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– Hey Luna!!! Imagine what's being said... – with a wide smile that radiated incredible pleasure and excitement, Tanja Ivanov flew into the pub to take over the place of the waitress from a friend.

Luna and Tanja worked at the Kalashnikov pub for almost a year.

The pub was, you can't say, big or extra modern...

On the contrary, it was old -fashioned and small, but quite enough for people of good will and cheerful spirit, as well as for those who had treated their grief and looked for comfort in a glass or in a bottle of vodka or some other alcoholic beverage, which was always good for health.

The walls were lined with, from time and smoke, yellowed lamperia, or any timber construction with which they lined the walls about ten years after World War II.

And there was a portrait on the wall of Vladimir Nikolajevski, the first owner, who was a fan of his small collection of rifles and proud of his great feats during World War II, which he emphasized and recounted every time he stopped by.

Everybody knew how he barely got out alive on the eastern front back in 1943, and that he was the right-hand man of the famous sniper Vasilij Zajcev.

Yes, everyone knew about it.

He allegedly opened the pub so that old war heroes who needed a rest could gather there, passing by since the pub was located on the main road to Novosibirsk.

Therefore, Vladimir did everything to make the pub provide the warm spirit of the Russian house, which reflects the firmness of communism and heroism.

There were a lot of things there, like Russian lace, communist and war medals, rifles, ammunition, and handguns, all the way to Stalin...

Sure, and his picture was there.

There were lots of things, but nothing from the west, nothing that was fashionable.

Only the musical stereo originated from the modern age, which his grandson Viktor barely managed to fight for after the old radio could no longer be fixed.

Viktor persistently kept trying to explain to Granddad that not everyone likes an old gramophone. But the old gramophone was standing in the left corner of the pub, and only Granddad was allowed to turn it on.

There was a special ritual for that...

Yes, no one could do it or spoil it.

Grandfather was convinced that today's youth knew nothing, and the old masters had died out.

So, when Vladimir came, it was known that the gramophone was turned on and old Russian inspirational songs were listened to, and Viktor would just roll his eyes, thinking what if that stupid old gramophone suddenly burned down, of course, with all those Russian songs...

Viktor didn't like anything that was old. He didn't like war, communism, old gramophone, war heroes, and stories about them, which were repeated as if the gramophone needle was stuck and only played the same piece.

He loved the west, modern life, especially modern music.

If he had been allowed to, he would have rearranged the pub a long time ago.

Yes, he would do that if he was just allowed to...

But grandfather didn't even want to hear about something like that. Vladimir has only recently left his pub in the hands of his son and grandson.

He didn't want to, but he had to...

His gray years also affected his health, so he could no longer keep that pace. But that's why he visited it regularly, to check if his son Dimitrij and his son Viktor were taking good care of the pub, especially of the valuable collections of several rifles from his youth, which stood in a dilapidated display case of old oak in the right corner of the room.

Besides that, every now and then he checked to make sure that frivolous young man did not incidentally change something, that frivolous young man who is obsessed with the west.

Yes, with the west, which, according to grandfather, did no good to anyone. It just brought bad food called a hamburger and some weird sausages called hot dog, besides immorality.

The last modification in the pub was just new tablecloths because the old ones had rotted with time and washing, and when Viktor dared to hang a drawing of their pub, which Luna painted.

Unbelievably, Grandpa didn't complain. He even muttered among his gray mustache something like, – It isn’t bad... – although Luna is an ordinary girl, not some famous artist. Besides, it can't be said that she is a pure Russian...

"Uh, Viktor!" The old man frowned at his son. Why did he name his child Viktor, he could not understand that. He needed it anyway, twenty years to forgive the fact that he married a Hungarian woman.

How could he do that...

How could he, next to Katya Petrova, the only daughter of a distinguished, now deceased major, Pjotr Ivanovski, how could he just marry some woman, according to him, a peasant woman from Hévíz, Marika Kovach. He never found out where the place was, nor did he care.

What is done is done...

But whence the name Viktor, because, as a rule, they should have named him Vladimir after his grandfather, a famous hero of the Second World War, whose portrait not everyone could paint.

No, that portrait on the wall was painted personally by the famous painter Ivan Lukin after returning from the Victorious Front on May 9, 1945.

– What is that? – Luna asked with her eyes wide open, hoping for some good news, which would lift her up out from the grey, gloomy, and even rainy everyday life.

It had been raining for days, the streets were sunless and wet, and the view through an old wooden window, on which the paint had long since peeled off, would make everyone sour. Even the happiest ones.

So it was like that with Luna.

You can't say she didn't like life and the rain, but what is much is much.

It rained for five days.

– It is said that the Angels came to our city !! – exclaimed Tanja instead of answering.

– You mean the village?! – Luna murmured in disappointment, while with the brisk movements straightened corners of a clean tablecloth with green white cubes.

– How can you be so indifferent? You like music too, don't you? – She asked, tying a green apron with large pockets, which resembled those used in the market place – They will definitely perform a concert for the holidays... – she continued with enthusiasm.

– Well, let them perform...– Luna shrugged – I love music, but not those who perform it. – She pointed out, taking off her black long coat.

Luna's style of dressing was a bit peculiar, something like rockers and punks with a touch of gothic. But she did not belong to any of them.

She was different, and therefore unique.

Her hair was black with dyed bright red strands, a long, stepwise haircut, and shaggy.

This haircut fit extremely well with her young face with large, sincere dark eyes, always full of life and desires, which, for some unknown reason, somehow lost their sparkle on this gloomy and rainy November day.

– I can't understand what's so important here? Concert as a concert... Musicians like everyone else, are conceited who managed to touch God for his little finger, so now they think that they immediately became Gods themselves just because they have fame and money. Nobody mentions or respects those who wrote those songs. They deserve respect, and not those who just open their mouths or thrash with a guitar, because their moms and dads had the money to afford them that, and they think they are Casanova or Don Juan or whoever... – she looked at her friend.

– Come on, Luna, what's up with you? – Tanja clenched her eyebrows.

– What's up with me !!!! – This was not the best question to ask – What ?! – she raised her voice, but could not continue, because they were interrupted by Viktor who out of breath and wet from the rain stepped suddenly into the pub.

He was obviously in a hurry not to be late for his work at the bar...

– Hello girls! – he said and paused. – What is with you Luna, you look nervous... – he concluded and looked at the moment at a one girl and at the other – What did I miss? Did something happen? Ah, if my grandfather didn't kill me, this rain would surely... – he spoke quickly, but he was like that.

He loved everything that was fast, modern, fun and exciting. But above all, he loved his aunt's sister, Luna.

He secretly admired her for her courage to be what she is.

He never managed to muster up enough courage to pierce his ears, or walk in torn clothes. He had even less courage to dye his hair, although he desperately wanted it all.

He wanted to be a real rocker or maybe more punk, but he knew that was not possible. No, while Grandpa Vladimir rules the world.

– I heard, there Angels came in the village and I told Luna, and she got angry, pfff... – Tanja answered with a grimace forestalled her friend aware that Viktor also adores them.

– Do not tell! – he exclaimed, clapping his hands. – When? Where? When will the concert be? What have you heard, talk ?! Have you seen them? Talk, talk!!! – he kept asking, visibly excited.

Luna was annoyed.

– I can not believe it!!! – she raised her voice – What is with you people?! How can you humiliate yourself so much in front of ordinary jerks? They are not any better than me, you, or anyone else! We are all equal and we all deserve respect. They are even worse. They are conceited because they are full of money and they think they can do whatever they want... – she was talking facts without a break – And just because of such empty headed people like you, who lift them up to the sky, they are so conceited and do whatever they want. Uh, how I hate those! Those who think they can have anything and everyone just because they have money. Listen up, I would never humiliate myself in front of such people! What for? What makes him better? What does he have more than us? Money? Chance? The parents who made it possible for them? Or is someone pushing them from behind? What about those who don't have a chance, who have no parents to push them and from whom did God hide his finger when they wanted to catch it? Ha?! What is it with them? – her eyes were like two black holes which would swallow everything around them as she spoke those words angrily. – Yes, I will never respect nor love such conceited mother's and father's sons! I rather respect Andrej Kozlov...– she paused for a moment.

Andrej Kozlov was one of the local drunks who gave everything he had for a drink and lived in terrible poverty without anyone. He was one of the regular guests who realized his weaknesses. They even apologized and promised, but never did or maintained anything.

Maybe life just seemed too complicated in their sober state, or they started drinking because they were poor or sad, and then they continued because they realized that they were even poorer and even sadder...

– Although he could do his best... – she murmured and after a moment of thinking she waved to them in greeting and disappeared through an old heavy wooden door on the gloomy and wet street where no one was but her with a hood on her head in a eccentric coat that fluttered with the wind.

She was in a hurry, whether because of the rain or because of the adrenaline which was flowing through her veins, but she looked like a vampire getting ready to mow down the whole city..

– Huh, we really annoyed her... – Viktor broke the silence, still not taking his eyes off that little black creature that was slowly disappearing in the distance of Kirova Street.

Tanja didn't say anything. She just sighed and approached the sink with the intention of wiping the cups that had been washed.

The pub was empty, no one anywhere at this time. Although the rain was not an obstacle for the Russians to making a toast, but they mostly arrived later...
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Luna lived in a rather old house that belonged to her father, Boris Kotov, and his current wife, Olga.

Boris divorced his first wife, Luna's mother, when she was six years old.

Nobody knew the exact reason for the divorce, but the reason was certainly the constant intolerance between the Hungarians and the Russians...

Boris's parents did not like their Hungarian daughter–in–law, and Etelka's parents did not love their Russian son–in–law even more. But all in all, their marriage fell apart, and Etelka returned to her parents in Hungary, taking Luna with her.

Boris stayed in the village of Uteska, and not much later, he married Olga...

Olga gave birth to their daughter, Aleksandra, who turned eleven last week.

However, Olga also has a daughter, Katarina, as they say, with Dr. Ivan Sobakin. Although there have been tensions and debates about it.

Ivan insisted that she was not his but from the postman, Roman Ulyanov, and the postman claimed she was the daughter of Pyotr Pushkarev, the owner of the night club Cherni Kot, where Olga was working as a waitress at the time.

However, Pushkarev went to St. Petersburg a few years ago, and they found him dead at the landfill.

Police stated he was killed by local mobsters because of some debt.

Since then, Pjotr's brother, Leonid, has taken over the nightclub, and it is rumored that he is the leader of one of the smaller Russian mafia. He brought some prostitutes and strippers to the bar, so it's no longer a nightclub but a strip club, which the people from the village didn't like too much, especially the female part of the population.

But in the end, a DNA test showed that Katarina is the doctor's daughter.

Katarina couldn't stand Luna, and she didn't hide it, although Olga was not thrilled with her presence either. She kept looking for reasons to complain on her since she had moved in with them, and that happened two years ago when Etelka died suddenly of a stroke...

Luna didn't want to move in with her father, but she didn't have a choice.

Etelka's parents had already passed away, and she was only fifteen years old, and as a minor, she could not live alone.

Her relatives in Hungary were not really interested in taking care of her and Luna's closest aunt lived in Russia. After all, she also had a living father who did not refuse custody.

Boris wasn't bad, but he liked to look at the bottom of the bottle, which is why they often had financial problems, including quarrels at home.

Luna used to come to her father during the summer holidays, and sometimes in the winter too, but she never imagined that she could live there again.

Life in Hungary, with grandmother Ilushka and grandfather Istvan, Catholic believers, which did not miss a single Sunday to go to church, and the good mother, Etelka, who was full of love for her daughter, taught her to be reputable, sincere and grateful. But when all that merged with Luna’s combative and fiery character, the result was a girl who is honest, sensitive, but very eager for justice.

That attitude hit her in the head a couple of times, but over time she realized that girls are not the ones who solve every injustice with their fists.

After some time, she slowly realized that life is a collection of a bunch of injustices and unjust people, and it is up to us to remain righteous and find good people, or at least those who have goodness in them, so let's make the world a more beautiful and better place together. Let's let them go, those unjust ones. Let them roll in their own injustice, and in the end, they will reap the fruits of their behavior.

As it is stated, we will all reap what we sow. That's it, only sometimes we feel like we've missed a tree and we are picking someone else's fruit, although we all know that there is no mistake in this statement.

That's how Luna felt when her mother left her. And all her dreams disappeared on the day she boarded the train to Russia and left Hungary forever.

She had dreams. She wanted to be an artist or a fashion designer.

Etelka knew the tailoring craft she had learned from her mother, so she passed it on to her daughter. Luna enrolled in an art school in Budapest, but after a few months, she received a frightening call and had to return home to Hévíz.

Etelka suffered a stroke and was in a coma for two days, then passed away...

She left, leaving Luna. Her whole life, all dreams, all hopes, and desires were shattered into small pieces and disappeared.

She was desperate. She didn't leave the house for a month, and she started consuming cigarettes and alcohol...

She was completely alone. Without hope, without dreams, and without goals...

About a month after her mother died, she drank a little more than usual, much more, so much that she got quite sick.

She was vomiting and couldn't stand up straight. She had no strength, so she fell asleep on the floor, convinced that it was the end. No more. But it was not the end, but a dream.

An interesting dream...

She dreamed that she was lying in the dark in some unknown place, when two people brought in a young man and mistreated him. She couldn't see their faces because of the darkness, she only saw the tattoo that guy had on his left shoulder.

The tattoo was a heart, and over the heart was a sword wrapped in a rose.

Those two men started hitting him, and he suffered, but he didn't resist.

Luna got upset and shouted – Don't give up, fight! Will you surrender so easily?

Nobody heard her. The man and that guy were disappearing. She heard a familiar voice out of nowhere. The voice of her mother, who says – Luna, fight, don't give up so easily....

She jerked, it was four o'clock in the morning, and only then did she realize she was lying on the floor, and there was quite a mess around her.

She straightened up with effort, and after a short thought, she decided that she would settle down, since it didn't make sense like this.

She sighed, looking around, remembered that strange dream, and wondered who could be the guy with the tattoo and how she couldn't see his face, and who those men were...

The whole next day, while she was cleaning the house, she just thought about it, and in the evening she went to bed hoping that she would dream about him again and satisfy her curiosity, but that didn't happen...

She dreamed nothing that night or the night after, and she never dreamed of him again.

The dream began to fade, and she didn't even think about it anymore. She turned to her life. She wanted to go back to school, but someone knocked on the door...

They were from the center of social work to tell her that she had to go to Russia to see her father because she was a minor and could not take care of herself.

She assured them in vain that she would be good, that she would be a regular at school, and that, in addition, she would look for a job...

Rules are rules, the law is the law.

She was disappointed once more, but this time she was determined not to give up.

Thus, one cold winter morning, with two suitcases, sadness and hope in her heart, she left Hungary forever and followed the strangely woven path of destiny that led her straight to Russia, so cold, so mysterious...

***
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– Luna! Luna! I've been waiting for you! – exclaimed Aleksandra, seeing her sister entering through a dilapidated wooden door, painted in some indefinite blue color – Do you want to play cards with me? Please, I fell asleep fast last night...

– Hi, we'll see. Wait for me to change clothes first. – she replied wearily – And she sat down for a while, maybe later.

Sighing, she walked down the hall straight to the room she shared with Aleksandra. Sister ran after her.

Luna looked at her askance.

– Are you home alone? – She asked, taking off her wet clothes, and she put on some casual, dilapidated pants and a slightly hackneyed black T-shirt.

– No, Katarina is home ... – the little girl rolled her eyes, because she didn't quite get along with her half-sister either – Mom went to work, and dad hadn't come yet... – she sighed.

But that sigh and her grimace showed apprehension that father would surely come quite late and in an alcoholic state, which is often the case on Fridays. And today is Friday.

He got drunk on other days too. It all depends on how much money he has left.

He worked in the local community, whatever they needed. From street cleaning to security, and he received his salary on Fridays for the previous week and then it was known what would happen next.

He was able to spend half of his earnings in the cafe Moscow.

It was a cafe across the street from the local community, so all the workers who were employed in the local community stopped by there. At least. all those who like to drink. But those who were not were poorly counted. Only a few knew the limits; some did not.

Boris was one of those others.

Moscow was an old cafe, not so much old as Kalashnikov, but it had been over twenty years since Lev Kozakov opened it.

Kozakov is a relatively good man, but his son David is a bit blurry. He is twenty years old, and he's not exactly one of those people who likes to get stuck in jobs, to make an effort to make money. Besides, he has always been problematic.

Sometimes he helped his father in the cafe, just like that, for pocket money. Mostly only on Wednesdays, Thursdays and Fridays, and then he had fun on Saturday and Sunday, slept on Monday, and on Tuesday he had to rest a little more...

– Eh... – Luna stretched her lips in a sour grimace – Did mom cook something? Did you eat? – she asked and headed for the kitchen.

– She didn't cook, we ate fried eggs. And she said to you to cook something if you want, if you will not, then eat what you find ... – Aleksandra answered, following her.

Entering the kitchen, Luna stopped and exhaled through her nose, seeing dirty dishes that were even on the table.

Can't anyone wash the dishes, she thought to herself, since it was not worth asking. She asked countless times, but there was no answer, and then she washed them.

But she really wasn't in the mood today. She was angry, sad, or just tired from the monotony of the rain. Besides, she was still held by the not very calm conversation she had with Tanja and Viktor before leaving the pub.

Or maybe she just missed going to her favorite place where she could be alone, away from household chores and people. Be at peace, relax, rest, paint or draw.

However, since the rain has been falling non-stop, she could not go there.

The place was next to a lake, some five hundred meters away in the woods. An earthen path led all the way to a small, wooden hut.

The hut was no bigger than nine square feet.

It was just big enough to fit a bed, a little table, some little cupboards, and a furnace, which is made of a metal barrel.

Everything was very old and neglected.

She didn't know to whom the hut belonged, but it seemed that no one but her had been going to that place for years. And she accidentally found it while she was on vacation at her father.

From the hut, about twenty paces away, was a cliff laid out, and from there, pastures could be seen. Another village and mountains could be seen in the distance too.

The cliff was quite steep, deep, and somewhat eerie. But while she stood there, she had the feeling that she had reached the end of the world. And that's where it all ends, and across the cliff, a new life begins...

There she could shout, cry, swear and literally collect in her palm all the bad thoughts, events, insults, all the pain, and throw it away with all her strength and watch it disappear with the wind...

Ever since she moved in with her father, she went there almost every day.

She would sit for a while and think about the future, and sometimes she would just lay contentedly on a dilapidated bench that was located in front of the hut. Waggling her feet, she closed her eyes, inhaling with full lungs fresh, clean air. Or she would stare absently at the treetop of an old tree that towered over her. She had already climbed on it. The view from that tree was indescribable, as if she were on top of the world.

She would stay there longer during the summer, but she would also go there in the winter when the snow would cover everything. It was cold, but too beautiful...

She didn’t go there only when it was raining, like these days.

– Hello... You've arrived ... – Katarina greeted her with cold words, coming out of the bathroom in a yellow bathrobe with a towel-wrapped head – Mom told you to clean up a little and take the laundry out of the machine!

– Well Hello... – Luna murmured with dissatisfaction in her voice – And you could not possibly do anything, right?

– I didn't and I won't ... – she replied cynically – I have better things to do. I'm going to town tonight with friends, and you don't go out anyway, so at least you won't be bored...

– Yeah, u can imagine ... – Luna frowned eyebrows – And what will happen to you when I leave? You will be eaten by dirt and chaos. I wonder if anyone before me did something in this house?

Katarina measured her with her eyes and made a vague grimace.

– Please, and where would you go? – she smiled mockingly – You don't think you're going to get married, when you don't even have a boyfriend. Nor did you ever have one, and I think nobody needs you since you look like this!

– That's not true! – Aleksandra intervened in the conversation – Luna is beautiful and many like her. What about David Kozakov and Valentin Simonich?

Luna constrained her eyes and sighed, seeing Katarina's grimace.

– Don't do that, Sandra. Let her be. She's just looking for something to argue about. You see, she can't even find herself a boyfriend, and she would have gotten married yesterday if she could. – she stretched her lips and got serious – Valentin is just a friend of mine, and Kozakov... we better not even mention him...

Aleksandra also became serious.

– Yes, Valentin is your friend, but he's in love with you, that's for sure. – She said quickly, before Katarina began to speak, because then she wouldn't be able to say anything.

Katarina, as she had guessed, started talking, or rather, shouting.

She yelled and insulted Luna, and the smartest thing she could do was go get a vacuum cleaner and start vacuuming. This eased the loudness of the shouting and made it a shade more bearable.

Katarina was even more enraged and would have preferred to attack her, but she knew Luna would give it back to her, so she gave up the physical showdown.

She shouted for a while, then went to her room.

She had her own room, luckily.

Luna vacuumed the apartment and, with Aleksandra, cleaned up the rest of it to make the place look relatively tidy.

– Are you hungry Sandra? – She asked her sister when they did all job – Since I was starving, I thought we'd go for pizza. The rain abated, Katarina left, and Dad hadn't come yet... After all, you know how it's going to be, so I think we deserved a little time to have a good time.

– It can be done! It can be! Just to get dressed. – the girl replied, and ran happily into the room.

Soon, the two of them went to the village to the only pizzeria, Vlatko and Son, which was located on the corner of the third street.

Evening came down when they finished eating.

At the pizzeria, Vasilj Adamov and Zoja Popov joined them, Luna's friends too, and it was quite late when they headed home.

When they returned, they found their father drunk, sleeping on the couch in the dining room.

They sighed wearily, so Aleksandra continued into the room and Luna looked absently at a visibly time - worn carpet that lay on the old wooden floor. Seeing her father's muddy shoes by the bed, she grimaced.

Aleksandra soon fell asleep, and she went to the bathroom to take a shower. It's long past midnight, but Olga has not returned from work yet.

She is currently working as a waitress at the Aphrodite bar in Novosibirsk...

***
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Next week, Luna worked the afternoon shift with Viktor.

He always worked in the afternoons because there were more customers then.

His father, Dimitrij, went mostly to procurement, while mother Marika did the paperwork and would work as needed at the pub, when Luna or Tanja had a day off.

Dimitrij was a good man, serious and patient; otherwise he wouldn't have been able to cope with his father. Marika was pleasant and always had a nice word for everyone. They loved Luna and wanted her to live with them, but Boris did not allow it.

As Sunday passed, the rain stopped falling on Monday, and the days grew colder.

Grandpa Vladimir came regularly at three hours and fifteen minutes in the afternoon. That was his time for a walk after lunch and playing the gramophone. He talked until four-fifteen. Then, with a ten-minute greeting to all present, he went home.

He always greeted everybody as if it was for the last time, but everyone tolerated it because life is for people of Vladimir's age certainly always under some question mark.

After Grandpa left, some hour or an hour and a half later, Luna's and Viktor's comrades arrived.

Vasilj Adamov came regularly with him and Kiril Lazarov, Ilija Holub, Ruslan Kozuch, Valerija Aleksandrova, Zoja Dmitrova Popov, and Valentin Simonich.

Although Valentin could not come every day because of work,

The black-haired guy, distinctly blue-eyed, worked as a driver for Aljosha Orlov, the boss of the Real Wood sawmill, so he drove quite often until late. He used to drive, even to nearby places, but he wasn't there all week then.

But as soon as he could, he came. They all, including Tanja Ivanov, were comrades since childhood with whom Luna ran through the streets of the village of Uteska...

Some came to Kalashnikov for vodka, some for coffee or tea, but they all came to hang out and have fun.

They mostly played cards or retold adventures. This week's topic was about a rock band that came to the village.

Nobody's seen them yet, nor did they know whether they would hold a concert or not, while in the village, it was said that only the Smirnov brothers, the frontman, and the guitarist were there.

Some even went to the villa, which is owned by their father, Nikolaj Smirnov, but they could not see anyone, so they gave up.

Luna didn't pay much attention to all that.

She had her own opinion, which did not agree at all with the opinion of her comrades, but she didn't want to argue with them.

The other major theme in the group was Vasiljev's birthday party, which will be held in two weeks at his house...

***
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It was no longer raining and Luna stopped by her favorite place on Thursday before work. It was still muddy, but the temperature dropped below zero, so the road was hardened and she could pass without much trouble.

Arriving there, she paused and, in confusion, stared at the prepared stack of firewood by the fireplace.

She blinked twice and was surprised to find that someone was repairing the roof where it was leaking.

She narrowed her eyes at the sight of a new warm blanket on the bed, then a blue cup on the cupboard next to it, a glass and an ashtray in which there were cigarette butts, but they certainly weren't hers...

She smoked too, but not those cigars. It happened that she drank a glass of vodka with her friends, although she was careful not to overdo it.

No, she didn't want to be like her father or like Sofija Genzich.

Sofija was another regular customer of the Kalashnikov. The woman is about forty years old and disappointed in life. She works in a frozen food factory in Novosibirsk. For that reason, she travels every day, and when she returns, she always stops by and stays...

Either they took her home or they called a taxi. But she really likes and can drink. Many guys are not up to her.

Once she bet with Kiril Lazarov, it was known who would win...

Sofija, of course.

Kiril got so drunk he couldn't even go home, rather, Valentin drove him to his place and watched over him all night.

It was painful...

After that, Kiril didn't even want to smell vodka for a month, but now the vodka goes into his mouth again. But neither he nor anyone else will ever bet with that dreadful woman again...

Luna watched the cigarette butts in astonishment for some time, and then she went out to the cliff. She paused for a moment and left.

However, she spent the whole day wondering who could come to that place since it had been almost five years since no one had gone there except her.

Curiosity tore her apart, so she stopped by on Friday before work. She didn't see any changes this time. Everything was as it was yesterday.

Maybe that someone changed his mind and he or she is too cold to languish in a place like this, she concluded, and left. Although she made a decision.

Tomorrow is a day off, so she'll check anyway. She stopped by the store and bought a cookie, cigars, and vodka to have something to warm up with if the fire wasn't enough, and she said nothing to anyone.

Out of curiosity and anticipation, she could barely sleep...

***
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The morning was quite cold. The clock on the commode by the bed showed seven o'clock in the morning when she woke up.

She got up and smiled at her sister, who was sleeping soundly on the bed across from her.

Quietly, she left the room and went to the kitchen to make coffee. But upon entering the kitchen, she was surprised to notice that both Boris and Olga were already awake.

They were awake and drinking coffee, and the air around them had its own weight.

She was sure they were arguing, she saw them but did not want to ask anything. She didn't have the time or the nerves to listen again their constant arguments about alcohol and money.

– Good morning... – Boris muttered.

Olga was silent, just nodded her head in greeting.

– Good morning. – She replied.

There was a brief silence that became vaguely irritating.

– You're very early today ... – her father continued.

– So are you, I need to go somewhere. That's why ... – she said, and putting down the pot on the stove, she went into her room to get dressed.

– First, Father wants to tell you something.– Olga shoulted after her.

Luna sighed, aware that when she started like that, it didn't bode well.

– Just to get dressed – she replied and sighed once more in an attempt to stay calm, though her stomach was already tied in a knot.

She wore thick tights, and over them she wore her plaid pants with belts and chains, and over the pants, a skirt of the same material.

She wore a waisted vest over a black T-shirt and over that a thick sweater with a hood too.

Leaving the room, she dropped her bag next to her boots and prepared her long coat, so she went back to the kitchen to finish her coffee.

With a cup in her hand, she approached the table and sat down.

The existing silence made her even more tense, so she nervously took a sip of the black liquid and looked at her father questioningly.

Boris took a deep breath.

Look... – he began, then paused – Look, you'll be working for Lev Kozakov in a Moscow cafe starting tomorrow.

– What ??? – asked Luna, as if she hadn't heard well, and with frowning eyebrows, she shook her head – Out of the question.

– You have no choice, we have no other option. – ’Boris said, looking down.

– How we not have it?! What is it that we do not have? How could we?! – she became agitated.

Olga frowned.

Your father owed 350,000 rubles, but since he couldn't repay it, Lev Kozakov made a deal with him: if you work for him, he'll forgive him all debt. – she explained.

Boris was silent, and Luna's stomach clenched. She looked at her father.

– What? Why me? What kind of shit is this? How did you get into so much debt? Where was your mind, dad? How could you drink so much? – She asked nervously for an explanation.

– I didn't drink everything. – He tried to justify himself. – I lost a bet and borrowed money from Lev.

– You bet?! Hah, yeah, right! Borrowed?! – she couldn't believe it – So then, you have a daughter who will pay it off? But why me?

– Because David likes you and wants you, and his father wants him to settle down and thinks you could change him. – He said.

– What?! She shouted, but her voice trembled, – What do you mean?

– I mean that from now on you will work in a Moscow cafe and you will do your best to get to know David in a careful and attentive way, become intimate with him, and marry him! – said Olga.

There was a brief silence, and Luna's mind darkened. Her stomach turned and she thought she was going to vomit because of them.

No, she couldn't believe that her birth father would sell her for a debt.

– No, I won't – was all she could say and got up with the intention of leaving.

– You have no choice; everything has already been agreed upon. – Boris said – We agreed.

She put on her boots and paused.

– You know what, then you marry David and you work there, I do not care. While I'm alive, I'll never marry that jerk! – She said sharply – How can you be so disgusting? How can you sell me for debt? You two just needed me to serve you and eventually sell me for money. That's why you didn't let my aunt take care of me, Is it ?! – she raised her voice – You disgust me! I'm going and I'll never come back! – picking up her coat and bag, she wanted to go, but Olga abruptly grabbed her by the hair and pulled.

– Where are you going? You're a minor and we're your caretakers, so you have to do as we say!

– If you want to live, let go of my hair! – Luna growled.

– Let her go! – yelled Boris. – We'll think of something else...

Olga frowned at him.

– Why should I let her go so she can escape? And what are we going to do then?You know what they told you? If you don't repay the debt, you fool! – She yelled and pushed Luna against the wall, letting go of her hair.From where will we get so much money?

– I don't mind if he borrows from someone or sells Katarina, but you're not going to sell me! – Luna replied and ran out of the house with a bag and a coat in hand.

– Where are you going ?! – Boris shouted after her.

– Anywhere, as long as it is far away from you! – She yelled and was already on the street outside the gate.

She ran as fast as her legs could carry her. She ran all the way to the lake and beyond, until she reached the hut, which she certainly shared with someone. But out of worry, she had completely forgotten about it now.

Panting heavily, she collapsed on the bench and cried.

She got up and approached the cliff.

She stopped and wondered if it would be smarter and simpler to take only one step, and would everything be solved then...

But how lucky she is. It wouldn't come true. She would definitely be mutilated and seriously injured, but certainly survive. God simply wouldn't let her get away so easily.

Clenching her eyebrows, she looked up at the sky.

– What? Why me? Tell me why? What did I do to deserve this? Where did I go so wrong? When? Tell me, why did you turn your back on me? – She cried in despair afterwards. She closed her eyes and wept bitterly.

She stood there crying, so she didn't even notice that someone was approaching her.

– Get out of there! Are you out of your mind?! – A male voice shouted, and she winced.

She swayed in surprise, and some hands grabbed her and pulled her away from the cliff.

Furious with life, from an unpleasant surprise from a sudden shouting which scared her, she turned with the intention of pouring all the rage on the concerned person, who is certainly in the wrong place at the moment.

– Are you crazy or what?! I could have fallen! – She shouted, but as she saw the confused boy, she stopped breathing.

Such beauty has seldom been seen, so he was markedly attractive. His black hair was falling in strands, and his brown eyes were big and sparkled. His lashes were thick and long.

He wasn't too tall and he was wearing a black coat, which was unbuttoned so she could see the white shirt and black pants with pockets, which stood impeccably on him.

In one hand, he held a bag that resembled a backpack, while with the other hand, until a while ago, he held her upper arm, but now he slowly released her and looked at her confusedly, taking a step back.

– I... I was scared you were about to jump. – He said.

Luna blinked.

– Well... I was thinking of doing that for a moment, but I thought, after all, that I would look really ugly at a funeral, so I changed my mind. And I don't think this is the most appropriate way to commit suicide. – she said, wiping her tears with a painful smile.

The guy laughed out loud.

– I have never heard a better reason to give up suicide.

Luna measured him once more.

– Um... – she took a step back to look at him thoroughly, from all sides. She went around him – And you are who? My guardian angel or the one I share my secret hiding place with?

Perhaps the other one. – he smiled – My name is Sergei, and could you please tell me who I'm sharing my secret hiding place with? – He raised an eyebrow.

– Um, my name is Luna. – she said and, stretching out her index finger, she stabbed him a couple of times to make sure he was real.

The guy gave her a puzzled look. She stood in front of him and tilted her head.

– So you're Sergei... Um, and how did you get here? How come you weren't here before? How come I've never met you before, not even in the village, huh? – She asked, because she was sure that she hadn't seen him before, although there was a strange and familiar feeling.

– I don't live here; I just came to see my grandparents, – he replied, still looking confused at the strange girl, who poked him a few more times in the arm and ribs with her finger.

He couldn't help but smile.

– Ohh... – Luna sighed and stopped poking him – Now I see you're human. I'm sorry, but I had to check – she smiled, so she got serious and went to the bench.

She picked up her coat, put it on, and sat down.

Taking the cigars out of her pocket, she looked up at the guy who approached and sat down next to her.

– Will you take it? – She asked, handing over a box with a couple of cigars.

– Nice of you but I have mine, thank you. – He said and put his hand in the pocket of his coat.

– Come on, you'll have a chance to smoke yours. – She pushed the box in front of him.

Sergei took one cigar and thanked again, so he lit a cigar for himself and her.

They were silent ...

– How come you're in this place, if I may ask? – Sergei interrupted the silence – And who annoyed you so much?

– Eh, long story... – she grimaced and sighed – I don't want to bother you with my problems.

– We have time all day, since I packed all sorts of things to eat, and brought more firewood, because I was determined to spend the day here waiting for someone who is coming to this place. – he said and pointed his finger at the thrown bag a few meters away.

Luna laughed.

– Are you serious?! I can not believe it...

– What can't you believe? – He clenched his eyebrows.

– That you planned the same thing as me. – she said, and grabbing her bag she pulled out a bottle of vodka – Good, I took this instead of wood... – she laughed.

Sergei looked at her and smiled.

She was beautiful and interesting.

He blinked and raised an eyebrow.

– And since we met early in the morning, we still have all day to tell me your story, although it might be wiser to go inside to set fire because it's pretty cold in here, so I wouldn't want you to freeze before you tell me everything. – He said and stood up.

He went to get the bag and took it to the house.

Luna sat for a short time, and then she followed him.

Sergei lit a fire in the fireplace and lit an old oil lamp. He pulled a bottle of water out of his bag and placed it on the fireplace to warm up.

– Do you want a tea or a coffee? – he asked, as if they were in some posh place.

But at that moment, this was probably better for her than a posh place in real.

– I would like coffee if I can choose... – she smiled – I saw you brought coffee, sugar, and a cup...

– I saw you brought a cup too. – He replied, pointing to a red scratched piece of pottery that she had completely forgotten about.

– Heh, I brought it a hundred years ago... – she murmured.

– So long ago? I thought you were much younger. – He smiled.

– Come on, I didn't mean it in that way... – she constricted her eyebrows and smiled too.

She sat on the bed while he made coffee and poured it into cups.

Luna watched him for a while, then she pulled the bottle out of her bag and placed it on the table.

Sergei sat down on the only chair, and she reached for her glass and looked at him.

– You want some?

– If you offer, pour it for me, even though I'm not a big drinker. – He said.

– Neither am I. But sometimes a glass of it tastes good, just to survive... – She murmured, and when she poured, she went back to the bed and sat down.

She lit a cigar and they looked at each other.

Um, I'm just wondering how old you can be, because if I didn't see that you're very, very young, I'd think you're much older – he explained.

– You mean I am about a hundred? – she laughed.

– Well, not so much. Perhaps only ninety–nine. –He laughed too.

– I'm seventeen, although I wish I had at least a year more to be on my own... – She grimaced. – And how much do you have, if it's not a secret?

– Twenty -one. – he replied and clenched his eyes – Man, you're seventeen, and you want to jump off a cliff ?!

Luna frowned.

– I said I changed my mind! – she emphasized.

– You didn't look like that to me. And believe me, you worried me...You know about the legend, don't you? – he looked at her questioningly.

– Which legend? – She asked with wide eyes. – I'm not familiar with...

– I'm surprised you didn't hear because everyone knows about that legend, which is why no one dares to come here because they believe it's haunted.

– I say, I don't know anything, tell me.

Sergei sighed.

– Well, legend says, at least that's what I heard... – he started and took a sip of vodka, so he continued – Once upon a time, a poor but nice guy and a girl from a wealthy family were fell in love with each other but their parents forbade them from loving each other. Better said, hers didn't even want to hear it, so they fled into the woods and built this hut. They lived happily ever after until her parents discovered them.They attacked the guy and pushed him into the chasm, and they wanted to bring her home, but she got out of their hands ... – He paused for a moment, and Luna felt she had gotten goosebumps on her skin.

– No ... – she sensed the end.

– Yes, she jumped after him. – He sighed.

– Terrible, terrible! Do parents make children just to have someone to ruin their lives? I can't understand that... ... – She shook her head. – I... I would do anything for my children to be happy, yeah I will definitely do everything, if I have them at all... – she looked in front of her.

Sergei watched her carefully and suddenly wondered what kind of person she really was.

– Yes, it's terrible. – he confirmed – And I think parents should not interfere in their children's love lives, but unfortunately, in the old days, it was normal. Although it still happens these days... – he sighed – But let me continue the legend. It's not over yet.

– Ohh ... – she murmured looking him straight in the eyes.

Sergei smiled slightly at her, but she saw something strange in his eyes, some weight or sadness.

She blinked and wondered what it could be.

– After all this ... – he continued, – people said that two of them had no peace and that their souls were circling in this place, so whoever comes here, sooner or later, takes their own life. As the story goes, it happened also to Antonija Lenin, who in 1945 lost her husband in the war, and they came to this place to see each other. Apparently, she jumped off a cliff too, and recently it has been rumored that Lidija Adamovich jumped off a cliff. Although no one has evidence for this case, I personally think she ran away with an American across the ocean... – He grimaced. He remembered that woman. She was his English teacher for a short time.

– Huh, you knew all of this and still came and continue to come here? – Luna looked at him, taken aback by the story.

– Look, those are legends, and I don't believe in them. I believe in something else, though I was worried for a moment and I almost believed it when I saw you there like that... – he shook his head.

– You don't have to be concerned because I don't have a boyfriend, which they forbade me from having. – She smiled wryly, then became serious – And what do you believe in, since you've stated that you believe in something else?

– Eh, now it's your turn with the story, I've already talked... –He smiled in an attempt to avoid answering the question because he was not the type of person who easily opens up to everyone.

– Um, what can I say? – She sighed with a grimace.

– Everything... – he said, with an irresistible smile.

– Look at him now, as if I'm in a confessional, but let it be, you're to blame if you get tired. – she said as she took a deep breath and began to speak. – I was born on September 29th, and when I was six, my parents divorced. I still don't know the real reason for their divorce, but it was rumored that allegedly Russian-Hungarian intolerance prompted parents, of course, since my mom was Hungarian, although it seems to me that the reason for the divorce was Olga, who married my dad soon after. My dad is a heavy drinker and he's been a gambler lately... – She grimaced. – Olga has a daughter, Katarina, she is two years older than me, and can't stand me, and I can't stand her either... I also have a half-sister, Aleksandra, who recently turned eleven, and I love her very much, and I pity her for the idiots she lives with. Sorry for the expression, I know parents should be respected, blah, blah, blah... I agree, but at the moment I'm not really succeeding in that... – she stopped and drank her vodka, filled her glass, and lit a cigar watching him.

Sergei said nothing and continued, – So my mom took me to Hungary and I grew up there." I wanted to become a painter or a fashion designer, but fate prevented it. I went to art school. There I met some guy. If you can call him by that name, who dumped me when I changed my image and started wearing my own clothing creations. – She sighed.

Sergei blinked in surprise.

– So you made these clothes? –He asked.

– Yes I am. I know, most people think it is silly, but I like it this way. – She shrugged.

– It is very interesting that you know how to sew clothes at the age of seventeen. And what did you say, the guy left you because of that? – He asked, pursing his eyebrows.

– Yes, if only you could see his face how angry he was.

– Cretin... – he murmured, rising from his chair to set the wood on fire.

– Thanks for supporting me and thanks for the compliment on my effort, but I sewed it when I was fifteen and then it all happened. I haven't done much for myself these days because I haven't had much time for that since I returned to Russia.

Sergei opened his eyes wide.

– What? With fifteen years? – he was really surprised because he knew girls who mostly didn't even know how to wash dishes and even less to sew for themselves. He blinked twice and measured her clothes – Huh, I can't believe it, but you were definitely supposed to be a fashion designer and I would get dressed at your place too. – He smiled.

– Don't flatter me, I'm nothing special. – She said it and sighed.– And so, to continue, if I haven't killed you yet, with a boring story about myself, though honestly, I don't even know why I'm telling you all this, I have no habit of confiding in every stranger.

– Um, then don't look at me like I'm a stranger. – He retaliated by taking the sandwich from his bag, halving it, and handing it to her half. – I'm starving, and I think you're not far behind. – He smirked – Come on, take it and eat it, and then I want to hear the rest of the story.

– Thanks, but you didn't have to... – she said, and accepting half of the sandwich, looked at him questioningly – And since you say not to look at you as you are a stranger, how could I look at you when I met you one hour and a half ago.

– As you wish... – he said, because he himself did not know how he would like to.

– That's not a good answer. Listen, I want to, but what if I choose something you will not like, what then? – she asked.

– And what can I not like? Come on, just keep going and look at me as a friend who was willing to save your life, and who was willing to share his sandwich with you, okay?

– Okay, as you say. But I said, you do not need to give me that sandwich.

– I needed... – he looked at her whit smille and she sighed. The feelings that overwhelmed her were strange and confusing.

– Well, let it be ... And then that guy kicked me off, and that wasn't nice, and to that was added that my mother died suddenly... – she paused, because that fact was still very painful.

Sergei became serious and swallowed his saliva.

– Uh, I'm sorry. – He said softly.

– It's fine, but it's difficult for me to remember. – She sighed and continued, – Then I had to return to Russia to live with my father and stepmother because they wouldn't let me stay at my aunt's. Of course, they didn't allow it, because they needed me to take care of little Aleksandra and wash, cook, clean, and so on. And a year ago, my uncle offered me a job in a Kalashnikov pub so I could earn some money since my dad drinks most of his salary. It's great for me in Kalashnikov. I love that job...

– So you work in the Kalashnikov pub? – He asked, supraised.

– Yes, me, my friend, and Viktor, my aunt's brother. Sometimes my uncle and aunt work too...

– Great, do you get tired a lot and how do you deal with drunks?

– Well, mostly Viktor is there, so he takes care of them.

– Yeah, and what happened next? Why did you look like that today? – He asked, although he concluded that at her home was not very fabulous.

She looked ahead.

– My dad and stepmother sold me for 350,000 rubles. – She said, and her voice stopped in her throat.

There was a brief silence.

– What? – Sergei asked in disbelief.

Luna swallowed her saliva and took a deep breath.

– This morning I was greeted with the news that I will have to work in cafe Moscow from Monday, because my father got into debt and the owner said if I go to work there and get along with his son, who is an idiot and only dreams about how he will put me in his bed, then he will write -off his debt. – She said, but her eyes filled with tears. She swallowed them – But I don't want to marry him, I don't even want to change my job. I want to get married but when I will do that I want to be in love... – she fell silent and, against her will, tears slid down her cheeks.

She wiped them quickly, so he wouldn't see them.

Sergei saw it and couldn't believe it. Nor could he understand such a thing, and he didn't even know what to tell her.

– Impossible... I can't believe it... – he paused in his speech and rubbed his chin, looking for the right words.

He sighed and looked at her thoughtfully, so he looked down at the old shabby, time-worn and slightly muddy floor – Although I know there are all kinds of parents, now I understand you somewhat, but there is certainly a solution other than jumping off a cliff. – He said and looked at her again – There must be, and if I can help in any way... – he sighed again and really he wanted to do something, because he couldn't even imagine that this girl next to him would be sold for who knows what kind of idiot. Well, he certainly is an idiot; otherwise, he wouldn't be trying to win a girl in this way.

They fell silent.

It took him a while to digest all the information he had heard. He thought his story was a pain in the ass, but now he realized there were worse ones...

– If I can help in any way, I'll be happy to... – he repeated and drank his vodka in one gulp.

Luna looked at him.

– Thank you, but there's nothing you can do about it, – she said, and sighed heavily.

She stared at him absently and a strong desire appeared out of nowhere, a desire that he hug her tightly and offer to take her with him from here, somewhere far away and save her like a hero of children's fairy tales.

She smiled painfully and drank her vodka too, which slowly clouded her mind, so she felt even greater desire for him.

She sighed again, intending to calm down.

I'll come up with something, I'm not sure what... – she shrugged – I thought I'd stay here for a few days or go to my aunt's until I found an apartment, but I'm not going back home. I can't be there anymore. I don't know what will happen next... I don't know... I'm worried for Aleksandra and for Dad... I really don’t know how he’s going to get that money back. If only I could borrow from someone and pay it back slowly, but who would lend me such large sums of money? – she paused briefly and stared absently at her shoes, then continued – And I know David is dealing with suspicious characters, and who knows what he is capable of.I'm mad at my dad, but I still wouldn't want anything to happen to him. I don't know what to do. I really do not know...

– Um... – Sergei muttered and thought.

He was aware that he could offer her that money, but he didn't want her to know who he really was. It was nice for him this way.

He didn't say anything, so they were quiet for a while.

Luna looked at him.

– What about you? I told my story, and I bothered you completely, and now it's your turn to talk about yourself – she smiled.

Sergei sighed.

– You didn't bothered me, it was an honor to listen to you, and I'm sorry it's so hard for you... – He said and stood up.

He threw a log on the fire, took his glass, poured vodka in it, and approached to sit down next to her on the bed.

– Ah, it's much more comfortable here. I'm not sure who tortured whom more, did I tortured a chair or chair tortured me... – he smiled.

But because of that smile and his closeness, her heart beat faster.

She got nervous. She could feel his smell...

He was gentle and stunning. She felt dizzy. She prescribed it to the vodka she drank and blinked a few times, then sighed.

Sergei lit a cigar and looked in front of him.

– And, about my life, there are not so many interesting things to talk about. – he said and inhaled the smoke and exhaling it he stared at the gray cloud which swirled towards the fireplace – Although mine isn't perfect either, I also have small conflicts with my parents, but I wouldn't talk about it now. Maybe I'll tell you another time. – he looked at her – Than, tell me what you like to do? What are your plans for the future? Which music do you listen to, if you listen? – he asked questions because he didn't want to talk about his life, for now, not by chance.

Luna frowned her eyebrows.

– Heh, you know how to change the theme. – she smiled – But let it be, you'll tell me sooner or later, because everyone tells me everything. And if they are not, I find out either one way or another...

– I believe. – he replied and started to worry, because he didn't know what would happen if she found out who he is, so he wondered what would come out of their acquaintance, though he did not hope much.

All he knew was that he wanted to hang out with her because she was nice and interesting.

– You are dangerous, I see... – he smiled with half- closed eyes.

Luna looked at him askance.

– Um, and again, I'm supposed to talk? So listen, this time you will say first what you like and so on...

– Em, what do I like? – he sighed – I like everything good and beautiful, and I value honesty...

– Heh, if you value honesty, why don't you practice it?

Sergei was confused.

– How do you mean I'm not practicing it? – he thought about it and realized that she meant about how he didn't want to talk about himself – But that's not dishonest, I honestly told you I don't want to talk about it yet. I didn't tell you the wrong story, I didn't lie to you. Did I? Ah, you are having a bad opinion about me, I'll remember this. – he smiled and threatened her with his finger.

– All right, all right, don't take offense right away. I don't have a bad opinion. Although honestly, you have to be careful with strangers. Didn't your mom teach you that? – She joked.

Sergei laughed.

– That's right! You're right, and I'm going to be more careful with the stranger from now on, especially with this one next to me. – He said and leaned toward her.

Luna got goosebumps because he was near her.

He was indescribably beautiful in the light of the oil lamp, and her stomach trembled strangely.

She swallowed her saliva and reminded herself that she must not allow herself to be seduced by a guy she doesn't even know.

– Then what are you going to do? – She asked, but her voice was a silent whisper.

– Well, I'll be careful... – the vodka I drank did its thing, he smiled.

His tongue slowly untied and he just smiled, but she didn't miss that feeling either, so they just smiled and talked.

They talked about things they like, then about things they don't like, and they came to the conclusion that they agreed on many things.

Luna told him about her wishes. She told him how she now imagined herself in a small town running her own pub, in which all her paintings are displayed and where good people come to. and where people laugh a lot and have fun hanging out. And where everyone who comes can tell their story, find comfort and joy...

She also told him how much she loves children, how she longs for a great, loving family but not like hers that fell apart.

Sergei didn't talk much about himself, but he listened to her in rapture. Her idea of a pub in a small town never occurred to him, but now he could suddenly see himself crystal clear in that role, and he liked it.

The evening fell on the village and on the forest.

The night was starry and cold, so even inside the house, the temperature was slowly dropping.

Sergei put the last wood they had in the fireplace, but when he saw that Luna did not intend to go home, somehow he didn't want to go either...

He sat down again next to her and pulled her close to him to be able to cover themselves.

Luna swallowed her saliva.

If it stayed like this forever, I wouldn't complain., she sighed, and her eyelids grew heavier, so heavy that she had to close them.

She closed them and soon fell asleep.

Sergei remained awake for some time. He thought. He tried to imagine what this girl who was becoming more and more dear to him could actually be like.

He was certain of one thing: he never wanted to see her in the arms of that David Kozakov.

He looked at her and couldn't resist. Maybe he didn't even want to. He stroked those red hair tufts which were seductively falling on his shoulder and chest.

Her hair smelled so intoxicating, so tempting. And with each following touch of her hair, he shivered and did not dare to touch her anymore.

He could not allow himself to be seduced by this wild and strange at the same time sweet, so much... And he was no longer able to think, so he just closed his eyes and enjoyed the moment, wishing it would last...

***

[image: image]


Luna woke up first, and as she realized she was lying on his chest, she was ashamed.

She swallowed her saliva, because she was overwhelmed by a feeling that made her heart tremble strangely. She sighed quietly.

Her body stiffened, so it was clear to her that she should move and get up, but she did not want to get up.

She closed her eyes and didn't get up. She didn't even move.

She took a deep breath and wondered who he was and what he was like, because basically she didn't even know anything about him. She didn't even ask him if he had a girlfriend.

She became nervous, and that feeling was vague. since the notion that he has a girlfriend, was very rational. She concluded that judging by his appearance, he certainly lives in the city, and most likely has a girlfriend, too.

After all, who knows what he's really like. Maybe he's just here for an adventure, and then he'll be back in town anyway.

That possibility upset her even more, but she comforted herself by thinking if he was a bad guy, he would certainly utilize the opportunity when they were alone away from everyone, even under the influence of alcohol.

She paused, realizing he hadn't even tried to kiss her, and he hadn't even flirted with her.

She thought maybe he wasn't bad after all, so she wondered why he didn't want to talk about himself. Because that little he said about himself didn't reveal significant things. She didn't even know what he was doing.

She guessed he wasn't wealthy, because he wouldn't be in a place like this, and according to the story, he acted like an ordinary guy who doesn't squander too much.

However, she was aware that she could not judge in one day.

She was somewhat angry with herself for opening up to a stranger so easily, she told him everything about herself. But the worst part is that she likes him since, even now, she likes to lie in his arms. Plus, she’s all shivering and doesn’t want to get up.

While Sergei was sleeping, he woke up because he unknowingly moved his hand and hugged the girl tightly, who was still lying with her eyes closed, now nailed to his chest.

He opened his eyes and got nervous, for the reason that he really hugged this little shaggy, weird girl. He wasn't sure when his shirt was unbuttoned halfway, but it was unbuttoned and stretched as far as it could.

Maybe he unbuttoned it last night because of the vodka he drank, or maybe it unbuttoned itself while they were sleeping. He could not remember.

He swallowed his saliva.

This is the first time he has allowed a girl to lie on his chest. But he liked it and he still enjoyed that tender feeling of how her hair and her face touched him, and that made him shiver.

He was confused and upset, not knowing what he should do now.

to leave, to run away, to never see her again, or to hug her even tighter and not let her go.

He didn't even know why he stayed this long and why he felt the way he felt...

Well, he knew she was beautiful, he saw that she was pretty and interesting, but he didn't fall for girls so easily, and moreover, he didn't fall at all.

He frowned and decided not to allow himself to get carried away with that feeling. He moved his hands, convinced that she was still sleeping. He tried to get up, not to wake her.
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