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To my family.


Thank you for supporting my dream and allowing me to chase it.




Chapter 1


Tomas


‘Fucking bloodsucking scum!’ Mateo yells as we’re ushered into the waiting limousine. The crowd of photographers spew their homophobic slurs at us, the gossip magazines demanding their pound of flesh trying to work out are they or aren’t they together?


We sit in silence, processing the intrusion into our lives again; I shake off the lingering thoughts. ‘I think tonight was a success. Did you see how many people were there, Mateo?’ I say, hoping to remind him of what he’s accomplished tonight and to forget about the gossips. ‘Everyone loved your work, everyone loved you.’ I was waiting for his normal, witty reply of, ‘Of course they do, look at me, what’s not to love,’ but there was only silence. Ignoring his mood, I continued, ‘I’d say you’ll probably sell out of all of your artwork by tomorrow. You should be so proud of yourself. I am so proud of you.’ I let my hand rest on his thick thigh, trying to refocus him.


Mateo grunts, his whole body is tense. He should be jumping around like crazy, he has dreamt about having a gallery exhibition for his artwork for as long as I’ve known him. He’s just debuted to critical acclaim, and instead of celebrating, he’s lost in that head of his, worrying about those damn paparazzi. I will not let them take away what he has accomplished tonight. I will not let those fuckers take away the enjoyment of seeing his dreams come to life.


Mateo moves, and I watch as he presses the button for the privacy screen. It slowly moves up and shuts firmly.


‘Mateo?’ I ask, turning to my partner of the past two years. He is so handsome, dressed casually in his trusty, dirty denim jeans that are moulded to his muscular thighs, a tight navy T-shirt which clings to his famous body. A body that is plastered on underwear billboards all over Spain, the same one the nation swoons over on a nightly basis, watching him as the bare-chested, dirty-talking, bad boy on Ama a tu Vecino (Love Thy Neighbor), the highest rating soap opera on Spanish TV.


Mateo takes a couple of deep breaths then launches himself at me, catching me off guard, pressing my back into the soft leather of the limousine. His thighs are on either side of mine, holding me in place. His large biceps flexing as if restraining himself from ripping my clothes off.


‘Do you have any idea how fucking hot you look tonight?’ he growls at me, sending shivers over my body. ‘You know what this navy suit does to me, and yet you still wore it, teasing me, tempting me, pushing me to lose control.’ He runs his finger down the navy tie that hangs loosely around my neck.


‘I had to watch while women flirted with you all night. Do you have any idea how jealous that makes me?’


Yes, I do. I have to deal with it every day. Tonight, women had their hands all over him as if he was public property. I hate it as well, but there’s nothing I can do about it. I want to scream at them, telling them to keep their hands off my man, but I can’t—we are firmly in the closet.


‘I had to stand there and listen to some pompous, rich, dick going on and on about the lightness of my brush strokes, the surrealism of my colouring, some shit like that. I couldn’t give a fuck about what he thought. My attention was distracted by your ass.’ His hands move down around my back and head to my Armani-covered ass, giving it a hard squeeze. ‘Your ass looked like a fresh peach in those tight suit pants and I wanted a taste.’ His chocolate-coloured eyes had turned almost black with desire. ‘I also know what lies underneath these pants.’ A large hand moves to my crotch, palming my hardening cock through my tightening suit pants. He squeezes me, making me groan with need. ‘I love your cock, Tomas.’ He squeezes tighter, and a predatory smile flashes across his face. His nimble fingers start to unzip my pants, pushing his hand through the opening, teasing me through my strained briefs. His touch makes me hiss. ‘I know you love it when my mouth is wrapped around it.’ He laughs, giving me another hard squeeze. My dick is hard, so fucking hard, but the drive from Ibiza Town to our home isn’t very long, and as much as I want him to drop to his knees on the limousine floor and use that dirty-talking mouth on me, I know that we don’t have time.


‘Mateo.’ His name comes out as a groan.


‘Yes, mi hombre hermoso, my beautiful man. Tell me, what do you want? What do you need from me?’


My head is clouded with lust and desire, Mateo’s deep-timbred voice reaches into my soul and tugs at the very essence of me, and I can never deny him, never. ‘I need your mouth, fuck, I need it so much. But we don’t have time.’ I glance out the window. ‘We are about ten minutes from home,’ I remind him.


Mateo moves off me, his knees hitting the floor of the limousine. Pushing open my legs, he nestles between them. ‘I’ll only need five.’ He raises an eyebrow at me. I nod my consent, I don’t care anymore, my body is buzzing with so much lust that I feel like I am about to combust. He reaches inside my pants and pushes the opening of my briefs to the side, letting my cock spring free. ‘Fuck, Tomas, look at you, you are so fucking ready for me,’ Mateo growls, licking the salty liquid off my slit.


It feels like heaven, warm wet lips wrap around the sensitive head. My fingers automatically brush through his lush, dark, cocoa-coloured hair. He hums appreciatively around my cock, causing white sparks of heat to shoot up my spine. He sucks me deeply into his mouth; over and over again he works my hard length. I will my eyes to open and look down at him, worshipping me on his knees. I love this man so much, I love everything about him, not just how amazing his mouth feels around my cock. But I can’t think of all the reasons why I love him right now. Those chocolate eyes look up at me and I am caught in them, my heart wants to burst right open and shower him with love. Mateo would laugh if he heard the poetic shit I am spouting in my head. I am the straight-laced businessman. I deal in facts and figures, whereas Mateo is the tortured, artistic soul. But at this moment our connection is celestial, he has taken me to some higher realm and I am soaring—soaring so fucking high it feels like an out of body experience … then I am falling, falling back to earth.


‘Fuck, you taste good.’ Mateo licks his lips.


Shit, I just blew my load and didn’t even realise it.


‘I can’t wait to get you home and fuck your tight little hole.’ Mateo grins as he gets off the floor. I am speechless, utterly speechless. ‘I love it when I make you come so fast and so much that you can’t speak.’ Leaning over, he presses a chaste kiss against my prickly skin. ‘Told you I could make you come in five minutes.’ The biggest smile crosses his face in triumphant glee.


My heart is still racing as I busily tuck myself back in.


*


To the outside world, we are best friends and roommates, but once we step behind the front door of our summer home, we are Mateo and Tomas, lovers and partners in life. I hate our public masks but we have no choice: Mateo’s career hinges on his availability to women; he is known for his bedroom skills as the legendary Carlos Hernandez. No one wants to know the truth that he is bisexual or that these days he leans more towards cock than pussy. Don’t even get me started on the huge furore that I would cause if Papa dearest knew me, his only son, also liked to swing both ways. Being the leader of the People’s Party, Spain’s conservative political party, there is no room for someone like me in his life. Luckily I don’t spend a whole lot of time with my family. Instead I forged my own path well away from politics, falling into property development. I made a couple of good deals with my trust fund and now I have one of the largest property development firms in Spain. And I am free of my father’s reach.


The limousine stops at our gate and Mateo gives my hand a quick squeeze as he looks at me with lustful eyes.


‘There’s something blocking the gate,’ the driver advises through the intercom. We hear him open his door and moments later he screams. Mateo and I jump out of the limousine to see our driver shaking and pointing at a bloodied body lying at our front gate, changing the course of our lives forever.




Chapter 2


Zoe


‘Hi, Mum.’ I wave at the computer screen.


‘Hey, sweetheart, how are you?’ Mum crackles through the bad internet connection. I’m actually shocked that she even has internet connection, seeing as she is currently living in the middle of nowhere. And when I say in the middle of nowhere, I mean she’s living on the tiniest little speck of sand halfway between Australia and the United States, right on the equator, in the middle of the Pacific Ocean, on an island called Kiribati. My dad is the Australian Ambassador there, one of the many overseas stations he has had. Growing up, we were always shuffling from one location to the next, my sisters and I have lived in many different places over the years: Kenya, Samoa, United States, Saudi Arabia, Japan, just to name a few.


That’s why I am currently studying my Masters in languages at Universitat Autonoma de Barcelona. One day I want to work for the United Nations as a translator. I still remember the day when I was ten and Dad took us to visit the United Nations in New York. I got to sit in the linguistics department and listen to the translators help the delegates understand what was going on. Best. Day. Ever. I knew then what I wanted to do. I was lucky, languages come easily to me, and I was able to pick up the local language everywhere we went.


‘Things are going great, Mum. I love it here. Gracie is visiting this weekend from The Hague, it’s been too long.’ My younger sister, Grace, wants to be the next Amal Clooney. She is currently interning for the International Court of Justice in The Hague, the Netherlands, in their legal matters department, fighting global dictators and trying them for crimes against humanity. Well, she isn’t. Grace is one of the low-paid people trying to work their way up to fight crime, but she loves it anyway. I haven’t seen her in about a year and miss her so much; she is my partner in crime when we get together.


‘You give her a big hug for me and tell her that she needs to call more often, tell her she’s being slack.’ Mum laughs. ‘So, have you met any eligible bachelors yet?’ She wiggles her eyebrows at me. My computer freezes and she looks kind of evil. I quickly take a screen shot of it and send it to her. The image unfreezes and I can hear her screeching, ‘Oh, my God, I’m ugly,’ as she laughs at her image.


‘You always told us not to make faces or the wind would change us.’ I laugh with her.


‘Don’t think I forgot that you didn’t answer my question, young lady.’ She wags her finger at me.


‘Mum, I am so busy with school, I don’t have time to date.’ It’s the truth, plus my luck with men is pretty bad.


‘Sweetie, you are in the prime of your life, I know school is a big portion of your life but … you need to have fun. All of you girls work too damn hard, and I worry.’


Mum and Dad sure created overachieving girls. My oldest sister, Mackenzie, is currently working with Doctors Without Borders in Haiti. Sophie, the second eldest, is working in the Middle East as a correspondent for CNN. We are most definitely career-driven women who don’t have time for men, judging by all my sisters’ single statuses.


‘What happened to that boy, Gerard?’


Dropping my head, I answer her, ‘I found him kissing someone else.’ That was humiliating. The boy you are kind of dating invites you to his house party and you decline because of an assignment, finish said assignment early, walk into the party and see him sucking face with some random girl. I might have punched him in the face, which made him scream like a bitch, blood pouring out of his nose. It wasn’t really fair—I’m skilled in the art of self-defence. I had training when we were living in Africa from some Israeli soldiers who were staying on our property. They said we should learn to defend ourselves, especially in Africa. So they taught my sisters and I Krav Maga, which is a particular type of self-defence taught to the Israeli Defense Forces. I loved it so much that I continued learning it. I forget sometimes how strong I can be, especially when I bust my boyfriend with another woman. The thought makes me grin. It was not my finest moment but at least it showed the men on campus that I shouldn’t be messed with or that I was batshit crazy, either one works for me.


‘Oh, well … maybe this weekend you and Gracie can let your hair down and have some fun for me, dear—I live vicariously through you all.’


I roll my eyes. Mum is so dramatic. I know for a fact that she and Dad have a very healthy sex life. We have walked in on them too many times to count.


‘Fine, I promise that Gracie and I will go crazy this weekend and meet hot men and have our wicked ways with them,’ I joke.


‘That’s my girl, make Mama proud.’ She laughs. ‘I better go, sweetie; I have to teach a class. Love you, have fun.’


‘Love you too, Mum.’ Then she’s gone.


*


‘I can’t believe you’re here!’ I scream at my sister, hugging her at the airport terminal.


‘I know, I know. It’s been too long. I’ve missed you so much.’ She hugs me back. You’d think four sisters wouldn’t get along, and there were times that my parents thought World War III was happening under their roof, but now that we are older and wiser, we cherish our sisterly bonds.


‘I can’t wait to show you Barcelona, we are going to have so much fun, plus Mum has decreed that we get fucked up and shag hot men.’


Gracie gasps then bursts out laughing.


‘Oh and she said you’ve been slack.’


She groans. ‘I hear the guilt trip loud and clear, Mum. I’ll call her when I get back home. This weekend it’s you and me, sis, getting crazy and hitting on hot Spanish men.’


I like her plan.


*


‘This is cute,’ Grace says as we walk into the packed speakeasy-style bar.


‘They have the best cocktails in Barcelona.’ I grab her hand and push my way through the Friday night crowd. We make it to the bar where we order a round of dirty martinis and a couple of tapas plates.


‘So how’s work?’ I ask, sipping my drink.


‘You know, ridding the world of one dictator at a time.’ She giggles, thinking she is hilarious.


‘Excuse me, ladies, may we buy you a drink?’ a male voice asks in Spanish, his accent thick with—was it Russian?


I look into the face that goes with the voice. Holy hotness, the man is stunning. Beautiful green eyes sparkle at us and his brown hair is slicked back in a fifties style. He’s wearing a black motorcycle jacket, T-shirt and jeans, effortlessly casual, and—holy hell—he is covered in tattoos, every inch of his skin decorated in intricate art. Mum did say to have fun with a hot man. Gracie kicks me under the table; I hadn’t realised I was staring at him. My eyes glance at the equally gorgeous man beside him, who Gracie was totally eye fucking.


‘Yes, of course,’ I reply in Spanish.


Holy hotness gives me an appreciative smile as he sits beside me. ‘You’re not Spanish?’ he asks in English.


‘Neither are you,’ I say.


He chuckles, dimples appearing in his skin. Shit, could he get any hotter?


‘I’m Nikolai.’ He holds his hand out, and my eyes drop down to the tattoos covering his knuckles.


‘I’m Zoe.’ I take his hand and give it a shake, sparks shoot up my arm.


‘Cheers to getting to know you better.’ Holding up his glass of beer, he smiles as his tattooed hand rests on the top of my exposed thigh under the table. I most definitely am looking forward to getting to know him better. Just this once, a one-night stand can’t hurt, can it?




Chapter 3


Mateo


Tomas and I rush out of the limousine to see what’s happened. There is a crumpled body, lying half in the bushes, half in front of our gate, lifeless. The driver is shaking and muttering Hail Marys. How the hell did a body get here? It’s a gated community.


‘You can go, we will take care of this,’ Tomas tells the driver. But he stands there muttering. ‘Enrique, we will look after it, we will make sure it’s taken care of.’


Eventually our driver snaps out of whatever trance he is in, jumps back into the limousine and makes a hasty exit.


‘Don’t touch it,’ Tomas commands. ‘I’ll call Diego and he will handle it.’


Our friend is high up in the Guardia Civil here in Ibiza, he will know what to do.


‘We can’t just stand here and not do something, what happens if the person is still alive?’


Tomas frowns.


I ignore him. I am not going to stand back and let this person die when we can help. I kneel down and realise there is a hood pulled over their head. I roll the body over and let out a gasp.


‘What is it?’ Tomas quickly joins me.


‘It’s a young girl.’ Her face is black and blue, there is dry blood around her nose. Her skin is cold to touch, even with the winter jacket she has on. My hand goes to her neck to feel for a pulse.


‘Is she dead?’ Tomas asks.


I shush him. Come on, please be there. Then I feel it, ever so faintly: thud, thud, thud. ‘She’s not dead!’ I shout at Tomas. ‘She’s alive.’


Tomas runs his hand through his hair. ‘Quick, let’s get her inside. I’ll call the doctor and get him to come before I call Diego.’


I look at the little thing lying helpless in the dirt. ‘But what if she has spinal injuries?’


‘Here.’ Tomas gives me his suit jacket. ‘Put this over her to keep her warm then.’ Even though it’s summer and the night is warm, she is so cold. I can hear Tomas talking to our doctor, Juan. Hopefully he can save her.


I run my fingers over her blonde hair. ‘You are safe now, angel, we won’t let anyone hurt you,’ I whisper, hoping that she can hear me and know that she is safe, that whoever did this to her will be punished. Who the fuck would bash up a woman like this? What kind of pussy hits a woman? I look over her; she is dressed up like she’s been out at a dance club. Probably a tourist out in Ibiza Town, maybe had one too many drinks and some predator picked her up. Fuck, I hope he didn’t rape her. My heart starts to beat uncontrollably, anger bubbling through my veins. I want to hit something, and that something is the low-life scum who touched this woman.


‘Are you okay?’ Tomas’s hand rests on my shoulder. I notice tears falling down my cheeks. ‘Cariño?’ Tomas looks at me. ‘What is the matter?’


‘Who could do such a thing?’


‘Come here.’ Tomas pulls me into his arms, soothing me. ‘I don’t know, but she is safe now, we’ll look after her. She won’t be alone. I promise, okay?’ He tells me this while holding my face in his hands. I nod and wrap my arms around him again. ‘Juan will be here soon.’


Moments later we see the headlights approaching.


Juan jumps out and rushes towards us with his medical bag. ‘Where is she?’


We point to the lifeless body and watch on helplessly as he works on her. He moves over her body, checking the various marks on her. It feels like an eternity until he finally stands up. ‘We need to take her to hospital in case she has internal bleeding. I don’t want to move her any more, there could be spinal damage.’


Tomas and I look at each other and nod. Juan organises an ambulance.


‘Do you think she is going to be okay?’ I ask.


‘She has taken a beating, but if there are no internal injuries then, yes, I think she is going to be okay. But I can’t say for sure until we examine her at the hospital. She is going to need extensive testing, but I am confident that you saved her life tonight. If you hadn’t of found her, she would have died.’ He slaps my shoulder, comforting me. In the distance the sirens of the ambulance can he heard.


*


‘I want to stay here, Tomas, we can’t leave her, she’s all alone, she’s probably frightened.’


Tomas squeezes my leg in the hospital waiting room. ‘There’s nothing we can do for her tonight, like the doctor said, she’s resting, the pain medication is working and she’s peaceful. They will be taking her for tests throughout the night—we can’t do anything. Let’s go home, rest and come back as soon as visiting hours start again.’


I nod and give him a weak smile. Tomas puts his arm around my shoulder and walks me out to grab a cab. We head home in silence.


Walking into our quiet home just doesn’t feel right. I follow Tomas to our bedroom, and he undresses me slowly before he undresses himself, scattering our clothes messily on the floor. He pulls the duvet back and we fall into bed. Tomas pulls me to him, my back against his chest.


‘Everything is going to be okay, I promise.’ His lips kiss my back softly. I pull his muscular arms around me tightly. My night is filled with nightmares of the battered woman.




Chapter 4


Zoe


‘Oh my God, they are so hot. We should totally go with them.’ Gracie’s cheeks are flushed, she is most definitely drunk and so am I. But going to a party with two unfamiliar, yet hot, men doesn’t seem like a good idea.


‘Grace, they may be hot, but they could be rapists for all we know. And who the hell will be at this party? It could be some sort of group orgy!’


Gracie turns my words over in her drunken brain. She may be super smart but add alcohol and all her smarts go out the window, along with her virtue it would seem, by the way she has been sucking face with Dmitri.


‘Remember what Mum said, have fun.’


I frown at her. ‘I’m pretty sure Mum didn’t mean going to a party with two guys we didn’t really know.’


‘Two hot guys who know how to kiss,’ she says, wiggling her eyebrows at me. Okay, she’s got me there. Nikolai knew how to kiss, my God did he know how to kiss, but I still wasn’t comfortable about going anywhere with them.


‘Please, Zoe, for me. I never get to have fun, and honestly I could use some orgasms. I am sick of getting them via my vibrator.’


My jaw drops at Gracie’s candidness. ‘Gracie!’ I squeal.


‘Oh please, as if you’re not gagging for it as well. When was the last time you had toe-curling sex?’


So long that I couldn’t remember. ‘That’s not the point—’


‘Please, Zoe, for me. Pretty please, I need to get laid.’


Going against my better judgement, I finally concede, and my sister hugs me. We leave the bathroom of the bar and head towards the two hot men waiting at the table for us. My eyes fall to where Nikolai is sitting, he gives me a smirk as we walk closer, I’m guessing he knows we’re going with them.


‘Ladies, shall we go?’ He gives me a look that melts my panties to their core.


‘Yes,’ Gracie gasps, jumping into Dmitri’s arms, making him chuckle.


Nikolai takes my hand in his and I feel the sparks between us. ‘Don’t worry, I’ll look after you,’ he whispers into my ear, sending shivers over my body. I’m sure he would, he looks experienced and I am worried about that. We walk out of the bar onto the busy street. The spring air has some warmth to it as we walk down the cobblestone lane. We stop in front of two shiny motorcycles.


‘This is yours?’


He gives me a devilish smile. ‘Jump on, moyo zoloste.’


‘What does that mean?’


‘My gold.’ He smiles, holding my hand as I jump onto the back of his bike. It’s an interesting term of endearment, I guess Russians are not known for their flowery, romantic, overtures. He jumped onto the bike and pulled my arms tight around his muscular abs. Turning his head as he revs the engine of his bike, he says, ‘I called you my gold because I think you might be precious to me.’


My stomach does somersaults as the bike launches us into the night.


*


One month later


‘I can’t believe he’s taking you to meet his family in Russia,’ Gracie squeals down the phone.


‘I know. Everything has happened so quickly. I think I’m in love.’


‘He’s a pretty awesome boyfriend; you are so lucky. I haven’t heard from Dmitri; I guess it was just a holiday fling.’ Gracie sounds sad over Dmitri’s lack of communication. I didn’t want to tell her that every time I saw him, he had a new woman on his arm.


‘He’s probably busy.’


She chuckles. ‘I know when I’m getting the brush-off. Thank God the memories of our weekend together keep me warm at night, if you know what I mean.’


‘Gracie, too much information!’ I shout at my sister, who is laughing hysterically.


‘Go have fun with your delicious boyfriend, I bet it’s not long until he’s on his knee proposing. That boy has fallen, and fallen hard.’


My heart thuds in my chest at the thought that Nikolai might propose. I know we’ve only been together for a short time but there’s just something between us that connected instantly.


*


‘Are you ready?’ Nikolai asks, as we step onto the plane.


‘Yeah, I’m excited to see where you’re from. I’ve never been to Russia before.’


Nikolai takes hold of my hand protectively as we walk down the aisle.


‘This is first class?’


‘Yes, these are our seats.’ He guides me towards the window and I sit down in the plush seat.


‘Nikolai, this is too much.’


He grabs my hand, bringing it to his lips and lightly kissing my knuckles. ‘Nothing is too much for you.’


This man, he owns my heart with words like that. We settle into the almost five-hour flight with champagne and caviar. I could get used to this treatment.


‘Lyubimaya moya, my sweetheart, wake up. We are about to land.’


Stretching my weary body, I look out the window as we slowly make our descent into Moscow. Flutters of excitement rake over my skin.


‘Welcome to Moscow.’ Nikolai smiles giving me a kiss on the cheek. He is so excited I can feel it vibrating off of him.


*


‘Over there,’ he says, pointing to a couple of men standing together smoking. Their large frames dwarf everyone else around them and their heavily tattooed skin looks more dangerous than sexy. Nikolai and his mysterious friends greet each other. The men’s eyes look over me with lust, and it makes me feel really uncomfortable. I don’t have a good feeling about them at all. I grab Nikolai’s hand for comfort as I hide behind him. It isn’t long before they are taking our luggage.


‘Sorry, my cousins don’t understand English,’ he explains. I nod as I jump into the luxury car waiting for us. We drive for what feels like hours through the bustling streets of Moscow until we finally make it to an apartment complex, in what looks like a relatively nice area, but it’s hard to tell as Moscow is all grey concrete. ‘Come, I want you to meet my family. I think they are going to like you.’


I go with Nikolai into the apartment block, his cousins following us. We walk into the lift, he hits the top button and we slowly make our way up. The lift doors open into what I can only assume is the penthouse. My eyes widen when I see what is happening in front of me.


‘Nikolai!’ I hesitate, not wanting to leave the safety of the lift.


‘Zoe.’ Nikolai’s tone turns angry, something I’m not used to.


He couldn’t possibly want me to be here?


One of the mysterious men from the airport pushes me in the back, making me stumble into the penthouse.


‘Welcome home, Zoe.’ Nikolai’s smile looks evil; it’s one I have never seen before.


‘No, I want to go home!’ I scream as I turn around, trying to make a break for the lift. Large hands grab my long blonde hair, and I yelp as I’m yanked back. Panic grips my whole body. What the hell is happening?


‘You’re not going anywhere, bitch,’ Nikolai growls in my face. I can feel the tears falling down my cheeks. I am so confused by his sudden personality change. ‘Like I said the first night I met you, you are precious to me, like gold, and you will be, as soon as you get to work and show them what you got.’ He leans into me, his once familiar warmth touching my fevered skin. ‘You can warm up on me if you want? I know how much you like sucking my cock.’


I see red, then my instincts take over and I lunge for him. I’ve turned feral. I punch him, even though he is much stronger than me, the adrenaline is pumping through my body and I feel like Superwoman. There is no way in hell I am going down without a fight. I try to remember everything I have ever been taught. All the places to kick, punch and gouge.


‘Fuck, get off me, bitch. She’s gone crazy!’ Nikolai yells, followed by what I can only assume is a long line of Russian expletives. I use every ounce of my self-defence skills to fight him. A fist to the stomach, a knee to the groin, a palm to the jaw. It’s just enough for me to get away from Nikolai, as he stumbles. I make a break for the lift, whose doors are still open. Please, please, let me escape. Reaching the doors, I press the close button a million times and will the doors to hurry up and close but it’s too late, a hand grabs me and pulls me back into the penthouse. This is it—my life will never be the same again.




Chapter 5


Mateo


We finally arrive back at the hospital and I am desperate to see her. We walk into the room and she is still not moving. A nurse comes in just after us and checks her vitals.


‘Is she okay?’ I ask.


‘She was very lucky. She will be okay. It’s just time now.’ She walks out of the room, leaving us alone with the girl.


I wrap Tomas in my arms. ‘Thank God she’s going to be okay,’ I mumble into his shirt. He pats my back, soothing me.


I hear a noise, and I turn around to see the mysterious girl is moaning and groaning. ‘Go and get a nurse,’ I tell Tomas, who rushes out of the room. I walk closer to the girl, and watch as her sapphire blue eyes widen as panic washes over her face. She visibly tries to move away from me. I put my hands up. ‘I’m not going to hurt you,’ I say and stay where I am.


Her eyes flick to the door and back to me, then she winces in pain.


‘Please, I won’t hurt you. I found you. You were almost dead outside my home. I brought you here, to hospital.’


Those bright, deep blue eyes widen and I can see she is still breathing heavily.


‘Would you like some water or something?’ I ask, hoping that will show her that I am not someone to be frightened of.


Her eyes widen as she looks behind me and I can see the panic flood her face again.


‘The nurse will be here in a moment,’ Tomas says, standing beside me. He notices the panic on her face. ‘Shit, sorry, um …’ He takes a couple of steps back. Her eyes look between us but I can still see her whole body is tense. Thankfully the nurse comes in and the girl visibly relaxes. The nurse explains to her that she was involved in an accident last night and asks her if she remembers what happened.


The blonde shakes her head at the nurse.


The nurse explains that due to her head trauma, things might be a little foggy, but her memory will eventually return, hopefully. She also explains that she is lucky to have no broken bones and no internal bleeding, which is a miracle, considering how beaten up she is. The nurse continues to tell her that her injuries are superficial and will need time to heal. She also clarifies that Tomas and I found her last night and haven’t left her side since she came in, that we have been worried about her. The girl looks at me and then Tomas but quickly looks away. The nurse checks her vitals, then leaves us.


‘Maybe we should go, I don’t think she wants us here,’ Tomas says to me in English, so that she doesn’t understand what we are saying.


‘I understand English,’ she squeaks, surprising both of us.


‘You speak Spanish as well?’ I ask in Spanish.


‘Yes, French, German, Arabic and some Russian as well.’


Tomas and I look at each other, suitably impressed. Who is this woman? And what the hell happened to her?


‘Thank you,’ she whispers.


‘We’re happy that you’re okay.’ I smile at her; she looks away nervously. Is she scared of men or just me?


‘Do you know what happened to you?’ Tomas asks.


She shakes her head and a tiny sob escapes her mouth before she gets a chance to close it. I move towards her a little too quickly and she recoils in the bed. I can see the pain etched on her face.


‘Sorry.’ I stop.


‘No, it’s okay, it’s just …’ Her eyes move to her hands again.


‘Do you know where you are?’ Tomas asks.


She shakes her head.


‘Do you know who you are?’ He asks.


She pauses for a moment, thinking about the question. Shit, what happens if she’s lost her memory? How will she know who she is? How will her family find her?


‘It’s on the tip of my tongue but I can’t seem to reach it.’ She lets out a frustrated sigh and I see she is getting upset.


‘How old are you then?’ Tomas asks.


Those sapphire blue eyes look up and stare at him. ‘Is that a question to ask a lady?’


Tomas blanches.


And she starts giggling, this cute, girly giggle. ‘Sorry, I was just messing with you, lightening the mood.’


Tomas’s face is priceless. I burst out laughing as well.


She smiles. ‘I’m twenty-four.’ Then she frowns. ‘I remember that but not who I am?’


She’s young, too young to have this happen to her.


‘I am all for equal opportunity, so it’s only fair I tell you our ages. I am twenty-eight and Mateo is twenty-five.’ Tomas smiles at her.


She nods. ‘And your name?’


‘Tomas.’


‘Well, thank you both for saving me, Tomas and Mateo.’ Her eyes dip to her clasped hands again.


‘You know the police will want to speak to you about what happened, now you are awake.’ She tenses again. ‘But you don’t have to give a statement if you’re not up for it,’ I tell her so she knows that she has choices.


Tomas’s phone rings and he excuses himself from the room.


The tears start flowing down her cheeks. ‘I can’t remember what happened.’


I move closer to the bed and grab her hand. Which makes her flinch, but she relaxes and lets me hold her hand after a little while.


‘I’m sure it will return, but maybe … maybe it might be good if it doesn’t, you won’t have to relive that moment again.’


She looks down, her tears slowing. ‘Maybe.’


I like that she is letting me hold her hand.


‘Is my face disfigured?’


I shake my head. ‘You don’t look good, but you are definitely not hideous.’


She gives me a weak smile.


*


I have spent the past three days with my mystery woman. She is funny, intelligent and, underneath the bruises, beautiful. Our friend Diego came to take her statement about the attack; he was there the night we found her, arriving on the scene after the ambulance. She couldn’t give him anything solid, and she became frustrated with his questions as she could only remember snippets of her life, nothing concrete. She says it’s like a fuzzy movie playing in her head. She hates the fact that she can’t remember her name. The doctor advises us she has post-traumatic amnesia, maybe even repressed memory loss, which could be due to the brain trauma she received or from psychological trauma prior to the accident. It scares me that this amazing girl has gone through something so horrific that her mind has shut it out. In all honesty, I don’t want her to remember anything, I don’t want her to have to relive whatever happened to her.
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