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“Taylor, I’m cold.” She’s jittering, her words are no longer whinny. They come out weak. We’ve been walking for hours, and I know my sister needs to rest. 

Harlin is 3 years younger than me, and tiny, like mommy.

I wish I could stop just for a minute. Every step I take, my legs burn, and my calves ache, as they pull taut from the long walk daddy took us on yesterday. But, daddy told me not to stop. 

For our own good coming here needs to happen. We had to come here to be safe. I pray, please god just keep my parents safe. I promise I won’t steal marshmallows anymore. I’ll stop swearing Richmond about peeing his pants, and I swear I would be nicer to my sister. I’ll even let Harlin play with Toby. I’ll never tell another lie again. Please God, please let them be safe.

“Taylor, can’t we stop? I need to pee.”

“I know. We’re almost there, Harlin. If it makes you better, I need to pee too.” 

“I don’t wanna be here. It’s scary, Taylor. Why did we leave Morrison? The Manor is safe. I wanna go home, to McKinney. Please Taylor, please.”

“Stop Harlin, alright!” I yell, spinning around to face her. Her stiff shoulders rise and fall, and I’m sure tears are gliding down her cheeks. The dark doesn’t allow me to see her face clearly. 

Harlin sniffles, and it makes me cry too.

“Daddy said we had to alright. At the restaurant, those men who walked in were bad men. Mommy said she’s going to find us later. We need to get to the cottage or else we are going to get sick. Daddy ain’t gonna take us to see the eagles if we sick.” I wipe roughly at my wet cheeks as Harlin does the same. 

It’s black outside, and late. My parents didn’t like us out late. Daddy said lots of dangerous men waited in the shadows to take kids who lurked outside, wondering at night by their lonesome.

Daddy was right. I always thought he was just trying to get me to stop riding bike with Toby. Those men were evil. They didn’t want us though; they wanted the grownups. My daddy used to be a great fighter, and he still looked strong, so he will be alright. I felt it.

“Can’t you carry me?” Harlin asks in that pleading voice she makes when she wants something. 

Daddy would say yes, and I want to make Harlin happy. Carrying her meant leaving the food because the bag would not carry itself. 

No bag meant no food. And hunger pangs weren’t something I wanted to experience. Our key priority was getting to the cottage. 

Whenever Daddy took me on this route to the cottage, he made sure I memorized the way. Whether the people who owned the place could help us once we got there were real, I wasn’t so sure. 

“I can’t kitty cat, the bags too heavy. We’ll be there soon.”

“You said that hours ago Tay, I’m too big to pee my panty.”

“I won’t tell if you do,” I assure her, as we take the dark road.

“Okay, I’m doing it.” She is quiet for a while and I know she’s peeing as she’s walking. And true to my word, I won’t tell a soul. Harlin never messed the bed. I sometimes did, but never Harlin.

“Tay, do you think the stars are aliens?”

“I think they are gods, with wings that glow so bright it never dims, even in the sun.”

“Do you think daddy is going to get me that telescope for my birthday?” She asks as she puts her icy fingers in my hand.

“I think daddy will get you a better one if you eat all your spinach.”

“I don’t like spinach Tay, it gives me gas.”

I giggle at her octave voice, shaking my head.

“There’s over 100 thousand million stars in the MilkyWay, when I am older I am going to map them all,” Harlin states. Although I know nothing about stars, I know my sister is correct. Harlin is different, smart and crazy different, but she’s always correct.

“I see the cottage,” She shouts excitedly. 

We rush toward the hill. Harlin is already halfway up, whereas I am slower to climb with the backpack of food dragging me behind. My bladder threatening to burst doesn’t help my load as I trek my body up the hill.

“Harlen wait!” screaming, I rush after her. The relief I feel is palpable and the reality of my parents’ absence scares me. But, daddy told me I must keep Harlin safe, and this place is going to help me do that.

“Taylor, open up, I need to pee.”

“I thought you peed in your panty’s?” 

“I lied. I ain’t ever gonna pee in my panty, I ain’t you, now open up,” She groans and I roll my eyes.

“Okay, okay.”

Keying the lock, I push the wooden door open. My baby sister rushes into the dark cottage straight to the bathroom. Next is my turn and when I am done, I head straight for the button daddy said I should press if I ever was in trouble. Looking at my sister, she gives me a sharp nod, as though she can feel our lives are about to change. 

A tiny part of me wishes for the ability to see into our future, but it fades to anxiety as soon as I press the red button.

Black Ops Agent T519

“Sir, the breach came from the Frankfurts safe house. Do you want us to check it out?” The young soldier asks from the untraceable phone. It was almost 96 hours since I gave the team the order to land in the Mountains Park, in Denver.

He suspected because of their previous 8 week departure in the Congo, Team 5 wanted to get the job done, quick and clean. He had a strange feeling this matter was going to complicate things. 

Next week Agent G9 was expecting his first child, and Christmas was right around the corner. Agent T519 just wanted to get home to his own kids.

“No, head straight for the cottage, by the lake, tell Agent C to head North East. I will send the coordinates.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Let’s get this one done and call it a year,” He says, feeling the relief in Agent G9’s voice when he sighs.

“Over and out.”

Agent T519 stared out into the blackened sky. The crisp, wintry air promised the snow would fall soon, making a white Christmas an inevitable fate.

Thoughts of his daughter took hold of his attention. She was 7 going on 40 and although she’d never admit it; she was more like him than she was like her mother, wild and ferocious. A remarkable girl, however naughty she was. He couldn’t for the life of him understand why her mother would decide to just leave her. Although she came back, he didn’t need a psychologist to tell him it scared his daughter’s spirit.

But his ex-wife’s sudden departure was the eye opener he needed to become a better man. It helped him to see what this job was doing to his family. And it was time to change that, not just for his kids but for his peace of mind. 

Agent T519 wasn’t getting any younger, it was time to hand in his badge and leave this part of his life for good.

He’ll always remember being part of the black ops team 5, but if he didn’t get out now and something happened to him, his kids would never know their father.

“Sir, we have them,” The agent calls in, and it confuses agent T519 who ‘them’ were. He was hoping for a clean swift take out, not an extraction.

“Them?” He questions and the other end of the phone goes mute.

“Sir, we have two female kids here. They say they are Frankfurts. Agent C just confirmed the last whereabouts of our order, and the order is now... sir, mission Frank Vera is complete.”

His heart speeds up. For years Agent T519 has done these kinds of jobs, and for years he hunted Allan Frankfurt down. He learned everything about the man, or so he thought. Because from the many things he knew, Allan Frankfurt never had kids. Now Allan Frankfurt was dead. 12 years of tracking to this, a cold case.

“Sir? WE NEED TO EVAC, we can’t find the file.”

“Wipe the course off the map, this mission is now a 024, nobody will find out about this, do you understand?” Agent T519 orders his team.

“Sir?” The puzzled question filters through the phone. 

“Do you understand Team 5.”

“Yes sir,” The group says as he clips the call off. His fingers hover over the device, considering his options. Eventually a resigned conscious decision filters through his mind and like he has done in the past when things are difficult he takes a deep breath, holds it and exhales. Agent T519 punctures in the new co-ordinates for the team to meet him. 

He was only an hour’s flight away. He could make it there before the team arrived. 

“I hope I’m making the right decision. God help me if I’m not.”
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The helicopter just dropped us off on the tarmac, Harlin and I were told to wait here, outside the helicopter. I kneel in front of my sister. We’re waiting for the men in black that saved us to come down from the helicopter. My hair is blowing all over the place. I’m so tired, but Harlin is panicking. We do not understand where we are and mommy didn’t end up fetching us. Truth is, I don’t think they are ever fetching us.

“I just wanna go home, Taylor. Why won’t we go home to McKinney? I swear I’ll eat spinach, please Taylor,” Harlin cries, her big blue eyes scared and I know that look. This isn’t good. 

I grab her on the top of her arms and shake her, “Harlin listen to me, you can’t lose it now, you need to hang in there for a bit longer. If they see you go crazy they will separate us, do you understand?”

She cries louder and I turn my head around to see the one man coming from the plane. 

My attention snaps back to her and I shake her harder, “You understand Harlin,” I snap at her the way daddy did when she got all weird. And she nods her head and looks at me before staring at the man coming toward us. 

The big muscular man is younger than the bald one and the old uncle with the beard. He has a long nose, and deeply burned skin. He was the only one who really spoke to us. He said we’ll be safe. He talks funny like the people from Rico’s Pizza shop. But I like him, I trust that he is telling us the truth, we will be safe.

“Come on, there’s a car waiting for us. The rest of the guys would wait here,” The nice man says to us and I grab Harlin’s hand. 

“What’s your name?” Harlin asks as we follow him. 

“Agent C.” 

“That ain’t your actual name,” I respond. Feeling a lot braver than I did 2 hours ago. 

We rush after him, my legs paining with each footfall I take. My stomach growls in hunger. 

We run down to the other side of the tarmac and the place takes us to what looks like a school. We see the black car with a man standing outside of it. He is even taller than Agent C.

“Come on,” Agent C says as he ushers us into the car with the tall man jumping in the driver's seat. We rush so fast from there. 

We drive past a river and into a place with big houses, like Mansions and castles everywhere. We drive up a long road and take the first right. 

Big, gold and black gates block us from going anywhere further. 

“This place is enormous, Taylor,” Harlin expresses this with sticking her head out the window.

“Yeah.” The gates open and we go down a long driveway lit up with lights. We stop in front of the house where another man is waiting for us in a black suit. He is older than my daddy. 

Agent C opens the door and Harlin grabs onto my hand as I get out of the car first. The place looks so fancy that it is only then I realize how dirty we must look.

The old man by the door smiles at us, his face is warm and he looks like a good man. Not like the ones by the restaurant. 

He takes out his hand, “I’m Marcus Bray, what do I call you lovely ladies?”

Harlin, forever the brave one takes his hand and smiles, “I’m Harlin and that’s my sister, Taylor.” 

He frowns but keeps his smile, looking from Harlin back to me.

“How old are you?” 

“I’m 5 next week, Taylor’s 8.”

“Wow, you are big girls. Why don’t you go on inside, and if you run down the passage and knock on the door, you might just get Kevin up to make you some hot chocolate? What do you say about that?” He smiles, and it is so big and honest that I get a little happy. 

Harlin takes my hand and we rush inside and down the long passageway, and knock on the door, the only door. A few seconds later, a boy opens the door. He has dark blue eyes and messy long blonde hair that stands up in all directions. His top skin is bare, but I can see the lines on his face from sleep. He is wearing long blue track pants and is so tall.

“Who are you?” He asks us, and I can hear he is a Texas boy, which meant we weren’t that far from home. I didn’t like boys as yet. Harlin always teased me I would probably grow up liking girls. Maybe I would, but he looked somewhat alright, I guess. 

“I’m..” I begin

“We are visitors of Marcus Bray, he said we should knock on this door for chocolate milkshake.” I frown at my sister’s boisterous explanation, since I knew it was hot chocolate and we weren’t guest. We were... No, I can’t say it. Not until I know for sure.

He folds his arms across his chest, “Alright, but I should warn you, the milkshake machine is toast.” He walks past us and turns right. 

“I think we should follow him,” Harlin mumbles, tugging my hand. 

“Why did you lie?” I ask her as we follow his direction. 

“He could be the helps son.” I roll my eyes at that one. 

“I highly doubt that.”
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Marcus Bray 
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“Did you tell the others to leave?” He asks Agent C, as they head into his home office. 

“Yes sir, and as ordered, I wiped all traces clean. I pulled up the children’s profiles, there’s something you should see sir.” 

Marcus closes the door, knowing Kevin would take care of the two girls without waking up the entire household. And then the boy and he would have a talk. He still couldn’t understand why Kevin preferred to stay here this week, but he presumed it had something to do with his older brother’s arrival. But he would get to that issue another day. 

Agent C walks around Marcus’s desk and pulling up the files. Marcus bends over as the Agent stands in full position. 

The more he reads, the more dread fills him. This couldn’t be real. He checks the file on one child. 

“Which one is this?” 

“It’s the youngest, sir.” 

“Call Michael Stone, tell him we need him to wipe out everything on this file. No one can know of this. If I find Frankfurt alive, I would strangle the fucker myself. What was he thinking?” 

“Sir, you would have to wait in line.” Marcus would smile at the young soldier’s remark, but what he just saw was no smiling matter. 

“Do the children know about this?” 

“I suspect the older one might sir, she found the safe house on her own. She was also talking to the younger one, about something, shaking her.”

“They are so young. Do you think they know where the file is? I can see two intellectual minds growing up together as trouble.” 

“Sir, I am not sure. When I asked the older girl, it puzzled her about what file I was talking about. The younger one just started smiling like she didn’t know what I was even saying. But with her IQ level, I doubt that is the case. What are we going to do?”

Marcus walks around the table and sits on the brown leather sofa. There were many options, but the right one would be to kill the children or hand them over to the pentagon to do it.

“We must split them. We must watch the small one closely, without so much as a sliver of awareness. If this file is accurate, the girl is a very rare type of genius. And the other one, well. They would need new identities. Ages, birth dates, everything.”

“And the big one sir, she doesn’t have the same structural patterns as her sister but I believe she might know more than she is letting on sir. If she has the file, it would make her a target if the Pentagon ever found out.”

“No, she’ll be fine.” 

“How sure are you?” 

“Very, I am going to tell her myself. And then she can choose, live a normal life on my terms or die.”

“Sir.”

“From now on, no one would know Frankfurt ever had kids, let alone these two. You would leave here and tell no one about what you saw. According to you and me, those girls never existed.”

“Yes, Sir,” Agent C says as his jaw tightens. 

“You’ll make a great boss one day,” Marcus tells the Agent as he leaves the room. 

Marcus heads straight to the kitchen and the sound of the girls talking with Kevin stops him for a moment. 

His initial plan was to send them off to separate parts of the world. But what if he could keep them around? He knew of a woman who would be a splendid mother to a hot-tempered kid. And he knew a genius who could help an intelligent one. However, the youngest would need a familiar face to stay. A reason to belong. 

But first he would need to chat to the older girl, and then to Kevin. The boy was almost 13, hardly an age to not be wise. 

“Papa,” The sound of a soft voice, stops him in his tracks and he whirls around as his youngest daughter, Natasha, stands in the hallway wearing her long pink gown. Black hair curtails down her back as she smiles and opens her arms. He is hesitant, but his heart melts and he walks to lift her up into his arms.

“I thought you weren’t coming.” 

“I’m here baby,” He whispers as he gives her a kiss on her head carrying her back to her bedroom. 

Tomorrow he will figure it all out. But seeing his daughter, his heart caved as the reality of his decision hit him. One of those girls had to die. He would have to take care of it himself. Then he will hand in his resignation. 

Your love is like a cocoon, the thought of it, drenched with the idea of your beauty, like a butterfly, splashed in color, but the reality is like a moth, ordinary and simple. I don’t know why I keep hoping you are different. 

Sienna Bray ,

12/08/2020

There were many ways to describe Kevin Stone. I’m sure we all had our own words about the Ghost, but his presence, and his frozen gaze as it stared into the cruxes you thought were hidden, was the most common. Growing up, I wanted to believe there was something dormant in him, that his unfeeling soul had an inkling of emotion, which didn’t surround his need to protect the ones he loved. I wanted to believe many things when it came to Kevin Stone, and at 16 I was sure I had him pegged. 

I didn’t know then what I knew today. But it was at the tender age of 16 did I get my first actual glimpse into the man we likened to a ghost. I saw the spark of something real in him, but it wasn’t aimed at me. It was her, always her, Natasha Bray. 

I want to say, or better yet, I should say she didn’t deserve him, BUT she did. Natasha deserved way more. It was him who was lacking. Kevin Stone had one vital fault. He was without emotion except when it came to her, and even then, I wondered to what degree his emotions ran. 

I remember the last time I saw him; it was 10 years ago; I was a wild girl living a lie, and he was my executioner.

Liston Hills
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Sienna



10 years ago ,
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THE NIGHT IS STILL, with the stings of a winter’s kiss. I take in the crisp air, as my fingers burn from the effects of its nakedness exposed unduly long to the harsh stagnant weather. My feet, though wrapped in boots, wail for heat. 

“I’m not getting my hide turned for this Sin, Papa is going to be ten shades of mad if we get caught.” 

“We won’t, next week is my birthday, you promised,” I remind Natasha as she picks the school’s lock. How she learned that in less than two days was beyond my understanding. 

It’s dark, and since we were out after curfew, neither of us had any cellphones or torch lights. We went on a whim. My Uncle Marcus was home, and when he was around, he kept his eyes on us constantly. We had to make it so Mason and Kylie were ‘occupied’ so my Uncle didn’t get suspicious. 

“I know, but Ky is already in deep shit, after she knocked Dexter,” Natasha whispers as she pulls the chain from the gate. 

“He deserved it,” I respond without bothering to lower my voice.

“No one deserves to get run over Sienna, Ky could’ve killed him,” She babbles as we open the gate and I pick up the backpack, we packed weeks ago.  

“He cheated,” I declare a bit too loud, considering where we were. Tonight was the night to prank the football players at Liston High Public School. I’ve always wanted to be part of the action, but my cousins never allowed me to. Which sucked, but this year, no one was going to stop me. 

“She dumped him,” Natasha hisses, and we both duck down as a light flashes too close to us.

“Come on, that’s Mason,” I grab her hand as I secure the bag on my shoulder and we run, with our backs bent, keeping close to the school walls.

There were perks to attending Liston High Public. I would have liked it here, but my uncle insisted we attend Private School. Which meant it was prankster night, and since it fell a week before my birthday, I insisted we prank the teams tonight. They wouldn’t suspect a thing. 

“Come on,” Mason calls out as we near them. 

“We could hear you whining from here. Could you have been anymore softer?” Jace Stone says to Natasha as we make it to the school’s back door. 

Jace Stone was my cousin, Kylie Bray’s brother. Long story short, her mother married his dad and they pro-created, not just one, but three children. When my mom passed away, Kylie’s mother, Hunter, looked after me for a month. 

My uncle took her passing worse than I did, and I was her daughter, her only child. Jace was the only one who pretended to be nice to me. I didn’t miss staying at the Estate during that summer. Their sibling rivalry didn’t extend to swearing each other, but apparently beating the crap out of one another was ‘as usual’. 

Considering his father, Hector, had 6 children, add in my cousin Kylie, and he was a father of more than a half a dozen of the world’s population. There was so much male testosterone in that house. 

I felt sorry for Jace since he was the youngest boy and often got the brunt of his eldest brother, David’s anger. So, when he knocked on my room door and offered to take me with him, I was running down the stairs like a puppy following its treat. 

Well, it was like that going out with my cousin Mason, Jace and their friend Sabastian Delroy. A treat. The three of them would take me to all kinds of places. My favorite was the woods on the Estate. 

We’d climb the trees and wait for the birds to show up. Natasha wouldn’t tag along when Mason was around, and since he was always around, it was just me and the boys.

After I left the Estate, those days left with me. I spent all my time with Natasha, or Kylie. Mostly Kylie, since Natasha preferred spending her weekends at the mall and I preferred mine on a motorbike, off riding in the forest.

Kylie’s best friend Diamond joined us when she got away from her books, which hardly happened, but I looked forward to the days when she did. It made it more memorable. I loved Dakota, or should I say Diamond, since that was what people called her.

Why she changed her name was beyond me, and I didn’t bother asking. She didn’t say too much to me. Not for my lack of trying to talk to her, but Diamond treated me as she would a very distant friend.

I didn’t mind then and don’t mind now. Because I still enjoyed spending those hours with her. 

It was a shame that Kylie was finishing her last year, and off to Washington to study. I wouldn’t get to see any of them. 

I guess it was going to be mall weekends, with Natasha and her friends from now. I didn’t have any other friends, since everyone in the school feared my family, or feared me. I couldn’t help that fate, even if it slapped me in the face. I had a temper that unrivalled most people in the school. 

Natasha had a few friends, but mostly she hung out with Victoria Stone, Jace’s youngest sister.

They were both 14 going on 15 and I was 15 going on 35. We were all worlds apart except for tonight. Natasha and I agreed. She wouldn’t admit it, but she loved the thrill of sneaking into the school.

“I have the spray and sour cream. Did you girls bring the hair remover?” Jace asks, as he unzips his black fat bag. 

Mason bends down and his deep brown hair hangs over the torch light he remembered to bring. He rummages through his brown leather bag, making clinking noises. Both the boys are wearing black cargo pants and a dark t-shirt. I can’t tell if they are charcoal grey or black. 

But if I am going to remember this story long enough to journal it, I need all the details.  

“Yup, let’s do this,” I say, feeling the excitement rise as Natasha hands all of us the hair remover bottles.

“So, the boy’s locker room is on the bottom floor. Go right, and then the 2nd left. Mason and Sin will do the showers, and Natasha and I will head for the lockers,” Jace says as he zips up his bag and slings it over his shoulder. I do the same with ours.

We head into the school, grateful they don’t have an alarm. Once we reach the door, Natasha giggles, and I squeeze her arm, snorting. I knew she would enjoy it.

Mason hands me the torch as we split up. I hand him my hair remover, and we collect the shampoo bottles around the open stalls.

We take a while to empty some shampoo out and pour the hair remover into the bottles, but by the time we’re done shaking them, Jace and Natasha are back, and help us put the bottles in the shower stalls. 

“Are we all done?” 

“Yeah, I think so,” I respond to Jace’s question and we run out of there like our feet are on fire. 

We get to the gate and close it with the new lock and leave the key in the hole. 

“I can’t believe we did it,” Natasha muses, shell-shocked, but high on adrenaline as we walk closer to the end of the road to get to our cars. I see something, or someone, in the shadows of the trees move. The shadow is dark, and I instinctively grab Natasha’s arm, “What...” Her words die as she sees it as well, a man. 

Jace curses, and Mason stops dead. 

“I told you not to do it,” A deep distinctive voice says as he walks closer to us. Blonde hair, cropped short, with army pants and a dark t-shirt tells me exactly who it is, but even if I didn’t know, all I need do is hear that voice. 

“I said it was part of growing up okay, what’s the big deal?” responds Jace as the rest of us stand there.

He comes into the street and now all we can do is see him, and his blue eyes that glare at his brother. 

“Leave them alone, Kevin,” says another voice, a female voice coming from behind us, and I feel instant relief at the sound of approaching footsteps. 

“Go home, Kylie,” Is the response she gets from her brother Kevin. I never understood their relationship, but I got the sense they were closer than either would admit. Kylie moves her long, lithe, stopping only when she’s right in front of Mason. Her legs slightly parted, hips jutted out to the left. 

“You the one who should go home, I had my eye on them since they left. Nothing is gonna happen to them, though I can’t say the same about you big brother.”

“Why is that?” 

“Momma cooked, and she waited, and waited, and Kevin, her boy didn’t show up.”

“And?” He responds, and I know Kevin Stone enough to know what he means is he doesn’t care. He can’t, because Kevin Stone doesn’t have those kinds of emotions. Caring is an emotional response to someone else’s actions. 

“You wouldn’t wanna see momma cry now, would you? Michael was there,” She announces, with that hint of questioning buried in her tone. I am not sure why Michael’s presence is important enough to be announced but Kevin finally moves his lifeless eyes, to stare at Natasha and it is here, under the nights sky, that I see a glimpse of something in his view. 

I’m uncertain the glimpse is good or not, but it is gone. I learned very early in life to spot a fox, and I learned later on to spot a ghost, and Kevin Stone has always been the latter.

“Go home Kevin, I’ll make sure they all get back safe and sound,” Kylie assures him. 

“No, I’ll make sure they get home, and then I’ll go,” He smiles suddenly, but it’s icy, and for a split second his eyes land on me, and my heart beats a million times faster as fear creeps in. Kevin Stones attention is not something needed or wanted in my life right now. I didn’t even know he was back on this side. He was older now, more rusty around the edges.

“You can go with Sienna, I’ll get the rest,” He says before turning his back on us.

I’m not sure why that hurts like a sucker punch to the gut. I’ve always felt like an outcast when I was younger. My mom insisted I attend a private school when she was still breathing, the kids didn’t like me as much as she hoped. 

But I didn’t want her to worry, so I pretended I was the happiest kid on the block. But when I came to stay Liston Hills, I never felt that way. Even though I was the scariest girl in school and I lacked any desire to be nice, I had my cousins and the Stone family too. It was like we moved in a circle of our own, untouchable, respected, desirable but never exclusively liked.

And at times, when he came around, I had Kevin. Regardless of our age difference, we had a few moments over the years. Some were bad ones, others were good, but mostly it ended with me running away. But sometimes when he looked at me, it sent a shiver down my spine, a reminder that he knew. 

“Come on Sin, it’s almost 1 am, I’m sure we still have time for a quick ride. You game?” Kylie grins as she asks me the question, and I stare at her brown chocolate eyes that screams of an innocence I’m not sure I ever possessed. 

My mother once said innocence was a rare gift to receive upon birth, but the lightest to lose its way. Deep down she knew mine slipped from my grasp years before I even understood what it was. 

“I’m always game, Ky, Ky,” I wink and smile as she groans at the mention of the nickname she got from Diamond.

We take less than 15 minutes to get home, and another 10 to grab the keys for the garage and get our gear on to ride.

“We should totally use those new helmets Papa bought,” suggests Kylie, as she goes to grab them, handing one to me. I don’t mention how angry Uncle Marcus is going to be when he finds out we took it without permission. We knew they were ours but I gathered yesterday, any gifts bought would not be handed to either of us. I was still in trouble for swearing Ms. Drier, and Kylie was in major shit for knocking her ex-boyfriend, Dexter Kent.

I push my bike out of the garage as Kylie saddles hers, before following suit. She has on a black biker jacket, and I have on a yellow and blue one.

Our helmets were the same, since Uncle Marcus got them for us and he never treated the kids differently. A car pulls up next to us as I’m securing my gloves, strapping the Velcro tight around my wrists as my curiosity has my face scrunching up. 

I want to roll my eyes when Mason, Natasha and Kevin jump out of the black BMW but I don’t. I expected Kevin to be in a muscle car, like a mustang, not this sleek sedan. The last time I saw him, almost a year ago, he drove a big Range Rover.

I wonder if he likes the car? When I stayed at the Estate, Kevin was already attending some military camp at 16.

He came home that summer, and I couldn’t for the life of me understand why he constantly came off as a fake. We hung out a few times, mostly climbing trees or sitting on the porch having Aunt Hunters famous ice-tea. I acknowledged his keen interest in everything was just an act because I was a lot like him. I was living a lie that I convinced myself was true. 

Yes, I was lying to myself and the scariest part of it was that I was aware of all the reasons I woke up every morning pretending to be someone I was not. But Kevin had no excuse, and even if he justified it in his mind, he was a fraudster. When I was younger, my dad always said the mind didn’t know the difference between what we told it, and what was real. I know from experience now, that if you tell yourself a lie some many times you believe it, is it actually a lie? 

I knew from the first day I saw Kevin, something wasn’t right with him. He lacked depth. It was a month after my 12th birthday did I understand how unfeeling he was. Kylie and I were out in the gardens playing with Uncle Hector’s golf balls, and like all kids, we were up to no good. 

Kylie suggested we ask Diamond to make us mini explosives. She was in her element and agreed. We attached the explosives to the balls and put them behind the rose bushes, and lily’s so whenever the gardener, Arnold, got close enough we could make it go off.

He didn’t get hurt, and the explosives were really so small. 

But Kevin came outside and yelled at us to quit it. Obviously we didn’t listen, and when he stepped near the rose tree, Kylie tripped the switch. She was mad at him, and when she got mad people got hurt. 

The ball exploded and a piece of it got stuck in his arm. It looked painful, and we both ran to see if he needed to go to a doctor.

He pulled it out, without so much as a flinch, and I watched him in fascination. A part of me felt strange seeing the blood run down his arm as he stared at his sister. She studied him for a long time, not doing anything and I just stood there, scared, confused and very much impressed.

I went to touch him after Kylie turned and ran away to call someone, but Kevin took a step back. And even though he looked at me, I finally saw it. He was empty. And it scared the living daylights out of me.

I kept a physical distance from him after that day, but my eyes never missed him. My gaze always watched, even in the shadows. Over the years, he learned to pretend I never existed, or maybe I did to some extent, but it was never enough for him to notice me for too long. The moments we shared were too quick, except for that one night.

And it thrilled me. To him, and the other Stone brothers, I was a destructive influence to their sister, Victoria, so they kept her away from me. It was a good thing too, because I was the worst influence. I was a virus, that once I got my claws in you, I infested you from the inside out.

I did it to my mom. I did it to my friends, and I knew I was doing it to Kylie. She didn’t realize it yet, but one day she would, and by then it would be too late.

“Aren’t you gonna go on home to Mama, or are you scared?” Kylie asks Kevin in a mocking tone as Mason and Natasha head inside.

“I was, but I never say no to a ride,” He answers, but there is no thrill in his tone as he stands there watching us.

“There are 2 bikes, and as you can see Sienna and I were about to use them.” Kylie shows her point by slipping on her helmet, and I hold my smile. Well, barely as I follow her direction and fasten my own.

He ignores his sister as he walks closer toward me, and my heart beats double time. 

“You can hold on, can’t you?” He doesn’t say my name, it pisses me off. The only reason I bite my tongue is because my Uncle wouldn’t like the colorful words. And, well, Uncle Marcus was in a foul mood with Kylie’s antics. She sometimes had a way of making me look like the good one. Kylie’s anger always came in big disastrous cyclones. People got hurt.  

I wasn’t about to add on to that fuck fest. It still boggles my mind that Kylie knocked Dexter Kent. I mean, the guy cheated, sure, but it wasn’t his first time on that roller coaster. 

I look at her, saddling her bike, helmet on, form so tall and solid. Kylie didn’t wear her heart on her sleeves and from what I knew, she had the biggest not so secret crush on her step-brother, Vincent Stone. He didn’t stay with the Stones, so I never considered him a part of the family. Nor did I even put him as a Stone. He was nonexistent. Much like I was to Kevin, I guess.

But maybe Kylie didn’t like Vincent as much as she did, if she could get so pissed off with Dexter for cheating on her. 

“Yo, earth to bitch, I am waiting,” Kylie yells.

I huff, but slide down my bike and swing my leg off, rushing to grab him a helmet. Kevin saddles the bike and slips his helmet on, and because I really want to ride, I get behind him. 

They start the bikes and the vibration of the machine between my legs makes me come alive. The motorcycles were new, super bikes, which were great for speed, not so much for cruising. Which meant a tighter grip on Kevin’s torso was a must if I expected to keep my ass planted to the seat. I’ve seen him ride, and he was all speed, and no curtesy. 

He rode like the bike was glued to him, and the only way to free himself from it was to go faster, to push harder. I was certain as I put my arms around his leather jacket and felt the hard ripples under his clothes he trained just as hard. He was honorable, unlike me, a liar with no moral reason. He chose lies to make his family happy and pretend he was like them. I lied because I was selfish.

We take the 2nd left and two rights before we are on the back road. Locking my arms tighter around him, he bends as we take the sharp turn and straightens just in time as we hit the bridge, passing the river. 

The mountains in this region were a thing of beauty. I have always loved Liston Hills. I spent most of my younger years in different parts of Texas. When I got older, I stayed with my mom in Miami. 

My mother was fantastic, in every way I could describe her.

She never complained, always smiling and full of life. Every holiday she’d bring me to Liston Hills, and we’d spend Christmas morning riding up these mountains. She loved her bikes, and fast cars. 

She loved these mountains too.

We ride up the mountain road at a fast but steady pace. Kevin makes the ride feel easy. The wind blows my hair as the impact of the wind seeps through my jeans. 

The ride is long and freeing, I could never get used to it. 

There is something said about the one willing to put their life on the edge and surrender to the throttle of a machine. Which is why we overcome the fear of falling to have this moment. 

Only it will be better if I were the one riding it. But I have to admit Kevin is an expert rider. 

It’s later, or later than it already was by the time we make it to the top. I remove my helmet as Kylie grabs the blankets from her saddle.

“You’re a natural,” Kevin compliments as a small grin touches his face like a shadow. I want to believe it is natural, but something tells me I am missing something.

The little I knew about Kevin Stone, he didn’t smile unless it was for a reason, and I was certain the reason did not revolve around praising someone. But, as I inhale the air, I choose to give him a little benefit of the doubt. People change all the time. I was living proof of how much one can change.

“Thanks, you were a little rusty around the corners. But not too bad.” Kylie laughs at my comment and Kevin just shrugs as he turns and walks to the blankets Kylie set up on the floor. 

This was the best spot to watch the sunrise in Liston Hills. It seemed like a majestic sight when you saw it from up here.

I lie on the floor next to Kylie. She takes my hand, which we have done since we were kids, and we peer into the night sky, waiting.

“Do you think my momma is watching me?” I ask the same question I always do.

“Yeah, your momma is probably turning in the clouds after watching her soon to be 16-year-old daughter at the back of my bike,” Kevin is the one who answers and Kylie squeezes my hand at that one.

“True story, Momma never liked you,” I tell him. 

“Didn’t blame her either, she had reasons not.”

“Like screwing Ginger Cray in the barn,” Kylie adds with a chuckle.

“Beating up Craig Sawyer after he forgot to make their dinner date,” I continue with a smile as a tear travels down my cheek. I had forgotten about that time until now.

Kevin was staying with Uncle Marcus the weekend we arrived and my momma burst into a fit of tears. He didn’t take long to find Craig Sawyer and show him the error of his ways. 

“I forgot about that until now,” My voice is low at my confession and I am glad Kylie is holding my hand. 

“You wanna know what I remember?” Kylie questions.

“Momma chasing you around the Estate?” 

“Yeah, your momma could run, I knew if I didn’t start running she’d eventually catch me, and true to word she always did.” Kylie’s memories cause a pain in my heart. The thought of her makes it hurt more, because she was my momma, even if the life I lived was mostly a lie.

“You gonna be 16 soon Sienna, you ready for what comes next?” Kevin asks, and the question makes my saliva lodge thick in my throat. There is a whole new meaning to that question and an answer I couldn’t mention to either of them. Was I ready? The answer is no. In actual fact, I wasn’t even 16. Kevin knew that.

“I’m sure I’ll get there.”

“You know what I just realized?” Kylie interrupts and I am glad for it.

“What?” I say, genuinely curious.

“Diamond is exactly 12 months younger than you,” She says in awe. 

“I haven’t seen her this week, is she alright?” I keep my voice low and casual but hoping I get a genuine answer. 

“She’s fine. Michael and her are working on a study. She’s agreed to take the Professorship at WU next year. I’m grounded until doomsday,” Kylie answers and relief washes over me that her best friend is fine. 

“That’s a slap on the wrist compared to jail time. You lucky he didn’t press charges.” Kevin is right. Kylie could have found herself in juvie. 

“I’m rich, luck has nothing to do with it. Papa is coughing out 10 mill to keep Dexter in check,” Kylie says but her words say she doesn’t believe them.

“Do you really think Marcus needs to cough out anything?” Kevin’s question makes my suspicions about Kylies’ feelings for Dexter run deeper.

“He already did. But no, I think Dexter would rather lose his leg and hate me than send me to Juvie.”

“It is sad you couldn’t take your pride and leave, and had to knock the guy, because he pissed you off. I stopped over at the hospital to see how’s he doing. His football career is over,” Kevin says, and his words come out blunt and harsh. And I flinch as Kylie sucks in a breath.

“Well, he was going to work for the Delroys anyway, not like he was going to go pro,” She snipes and I know she is feeling like shit.

“Now we’ll never know. You should have called me,” Kevin tells her.

“Should have, but didn’t. No use talking about the past. Let’s just enjoy the sunrise.” Her words mute Kevin and I as we lie under the star filled night. We watch the sunrise without a word. All lost in our minds. 

By the time we get back home it’s closing on 6 o’clock.

“Sienna, can I talk to you?” Diamond asks, standing in the middle of the foyer. I don’t look at Kylie’s quizzical look, or Kevin’s keen eyes.

“Sure.”

I walk closer toward her, my jacket half off, my mind rambling with reasons as to why she’d want to talk me.

“What’s up?” I ask, tugging off the rest of my jacket.

“You’ve been acting strange around me recently, is everything alright?” Well, that is a loaded question. The thing is, everything would never be alright because she didn’t know who I was. Sometimes I wish I could tell her, but with 3 surgical procedures done to my face and hair, she’d never believe me. 

So I smile and shrug, “All is good, I’m a bit tense with mid-term coming up.”

Her blue eyes stare directly into my brown ones. My once black hair, now golden blonde, doesn’t even give me a way. Sometimes I wonder if I ever told her, would she believe me? Was she already too far gone? 

“Okay, I have to get home. My dad is cooking his famous shepherd’s pie.” 

“Cool, bye.” 

She doesn’t smile as she walks away and I stand there, with my jacket dangling on the ground, and my jaw locked tight. Kevin walks in after Diamond leaves, and he gives me an expression I know all too well. 

I march past him, and he grabs my arm. I glare at him, as he tightens his hold around my flesh and bone, “Whatever you thinking about doing, don’t.” His warning is clear.

Pulling my arm out of his reach, I head upstairs, straight to my room, slamming the door closed. 

This is my hell, this is the price I pay everyday just to be closer to her. But my time is ticking, I’m 16 soon and before I go, she needs to know. Diamond needs to know I am alive. 

Even if it means risking my life. What about hers, a voice whispers? 

"Sin, get your behind downstairs," Kylie shouts as I grab my other boot from under the bed. I cringe when I see the amount of clothes nesting by my headboards legs and the middle of the floor.

I have never been the neatest and although I had my cleaning moments, it never lasted long enough to make it permanent.

Uncle Marcus made it clear. When we turned 13, we were all to clean our own rooms. Uncle Marcus said it would teacher us to have the willpower to finish what we started. The only thing I learned was to make sure I could afford a cleaning service.

The house staff only cleaned our rooms once every 2 months and that clean sparkling feeling only lasted for a day, if not hours.

I tie my shoelace of my boots as Kylie yells again.

"Keep your panties outa your ass, jeez like it," I screech and Kylie laughs so loud I can hear it from my bedroom.

Finally, I get downstairs and head to the back of the house where she is waiting with a big naughty grin. She recently cut her hair to the shoulders, but she still makes it look good. I wished she'd grow out her hair for a change.

"Are you ready for your present? I ain't waiting for the party. You look good though."

I looked great, my blonde hair was curled into waves down my back, and my black dress was a tidbit daring with the 6 fingers above my knee but loose enough that uncle Marcus wouldn't throw me into an early casket. 

The ankle boot was my birthday present from my friend, Xander. I met Xander 3-years-ago. He was a new boy at the time and absolutely gorgeous. He was also partially Italian, although he didn't talk much about his upbringing besides his obsession with fast cars, which he got from his dad. He was one of the select few I didn’t scare away.

"Yes, show me," I say as she beams, literally grabbing my hand and pulling me. I almost tumble on my own two feet.

"Diamond, we coming through."

We head to the west wing where the entrance to the pool is and the library, plus my uncle’s gun museum. 

"Momma said Xander was coming tonight, you can finally have that first kiss," Kylie says as we worm our way through our home.

"Xander? Yeah, that will not happen since his altercation with Aliyana in Washington." 

Xander and I were close, as close as one would be if they had a big secret they weren't allowed to share, but close.

However, last week Kylie and I went to Washington to sort out her new place at WU, and we attended a party on the Campus. We also invited Kylie's new friend, Aliyana Capello.

The girl was cool, and I liked her friend Lorenzo. The sister, Elisa, however just rubbed me the wrong way. There was definitely something not right, I would know. I have lived a lie most of my life. I even convinced myself it was all true. 

But when we got to the party, Xander showed up, and he wasn't all smiles and delights, he was serious and looking for Aliyana. The entire altercation didn't turn out well, since they both were Mafia kids on different sides.

Kylie and I mostly stayed out of it, but when all the parties involved had their say, we told Xander and the others to fuck off. Not my best moment, also not my smartest since Xander was actually the innocent one which I later found out. And yes, I believed him.

But innocent or not, I was not getting involved with any Mafia children. No way in hell. 

"Sin, you need to let bygones be bygones. We just saw him at the wrong time, and as he said, he is innocent. And to be quite frank, I believe him."

"I believe him too, but I don't like him that way."

"Do you like Diamond? It's okay if you role that way, I totally understand." She pulls me faster after delivering those words, and my heart rate spikes with unease. 

"No, I like boys, just not Xander. He isn't my type." 

"Xander is everyone’s type. What? Are you fucking blind? The guy reeks of sex appeal." 

"Then you kiss him," I snap.

"Maybe I will do more than kiss him." 

"Hurry you two, the suspense is killing me," Diamond screams and I can hear she is outside by the pool.

We get to the back of the house and slide open the pool doors. The raven glass magnetic doors hide most of the pool area. My uncle always said a see through glass door showed clutter and he never did well with clutter. 

I step outside onto the patio and glance around as Kylie leaves my hand and walks over to Diamond. I stare at both of them and my heart tugs seeing Kylie with her dark hair and Diamond with her golden locks. Would we have looked similar? Would I have stood next to her holding her shoulders like Kylie is? 

I have to tell her. The both of them beam at me, and I paste a smile on my face, waiting for the big reveal. 

"Well, we thought since it was your birthday and all, and you were looking down this morning we'll cheer you up."

"Where is it?" I ask.

They both look at each other and even though I couldn't say it, I am jealous. I would never have that. 

Diamond holds something in her hand and walks over to me. She looks stunning with her mid-length royal blue dress on and green and royal blue shoes. 

"There you go." She opens her hand and in it is a key. 

"You didn't." I look up at Kylie and see her smile go from small to huge. 

"I so did. Papa said it was the best idea. He said a car would come in handy when you attend WU." 

"Kylie, I don't know what to say." Diamond pulls my hand and when I reach Kylie, I hug her as a tear falls down my cheek. How the fuck did I get so damn lucky? 

"Say nothing, let’s take it for a spin." 

"Alright, don't you wanna change for the party first?" 

"No, I’m perfectly fine with what I am wearing." 

I wish I knew before I jumped in the car, how my birthday would turn out. Maybe things would have been different and the last 10 years would have never happened. I know it is said that to regret your past is to deny yourself peace of mind. But regret is the only thing I can do, because saying sorry for the choice I made, well, that would not happen. 
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Sienna



10 years later
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To my Darlin’ Sin 

Love was something I thought was never meant for a man like me. But since that day you stole my bagel and sat on my table, I knew that I was wrong. 

You walked into my life like a guardian angel with devil wings, and each time you left, a piece of my soul left with you. My love, I know, was not an easy ride; it was dark and suffocating, but I always told you, genuine love is never smooth on the crevice, it’s jagged, filled with a kaleidoscope of colors. I was a bit too jagged, and parts of me spilt onto you. 

I have watched you these past 6 years, walk into my life only to leave a bit tainted each time. But like all soul mates, you found your way home to me. 

And maybe it was my selfishness that caused all of this. My desire to be loved by you, turned into a cruel obsession and I hurt you. I’ve never wanted to have to do this, but I am afraid that a coward is always that, a coward. 

I have left you, and I know upon my leave, you would hate me, but I rather you hate me so much that you jump in your car and leave, with no intention of ever coming back. I have never been a man of many words, but Sienna, I love you with all I am, and even in death I will love you with the piece of what’s left. Take care of him and love him for the both of us.

Yours always and forever

Gabriel

––––––––
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IT’S FUNNY HOW THE person you took so long to love could become the one you took one look at and hated. All that love, dying in vain for nothing. Not even a memory. 

I have pictured my death in every scenario. 

Falling off a cliff been the unlikeliest way I would die. I was so scared of heights there was not one thing about it I would consider funny. 

Growing up, my Uncle knew taking me on a plane anywhere would not happen without some serious Sienna tantrum. So he braced himself for days in advance before we left. 

And then, too, I ended up either on a boat, in a car, or staying behind. So dying by falling off a cliff, building or anything with height was not happening. And I loved myself way too much to even consider changing that.

Getting eaten by a shark was an impossibility since I didn't skirt the ocean’s waters regularly on any basis. I kept to the safe parts of the beach and mostly just let the water wash over me from the safe side of the shore. 

A car knocking me whilst I ran across the road was the silliest way I could die, and also not a possibility I would have considered. Seen as I lived in an enormous house most of my life in a small stuck up town called Liston Hills. A place designed solely for the wealthiest people and their rich stuck up kids. They never saw me walking on the road, besides the distance it took me to get to my motorbike, or car.

Choking on chocolate cake? Yes, I could die like that, I devoured a lot of cake and my ass showed just how much of it I ate. Running until my limbs fell apart? It was a possibility. I ran a lot, that however did not show anywhere on my body. Maybe getting killed was the best option. That almost happened a lot to me, considering I was never the one they wanted. And last, falling off my motorbike would not happen in the near future since my bike now sat at my uncle’s penthouse in Washington.

Over the last 28 years of my existence, I have imagined likely every way I could die. Old age, not one of them because I knew death wanted me sooner. I was too wild not to accept an invitation.

At 16, I was forced to leave home before I even finished school because I was naïve and dumb enough to fall in love with my cousin’s half-brother and trust  him. 

A guy as unattainable as the immortality I wished I could have every time I sat down to read a fiction book. Not only was he incapable of love, but he had one obsession and that obsession was one of the very few people in the world I loved and really liked. She was the person I happily lived in the shadow of because she was beautiful inside and out, my cousin, best friend and the reason I was in my current situation, Natasha Bray.

Of course, you are wondering why this isn’t about her, and about me. It needs to be clear I am the bitch. The infamous trouble maker, the girl so bad that she gets chased out of her town in the middle of the night with a backpack, a couple grand and a car.

Yes, that is me, Sienna Bray. Liston Hill’s most infamous slut and the Famous Bray family’s biggest disappointment. Well, now I was the 2nd biggest disappointment in my family, since my bad-ass, sexy, popular cousin, Kylie Bray fell in love with her stepbrother, Vincent Stone, who was a member of the mob and shot the guy, dead, in his hotel room.
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