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    This book is dedicated to my awesome circle of gal pals. Jo, Kim, Deb, Rozzy, Kezza and Amy. I'd be lost without you ladies. Thanks for coming on this crazy journey with me and making awesome memories. We're not done yet, and may many more glasses of cocktail be emptied along the way. 

      

    


Trigger Warning

This story deals with death, contains a rape scene, 

and a couple of murder scenes. 

It also contains lots of swearing, and

more than a few sex scenes, but even with 

all that goes on within these pages, 

it’s still not as scary as the nightly news! 
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Prologue 

[image: ]




The End of Normal

Evelina (13 years old)

I don’t remember a time in my life where I’d felt like this. This utter despair and absolute heartbreak. Surely there was nothing worse than this. How could one survive if there was? It was impossible. It had to be. 

I looked at my brother, he was looking at the two coffins being lowered into the ground, no emotion on his face, none at all. When the minister spoke his final words and made the sign of the cross, Uncle Gino ushered Antony and I forward so we could be the first to throw flowers onto the coffins that now laid side-by-side in the family crypt. I wiped away my tears at the thought of never being able to hug my parents again, never seeing their faces, or hear their voices as they called for us to get ready for school or to come downstairs for dinner. I wouldn’t get to hear my mother complain to Antony about his messy bedroom, or to me about the mess I’d left in the bathroom. I’d never get to roll my eyes at her again, or argue with her about if I was old enough for a boyfriend. All the things I thought I hated about my life, I now knew I’d miss. Life as Antony and I knew it was over. Sure, life was going to go on for us, but it would never be the same again. 

****
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EVELINA (15 YEARS OLD)

This was my third school in the past two years. I knew Uncle Gino was at his wits end with me, and I also knew this was my last chance. He’d told me so on the way here this morning. If I messed up here, the next stop was an all-girls catholic boarding school, something that was never going to happen. No chance in hell would I let that happen. 

“I’ll have a car waiting for you at the end of the day,” my uncle looked at me as we walked out of the principal’s office. “Here,” he held out a fifty dollar note. “You’ll need lunch.” 

I looked at the cash he was holding out to me, then begrudgingly reached out and took it. “Thanks.” 

“See you at the house tonight, the car will bring you straight home after school. I’ve already told the driver no detours, so don’t even try.” My uncle gave me a short nod then turned and strode down the corridor, buttoning his suit jacket as he went. To say he and I had gotten off to a rocky start was an understatement. I wasn’t a fan of his, and I knew for sure he felt the same about me. Antony on the other hand, that was a different story. My brother thought our uncle was the best thing ever, it was disgusting the way he worshiped him.  

I looked at the class schedule in my hand, then looked down the corridor towards all the classrooms. I had no idea where I needed to be, and I had no desire to get there. 

“You Evelina?” I spun when someone behind me spoke. 

“Yeah, but it’s just Eve,” I looked at the girl who was dressed identical to me, only she had an extra pin on her lapel. Great, so they sent the school nerd to show me around. 

“I’m Lucy, I’ll be showing you around this week,” she motioned towards the paper in my hand. “What’s your first class?”

I looked at the paper again. “Geography in room E12,” she started walking as soon as I finished speaking. 

“This way,” she looked over her shoulder at me, so I grabbed my bag and followed her. “So what’s your deal, where are you from?” 

“Melbourne, but I’ve been in Sydney for two years,” I looked sideways at her. She didn’t look like school vice-captain material, but then again, what did I know. 

“I used to live in Melbourne, moved here about five years ago when my dad got transferred, is that what happened with your family?” 

“No,” she looked at me as we stopped in front of a classroom door. 

“This is you,” she motioned towards the door. “At the end of this period wait here for me and I’ll walk you to your next class.” 

“No need,” I was talking to her back as she’d already started to walk away. 

“Look,” Lucy turned and came back to me. “You don’t want a tour guide, and I don’t want to be a tour guide, but neither of us have a say in it,” she stepped back. “I’ll be back to show you to your next class, make sure you wait here for me.” 

****
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EVE (18 YEARS OLD)

I looked at my best friend as we walked out of school for the last time. We’d just had our graduation ceremony, and the pair of us couldn’t be happier to see the back of this place. I’m pretty sure Uncle Gino was simply relieved that I got through high school, and that I made it to eighteen years, so legally, I wasn’t his responsibility anymore. “Lucy,” we both turned when Lucy’s mother called out to her. She wasn’t a fan of mine, any more than Uncle Gino was, and it made me smile. “Hi Eve,” she looked from me back to her daughter. “Congratulations, I’m so proud of you.” I watched as Nancy hugged her daughter, and it made me think of my mother, and how much she would have loved to be here. But she wasn’t, in fact, none of my family had shown up today, not that I expected them to. Antony was now twenty-two years old, and he worked as a manager at two of Uncle Gino’s many nightclubs and whatever other illegal activities they were into. Uncle Gino himself was currently back in Italy, no doubt working on another dodgy deal that was almost certainly going to be on the wrong side of legal, and my brother now went by Tony, something I knew my mother would be upset about. She only ever called him by his full name. He was named after her father, and his father before him. It felt wrong to call him Tony, I just couldn’t do it. 

“Tell me we’re still going out tonight,” Lucy turned to me after saying goodbye to her parents. “I need a night out. A night of dancing and drinking with my bestie, and please tell me we can go to one of your uncles’ clubs, not one of his strip clubs, just one of the regular nightclubs.”

“We’re going out, but not to one of Gino’s clubs, no way, you know I hate going to those,” I looked at her. “Antony will be there, and I want to have fun, I don’t want to be supervised by my big brother.” 

“That’s another thing, when are you going to take me to your house, and when am I going to get to meet your brother,” Lucy grabbed hold of my arm and stopped me from getting into my car. “Seriously Eve, they can’t be as bad as you say, and your brother’s gorgeous, please let me meet him.” 

“Lucy,” I reached for her hand and held it tight. “You’re my best friend and as such, it is my duty to look out for you,” I smiled at her. “And not ever letting you meet my womanising brother and my dodgy criminal uncle, or taking you to my home, well, that’s looking out for you, trust me on that. It’s not a world you want to be a part of.”  

Lucy might have been disappointed with my stance on this, but I wasn’t about to change my mind, not now, not ever. She had no idea what my home life was really like, and I intended to keep it that way. I had to. 

***
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EVE (23 YEARS OLD)

The last five years had flown by, and so many things had happened. Lucy and I enjoyed a gap year, travelling all over Europe, and it had been amazing. Then we both studied and partied our way through three years of university, and we’d just finished our first year working as fully fledged nurses. We shared an apartment close to the hospital, and for the most part, we were inseparable. I loved her like a sister, and I know she felt the same about me. To me she was family, the only family I had if I didn’t count my brother and uncle, and I tried not to count them in my thoughts. Uncle Gino had always been a dodgy businessman and my brother had well and truly followed in his footsteps. I knew they were into some bad stuff, stuff that would see them both in jail for a long time if ever they were to be caught. But they were too smart to be caught, that’s what they had underlings for. The ones that did all their dirty work for them, so their hands stayed clean, but I’d seen them. I’d seen them hurt people, break bones, shoot people, and more. 

One time when I’d faked a sick day so I could stay home from school, I watched from my bedroom window as Uncle Gino held one of the maids’ heads underwater in the pool, all because she didn’t bring him his glass of scotch fast enough. I’d once had a discussion with Antony about this, about how his conscience let him do the things he and Uncle Gino did. He simply shrugged and smiled at me. “You only get one life sis, might as well make it an exciting one. Live on the edge, take what you want, what you deserve, and don’t take shit from anyone, ever.” I remember him shrugging his shoulders as though it made perfect sense to him, that he could take what he wanted, and if it wasn’t offered up, then he was well within his rights to take it by force. I know that was Uncle Gino’s mentality, and it hadn’t taken my brother long to think the same. Antony was seventeen when our parents died and we went to live with Uncle Gino, and he became a kind of apprentice to my uncle, an heir apparent so to speak. There was no doubt in my mind Antony would do well in the family business and work his way to the top like Uncle Gino had done. 

By the time I was sixteen I knew that as soon as I was old enough, I needed to put some distance between those two and myself. I didn’t want to be a part of their world, not in the slightest. So that’s what I’d done when I left that house and moved into the apartment with Lucy. I saw them periodically, mostly at birthdays and when I was summoned to the house, but that was it. I tried to go there as little as possible, and as far as I was concerned, it suited me just fine. 

****
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Part One

This Can’t Be Happening
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Chapter 1
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Eve

“Holy shit girl, look at you,” I let out a slow whistle when Lucy walked into the room. “You’re going to be fighting them off tonight for sure.” 

“No more than you will be,” she checked her look in the mirror. “Let’s go find us a man or two,” she grinned at me as she held the door open. “I could definitely do with some action tonight, it’s been a while since I’ve had a good roll in the sheets. I just need to find myself a willing participant.” That was the thing with my best friend, she was beautiful, stunningly beautiful, where as me, well, chunky wasn’t what most men were looking for, so I highly doubted I’d be taking one man tonight, let alone two. 

“I’m pretty sure you’d be able to have a dozen men if that’s what you wanted,” I looked over my shoulder at her as we descended the stairs. “That dress barely covers your pussy.” 

“I know,” Lucy wiggled her eyebrows at me. “That’s the point.” 

“We just need to stop by the house so I can grab the passes from Antony, he didn’t drop them off like he promised he would.” Typical Antony, he probably forgot, or got caught up with some dodgy business deal. 

“So, I’m finally going to meet the gorgeous Tony Vinderri,” Lucy sucked in an exaggerated breath and grinned at me. “Who knows, maybe we won’t make it to the concert.” 

“NO,” I spun on my heels and looked at her. “You need to stay in the car, especially dressed like that,” I pointed to her dress. Lucy was gorgeous, more gorgeous than she knew. I knew my brother and uncle, and their entourage. They were pigs. Pigs of the most epic kind when it came to how they treated women, and I wouldn’t have any of them getting their hands on my best friend. “I’m serious Lucy, please believe me. He’s nothing like the man they portray in the society pages. He’s not nice, not even to his girlfriends. Please promise me you’ll stay in the car.” 

At the gates of my family’s home, I punched in the code and the big ornate gates swung open. “Holy shit Eve,” Lucy looked sideways at me. “This is where you lived?” 

“From when I was thirteen,” I pulled to a stop and killed the engine. One look at the cars in the big circular driveway and I knew there was a house full of men, and those men would be partying with drugs and some hookers no doubt, just like they did every time they all gathered here. “Please stay in the car. I’ll be as quick as I can, five minutes tops, then we’ll be on our way.” I looked at her as I spoke. “Promise me you’ll stay in the car.” 

“Fine, I promise to stay in the car,” Lucy rolled her eyes at me. 

As soon as I pushed open the oversized timber door, I could hear them. Loud men. Rough men. Men who were just like my uncle and brother. Men who thought they were above the law, and above everyone else too. The maid hurried over to me and offered to take my jacket, but I declined. I wouldn’t be staying, just long enough to get the backstage passes Antony had acquired for Lucy and I, then I’d be gone. 

I stopped in the big archway that was the threshold into the enormous reception room. Everything in this house was oversized and overstated. Everything was like that with Uncle Gino. “Hey,” I gave my brother a nod. “Can I grab those backstage passes? I need to get going.” 

Antony finished snorting the line of coke in front of him then got to his feet. He didn’t speak to me as we headed down the hall, but he motioned for me to follow him. As we walked to his wing of the house, he looked over his shoulder at me. “You need a couple of the guys to go with you tonight?” 

“No, we’ll be fine, thanks anyway,” I hoped he didn’t push the issue. I hated it when he made his guys come along when I went for a night out. He’d done that a lot when I turned eighteen and could go out clubbing. “Thanks for the passes.” 

“No problem,” he handed them over and looked me up and down. “I might send some of the guys with you.” 

“No,” I shook my head at him. “I’m twenty-five years old Antony, I don’t need you to send some of your goons along, I can take care of myself.” We argued for a few more minutes, and he finally relented. “Thanks again for these, I need to go, my friend’s waiting in the car.” 

As soon as Antony and I left his office, I heard her. First one scream, then another, and I knew it was Lucy. I started running down the long hallway, and Antony picked up his pace too. When we rounded the corner, I stopped so suddenly that he ran into the back of me. “Stop,” I yelled at the top of my lungs. “Stop.” I ran over to the man who was raping Lucy from behind, and I started punching him. “Stop, get away from her,” I shoved him so hard he stumbled and fell to the floor, then I turned to the man who had his dick in Lucy’s mouth, and I shoved him too. Lucy was down on her hands and knees, and I tried to help her stand. Her dress was ripped all the way up the side, her knickers had been ripped to shreds and thrown on the floor, and she had blood running down her cheek from a cut just under her eye. “What the fuck?” I turned to Uncle Gino who was standing there watching the whole scene. “What the fuck did you do?” I yelled at him again before I turned back to Lucy. She looked terrified. That’s when I noticed the deep bite mark on her breast. “You’re a bunch of fucking pigs.” I looked at all of them, including the man with his pants down around his ankles who had just gotten to his feet. 

“Evelina,” Uncle Gino stepped towards me. “You know this whore?” 

“She’s not one of your whores, she’s my best friend,” I looked from him to Antony. “You’ve gone too far this time. You’ll pay for this.” I put my arm around Lucy and held her upright. “You’ll all pay for this.” I looked back at my friend. She was in shock. “Come on,” I pulled her into my side and took a step forward. “Get out of my way,” I looked up at Uncle Gino when he stepped over in front of us. 

“Tony,” Uncle Gino motioned for my brother. “Get her out of here,” he was looking at me now. As soon as Antony grabbed my arm, I started hitting at him, yelling at him, but I couldn’t break free of his grasp. “You leave her alone,” I looked back over my shoulder at Lucy, who was desperately trying to cover her naked body with the ripped dress. “Just let us leave, we won’t tell anyone, I promise.” 

“Come on Sis, just walk, don’t make me drag you,” Antony was pulling me from the room, and before we turned into the hallway, I took one last look at my friend. My eyes locked onto hers, and I couldn’t look away. I didn’t want to look away. “Please Antony, don’t do this, don’t let him do this,” I kept my eyes on Lucy, and I pleaded with my brother. Two of Uncle Gino’s goons stood either side of Lucy, each of them holding her in place as he dropped his pants to his ankles. He gave the men a nod and they forced Lucy to her knees. “No, no, don’t do this,” I yelled at him. “Uncle Gino no, she’s my best friend, please don’t do this, please,” I was yelling and crying now. “Please,” I kept begging him. “Please.” 

“Stop,” Uncle Gino turned and looked at Tony and I. “Keep her there,” he looked from Tony to me. “You can watch,” he gave me that horrible evil smile of his, then he grabbed the back of Lucy’s head and shoved his cock into her mouth. When I looked away, Antony grabbed my face and turned my head back to the scene in front of me. They made me watch as Uncle Gino fucked my best friend in the mouth, and he made me watch as each of the men took turns raping her, there were five of them, and each of them had a turn. Lucy had stopped crying now, she’d stopped screaming, and she’d stopped fighting. There was no point. She had four men holding her down as the other one took his turn at raping her, and when they were done, Uncle Gino ordered Lucy to her feet. “Did you like that Sweetheart?” He caressed her face, but Lucy didn’t react. She could hardly hold her head up. “If I let you go, will you go running to the cops?” 

Lucy shook her head in response, and Uncle Gino reached out and delivered a forceful backhander right across her face. “I don’t believe you,” he nodded to the men who were holding her up. “Take her out the back.” 

“No, no, please,” I tried to break free of Antony’s grip, but it just made him tighten his hold on me. 

“Bring her,” Uncle Gino looked at my brother and I, then followed the two men who were dragging Lucy towards the back of the house. 

The next few minutes seemed to go in slow motion. Antony and one of the other goons held me tight while two men spread a tarpaulin on the ground. When they placed Lucy in the middle of the tarp, I knew what was coming. I’d seen them do this before. “Please no, please,” I begged again, but Uncle Gino just looked at me and smiled as he pulled the trigger. “No,” I screamed at him. “No,” I dropped to my knees and covered my face. He shot her. He shot her in the head and now she was laying on a tarp, a hole in her forehead, her eyes wide open, her hand outstretched towards me. “No,” I was still crying when Antony pulled me to my feet. 

I was numb as my brother pulled me towards my old bedroom, numb still as he shoved me inside and closed the door, all I could see was Lucy’s face. The look on her face when she realised what was about to happen to her. I didn’t move as the lock clicked when he turned the key. All I could do was sink to the floor and cry. He shot her. Lucy was dead. My best friend was dead. 

****
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THE BEDSIDE CLOCK SAID it was just after nine in the morning. I looked around the room, then I remembered last night, and my tears started all over again as I curled into the foetal position. Lucy was gone. Shot by my uncle after being raped by him and all his friends. To him, Lucy was just another woman he could take at his will, him and all the other pigs in the room, but he wasn’t going to get away with this one, he was going to pay. If it was the last thing I did, I’d make him, make all of them pay. 

I looked towards the door when I heard a key in the lock. The door opened slowly, then a man stepped in. I didn’t recognise him, he wasn’t in the room last night. “Your uncle wants to see you,” he nodded his head towards the door, as if that alone would make me get off the bed and follow him. 

“Tell him to get fucked,” I turned my head away from the man. I had no idea how this was going to play out, but I wasn’t going to cower to that man anymore. My uncle was going to pay for what he did, preferably with his life. 

“Come on, on your feet, don’t make me drag you there,” the man was now standing beside the bed, his hand stretched out to me as if I was going to take it. 

I thought about my options. If I put up a fight now, Uncle Gino would probably keep me locked in this room for god knows how long. If I went in there and promised, swore, not to tell anyone, then there was a chance he’d let me leave, and I wanted nothing more than to get away from this house. 

As I got to my feet, I stared the man down. He was dressed like one of Uncle Gino’s goons, but he looked different. His face was different. His eyes. They made him look like he actually had a conscience, like he knew what he was part of was wrong. 

“I can walk on my own,” I pulled away from him when I felt his hand grip my upper arm. 

“I’m sure you can,” he nodded towards the door again. “He’s waiting for you in the breakfast room.”

As I walked along the hallways of this house, I thought about how I was going to avenge Lucy, and what they did to her. Each of the men in that room last night, they were all going to pay. I didn’t know how, but I’d make sure they did. 

“Sit,” my uncle nodded towards the seat at the end of the table. As I sat, the man who had escorted me here moved to the side and stood, like a guard, he stood with his eyes front, and his hands crossed in front of him. If the events of last night weren’t so fucked up, it would have made me laugh seeing him there like that. It was like something from a nineteen fifties gangster movie. But this wasn’t a gangster movie, it was real, and for the first time since Antony and I joined this little circus, I was truly afraid for my life. 

“I want to go home,” I looked at my uncle. “I won’t tell anyone what happened, I swear, just let me go home.” 

“You bring that slut into my home, what did you think would happen to her? Coming in here, dressed like a whore,” he reclined back in his seat and tilted his head at me. 

“She was not a whore, and she wasn’t dressed like one. It doesn’t matter how someone is dressed, you can’t just go raping and killing them,” I kept my eyes on him as I spoke, making sure to keep my voice even. If I was going to convince him to let me go, then I needed to show him I had my emotions in check. 

“She was dressed like a whore, a common slut, and so were you, a fat whore,” he laughed at his insult as he sat forward in his seat and stared at me. “This is what is going to happen,” he motioned towards the man standing guard by the doorway. “Carlo is going to escort you home. He’s going to keep an eye on you. Tonight, you are going to call the police and report your friend missing, you say you went to the concert, she met a man and went off with him, but now she is missing,” he shrugged, as if it all made perfect sense to him that I’d casually call up the police and report Lucy missing and make up a bunch of bullshit lies. “You call her phone a few times through the day, asking where she is, maybe call her other friends too. Then the next day, someone will come across her body in the park,” he glared straight at me now. “If you stray from this plan, next it will be you they find in the park.” Uncle Gino shrugged, as if my life meant no more to him than what Lucy’s did, then he raised his hand and signalled for his goon to take me away. “Evelina,” he grabbed my wrist as I walked past him. “Best for you to remember who your family is,” he smiled at me as he ran his thumb across the back of my hand. “If you can’t be loyal to your family,” he shrugged again, but didn’t finish his sentence. He left the unspoken words hanging there as he let go of my wrist and nodded at his goon. We were almost out the door when he spoke again. “And Evelina,” he waited for me to look at him before he continued. “I don’t ever want to see you dressed like this again.” 

“Come on,” Carlo grabbed my upper arm again and tried to lead me away, but again I pulled my arm from his grasp. As we headed for the front door, he grabbed my purse and shoes from the entry table and handed them to me. “You’re riding with me,” he tried to guide me towards his car, but again I pulled my arm from his grasp. 

“I have my car here, I can drive myself home,” I was fishing around in my bag for my keys, but they weren’t there. 

“You’re riding with me, Nico will follow in your car,” he opened the car door and waited for me to get in. As soon as he closed the door I wanted to scream. I wanted to scream at the top of my lungs, I wanted to scream at all of them. “What’s your address,” he was looking at me, waiting for a reply. 

“I’ll just give you directions,” I was giving him nothing. “Out the gate and turn left,” and that was pretty much the only time I spoke for the whole ride home, giving him short sharp as few words as possible directions until he pulled up out the front of our, my, apartment block. “Thanks for the ride,” I went to exit the car, but he grabbed my hand and held me in place. 

“I’m coming in with you,” he kept his eyes on me as I shook my head. 

“Like fuck you are,” I pulled my hand from his and pointed right up in his face. “None of you fuckers are stepping foot inside my apartment, none of you.” 

“Then I take you back to the house,” he shrugged as he smirked at me. “Your choice.” 

As I stepped into the apartment, it all hit me at once. I saw it all over again in every detail. The look on Lucy’s face, the terror in her eyes, the ripped dress, the smile on the men’s faces, the laughter they shared when they realised what they’d done, they thought it was funny. “Hey,” I felt Carlo grab me as I wobbled on my feet. “You need to sit down,” he led me to the couch and lowered me gently. “I’ll get you a glass of water.” 

In no time at all he was back, standing in front of me, his hand outstretched with a glass of water, and I shook my head. “Scotch,” I pointed to the drinks cart over by the dining table. 

“No, water,” he moved the glass closer to me. “Take it.” 

When I made no move to take the glass from him, he sat it on the side table, then he sat on the coffee table and leant forward. As soon as I looked at him, he put his finger over his lips, motioning for me to be quiet, then he typed out a message on his phone screen. Your apartment is bugged, we can’t talk here. I looked up at him with wide eyes, then I started scanning the apartment, looking for anything that didn’t belong. 

“Drink the water, then you need to go shower and change,” he looked at me as he stood. Then he showed me another message on his screen. Tell me you want to go for a walk.

“I want to go for a walk, I need to get out of here, I need some air,” I looked at him as he walked around the room, waving a little wand thing around. It lit up when he swiped the wand over the back of my television. Was this guy for real, or was this an act, one of Uncle Gino’s tests to see if I’d cave and go running to the cops? I didn’t know if I could trust this guy, but right now my head wasn’t in a place to be making any decisions on that. I really did need to clear my head and I needed to think very carefully about my next move. 

“Then I’ll go for a walk with you,” he looked at me. “I have my gear in the car, but I’m not leaving you alone,” he grabbed his car keys and headed for the door, and I had no choice but to follow him. 

Carlo didn’t speak as we walked to his car, he didn’t say a word as he got his gear bag from the boot, and he didn’t make a sound as he waved to the man sitting in the car across the street. Now there were two of Uncle Gino’s goons watching me. What the fuck.

When we were back in the apartment, he flicked the lock then looked at me. “You go get changed, I’ll change in there,” he pointed towards Lucy’s room, and I practically jumped down his throat. 

“NO,” I spat out. “Not in there, not in Lucy’s room, you can get changed in the bathroom, or out in the foyer for all I care, but you are not going into her room.” 

He kept his eyes on me as he gave me a little nod, then he headed for the hallway. This guy was different to the other goons, but I couldn’t pick what it was. He wasn’t as mean looking as the others, but his actions were just as theirs were, he behaved like they did, but his eyes. It was his eyes. 

Once I was behind the closed door of my bedroom, I sat on my bed and looked at the ceiling. I needed a plan. I needed a plan that made them all pay, but one that kept me safe at the same time. I had no idea what that plan might look like right now, but I knew it was coming. Maybe not today, or tomorrow, or next month even, but it would happen. They would all pay. 

Right now, I needed to call work and let them know I wouldn’t be in tomorrow. I’d leave it at the one day for now, anymore and it might look a bit suspicious. Next, I made the call I didn’t want to make. I looked at my phone for the longest time before I finally hit Lucy’s name and called her number. As soon as her voicemail message played my tears started. I was never going to hear her laugh again. I was never going to see her smile or hear her laugh and it was all my fault. I should never have taken her to that house. It was all my fault. When the loud beep blasted in my ear, I pulled myself together and put it on so thick it made me sick to my stomach. “Hey Bestie, where are you? I just got up and you’re not here, and your shoes aren’t by the door, so I guess you did go home with that hot guy, lucky you, call me when you drag yourself out of his bed.” 

I was on auto pilot as I changed into my exercise gear. I couldn’t stop thinking about Lucy, and I couldn’t stop seeing her face as those two men held her while my uncle raped her mouth. He was such as pig. A filthy fucking pig and I hated him so much, him and my brother. They both let it happen, they could have stopped it. Lucy and I could have walked out of there. We would have left, gone to live somewhere else, somewhere far away from them. 

“You ready?” There was a knock at my door as Carlo called out to me. What the hell was with this guy? He was one of my uncles’ goons, but he wanted me to know my house was bugged. Was he worried I’d say something that would get me killed? He had to know if Uncle Gino or Antony got the slightest inclination that I was going to go to the police, they’d have me killed in a heartbeat. I’d already figured out he was different to the rest of them, but how different I wasn’t sure. As I stepped out of my room, he held up his phone, showing me the message he’d typed on the screen. Leave your phone here, it’s bugged too.

“Let’s go,” I looked at him as I walked past him and threw my phone onto the couch. He looked way better in running gear than he did in his goon suit. He had some nice sexy tattoos on his arms, and some nice biceps to boot, but he was still one of Uncle Gino’s goons, so whatever points he got for being hot and sexy, he lost them tenfold because of that fact alone. 

I didn’t speak as we left the building, or when I stopped out the front to do some stretches. The goon in the car across the road was still there, and I suspected he’d still be there when we got back. When he looked over at me, I flipped my middle finger at him, and he just smiled in return. Bastard. As soon as I started walking, Carlo stopped his stretches and fell into step beside me. “How long are you babysitting me?” 

“Don’t know yet.”

“And why did you tell me my apartment and phone were bugged? Uncle Gino won’t be happy with you for that.” 

“I’m hoping he won’t find out I told you,” he looked sideways at me, then nodded to the left and we turned the corner. 

“You think I’m ever going to talk to him again after what he did to my best friend. Why the fuck would I care if one of his goons screws him over?” 

“You want your uncle to pay for what he did to your friend?” He motioned for us to turn right, he was taking us away from the road. “Next left, follow the path.” 

“You don’t want him to follow us?” I looked at the man walking beside me. “What the fuck do you want? Are you trying to take me somewhere private so you can rape and kill me like they did to Lucy?” I stopped and looked back towards the road. I’d got myself boxed into a corner here, and I needed to find a way out. I needed to be smarter than this, I needed to focus and make better decisions. I needed to be on my guard now. If I wanted to stay alive, I needed to be on my guard always. Trust no one. Not a soul. 

“No,” Carlo looked at me. He could tell by the look on my face that I was planning an escape. “Don’t try to run from me, I’m not going to hurt you, I’m trying to help you.” Me, run, ha, in a normal situation that statement would have made me laugh. I hadn’t run since high school phys ed, but he didn’t need to know that. 

“Help me how? By keeping tabs on me and reporting back to my uncle,” I kept looking around, and in the end I decided to keep walking, but instead of following the path, I made my way towards a group of people playing basketball on some nearby courts. 

“No, help you by making sure they pay for what they did to your friend,” he stopped walking when I stopped. 

I looked at him, then at the people around us. The goon in the car was no longer following us, but I was still on my guard with this man in front of me, I needed to be. “And how exactly are you going to help me? I want them dead, all of them, they need to pay with their lives for what they did to Lucy, they all need to pay, but they’ll get away with it, like they always do.” Jesus Eve, one minute you’re telling yourself to make better decisions and trust no one, then you’re telling him exactly what your uncle thinks you’ll do. For fucks sake, shut the fuck up! 

“Can you give me a statement, tell me exactly what happened last night, then we put you in witness protection, and eventually you’ll have your day in court, and they’ll pay for what they did to your friend.” 

Was he for real? Did he really think I was stupid enough to fall for his bullshit? I shook my head at him as I took a step back. “Why don’t you go tell Uncle Gino I’m not falling for that bullshit. Does he think I’m so fucking stupid that I’m going to fall for that?” I took another step back, but I kept my eyes on Carlo. “I’m not going to the cops, I’m not stupid. I want to stay alive. You can tell him I fucking hate him for what he did, and I never want to fucking see him again for as long as I live, but my lips are sealed,” I turned my back on him and started towards the road, towards home. 

I might not know what I was going to do yet, I didn’t have a plan, but what I did know was I needed to be on my guard. I was going to have to watch my back with everyone, trust no one. I had to keep reminding myself of this. It was the only way, or I’d find myself kneeling on a tarp in Uncle Gino’s back yard, just like my best friend. 

***
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I TOOK FOREVER IN THE shower. I sat on the shower floor and cried until I had no more tears to give. Carlo was still in my lounge room, he wouldn’t leave, but before we went back into the apartment, he did warn me again about the apartment being bugged. I knew it was all part of Uncle Gino’s test, to see if I’d go running to the cops. He was having one of his goons pretend to be a cop, but it wasn’t going to work. I spent enough years living under his roof, I wasn’t stupid enough to fall for that shit. 

I looked at the man on my couch as he held my phone out to me. “You need to call your friend again, leave another message.” He held up his phone again so I could see the message on his screen. Gino will be checking you made the calls as he instructed. You need to play his game.

I snatched my phone off him and dialled up Lucy’s number. Again, I laid it on thick, and again it made me feel sick to my stomach. “Hey bestie, please call me, you’re worrying me now. I know a hot guy trumps me every time, but just let me know you’re okay, you know the rules, we always check in.” I ended the call and threw my phone back at Carlo. “You can go now. I’m not going to the cops. I just want to be left alone.” 

“Sorry, no can do,” he didn’t look up from his phone. He was texting someone, probably my brother or Uncle Gino. “I’m here until I’m told otherwise.” 

“Was it always your dream to be a hired goon, or did you flunk out of school and this was the best you could do?” I went to the kitchen and grabbed some ice then headed to the drinks cart. I needed a scotch, or three. But then again, I also needed to keep my wits about me. If I got out of control drunk, I might well end up in more trouble than I was now. Carlo kept his eyes on me as I poured myself a nip, then opted to top the glass up with coke instead of having a straight scotch. 

“I was in the army,” Carlo came and stood next to me, holding up his phone so I could read his message. I was getting a bit sick of this little routine. I’m a cop. Undercover. I want to help you.

“Yeah right,” I narrowed my eyes at him. He knew my response was to his phone message, and not his claim about being in the army. “You can drop the bullshit act, I told you, I’m not going to the cops,” I walked over to the television, just to make sure Uncle Gino could hear me loud and clear through his stupid bug. “I fucking hate you, I hate you and my brother, but I’m not going to the cops, so you can call off your goons and tell this guy to stop with his bullshit I’m an undercover cop act, I’m not falling for that shit. You can all just fuck off and leave me alone.” I turned back to the goon in front of me, but he didn’t look happy. In fact, he looked like I’d just shot him in the balls. 
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