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TRAFFICK

Introduction

Celaya, west Santiago de Querétaro, Mexico State.

Jack was tired of listening to the same things each time he met his uncles; every time was the same chat about his future and how the best to do was marry a woman from a noble and rich family so he could have something to live for. His obligation of bringing offspring to his family.  What about his own opinion?

He sighed, feeling the usual frustration. When he found himself in this situation, he used to go to the barn, got on his horse and rode to a little river that lay some miles from the mansion. On the bank stood an oak where he liked to relax especially when he felt that his life was going to hell, which he felt very often that week. If he couldn’t find a way to tell his uncles that he would get married whenever he was ready for, he would end up loathing them.

Sometimes he felt that they wanted him to get married and didn’t care about what he wanted, as if their insistence had other intentions, as if they wanted to get rid of him. He shook his head discarding such a ridiculous idea. They loved him a lot; they took care of him since his parents died in a car accident eighteen years ago. They became his legal guardians and his only family.

He loved them too, there was no doubt, but he had to admit that in moments like that he didn’t want to be near them. He was so fed up with their insistence to get him a wife, that he though seriously about finding a girl and introduce her as his fiancée and hope that they leave him alone. And it wouldn’t be a problem; women admired him. His face was beautiful, he was tall, blond-haired, with eyes of a green and gray color, an inheritance from his family; his body was to kill for and he was remarkably intelligent. Besides, he had more money than he needed.

Moreover, he was not in the age for being helped find a woman; he was 28, for God’s sake! He was a mature and responsible adult. Too mature —he remembered what his uncle Alejandro told him once: that girls like young men and that at his age it would be hard to find a woman that wanted him for more than his money.

He sighed again. That comment hurt his pride, but he let it go. He stretched on the grass and looked at the sky; that place always helped him regain his good humor. He remembered the years when his father gave him his horse, the days when they used to ride together and they raced to that same tree. He missed that time strongly, but he couldn’t have it back.

He smiled nostalgically, got on his feet and went for his horse that was drinking water. He wouldn’t accomplish anything by getting depressed. He got on his horse and rode back home. He enjoyed speed, and his horse was the fastest of the barn; the cold wind whipped his face and made him forget all his worries. This was a life that he didn’t want to lose. If he ever decided to get married, it would be to a woman who enjoyed the same things he did.

He left Black, his horse, in the barn; he removed the saddle, brushed its mane, and fed it some hay and oats. He closed the door and walked home. In the garden he saw his uncles, the twins Alejandro and Thomas Bailey, who were so similar in appearance that it was almost impossible to know who was who, though he found it easy. Not much people knew it, but those two were very different.

“Jack, you finally show up” his uncle said from afar. “You know we don’t like you disappearing like that.”

He looked at Uncle Alejandro; he was blonde, tall, and very handsome. He was around 40, though he didn’t look like; his eyes were green and gray, like his, and above his smile laid a thick blonde beard. His eyes were kind; he was almost like a father to him.

“I just went for a ride with Black” he explained when he was in front of them. “I just needed to think.”

“Think?” He heard his other uncle say with a trace of mockery, “I hope you were thinking about the woman you want for a wife.”

Jack looked at his other uncle; despite of sharing the same features with Alejandro, his were different: his eyes were cold and intimidating; he never approached him smiling, nor treated him kindly. To be honest, he never was comfortable when talking to Thomas.

“What this insensitive man tries to say, Jack” he looked at his brother with a wince, “Is that we want you to be happy. If we are so insistent it is because we care for your future.”

“I am happy! I like my life” he made it clear.

“Just stop acting like an immature child and get a wife!” Thomas was losing this patience; he smoked his cigar with a deep frown.

“You are not a child anymore, Jack” Alejandro put a hand on his shoulder. “Have you thought about what you want to do with your life?”

“You’re right; I’m not a child anymore” he admitted. “And I’m very grateful to you for taking care of me all these years, but this is my life and getting married is a decision I will make, not you.”

He smiled at them and walked to the house. Alejandro sighed, looked at his brother who was smashing his cigar on the ground. He looked quite angry.

“Stop, you brat!” Thomas roared; he was really upset.

Jack didn’t listen; he just raised his hand in goodbye and entered through the back door.

“I’m fed up with him...” he whispered while his hand combed his hair back.

“You can’t force anyone to get married” he said trying to convince him.

“Bullshit! Of course you can!” He looked at him as if he was the biggest moron on Earth. “And he left us no other option.”

Alejandro’s lips tightened. He didn’t want to use that method, but Jack wasn’t making it any easier.

“All right, do it,” he passed a hand on his chin, “But we both will choose her. I don’t trust your taste.”

“Good,” he pulled out his cell phone, “That is the only way we can keep the money.”

“I know...” Alejandro said in a sigh. He was hoping that everything would be OK.


Chapter 1

Guanajuato, East Querétaro, Mexico State.

The alarm went off at 7:00 a.m. The screeching sound made the boy wake up; he rubbed his eyes and sat. His head was still aching a bit, but it would get better with a shower. He winced at the empty bed. He lived with his girlfriend Elena, but they slept in different rooms—because she didn’t want them to sleep on the same bed.

He remembered the scene they lived weeks ago and frowned; he didn’t feel any guilt, as he had done everything to celebrate the girl’s birthday, make her happy. The only thing he wanted was to sleep with her, was that much to ask? He stood from the bed and went to the other room. To his great luck, it was unlocked. He entered; she was still asleep.

“Come on Elena,” he said in a low voice as he seated on the bed, next to her, “It’s time to wake up.”

But she didn’t wake up.

“Elena...” He tried again; he touched her shoulder and moved her a little—but she wouldn’t wake.

He admired her in silence. She was beautiful and she was his. If she could only let her show how much he loved her! He sighed. If he wanted to sleep with her, he would have to be patient. He was going crazy by waiting. Every morning he woke up in the same state, and the only resource he had was to take a cold shower.

He caressed her bare back with his fingers. She slept with a simple pajama with short sleeves; he preferred lace and lingerie, but she didn’t wear that typo of clothing. He remembered the nightgown that he gave her as a birthday present some weeks ago; she didn’t even try it on. He was hoping that with that gift, Elena understood what he wanted, but she was too naïve to notice. He went down to where her buttocks started and went back to the beginning. She wriggled and moved so she was face up.

Eric Wood swallowed down the knot that had formed in his throat; he could see her cleavage through the nightgown, and seeing her in that position only contributed to the frustration of his desires. He reached out her and very slowly touched her collarbone; he descended until he felt those bulges that drove him mad—and that he wanted to fondle again.

Elena wriggled again, and he removed his hand off her. No matter how hard he tried, she was still saying no. He sat there and looked at his pants; he frowned at the obvious arousal that showed through the fabric. 

He sighed and got on his feet, closed the door and went out to the living room. He turned the TV on and tuned the news channel; he knew that some information regarding the case he was working on with his team would be broadcasted. He had been a cop for four years; now, at his 21, he was hoping with anxiety to be promoted to detective, something that he had always longed for; he knew that solving that case would be his ticket to that promotion.

He went into the bathroom to take a shower—cold, as usual. He heard Elena waking up; she used to turn down the TV’s volume. He breathed slowly until he regained control over his body. He rushed out of the shower, and his nose found a delicious smell of fried ham and orange juice. She greeted him hiding a yawn under her hand; Eric smiled pleased. He like that routine, but some sex before breakfast would be better.

“Good morning, sleeping beauty”, he whispered as he got closer to her. He hugged her from behind, caressed her abdomen, and kissed her neck. She shuddered and peeled away from him.

“You know I don’t like that” she growled with a frown uncomfortably; she didn’t like the boy being so affectionate. “We’ve talked about it, Eric. I don’t like you to treat me so freely.”

“I’m sorry”, he winced trying to unsuccessfully conceal his anger. “I didn’t think you would get mad.”

“I get mad when you violate my personal space. Now I will obviously be still mad”, she was keeping her distance.

“I already apologized,” he folded his arms. “What else do you want me to do?”

“That’s not the point, Eric...” Elena became tense; she didn’t want to start a fight; Eric always took it badly.

“We’ll discuss it after work. I have loads of things to do today.” He avoided having to explain.

“It’s not necessary for me to repeat what you already know”, she said before turning his back to him.

Eric breathed deeply and counted to ten; after the incident between them at bed, Elena was behaving colder than usual. He was losing his patience.

“Honey ...” he called her, ignoring the rising frustration, “I don’t want you to keep angry.”

“Don’t call me that way, you know I don’t like it”, she looked at him frowning.

She looked at her while she settled the plates and sat at the table. What was her problem? That situation had taken place weeks ago. How much longer would she keep her stubbornness? He stared at her; he was annoyed and patience was abandoning him. He opened his mouth to say something, but the TV interrupted him.

“This morning, more kidnapping cases were reported”, the reporter started. “Up to now, there are two hundred missing people in our country, most of them young women and children. Unfortunately, none of them has been found. Police is taking care of the cases, but how many more people will be ripped from their lives before these ‘men of law’ can prevent it? More details about this at eleven.”

“Suckers...” he whispered as he turned the TV off, his fists balled tightly. “What do they know about catching a criminal? It takes more than going out in the streets asking for them!” he snarled and hit the table.

Elena tensed, sprang on her feet and went away from Eric. She was scared.

“You don’t have to react that way”, she whispered trying to sound calm. “I don’t like it when you do that.”

He stared at her with a deep frown, blinked several times, recovering control, and looked at Elena, who was on her feet at a cautious distance.

“I’m sorry”, he said gravely. “I’m not mad at you, really”, he stood up. She stepped back

“I got to get to school”, she said quietly, turned around, and rushed into her bedroom, closing the door.

Eric’s jaw tensed up. He was a complete idiot. Every time he had to remember not to show that side of him to Elena; she didn’t know him—except for that night they shared. He sat at the table and finished his food. It was the fault of those scandalous that kept ruining police’s reputation; it was their fault that Elena ran away from him.

He left the dishes in the sink, went to Elena’s bedroom door; he didn’t hear a thing. He turned the knob and opened the door; he slowly went in. The room was empty. He heard water running and sighed. He thought he would find her upset, crying, or packing up, like that time some years ago. He was relieved to know that she was just bathing.

He changed his clothes in a rush and left the room so she could get dressed calmly. After putting his uniform on, he put his shoes on and brushed his teeth in the kitchen sink; then he went to the living room, pulled out his gun, and loaded it.

“Damn it, Eric!” he heard Elena yelling. “You know I don’t like you taking out that thing in the house!” She meant the gun on the boy’s hands.

He looked at her frowning; he didn’t mean to scare her. He didn’t hear her coming out of the room. He put the gun in the holster and stood up.

“I’m sorry, honey”, he smiled trying to reassure her. “I thought you would take more time to be ready.”

“I finished” she said closing her eyes. She tried to recover her breath; she was afraid of guns.

“I’m sorry” he apologized approaching her. “I didn’t want you to see me like that. It’s just that what they said in the news... you have no idea of how much humiliation and censure we get.”

She folded her arms, lips tight.

“That is no excuse for your behavior” she frowned now that she wasn’t scared. “You always say that you won’t do it again, but you do it again and again.”

“I won’t do it anymore, I promise”, he took her by the shoulders. “Can you forgive me?”

Liar...

“Yes”, she said, unconvinced. “I got to go” she whispered as she moved away from his grasp.

“Wait” he held her hand, “are you really not angry?”

“I’m still angry, and I don’t want you to touch me”, she freed herself from his hand.

He frowned yet again, feeling anger building up fast in his body. Oblivious, he went to her and surrounded her with his arms. Elena got tense and pale. She tried to push him, but Eric was stronger than her.

“I don’t like you to be that cold to me”, he said putting his face near hers, sniffing. “You make do bad things to you...”

“Let me go, now” she demanded fearless. “You know you won’t get a thing from me by acting like an idiot.”

Eric stared at her for some seconds; he recovered control over him. He seemed to have come back from some corner in his head; he blinked several times and let go of the girl.

“I’m sorry”, he whispered, stepping back. “I don’t know what came over me.”

Elena sighed, but didn’t answer. She knew what was going on with him, and now more than never she should get away from him. He was dangerous.

“Go to school”, he ordered. “We’ll talk about it after dinner”, he hissed. He wasn’t calmed after all.

“I don’t want to”, she went to the couch and got her purse. “I have nothing more to say about it.”

“Go, or you’ll be late”, he said avoiding her words. He was evidently angry. “I’ll see you at dinner time.”

“Goodbye, Eric”, she said in a low voice, turned around, and went out to the street.

Eric hit the lamp that was standing beside him. It flew and crashed against the kitchen wall. His entire body was burning with anger. Why were things going wrong with Elena? He achieved becoming a cop at age 21, worked double shifts so he could afford buying the apartment where they lived now; he did everything to give her the best, so they could be happy together. Why couldn’t she understand? What else did he have to do in order to make her his? 

***

A car arrived at Guanajuato city at 7 am; one of the Bailey brothers was waiting silently to make his first move.

“Well, we’re here”, Alejandro was looking through the window. “Shall we start?”

“Of course”, Thomas looked at him while he pulled his cell phone out. “I just have to call some friends.”

“Just ask them to be less tough. Last time it was a scandal”, he remembered the scene; the girl wasn’t lucky. She was rolled over by a bus when she tried to escape. Blood was everywhere.

“I know”, he smiled. It had been entertaining for him. That girl did put up a fight. He dialed a number in his cell phone, and heard a response some seconds later. “Good morning, yes... It’s been a long time since we last spoke”, he was nodding. “The reason why I’m calling is obvious, don’t you think?”

“Tell him we need them to be discreet”, Alejandro asked again.

Thomas was telling his plan to the mysterious interlocutor. After some minutes, he hung up and looked at his twin.

“It’s done”, he smiled and poured two champagne glasses. “The only thing left for us to do is choose our future daughter-in-law.”

***

Elena ran out of the apartment frowning. She heard something crashing when she closed the door. What did he throw to the door? She wondered. She was scared as she had never been; she felt that she had to run away from that place no matter what. She hurriedly walked in the street, completely lost in her thoughts.

She saw herself as a girl like any other girls; her skin was fair, actually somewhat pale; her eyes were a dark blue that made no harmony with her brunette long hair; her body had the regular measures: a narrow waist, large breasts and long legs. She didn’t consider herself as exceptional, that’s why she didn’t understand why Eric was harassing her. She was wearing a knee length cream colored dress, light brown flat boots, dark leather gloves and a pearl colored scarf, beige thigh high tights, and a black coat over.

She got to the bus stop and sat on a bench, thinking about what had just happened. She had been intending to leave that house for a year. Eric didn’t change, though he promised to do it every time. She didn’t feel comfortable around him anymore; far from it, she even slept fearing that Eric would come into her room. Like that night ...

She closed her eyes to erase the terrible memory. If the situation didn’t change, she would have to make a decision.

She was so absorbed by her worries, that she didn’t notice two men staring at her from afar. Of course she didn’t see them, because they were inside a black car with smoked glass, watching her, assessing her, contemplating her as their future daughter-in-law. But they had plenty of time—they told themselves—the city was full of beautiful girls. They sighed and continued looking at the aspirants, smiling, smoking cigars, waylaying like a hunter after a prey.

Elena got on the bus still thoughtful; she would travel half an hour before arriving to school. She pulled out her iPod and tried to relax listening music. She closed her eyes and let her mind free from those thoughts that had her confused; Eric loved her—but she didn’t believe it, it was more of an obsession. 

She wasn’t so sure about what she felt for him; it was hard, since it is impossible to compare the love you feel for a brother against the love you feel for a boyfriend. They grew up together as children; she knew him perfectly, and when he asked her to live together, she accepted because she was very fond of him, but she didn’t love him.

She tried to make him understand that living together didn’t make them a couple, but Eric understood the opposite and problems started. Eric did take care of her and had become her only family. An orphan since three, she grew up in a dark world; the boy was her one support, her only friend; she had no one else. 

Still, that didn’t mean she had to let him in her bed anytime he wanted. She wasn’t ashamed to admit it; part of the awkwardness and deficiency she felt so often was a consequence of the lack of desire that normally exists when a girl is near a man. She felt no desire for Eric, and that was the reason why she would never sleep with him—despite his many attempts—; it wasn’t not enough to understand her and to die for her; it wasn’t enough to support her in any aspect. That feeling couldn’t be strained.

She rubbed her temple, feeling it pounding; she wanted to leave him since long ago, and she would do it today. Her friends at work encouraged her; they knew the guy and practically helped her with everything. However, she was worried about his reaction; therefore, she would go back and pick her stuff after school, and then she would abandon him. It was the best thing to do, and she had a right to create a life on her own.

Memories came to her of the days when Eric wouldn’t leave her alone for one second; the few friends she could’ve had vanished because of him, of his never-ending possessive presence; but she never complained. She trusted Eric wholeheartedly; growing up with him practically gave them the same last name... she was so blind.

In a moment, she actually met a guy that she fancied; he was the football team captain and always talked to her in Science, a class that—luckily—Eric didn’t take. He was nice and caring, made her laugh a lot, and he was handsome. He invited her out many times, but Eric was always an obstacle; she felt like she was betraying him after so many years in which he took care of her. One day, after practice, the football guy gave her a flower and asked her on a date. She was glowing with joy; she had finally said yes.

But the guy never showed up. Now when she remembered it, she waited for him in the place they had agreed for more than an hour. When she got home and told Eric about it, he didn’t seem to be bothered; he even told her that if she wanted to date that guy, he wouldn’t oppose. She felt better and the next day she waited for him to talk about it, but she never saw him again.

She got off the bus still thinking. If she had dated that guy that last year, would she still be with Eric? Probably not. She walked, thinking of her words. She still had some blocks to walk, but she could already see the main building of the Technical College.

***

“She is the one” Thomas looked at her lustfully.

Alejandro looked at her too; she was quite attractive “Are you sure” he asked without looking away.

“Of course! Can’t you see her?” He smiled, excited. “She’s perfect!”

“I must admit, she is beautiful” he said. “Do you think Jack will like her?”

“I don’t care; if the brat doesn’t like her, we’ll find a different one” he was not going to discuss the matter.

Alejandro frowned, but didn’t protest. He had read the report that they had provided, and he had no doubt she was perfect for being Jack’s wife: Elena Wood, twenty years old, no family, the only person who knew her was his nobody boyfriend, she wasn’t wealthy, lived in a decent apartment, she was studying psychology in the Technical College, she had nothing but the place where she lived. Perfect.

Their process took three stages: the first one, Localization, was where they were standing at the moment, looking for the right girl to accomplish the mission. It implied a process—long, generally—of monitoring, when they decided if she was actually the right one. 

The second stage was called Preparation; in this stage, the selected person was taken to an unknown place and injected with a strong dose of a weird mental manipulation drug, which turned their brains off. You could tell the victim that she was a fish looking for food, and she would believe you. This stage was his favorite, since it was when they showed their creativity.

They could create the perfect woman that fitted his nephew’s taste—in this case, she would meet every requirement that he knew Jack would want in a wife. This stage had two steps; the first one was the previously depicted. The second one was renovating the woman, changing her looks, her speech, and even her clothes. 

They turned her into a completely different person, and she couldn’t remember anything—as long as the medication was constant. False documentation of a high quality was produced: passport, ID, academic information, family and medical history. The third and last stage was called Re-localization; the person was led to the place of mission, was introduced with a different name, a different life story that couldn’t be proved false. 

Nobody was suspicious, since they were good at the job. Elena would be presented as a protégée, following a story that they had used before. She would go home and behave like the lady she believed to be. The process took from five to seven days to be completed. That would depend on the reaction from the person experiencing the effects of the substance which name he couldn’t remember. He sighed and resumed looking at the girl, who walked thoughtfully; his brother was also looking at her.

Alejandro pulled his cell phone out and gave instructions to one of his subordinated. He wasn’t cruel, especially when he was dealing with women. He ordered them to be careful, and to not hurt her.

“Caucasian girl in cream dress” he pointed. “I don’t want a mess, be careful.”

He looked at Thomas, who was smiling, pleased; he knew that he enjoyed this type of situations, when someone died; they were very different in that aspect. Being twins wasn’t easy. Despite growing up with him, he couldn’t get used to have identical faces, green and gray eyes, blonde hair with some gray hairs from age, a thick fair beard, both of them handsome, single, owners of companies and businesses. 

He accepted the glass that his twin offered him, rather to dissolve the knot in his throat than to celebrate; they toasted the future couple, the marriage they would settle, but overall, the money they would make when this was achieved.

***

She sighed when she convinced herself of her decision. Her friend Sarah would give a place to sleep while she looked for another apartment. She just had to wait for the right moment, and she would be free.

“Help!” she heard a scream. “Help me, please!” someone continued.

The voice was so desperate that took her out of her mind. She looked at the street to find out who was screaming for help, but she couldn’t see any one.

“Please, help me!” the voice shouted again, and she spotted it.

The screaming came from an alley. She could see not far from her a woman trying to escape from a pair of guys who had cornered her. She was crying and yelling. Why did nobody hear her? She dismissed this thought and ran to her, willing to help.

“Hey! Leave that lady alone!” she called out as she got nearer. She pulled out her cell, “One call, and police will come and get you!” she threatened.

The men stopped and turned to look at her. The old lady was on her knees, begging for mercy. She took another step and called Emergencies.

“Police? Two men are attacking an old woman, two streets from the Technical College” she indicated to the officer, “In the alley.”

“Damned you!” she heard one of the guys say. They ran from the old lady, and she saw them disappear in the dark.

She approached the woman and helped her stand up.

“Don’t worry, you’ll be fine” she smiled at her reassuringly.

The old lady smiled at her; she was now on her feet and was brushing the dust off her clothes.

“I am very grateful, miss” she said. “I don’t know what would’ve happened if it wasn’t for you.”

Elena smiled at her again, linked her arm with hers and helped her walk.

“Are you OK?”

“Yes, dear, thank you so much” she smiled again.

“I’m glad. I hope you will be more careful. It isn’t safe to walk by these alleys, even if it is daytime”, she was explaining; she now could see that the lady was not that old.

“You’re right, dear” the woman agreed, “It isn’t safe to walk by here.” She said this last bit so quietly that Elena could barely hear her; she didn’t understand the tone of her voice, a voice that was now different, she thought.

“Do you want me to walk you to the street? Where are you heading?”

“It’s not necessary” the woman declined with a head nod, “I was going to the market; this is a shortcut that I always take. Besides those men are gone, so I can walk safely.”

“Right” she accepted smiling. “Well, then I should leave.” The girl said goodbye and shook her hand.

She walked towards the end of that dark tunnel; chills started creeping up her spine, though she didn’t know why. She began walking faster, without realizing; something was urging f the darkness as soon as possible. 

She looked back to see the lady, but she wasn’t there anymore. This made her feel a cold and dry fear taking over her body. She was reaching the end of the alley; she could already hear the hustle of the cars and the pedestrians; she would be out in the light in some seconds. Then she saw someone entering the alley, walking right to her. The person stopped in front of her; she also stopped quickly. She knew this wasn’t a good thing.

“These streets are very dangerous, Ms. Wood.”

She froze when she listened. She turned and intended to run away, but she ran into another man that was waiting for her, on her back. They grabbed her by the shoulders; she couldn’t see their faces. They were utterly quiet. A third guy appeared and took her purse. Was this a robbery?

“Take everything” she said in an attempt to be free, “I won’t call the police.”

“You already did. Do you think I didn’t notice?”

Her eyes opened wide in terror. Were those the same guys she had driven away some minutes ago?”

She felt lost. They didn’t even have to fight her; she was frozen. She heard more footsteps from behind and watched amazed how the woman that she had helped before was looking at her amused, taking a wig off her head and the rags she was wearing, and came up to her, grabbing her savagely by the neck. 

Elena was crying, terrified, as the woman showed her a syringe full of a transparent liquid leaking from the point of the needle. She tried to scream with all her might when she felt the piercing steel sinking in her skin. After that, everything went black, dark as the tunnel where she was trapped in.


Chapter 2

After the last chat about his future, Jack hadn’t repeated the discussion with his uncles. Actually, they seemed very busy with other issues; they didn’t annoy him with the same talk every day, he barely saw them around the house—not that he was complaining—he was just curious about what could possibly keep them so busy. The answer arrived a week later, when they introduced him to their godchild Elena Reaser, the protégé who they hadn’t seen for five years.

The girl was taken to the house because her parents died in a car accident weeks ago, and they were the only family left to her. He remembered his own sadness and he understood what she felt; he was alone too, he knew what it was to lose your parents, and now she was in the same situation as him.

He was smiling, relieved, since he knew his uncles would take care of her as she was their daughter; however, he found it weird that this was the first time he knew of her.

“Elena used to live abroad” he heard Alejandro explain. “Her parents moved to America when she was ten, so there was no point in talking about her” he smiled after his big lie.

“I see...” he whispered, looking at the girl.

She was beautiful, the most beautiful creature his eyes had ever met; brunette, long hair, white skin, and deep blue eyes that gazed him curiously. The uncles watched silently how the two kids looked at each other; they were taking in every detail.

“Right” Alejandro interrupted, “The most important thing is that you’re with us now, dear” she smiled at her.

Elena nodded satisfied. She was relieved to know that she would be in a house where she would be taken care of; her godfathers were very kind, and though she had few memories of them, she could see that they were good people. Looking at their nephew, she thought she had never seen such a handsome, mature and charming man. She didn’t even know his name, but was already attracted to him. She drew breath and said to Alejandro.

“Thank you again, godfather” she said smiling. “I promise I won’t be any trouble.”

“Don’t say that, little darling” he interrupted, “You’d never be any trouble here.” He smiled at her, “I’m sure you’ll have a great time with the three of us.”

“That’s right, dear” Thomas agreed, flashing a look to his nephew, who looked at them frowning; apparently he caught the joke.

“Oh, Elena, come here” Alejandro smiled at her and indicated her to come closer with a wave, “This is my nephew, Jack Bailey.”

She approached them smiling and blushed by seeing how the man was eyeing her, his stare on hers, not willing to let it go.

“Jack, son” he looked at the boy trying not to laugh, “This is Elena Reaser, our godchild” he winked. “From this day on, she will live with us; I expect you’ll treat her very kindly.”

“It’s a pleasure” she whispered, offering her hand.

He couldn’t take his eyes off her. He strode so fast that he tripped over a coffee table, banging his knee, and drowned a yell when he reached the ground. They watched him smirking; Elena laughed at the sight of that man on his knees, grabbing his leg and cursing. She bended until she was at his level and reached for him, still laughing.

“Are you all right?” she asked, trying really hard not to laugh at his expression.

Jack saw her coming near and heard her laugh; his heart rocketed; she was refreshing. He looked at her still angry by the pain he caused himself with his unrestrained excitement. Alejandro and Thomas were watching, smiling satisfied; they knew that soon, a wedding would be taking place, though they were each pleased for different reasons.

Thomas smirked maliciously watching his plans go so well; Alejandro couldn’t help to feel happy for the boy. He obviously liked the girl; though he wanted his inheritance money, he had to admit that he was relieved to know that his nephew found the perfect wife; he smiled tenderly.

“All right, kids” he coughed a little to conceal laughter, “Thomas and I have to go to work.”

“Right” the other twin said with complicity, “I’m sorry, dear, but we’ll meet later.” He smiled, “See you then.”

“Jack” Alejandro called, “Please, show the house to Elena and take her to her room. You don’t need to go to the office for now.” He smiled at the expression of his nephew still on the ground, with the girl beside him, “From now on, you’ll be in charge of taking care of her and helping her with anything she might need” he finished, fighting hard to keep from laughing.

She stroked his godchild’s head and left the house along with his brother. Elena smiled at their words; she looked at the man, who was looking back at her in a mysterious way.

“Are you better now?” she asked again and got on her feet. He watched him stand up and shake his legs. He seemed out of pain now.

“I’m OK, thank you Elena” he smiled, enjoying pronouncing her name.

“I’m glad” she confessed a bit blushed; she wasn’t expecting him to say her name, “I didn’t mean to offend you; I had never laughed at someone.”

Jack was about to say something when she started laughing again; it was amazing. Her laugh made his heart go faster; he even felt some tickling in his stomach. She sat on a couch, still laughing.

“Well, it was actually funny” he admitted, folding his arms.


“I’m really sorry, it’s just that it’s been so long since I laughed so hard!” she put a hand on her mouth, ashamed.



Jack stared at her and he felt his annoyance melt away; he couldn’t blame her for laughing, he was rather embarrassed; he never thought he was so clumsy.

“It’s OK” he smiled.

She looked at him still smiling. She crossed her legs and smoothed her hair. Jack watched her with a knot in his throat; the girl was oozing sensuality. Was she doing it on purpose? He looked away.

“Mr. Bailey” she called him, forcing him to look at her again, “Could you show me my room? The flight was really long and I’d like to take a shower.”

Jack looked at her frowning. Did she call him Mr.? Did he really look like someone to call Mr.? Am I that old? He asked himself, feeling the weight of his age.

“Mr. Bailey?” she asked, surprised to see that he was not answering.

“Mr....” he repeated looking her, narrowing his eyes, “Do I look that old?” he asked approaching her, and sat on the couch, next to her.

“It’s not that” she smiled, “I was raised that way. You are obviously older than me, so I have to address you respectfully” she explained, ashamed; she didn’t think he would be bothered.

“I don’t like the ‘obviously’ part” he confessed, folding his arms again, “I know how old I am, so I don’t like it when people remind me at any chance” he whispered, making a face.

Elena listened with a smile; she didn’t know his age, but was sure that he was older than her, though with that childish face he looked younger, like a prickly boy.

“I’m sorry” she apologized, “But I don’t know your age, I’m only assuming.”

He looked at her frowning again. She was very frank, and presumably a teaser; he liked that. It was something refreshingly new for his current routine.

“Just for the record, Ms. Reaser” he said defiantly, “I’m 28 years old, and in my criterion that isn’t old enough to address me as Mister.” He finished and waited for her response.

“You’re right” she smiled admitting his statement, “But you’re much older than me” she explained.

He looked at her surprised. How old was she?

“I don’t understand” he uttered, “How old are you, Elena?” and stared at her.

She suddenly felt ashamed. She didn’t think he was that old.

“So?” he urged her.

“I’m sorry; it’s just that I’m so young, well, depending on your criterion, Mr. Bailey.”

He winced at hearing her calling that; he disliked it.

“I don’t see the problem. Age doesn’t matter.”

“I agree” she smiled, “Though some people only notice that. I’m 20.”

Jack opened his mouth in surprise. She was 20? This beauty was just 20 years old? It was incredible!

“You don’t expect me to believe it, right?” He looked at her hoping she would accept this joke.

“I’m not lying” she replied, “What makes you think that?”

“The fact that you don’t look that young.”

“So what?” She stared back at him, “I thought you were around 25, and that didn’t make me doubt you.”

“I’m sorry, you surprised me. You look a bit older” he surveyed her from head to toe.

She got tense, her cheeks went red.

“Don’t worry” she said, getting suddenly nervous.

Jack went silent. Her age was making him suspicious, and after fantasizing about what he wanted to do with her, he knew it wouldn’t be possible; she was too young for him. This made him feel slightly depressed.

“Mr. Bailey?” she called.

“Yes?”  He looked at her, his spirits a bit deflated.

“Could you show me my room?” she requested, “I’d really like to rest before dinner.”

“Of course” he answered in a whisper. He massaged his temples; a faint pulsing was starting to spread in his head. He knew this wasn’t right; he’d have to treat her as the guest she was, nothing more. He sighed.

“Thank you” she got on her feet.

“Elena, I just want to ask you something” he put a face, “Please, don’t call me Mr. Bailey again.”

She looked confused. Was he upset?

“I really apologize” she was embarrassed, “My parents were very conservative; they even called my classmates by their last names.”

“It must’ve been hard” he smiled, “Yet, would you try? We’re not that formal here. Not even at work people call me that.”

“Sure, I just have to get used to it” she accepted.

Jack stood up and took her hand.

“It was a pleasure to meet you, Ms. Reaser” and kissed the hand he was holding.

Elena’s face blushed intensely. Why did he do that?

“That was very inappropriate” she said, pulling back her hand, “Do you always behave like this with women you just met?” She asked frowning.

Jack got tense. Was she offended? 

“I apologize, I just meant to introduce myself properly” he didn’t know what else to say, “I didn’t mean to offend you.”

“Well, I think I’ll find my room on my own” she announced, “Thank you for minding, Mr. Bailey.”

And she left. She didn’t look back; she just went up the stairs. She wasn’t carrying any luggage; her grandfathers told her that her stuff was already in the room. She walked down the wide corridor, opening every door. The first one was a studio; the one on front was some type of office with stools for building design, with planes hanging on the walls. 

The third room was a library, an enormous room filled with books. It was the most extensive and complete collection of written art that she had ever seen in her short life. She smiled like a child at the thought of finding brand new reading material there. She always carried her favorite books with her, but she also was looking for more. She sighed happily and told herself that after showering and taking a nap, she would come back here and devour some dozens of books. She giggled mischievously and continued searching.

An entertainment room. A closet full of suits and coats. Another office. She sighed, resigned to not finding her room. Farther ahead, she saw a sing with her name on it, on the last door at the end of the corridor. She went there, feeling like a fool.

“Mr. Bailey could’ve told me” she told herself, pulling a face.

She was about to enter, when she noticed that the door to the room in front of hers was slightly open, and her curiosity was so strong that she decided to go in the room to see what weird things she could find there.

***

Jack gasped in surprise. What had just happened? What kind of girl got offended over a kiss on her hand in these times? Unbelievable! He sat again on the couch; now he was really angry. What was her problem? She acted like he had tried to kiss her. He folded his arms. He wasn’t that angry; he was rather confused. He would never expect a girl to react that way.

Though, he liked that mix of rebelliousness and nervousness, as well as her suddenly leaving the room; he decided to give her the last word and time to rest. They would have plenty of time to meet again—and to get to know her, he told himself smiling.  

He was about to leave to his room when he saw something lying on the couch. He lifted it up; it was a cream colored wallet. She forgot it there; he thought of leaving it there and letting her find it, but he was hoping that Elena had lied about her age. His own words sounded false.

Women always lie about their age, he told himself, trying to convince himself.

He opened the wallet and looked for an ID. He read: Name, Address—she had to update this, it still had an American address, Sex, Blood type, Allergies, Phone—he wrote it down, and finally Age. No way...

Elena wasn’t lying. If her looks and attitude suggested the opposite, it wasn’t her fault; she was only 20 years old, whether he believed it or not. He sighed, feeling bad; he sneaked in a girl’s personal wallet because he doubted her, because he didn’t want her to be so young. He cursed at himself and decided that the best thing to do was returning the wallet. He went up the stairs, walked down the corridor. He knew which room had been assigned to her by his uncles; he went there and got in without calling first, but she wasn’t there.

“Where is she?” he asked confused.

He was about to go look for her in the other rooms when he noticed that his door was slightly open; he found it strange, since he didn’t remember leaving it that way. He entered silently and stood by the threshold, watching.

Elena was eyeing all the stuff he had in his room. He suddenly felt ashamed; a bedroom is private. He had his books on the desk, besides some clean clothes on the bed. He preferred to stand there and not interrupt, though; he found it fascinating.

She was really concentrated on the things she was seeing; she noticed the books on the desk. The bedroom owner liked drama and suspense, just like her. She could also catch a glimpse of some romance books, too, and giggled. 

Music, their tastes were also similar, but not so much for movies. She sighed and went to another part; she saw a mirror, a wardrobe; she blushed at the sight of male underwear welcoming her, spread on the bed. This was clearly a male’s room.

“Must be one my godfathers’” she whispered turning around, and almost faints when she saw Jack at the door, looking her back with a playful glow.

“This is not any of them bedroom” he smiled, “It’s mine” he stated, approaching her.

Elena was frozen. She was snooping around a man’s bedroom! She looked at him embarrassed; she wanted to apologize, but she was still angry at him; she didn’t know what to say.

“I’m sorry, Mr. Bailey” she frowned, “I didn’t know this was your room, I was just looking for mine.”

“Didn’t you see the sign with your name on it, on the door?” he asked; he enjoyed the way she blushed when she heard this.

“No...” she confessed, “I didn’t. I was entering every room until I find mine.”

“Oh, I see” he nodded, “And how come you entered this room first?”

“Well I...” she tried, “was curious; the door was open and I thought that if I had already checked the rest of the rooms, it wouldn’t be any harm checking this one too”, she concluded and smiled at her explanation.

Jack choked a laugh; he didn’t think she would be so honest. She looked calm, like a child who had made some mischief and yet knew he didn’t do anything bad.  And what was best, she didn’t seem to be angry anymore.

“Very good” he replied, “I can tell you that I’d have done the same if I was you.”

“Would you really do it?” she fixed her eyes on him, “Even if you knew you were entering a girl’s room?”

“You didn’t seem to mind” he smiled playfully.

Elena opened her mouth to speak, but said nothing. There was nothing she could say now; they were playing the same game.

“Your room awaits, Ms. Reaser” he signed the exit.

She felt her cheeks flame, turned around and went out striding. Jack smiled and closed the door; there was no doubt he wouldn’t get bored of her.

Elena opened the door, feeling full with indignation, but when she saw the room, it vanished: it was beautiful, the most beautiful room she had ever seen in her short life. It had a little living room, a bathroom with an enormous bathtub, the hugest closet her eyes had ever set on—with a wardrobe that made her salivate—and a decorated bed with a golden canopy.

“I can’t believe it, I love it” she whispered, a smiled on her face.

“Do you like it?” she heard at her back.

She turned to see who the owner of the voice was.

“It seems a bit feminine for my taste, but the designer made a great job.”

“It doesn’t matter, it’s perfect” she ignored his comment.

Jack saw her smile like a child in a toy store, and couldn’t help feeling tenderness.

“I’m glad” he said and sat on the bed, “My uncles will be happy to know.”

“I’ll tell them when they get home” she was giving her back again.

“They’ll be here for dinner” he said and crossed his legs.

Elena was touring the place, discovering more details that amazed her.

“The clothes in the wardrobe, did they belong to someone?” she ventured asking.

Jack smiled.

“Not to any of my girlfriends, if that’s what you’re asking” his smile grew even more.

“That’s not what I meant” she moaned, ashamed. “I mean I was surprised to find them there.”

“My uncles bought all that stuff. I guess they wanted to surprise you.”

“They bought it for me?” she asked, not believing.

“That’s right.”

“Thank you!” she smiled merrily.

“It’s nothing” he said, his voice grave. He stood up and lifted his arm. “Here” he was holding the wallet, “You left it on the couch.”

“Oh, thank you” she smiled again, “I hadn’t noticed” she looked at him and felt weird. The atmosphere that had created was not nice; it was so thick, you could feel tension. She cleared her throat and kept her smile, “Well, I need to shower, or bathe, if you don’t mind, Mr. Bailey.”

“At all” he nodded, “Rest, Ms. Reaser, I’ll let you know when dinner is ready” he smiled maliciously and went to the door. “By the way, I forgive you for entering my room and sneaking in my stuff” he smiled when he saw her blushing again, “Only because I did the same with your wallet.”

She looked at her with anger.

“How dare you?” she screamed, feeling like punching him.

He only smiled once more and went out; while he was going out, he said his last words.

“Yes, you’re too young.”

Elena went silent. Was it really hard to believe that she was 20? Why didn’t he believe her? He should have had a good reason to look in her wallet. She smiled, but didn’t know why. She wouldn’t get bored in that house; she opened her suitcase and got out her books and a photo of and her parents with her as a baby. 

She looked quickly at the clothes in the wardrobe; everything was beautiful, and her size. She smiled, picked a few things, and went in the bathroom.

Jack entered his room feeling excited. He won this battle. He had to get even with her, and he would. After all, they still had dinner time.


Chapter 3

“I think we should also change her name” he pulled a face, “Do you think that Jack will like her?” Alejandro asked his brother.

They were riding in the car to the office. Thomas looked at him annoyed.

“Why does that matter?” He asked, “That girl is miles away from home.”

“I know, but I just find it weird. We had never kept the original name” he frowned.

“Listen, if she doesn’t fulfill the task, we change her for someone else.”

“What do you mean?” he looked at him remembering the scene that occurred minutes ago. “It was a good start. Jack wouldn’t take his eyes off her” he confirmed smiling.

He was worried. He knew his brother had no tolerance to errors; if the girl wouldn’t suit, he would kill her. He had seen him do that.

“That boy is a moron” said the oldest, “It’s just a matter of time until he bites. His manly needs will be stronger” he finished just as the car was pulling up.

Alejandro breathed more calmly. He was worried about the hesitation that came over when he made that question. He got out of the car after Thomas and entered the building. He knew that Elena was the perfect wife for his stubborn and proud nephew; he also knew that if things didn’t go fast, there would be trouble. 

They needed all the help available to make the process go faster. When their father, Joseph Bailey, died some twenty years ago, they found out that he main heir was Jack’s father, William Bailey. He was already married and Jack was eight. That wasn’t a problem back then, but when Will and Claudia, Jack’s mother, died in that accident, the only heir left was Jack. 

Following their grandfather’s tradition, he should get married in order to have all the money, properties, even some islands, cars, and shares would become officially his. It was some sort of economic need; they had some significant debts and, due to some failed businesses, they didn’t have the money to pay them off. 

That was the main motive. Although it could also be the childhood reigned by a cruel father; all those years they were treated like strangers. Joseph didn’t care about how good the twins were; he only had eyes for his beloved William, and always made sure he made it clear.

Despite the pain, he never hated Will. He was the best brother he could ask for—unlike Thomas. He could always count on him for anything. Thomas didn’t think the same. He shook his head to get rid of the bad memories. 

He wanted everything to be ok. He wouldn’t let another life be lost by his brother’s rage. He greeted his employees, who were smiling at him as usual. 

Thomas just walked ahead without talking to anyone; they knew that, so they didn’t make any attempt to address him. He reached his office and greeted the secretary. He was in a surprisingly good mood; seeing the two of them meeting each other made him smile. He would do anything in his hands to help that young woman, and also to help his nephew let her in his heart.

***

Guanajuato, East Querétaro, Mexico State.

“We still don’t have a thing, sir” the officer told his superior, “Those guys are hard to find.”

“I can’t believe it!” the detective exclaimed, “How is it possible that after so long we have nothing?!”

“Take it easy, sir” he whispered nervously, “We’re pretty sure that we’ll find his girlfriend.”

“It’s been more than a week” he added furiously, “And Elena is nowhere in the map!” Eric screeched.

It was very nerve-racking. His girlfriend had been missing for eight days now. He knew she had been kidnapped, and was very upset that his team was so ineffective.

An officer entered the office.

“Detective Wood” he called, “My officers informed me that the guys that traffic people are the same guys that abducted your girlfriend.”

“Are you sure?” he confirmed. He didn’t want to raise any false hope.

“Yes, sir” the man confirmed, “I came to tell you; since we are familiar with the case, it will be easier.”

“Very well” he nodded, “Release the order, and every one of you get to work. We won’t let that bastard get away with it” he snarled, “I will take care of that myself.”

The officer rushed out of the office; this was the most important case in the headquarters. Eric sighed; life was unfair for him. For four years he had longed for the detective position, and now that he finally got it, Elena went missing.

He felt like life was denying him what he most wanted. But he would prefer a thousand times to sweep the streets for a living if that brought her back. His entire team was working on the case. Not only his superiors were involved; there was also the FBI.

I know you’re hiding somewhere ...

They only needed to investigate and do a brilliant job.

***

Jack was in his room, hearing some music. He had spent hours trying to calm himself down without success; knowing that the girls was just some feet away made him restless.

“Ah!” he yelled in despair; he put on his feet and went to the door, “I have to see her just one more time” he told himself excited; besides, dinner was ready.

He went out the room and headed hers. He again entered without calling, but Elena wasn’t there; the bed was made, her clothes were spread on it, but she wasn’t in sight.

“Where is she?” he let out.

He went to the bed and sat on it. He saw her underwear, and this reminded him of the scene a few hours ago; she was blushed, but he was feeling something different. Feeling like a teenager rummaging in the underwear drawer of a girl, he covered the clothes with the blanket. 

He started feeling nervous. Why? He had seen hundreds of girl underwear, in all the colors and textures; he had no reason to feel like an amateur teenager.

“What can I help you with, Mr. Bailey?”

Elena’s voice made him jump on the bed. He never thought that she might be in the room; he gave a nervous smile and looked at her.

Oh my, I shouldn’t have done this ...

She came out of the bathroom, covered only with a tiny towel.

“Damn” he said, turning his gaze away from her.

His blood was boiling so much that he thought he would explode. How could she look so calm? He was going crazy.

“What can I help you with?” she asked again, looking Jack go beet red. A part of her had forgotten that she was wearing little clothes, “Mr. Bailey?”

He couldn’t look at her. He felt like a pervert. He shouldn’t have entered her room.

“I’m sorry, Elena” he apologized, still not looking at her, “I came to tell you that dinner is ready.”

“Oh, I see” she whispered, “And could you tell me why did you covered my clothes with the blanket?” he looked at him trying not to laugh.

Jack’s embarrassment grew with these words. It was the second time that she had left him speechless. And he actually didn’t know what to say. There were no words in the universe that could explain the situation.

“I didn’t think you were that kind of man” she said walking to the bed. She peeled away the blanket, took the clothes that she had prepared, and went back in the bathroom. Before shutting the door, she looked at him again, “And if you’d be so kind, Mr. Bailey” her gaze became cold and calculating, “Don’t enter my room again” and slammed the door shut.

Jack blinked at the noise. He felt so ashamed, but her last words made him angry. He was not that kind of man! At least not when it came to female underwear. He stood up, cursing; he felt like a pervert brat, and she had make him feel that way, that self-important and provocative girl. Was she conscious about her state? Didn’t she notice that the towel around her was very revealing?

He sighed, trying to calm down; he went out of the room and down stairs almost running. He went to the mini bar in the living room, urgently needing a whisky. Elena leaned on the door and sighed heavily. 

Her legs were shaking and she felt her face hot. That was the most embarrassing moment in her life! Never had a man seen her like that. She knew that the towel didn’t cover much. But she still couldn’t understand why he was covering her underwear.

Why did he do that? She asked herself while she got dressed. She remembered the few words that gave away his initial reaction. “Damn...” she repeated frowning. She knew she didn’t act completely right, but she wanted to teach him a lesson, as to why, she didn’t really know. 

She couldn’t be calm around her. He was intimidating, very masculine, and very attractive. She shook her head and continued dressing up. She dried and combed her hair, and put on a little make up. She decided to remain angry at him, but tried to regain her good temper. She took a jacket for cold and left her room. She walked down the corridor to the stairs; she was hoping that her uncles weren’t waiting for her; she didn’t like to be late.

***

“Jack, what are you doing all by yourself in the kitchen?” Thomas asked when he went in and found him there.

“And drinking” Alejandro noticed, “Where is Elena?”

He stared at them. He gulped the rest of the drink and frowned.

“In her room.”

“How long have you been her, boy?” Alejandro went near him and patted his shoulder.

“Not much” he lied, remembering the hour he spent there.

“Did something happen?” his uncle asked.

“You must take care of her, Jack” Thomas barked with his regular bossy tone.

“I don’t remember agreeing on that” he hissed and rose to his feet. He looked at Alejandro, who was holding a laugh.

“Come on! You’re the only one who has spare time” he reminded him; “Thomas and I work all day and can’t keep an eye on her.”

“She’s not a little girl, Alejandro” he winced, “she doesn’t need someone to watch her.”

“Why can’t you follow a simple order?” Thomas lost his patience.

Jack stared at him annoyed; he hated it when his uncle got so bossy at him.

“Thomas...” he looked at him with an expression on his face, “Could you act like a human even for just once?”

“I’m hungry” he complained, “Is dinner ready yet?”

“Yes...” the boy whispered, ignoring Thomas. Alejandro was amazing, he always listened to him. But Thomas—he couldn’t stand him. “Lisa told me we’re only waiting for you, so we can go to the dining room.”

“It was time” he walked there.

“Idiot” Alejandro whispered, and then he looked at Jack, “Did you call Elena?”

He was about to answer when he saw her coming down the stairs. The three men looked at her. She went down the stairs and joined them.

“Dear!” Alejandro greeted her, “You look lovely today. Are you settled in?”

“Yes, godfather, thank you very much for the room” she smiled.

“I hope you liked it” he smiled back, came close to her, and kissed her on the forehead. This took Thomas by surprise; he didn’t expect him to be that loving with her. “We did it for your benefit.”

The boy looked at her, drooling. She was wearing the clothes that were on the bed. The ones that he covered with the blanket.

Damn it, this is not helping, he told himself, balling his fists and wishing he could drink the complete bottle of tequila. She knew she was wearing the clothes he saw. It was too much for him, but he still managed to flash a glance at her.

“I love it” she said smiling; she felt her eyes burning. She was really happy. “Thank you, to both of you” she looked at Thomas, who was smiling. “Am I late for dinner?” she asked, trying not to cry.

She was moved by that affection display of her godfather Alejandro; it reminded her of her father.

“You’re actually just in time, my child” said the youngest of the uncles, “Let’s go to the dining room.”

“You go, I’ll catch up with you after I make a call” Thomas waved his hand and went in his office; Alejandro nodded.

“I’ll tell Lisa that we’re here, please” he pointed the dining room, “Take a seat” and he left.

Elena walked without looking at the boy. Her eyes were a bit red; that feeling was overcoming her. She wanted to cry.

“Are you ok?” Jack asked, approaching her.

“Yes, why are you asking, Mr. Bailey?” her voice trembled.

“Elena...”

“It’s nothing, don’t worry” she walked to the dining room.

Her eyes were hot; tears were streaming down her cheeks before she could notice. Jack’s eyes were wide open; seeing Elena cry make him feel like holding her. He went to her and surrounded her with his arms.

“Everything will be fine” he said, caressing her hair, “Cry as much as you need to.”

“It’s nothing” she kept saying, “It’s nothing...”

“Don’t worry, I’ll be here with you” he rubbed his chin on her forehead.

She stopped talking and hugged him; with her face hidden in his chest, she cried openly.

She didn’t care about nothing. For a moment she forgot where she was, who was with her; she just wanted to free her feelings. She missed her parents; she couldn’t cry their death at the moment. She must be strong and be brave even if she was alone. But it was hard. She breathed deep; being cradled in his arms was good. Her crisis was gone, but she still wanted him to hold her.

“Is everything ok, guys?” Alejandro was back, a smiled pasted on his face.

Jack looked at him. He didn’t move an inch, and he didn’t let Elena move, either.

“Yes. Elena was feeling a bit overwhelmed. She misses her parents” he said, caressing her back, “I think your little kiss reminded her of the moments she spent with them.”

Elena swallowed hard. How did he know? She felt blood run to her cheeks; she was so embarrassed. She tried to pull away from him, but he wouldn’t let her go. She knew by the look of his uncle that this was embarrassing.

“I’m sorry, darling, but I hadn’t seen you for so long that I was really excited” he lied, “Your father was my most beloved friend. It’s a shame that he’s not with us anymore” he felt like a bastard, but he wasn’t completely lying. He did want to hug her, and that was difficult to admit.

“Let’s go, Elena” Jack leaded her to the dining room.

Alejandro smiled happily. The situation was better than he thought.

“Dinner is ready” Thomas welcomed them with a glass of wine, “Take a seat.”

Elena smiled. Her good mood was back, though she was embarrassed by the little moment she shared with Jack. Dinner was weird; Elena talked to her godfathers, but Jack didn’t talk to her at all. The two men didn’t miss that, especially Thomas, who was starting to lose his temper. He wanted everything fast. He tried to involve his nephew in the conversation, but she excluded him very politely. Alejandro sighed for the mediocre attempts of his brother. Though, it amused him to hear the girl telling them about mischievous thins she did as a child. 

Well, that was the life they had told her to share. And though she knew it, seeing her talk and express with such funny gestures was amusing. He swallowed hard when he discovered he was feeling affection for her. And that, in the lifestyle he led, was very dangerous.

“Elena, tell me, did Jack mention that we have an indoor pool?”

She looked at him excited.

“Really, godfather?” she asked, “Mr. Bailey didn’t mention anything about it.”

Both men blinked when she called his nephew Mr. They didn’t expect that.

“Why do you call him that, Elena?” Alejandro looked at her suspiciously, “My nephew isn’t that old.”

“It’s not because of that” she glanced at the boy, “But I was educated in that fashion, and as he is older than me, I show my respect by addressing him as Mr.” she explained.

“I understand, little darling” he answered, understanding, “Well, what can we do, Jack?” he looked at him smiling.

Jack hadn’t said a word in all that time. He obviously didn’t like her to call him that.

“I’m glad, godfather” she started. She noticed the boy frowning; “At least someone in this house accepts my way of speaking and doesn’t tell me what to do” she finished and shot the boy a triumphant look.

“Some people find it rude to be called that” Jack sipped his drink after he said this. His patience was starting to vanish.

“Some people find it rude not to be allowed to call them that way” she faced him.

That was it for the boy. He jumped to his feet and banged the table.

“I asked you not to call me that, Elena!” he yelled, clearly despaired, “I asked you politely, and you rather turned away and left me speaking. I don’t like to be called Mr., you brat! Do you understand?”

“Jack!” Alejandro intervened; he was mad. “That is no way to speak to a lady.”

“Lady?” he said in an undertone, “She’s a kid! She’s just an insolent brat who acts like an adult” he gave her an angry look, “If you want me to treat her respectfully, she needs to respect my preference to be addressed the way I want, damn!”

“You can’t tell me what to do, Mr. Bailey” she said, “As your uncle pointed out, my education tells me that I have to address as Mr. a person your age” she folded her arms and smiled. “Besides, you don’t have to yell at me.”

“You are an insolent, stubborn brat” he growled defying her.

He felt so confused and strangely eager; he knew that she would react to anything he said to her, and that was fascinating.

“And you are a very rude man.”

The two men were amazed at the scene. Thomas smiled at the way they were discussing; they already looked like a married couple. Alejandro was thinking the same; they were clearly attracted to each other. They only needed to overcome their stubbornness.

“I told that I don’t like to be called that way!” he said, banging the table again.

“Well, I told you that I would call him that, whether you like it or not, Mr. Bailey!”

“Call me Jack, damn it!” he snarled.

“No” she replied.

She was shocked. She had never had a discussion with someone like him. Jack was very obstinate, but she couldn’t understand why he was so bothered at her not wanting to call him by his first name.

“All right, kids” Alejandro said amused, “Puppet, I know this is your education, but don’t you think it’s rude not to address a person the way he wants to be addressed? For example” he smiled, “could you call me just Alejandro?”

She blinked; this has never crossed her mind.

“You’re right, godfa... Alejandro.”

“Of course you can call me that too” Thomas smiled.

“I will” she smiled, “Thank you.”

“You see, brat?” he snorted, “So now I’m waiting” he smiled.”

“The same for you, Jack” he gave him a severe glance, “You behaved very rudely with our guest, and since your attitude was so immature, Elena will call you the way she wants to.”

“What?” he yelled angry, “But you just told her it’s disrespectful!”

“Yes, I did, but due to your reaction, nephew, you don’t deserve that privilege” his uncle finished.

“That’s unfair” he murmured and pulled a face.

She smiled triumphantly. She defeated stubborn Jack; she was enjoying the victory.

“Gentlemen, I will go now. Dinner was delicious, but I’d like to rest” she yawned. “Good night everyone; Thomas” she smiled at him, “Alejandro” she went to him and kissed him on the cheek. The other two men were surprised, especially Jack, who wasn’t sure as to why that bothered him. She went to him and looked at him before leaving, “Good night, Mr. Bailey” and she went to her room.

When they couldn’t hear her walking, they broke in laughter.

“Well, she’s got a temper” said Thomas still laughing.

“Temper...” Jack repeated disdainfully, “That brat thinks she can do whatever she wants.”

“Take it easy, Jack” Alejandro tried to calm him, “You deserve it. You called her a brat. She’s not a child.”

“Of course she is; she’s twenty, for god’s sake!” he looked at him.


“What’s wrong with that?” the older uncle asked, “You’re eight years older than her.”



“Exactly!” he snapped, “Eight years older, she’s too young for me...” he shut up. He had said too much.

Thomas smiled so maliciously that Alejandro had to distract Jack so he didn’t see him. That took them by surprise; after hearing that, his brother was sure that Jack liked the girl.

“Don’t take it so seriously” said Thomas and sipped his drink, “Age is just a number.”

“But that’s not...”

“Listen to him, boy” the other affirmed, “A woman the age of Elena is very hard to get” he looked at him, “But if you really love her, you’ll get it.”

“That’s right” the older whispered, “Besides all of the en up with the same attitude.”

“I don’t understand” he said; his forehead was furrowed with confusion.

“He means that marriage changes women” Alejandro confessed, “At least that’s what Joseph used to say” he smiled. “But it’s still very early for that, isn’t it, Jack?”

He looked at them and understood. He was suspicious that the girl moving to the house wasn’t a mere coincidence; they brought her so he would marry her.

I can’t believe them ... he told himself while he went to get another drink to the living room. It was so typical of them to bring a woman to the house so he would take her as his wife. Though, he wasn’t disgusted with the idea.

“If Elena is living here so I can marry her...” he said while drinking, “That’d be really interesting.”


Chapter 4

His uncles were also in the living room, drinking and discussing business quietly; this bored him a lot. He sighed and finished his drink in one gulp. He wanted to sleep, so he needed to go to his room.

However, he wasn’t sure that he could fall asleep after his discovery. The possibility that Elena was there to be his wife was so high that he liked it. But that meant that she was aware of everything, didn’t it? And if that was true, why was she behaving so proud and stubborn? Why did she offend him? He felt restless.

“Alejandro, why is Elena here?”

“What do you mean?” he looked at him smiling.

“Don’t act like you know nothing” he sighed, “Your... tactic is really obvious.”

“Don’t be a fool” Thomas growled; he was a bit drunk.

“I’m not sure that I understand your question, Jack” Alejandro smiled calmly.

“Did you bring Elena so I marry her?” he shot the question.

“No” they both said at the same time.

“I don’t believe it” he sighed, “You’ve done it before”, he cleared, remembering the Russian girl with long legs, cold character, numb, a nightmare of a woman.

“Evinka was a mistake, I admit” he smiled.

“If that girl knows why she’s her for” he ignored his elusive answer, “I must say she is very unsatisfying as a future wife.”

They looked at him surprised. Alejandro was particularly offended.

“Come on, Jack” he scolded him, “I didn’t raise you which such primitive ideas about women” he was frowning, “You can’t expect Elena to be like the other women.”

“That’s not what I meant” he was clearly blushing; he said the wrong thing.

“Not even I express that way” Thomas said and poured himself another drink, “And I am the macho in this family.”

“What I meant is” he cleared his throat, “Did you bring Elena here to be my wife?”

“Unbelievable” Thomas laughed.

“Elena us here as our guest, Jack” Alejandro confirmed, “As we explained before, she is here because your uncle and me are the last family that she has, and you as our nephew have the task to make her feel as comfortable as possible.”

“That’s not what I asked” he gave him a frustrated look.

He knew she had no more family, and that made him feel connected to her in a way that he didn’t understand. But he noticed how his uncle was elusive to answer.

“I’m telling you the truth, my nephew” he sipped the last of his drink, “Our intention is not to have you marry her” he lied, “We’re just asking you to take care of her. If by any chance things worked between you, well, it’d be perfect” he smiled mischievously, “But from the first encounter you had at dinner, I think that will be hard.”

“It was her fault. That brat is very arrogant.”

“If that’s what you think” Alejandro whispered, satisfied with what he said.

He felt more relaxed to see how well things were going; he looked at Thomas, who seemed amused. He knew this was the best; if they wanted that things between them grew fast, they had to act quickly and discreetly.

“Jack, you better go sleep” Thomas ordered looking at his almost empty glass, “Tomorrow you’ll have a very busy day; you have to show Elena around the house and keep an eye on her.”

“I know” he growled and got on his feet. He sipped the bottom of his whisky and put the glass on the table.

“Good night, Jack” Alejandro smiled.

“Yes, whatever...” he babbled and started going up the stairs.

“I wish you luck, nephew! You’ll need it!”

Jack growled again when he heard that. It’d be a hard day, and the problem wouldn’t be to take care of an arrogant brat; the problem was that he liked the young girl more than he dared to show. His desire kept him terrified. 

There was a good reason. The girl’s temper just got worse. He smiled; he could get along with her. After all, he was older. He had much experience with women; they all worked the same way. He would make her change her attitude.

He suddenly stopped walking when he realized something.

“How am I going to achieve that?”

/

Thomas got up from the table with his drink still in his hand. He seemed calm, but he wasn’t. He wasn’t smiling anymore.

“Go ahead...” Alejandro urged him, “He’s in his room already; Elena must be asleep. You can complain freely.”

He looked at his brother maliciously and swinging his glass without drinking.

“I don’t complain, brother” he smiled again, though he didn’t have a reason to smile, “I just have an advice for you.”

“An advice from you?” he laughed ironically, “You never give advice.”

“Oh, of course I do.”

The other brother stood up and prepared to hear what he would say. He knew it would be something bad. He knew his brother very well. Thomas came near him. His eyes were fixed in the glass, and when they looked at his brother, the horrible sneer on his face vanished.

“You know quite well what we’re risking here.”

“I do.”

“Perfect. I’m glad you do” he paused. His eyes were glowing with an evil so cold that Alejandro could feel it piercing his soul, “Then explain to me why you were so affectionate before” he spat at him, squeezing the glass hard.

“What’s wrong with that?” he shrugged confidently, “We’re supposed to make Jack believe that we are the loving and caring godfathers of her, so I don’t see any problem in treating her like my actual goddaughter.”

“She’s not your damn goddaughter!” he finally lost his temper and threw the glass against the wall, “She’s here to marry that idiot! So we can keep the inheritance money! Have you forgotten?”

“Of course not...” he whispered; his throat was dry. He would never forget that fact.

“Then, brother, I suggest that you don’t repeat that display” he shot him a furious look. He had a killer gaze, “And stop feeding ideas to Jack!”

“Thomas, can’t you see?” he smiled amused, “He likes her! I only gave him a push” he put down his glass on the table and went to the living room, “And thank you for the advice, I’ll keep it in mind.”

“You better do it” the other spluttered. He was so angry that he gave a big gulp directly from a bottle. When he gave up to anger, the situation always ended in tragedy.

Alejandro sighed, relieved. He knew that by now, everything was fine, but he was worried about how long it would stay fine. He was hoping that in the meantime Jack and Elena would become closer. He was very aware of the plan, but he was worried about the feelings he had for her; he wanted to protect her from his brother, he wanted that Jack took her far away from that house of horror. But he couldn’t betray his brother, not even if he deserved it.

He would have to play along and pretend to be a happy family, not only for his safety, but for Jack and Elena’s safety, the weird girl that awakened the human inside him.

***

He was lying on his favorite sofa, holding a book that he wasn’t reading, and his mind was wandering around tormenting memories. Jack was convinced that Elena was there to be his wife. It was so typical from his uncles; despite Alejandro’s explanation, he was still confused.

“They never do something without having hidden intentions” he told himself.

The Bailey brothers weren’t bad people, but sometimes they acted in such strange ways that made him believe the opposite.

He had to know the truth. His uncles were evading his questions. What could he do? Lay in bed with a million questions that keep him sleepless? Or be brave and ask the girl why was she living there?

If she was there to marry him, why was she acting like that? Unlike the Russian girl ... he shuddered. That horrible woman tormented him for two weeks. She followed him around asking him to go to her snowy country with her and insisting every night in sleeping together.

The worst part was seeing how she treated Lisa; she always was barking orders at her disdainfully. He was horrified when the girl’s parents took over the house and announced they wouldn’t leave until there was a wedding date established.

He remembered his uncles doing nothing to help him; they just smiled a lot and toasted the new family. Fortunately, he could get rid of everyone. It took an investigation on the girl, who was photographed in a night club in Russia; in the photos, she was with other three brunette girls and three waiters in some kind of private room—all of them were naked and posing in such obvious positions that nobody quibbled.

Now, analyzing the possibilities was frustrating. The Evinka season happened a couple years ago; after that, his uncles brought two more women with the same objective. They were identical: cosmetic surgery-beauties with money whose only purpose was getting in his bed and trapping him in marriage. 

And then Elena came. She was a rich girl who—he noticed after observing her from head to toe and holding her in his arms—hadn’t gone through surgery. She wasn’t impudent and tacky like the others. She didn’t try to get in his bed, or take him to hers, though he was a bit disappointed about this.

But what really made her different from any other woman that he met, was how incredibly attractive he found her. He felt an electric wave running through his spine and stopping and concentrating in his crotch.

Sharing such a tragic loss with her increased it in so many levels that he couldn’t explain. On one hand, there were suspicions, but Elena’s attitude didn’t match the previous experiences. Was she there because she really was alone? Was she that lonely? He swallowed the bitter knot in his throat. He was alone too.

Despite his doubts, he wanted Elena to treat him right, he didn’t want to fight, and, specially, he wanted her to call him by his first name. He would have to act like a gentleman to achieve this; well, he already was a gentleman. But when she was present with all her sensuality and eroticism, he went crazy. It would be difficult for him.

“Stubborn brat ...” he whispered, angry at the stream of feelings that flooded him.

He just wanted to talk to her before going to bed; he wanted to apologize if he still had the chance. He walked to her door determined. He didn’t care if it was let or if she was asleep. When she got there, he grabbed the doorknob and spun it slowly; he was surprised to know that it was unlocked. 
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