

“Let me die... please...” I plead in a painful whisper, almost voiceless.

“It’s going to be okay, man,” the officer says, sadness in his eyes. Rosa wakes up and enters a new fit of crying.

“Take care of her... leave me here, I want to die, I lost my family in such a cowardly way...” I break into uncontrollable convulsions, crying loudly, screaming, moaning. I want to die.

The two carry me and Rosa follows behind, crying softly without stopping.

I don’t know what happened when I left that damned place, I only remember that when I woke up I was in a hospital, all tubed up and my face covered in bandages. I heard the doctor say I’d have horrible scars... and that I’d probably have to undergo countless plastic surgeries to improve the ghastly appearance I was left with.

I remembered everything that bastard Marlon, his wife Cassandra, and Valdir, our accountant, did. I remembered the cowardly way they killed Sara and Lara.

They abused Sara... I sob... they killed my daughter, an innocent child... I shudder, weeping softly. My tormented spirit demands, clamors, and cries out for revenge. How to catch these bastards who destroyed my life? I need to find a way, I want everyone who took part in these monstrous acts, dead. But first, I want them to suffer intensely and I will be the one to torture them. I swear on the lives of Lara and Sara.

I keep my eyes closed, thinking about how I can hunt down and catch these demonic rats who killed my family.

I feel a layer of ice and darkness enveloping my heart, covering it and killing every good feeling that once existed in me. I sketch a smile of hatred and rage; the pain from the stitches is intense, but I smile even more; the pain is welcome. I reinforce my oath to end every single one of them.

I, Zakarias Feranttis, will kill everyone who was in any way involved in these murders. They will all pay with their lives for taking my family from me in such a cruel and treacherous way. My wife and daughter were innocent... innocent, damn it!

I swear I will avenge their deaths and, when that happens, I will take refuge in some isolated place. Never again in my life do I want to deal with the race called humanity. Those who dare come near where I will retreat will die. All of them. And I swear I will have no scruples and not even an ounce of weight on my conscience. I no longer have any good feelings inside me. My heart is a black abyss of hatred, wrapped in thick layers of ice, darkness, and death.

Never, I said, never, will anyone enter my heart again. I will kill with pleasure all who try and dare to come close.

​
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CHAPTER 7
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Zakarias Feranttis

THE NURSES ON DUTY always come to medicate me, but I keep my eyes closed, because I don’t want to interact with anyone.

I already have a plan and I know what I will do to not scare off the rats. After a whole day of reflection, an excellent idea occurred to me. I will begin to put it into practice soon. I want to get, one by one, all those who took my family and my joy for living.

Finally, I open my eyes, and a nurse smiles. She leaves immediately and returns quickly with a doctor.

“Our strong, warrior patient is awake.” The doctor smiles and approaches the bed with a clipboard in his hands.

He examines me, notes down some information, and observes the stitches on my face, now far from the perfection the rat mentioned.

“Excellent, the healing is going well. As I mentioned, you suffered many injuries and will need plastic surgery to improve and...”

“No,” I cut in, without any emotion.

They look at me, surprised, but say nothing.

“Alright, we’ll talk about that later,” says the friendly doctor.

They chat a little more between themselves and soon leave.

I sleep a little less tormented, now with a clear plan in mind.
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DAYS LATER, WHEN I am better, the doctors finally allow the police to enter.

They want to know if I know anything that could help them with the investigation, so they can locate the possible murderers of my family.

Rosa enters quickly and stands protectively at my side, on the edge of the bed. I feel completely destroyed. I couldn’t say a final goodbye to them, and that destroyed what little humanity remained in my soul. My blackened heart still bleeds, the pain is excruciating and crushing. It hurts so much I feel short of breath.

“Sir, could you tell us what happened? Did you see the torturers? Mrs. Rosa has already given a statement, but unfortunately, she doesn’t have relevant details... what she has isn’t very enlightening,” one of the policemen asks, directing a glance at Rosa, who holds my hand tenderly.

She looks at me worried, but I see relief in her eyes at seeing me awake.

“My boy, what a joy to see you’re awake.” She smiles, her eyes full of tears. Me? I feel nothing.

I squeeze her hand and look her in the eyes. I feel her love and protection giving me a little solace and strength.

“I don’t remember anything.” Rosa pales upon hearing what I say, and I squeeze her hand gently; she relaxes and offers a sad smile. Rosa knows I’m not well, that I’m dead inside. She knows me.

The older policeman approaches.

“It’s normal, after such a great trauma, son.” He exchanges a look of pity with his partner and nods.

They begin to talk among themselves.

“It’s best we continue with the investigation while he recovers from the trauma. Mr. Zakarias will recover and, little by little, remember what happened. When that happens, we can interrogate him, and based on what he says, locate and arrest the criminals,” one of them says and the other agrees.

“You’re right. He’s been through a situation of great loss and terror.” They look at me with compassion. “Mr. Zakarias, we promise to capture and arrest the kidnappers and murderers of your family.” I close my eyes tightly and clench my teeth.

“It’s what I desire most in my life, even if I don’t remember anything. I know you’ll do your best.” I stare at the ceiling without feeling or emotion.

They say goodbye and leave. When the door closes, Rosa looks at me seriously, while holding my hand, squeezing it.

“Zakarias, I thank God I left work early the day I discovered you’d been kidnapped. It was dark, as it was past 6 p.m. I went down to the parking lot and when I saw two unknown men talking, I got scared. I hid behind a pillar and, upon hearing them mention your name, my heart raced and I had a shortness of breath attack. I forced myself to stay standing and alert, and when I heard them boasting and bragging about how easy it was to take you and your family, my world collapsed. I panicked completely. I stayed silent, I needed to know where you were. They continued talking. They were there to pick someone up on their boss’s orders. They never mentioned any names. One of their phones rang, and he referred to the man on the other end of the line as ‘boss.’ Your kidnapper gave the address, which the idiot repeated out loud for the other to write down, and with that I memorized the name of the place where you were being held. I waited until they said goodbye and left. I didn’t even want to get my car, I left quickly, called an Uber and went straight to the police station. I told them everything and that’s how we got to your prison, my boy,” she says with tears streaming down her flushed face. “I’m so sorry I didn’t arrive in time to save your family, Zakarias,” she finishes, sobbing, and I see she has no idea it was my wretched brother who destroyed my life.

I close my eyes and cry, but now it is a pure and genuine lament of hatred against the bastards who took my family.

“Rosa, I consider you a mother and a friend before my secretary, you know that, right? I know I can trust you. Yes, I remember everything, and yes, I will get every single one of those who killed my wife and daughter. They destroyed my fucking life. I want to torture them, slowly and with pleasure, and then kill them in a slow and painful way. After my revenge, I will sell everything I have and disappear. No one will ever hear of Zakarias Feranttis again. I want to live in a deserted, uninhabitable place, lost somewhere on earth. And anyone who dares approach my lands, I will kill with pleasure and bury in a cemetery I will happily build for that purpose. It will be my private cemetery for any trespasser. The millionaire CEO, Zakarias Feranttis, died with his family. And a cursed, unfeeling beast was born in his place. I swear on my life I will do everything I told you, Rosa. The new Zakarias will be a demon to anyone who crosses his path.” I finish my speech of outrage and pain, smiling with anger, hatred, and fury. Some of the stitches on my face open and blood runs down, staining the white sheets. Fuck it.

Rosa looks at me, pale, and her eyes fill with tears.

“My boy...” She hugs me tightly.

“The only thing I ask is that you don’t tell anyone what I told you, please. Can I trust you, or will you stab me in the back too?” I growl. Rosa looks at me, flushed and outraged.

“Young man, you respect me! Haven’t I already proven my loyalty and love by going to rescue you?” She looks at me with sincerity, her face red and full of indignation.

“Yes, and I am immensely grateful for that. But I will run over anyone who dares stand in the way of my plans. Pay attention. I said anyone, including you, Rosa,” I emphasize, my voice firm and clear.

“I don’t agree with your method of justice, son. But who am I to condemn you? You lost your most precious jewels, Zakarias. I understand you, I support you, and I will always be by your side for anything you need. You can count on my discretion and my motherly love.” She smiles, somewhere between love and pain, and kisses me softly.

“Thank you, Rosa.” I thank her.

“Now let’s call a doctor to tend to these stitches again, your face is bleeding once more, Zakarias.” She hurries off to find a doctor to sew up my monster’s, or beast’s, face again. It bleeds heavily where the stitches stretched and came loose. And the pain is unbearable.

“But my heart bleeds and hurts more, much more...” I whisper, agonized and tormented.

​



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 8
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Zakarias Feranttis

ROSA SPREAD THE WORD that I remembered nothing, and the rats crept out of their holes, daring to enter the lion’s den.

Yet I remember with perfect clarity every torture they inflicted on me, and the desperate screams of my wife and daughter.

I bleed and weep inside every second of my life, but on the outside, I treat everyone with kindness, as if there were nothing to remember... even though everything that happened screams ceaselessly in my head.

Marlon looks at me and my hands grip the sheet with contained fury. Goddamn bastard.

“Don’t worry, brother. I’m taking care of our companies with the utmost diligence,” assures that filthy, miserable worm, smiling falsely. The visceral desire to end the life of this vile, contemptible creature burns inside me. But to make him suffer the way I want, I need patience and a cold heart. And I will have them. I have great plans for the murderers.

I offer a faint, subtle smile, hiding the fury that consumes and devours me from within.

“I trust you, Marlon. Thank you, man. I don’t remember a thing, absolutely nothing. The doctors said that part of my life might be lost forever because of the trauma I suffered. I’m lucky to have you, my brother.” As I say it, my stomach churns and twists. I swallow hard to keep from vomiting in disgust. I grip the sheets tightly again and clench my jaw as fierce hatred consumes me.

“Is something wrong, brother?” The bastard dares to ask.

“No, just the usual pains from the injuries I suffered.” I murmur, hatred corroding my guts and poisoning my dark soul.

“Those bastards, we’ll get them!” bellows and boasts the most disgusting creature I’ve ever had the displeasure of crossing paths with. What holds me back is the satisfaction I’ll have in killing this worm with exquisite cruelty.
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