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Omega’s Heritage

The fire no longer consumed the club behind them, Michael looked back, feeling the weight from the guilt squeeze tightly his heart and brain. His chest inflated, there should be several wounded people in there, it was all his fault, or actually, Omega’s. Yes, of course, it was he who set up the bombs in the speakers, making both of them explode and spread the fire through the environment, but it was only because he had been working for Omega indirectly. A week ago, Michael had gone on a date with a boy, called Marcus, who turned out to be a murderer, or at least that was what Michael had assumed, thus, Omega threw a wooden log against the car, causing Marcus’s death, so Omega gave him an ultimatum that could be summed up as: “Either you work for me, or I will kill you.” Omega knew his weaknesses and strengths, he knew that Michael had a psychotic mind, for this reason Michael had agreed to do whatever it was Omega asked for. He just didn’t count on the fact that he’d feel guilty right afterwards.

Michael leaned the boy next to him on his shoulder, he wasn’t heavy, something about forty kilos, he’d risk saying. The other boy who was helping him carry was said to be called Rodrigo. 

– I know this boy, he attends Rodriguez Pool Club. – Said Rodrigo. – His name’s Alessandro.

They were standing on the side of the road, hoping for a car to pull over. Ambulance and police cars sirens echoed in the distance. Michael shook nervously dropping the boy who now had a name, Alessandro. Alessandro drooled and contorted, both had to hold him tight so not to let him fall. Finally an ambulance pulled over on the road.

– Wai! – Someone shouted. More especifically a male voice.

Michael turned to look at him, it was boy, he had and angular face and square chin, his nose was hook-shaped, his eyes were black and his lips thin. The boy was wearing a Ben 10 costume, despite Michael’s childish mindset, he found that costume absolutely ridiculous.

– Alessandro... – The boy dressed up as Ben 10 face Alessandro’s drowsy body first, then he looked at the Michael and Rodrigo, exchanging between them. – What happened? 

– Who are you? – Asked Rodrigo sassy.

– Who are you?! – The boy screamed. – Where are you taking him?

– To the hospital. – Answered Michael. – He had a... who-knows-what.

The boy in front of him swifted his weight on his feet, moving uncomfortably and making noise with his nails. He didn’t seem to have been hurt by any means in the fire, something Michael approved of or started to find weird.

– I’m Jeferson, his boyfriend. – He answered. – Let’s go!

They laid Alessandro on his stomach on top of a hammock, the boy had already stopped contorting, but, drool kept coming out of his mouth. Jeferson closed the ambulance door, which was small, and the sirens were turned on automatically, the mad driving on the driver’s seat went on an impressive speed. Jeferson sat on a bench in front of them getting a clean piece of cloth and wiping the drool that came out of his boyfriend’s mouth, Alessandro’s body was in the middle of the ambulance separating the space in which Rodrigo and Michael were from where Jeferson was.

– Anyway... what happened to him? – Asked Jeferson. – He was with me when he said he was gonna go get some drinks, then I lost him from my sight. – He added. –  The fire started and... –  Jeferson touched his chin constantly in order to remember what happened in there. –  ...I tried to look for him, but couldn’t find him. Where was he? ­

Rodrigo and Michael looked at each other, possibly having the same thought and confirming to one another they shouldn’t tell the truth. Michael nodded indicating that Rodrigo should make up a lie that would justify it, thus, Michael would agree to it, apparently Rodrigo had understood Michael’s nod.

– As soon as I got to escape from the flames, I found his body thrown on the corner, probably he was pushed and passed out right after. – Lied Rodrigo.

However, what had really happened to him was something much worse than that, right after Michael had set fire to the club, he had seen a hooded figure by the pool, he soon assumed it was Omega, he had approached and when the figure turned towards him, he just saw the mask with no expression, then the other four boys showed up. What followed was a horrible scene, they had murdered some Gaby by mistake, Omega made them believe that the boy was “The Omega”.

– Yes, and right after that, when I got out of the flames, I saw them standing outside. As a good citizen, I ran to help them. – Agreed Michael.

Jeferson took a deep breath, throwing the piece of cloth he was using to clean Alessandro’s mouth to the side, he buried his head on his hands, he appeared to be crying.

Rodrigo and Michael again looked at each other in estrangement, finally, Rodrigo shrugged his shoulders standing up and then sitting next to Jeferson.

– What was it? – He asked caressing the boy’s hair.

– I should have protected him. I think I love him, but I wasn’t able to. – He spoke. – I don’t know what I’ll do if Ale dies, we’ve been dating for so little, but he is my rock.

Rodrigo kept caressing Jeferson’s hair while he whispered comfort words to the boy. Michale stiffened and, now that he had stopped to think about it, he was in front of two of the boys Omega had told him to gather, he started to think about their names. Alessandro Hill. Rodrigo Rocha. And thought about the others and soon remembered, the strongest one was Eric Montenegro and the one wearing a famale’s clothes was Daniel Downey.

Now that he had found them, Omega would have them at all costs. Michael leaned his head on the ambulance wall, it went on a shocking speed. After five minutes, the ambulance stopped and the driver opened both doors so they could get out, at first the driver with Jeferson’s help pulled the hammock out of the ambulance and then, Rodrigo and Michael got out right after them. Michael looked at Alessandro’s hammock being taken through a door and disappearing in the distance. Jeferson had stayed. Alessandro’s boyfriend looked at both boys saying:

– Thank you very much, guys. – He spoke. – What are your names again?

– Rodrigo. – He answered.

– Michael. – The other added.

Jeferson nodded in agreement.

– Again, thank very much, as soon as Alessandro wakes up I’ll tell him who saved his life. – Said Jeferson. – You can go noe, I’ll call his parents, but I’ll stay here with him to check if he’s okay.

Both smiled at Jeferson in agreement and, thus, he left and entered the hospital through the same door Alessandro’s hammock had been taken.

For an awkward moment, Michael and Rodrigo stood outside, just looking at the place where Jeferson had been moments ago.

– So... – Started Rodrigo. – What are we gonna do now? It feels like the world has stopped and I’ve lost my senses. – He said followed by something that sounded like an ironic laughter.

– I’m feeling exactly this way. – Said Michael.

He held Rodrigo’s hand and pulled the boy so they could sit on a concrete bench located on the left of the hospital, the place was dimly lit, just the moonlight lit the place. Michael took his phone from his pocket, Omega’s message still on the screen, indicated they hadn’t killed the right Omega, Michael felt an ache to his heart when knowing that the person he was helping was still alive, because for a few minutes, when the boy he assumed was named Eric had put the poison on the person dressed up as Omega’s mouth, Michael believed he had gotten rid of all that.

You want to play with these boys, said a voice in his head. You don’t want to get rid of that.

And the little voice in his head was right, despite Michael kept denying that to himself and saying no, he felt exactly like a psychopath, thirsty for blood.

– What are we gonna do with this? – He asked lifting a small and rectangular white box with a red ribbon, his name was written with black markers, it was the gift the fake-Omega had handed them before they killed him. – Did you take from Alessandro?

Rodrigo put his both hands in his pockets and, when he took them off, he had two boxes identical to Michael’s. He put them on the concrete bench, between them.

– I don’t know. Should we open them? – Asked Michael. 

– No, I think we’re better not open them, I can’t open them anyway. – He said. – Can you imagine what’s in there? I believe I’d rather not know.

– How about... we join to open them at the same time? –  Said Michael. –  After all, we are being threatened by the same person, we must remain together. They want us dead. 

– No. – Said Rodrigo. – Omega doesn’t want us dead, if they did, they’d already have done it. They want to play with us, they want to torture us, to rip out each and every petal from the flowers our lives are.

Michael took a deep breath, what Rodrigo had just said had touched him slightly. Trying to hold back his tears, he leaned on a concrete pillar and stared blankly. Rodrigo stood up getting both tiny boxes.

– I think we should leave. – He said. – It’s already past midnight.

Michael held Rodrigo’s hand, pulled the boy so he would sit down again. 

– Don’t go now, I have no friends, I’m alone. – Michael said. – I don’t want to go home and cry by myself, I can’t take Omega anymore. – His impersonation of a “needy boy” was Oscar-worthy, perhaps due to the fact that he had a doctorate in solitude.

Rodrigo nodded, pulling Michael closer to himself, leaned his head on the boy’s shoulder and caressed his hand.

– Who do you think Omega is? – Michael asked Rodrigo. Despite the fact he was helping them, Michael had no idea who they could be.

– Sincerely... – Rodrigo started. – Omega is one among the five of us.

***
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Daniel looked at the same person dressed in a suit and wearing a Guy Fawkes mask get into a tree and disappear. Still dressed up as Diamond Mystérieux, his female alter-ego, he put the dagger under his dress and ran towards the person. His feet hurt due to the high heels he had dropped on the stairs earlier.

He turned in the direction the person had just been and kept walking. Further ahead, he saw a shadow passing through the wall and entering somewhere on the right.

Daniel kept following him, running even in his dress towards the person, that, he realized after a while, was now walking lonely through a gray soccer field. Daniel ran, noticing where the person had entered, the stage, the same place where Daniel had been previously, the place where Daniel had possibly killed Renan, his father’s lover.

However, Daniel didn’t turn back, he noticed some movement on the stage and got up through some wooden stairs on its right. He looked ahead, lights were turned on the stage and blinded him for some minutes, he sheltered from the lights with one hand in time to see the person standing in front of him. 


–  Who are you? – Daniel screamed as if the person could answer. – What do you want?



The person said nothing, kept standing there as if they were a mannequin. From the speakers the word “MURDERER” echoed with such an impressive intensity. Daniel ran towards the person, trying to tke off their mask, something hit his head in time for him to pass out and fall down the ground, the only thing he saw was the person fixing the mask on his face and a loud laughter cutting through the air. Then everything went black.

***
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Eric stood there staring blankly for at least ten minutes, pondering about what he had just done and blaming himself because it had been in vain. He took a deep breath, before his legs started running around the place, trying to keep himself as far as possible from Gaby’s corpse, it was too much blame for him to carry.

It was me who started the killing spree, he thought.

Eric looked at the police cars and ambulances parked outside, as soon as he crossed the gate, panting, one of the cops came towards him, at first Eric thought he would arrest him, but the cop just said:

– They’re giving assistance in that ambulance over there. In case you need help go there, boy.

Eric nodded thanking him, but he didn’t go to the ambulance, he waved to the first taxi that came by and gave them the directions to his house. The taxi pulled over, Eric was very late for the time his parents had said they’d be back, in such a way that he’d be eternally grounded.

He went up a second handrail, which lead to the back door, took the key from his pocket and opened the door that made a loud shriek and, his heart accelerated gradually when he saw the scene. There was a trail; a trail made of something red until the kitchen, Eric followed it, fearing what he could find when he got there.

He finally got to the kitchen, the lights were off, only a flashlight laid on the table pointing towards a person, when he laid his eyes on the person’s gaze, a scream got stuck in his throat. At the end of the trail was his nurse, contorting with a knife buried in her chest, her hands were tied to her back, the knife was buried to the handle and blood spilled as a fountain from her chest.

Eric ran to the nurse, taking the bloody knife off her stomach, he saw her close her eyes and take her last breath. She was dead. With his heart pounding faster, the light was turned on and Eric looked at the wall behind him, there was something drawn with the same red ink on the wall, a huge red Omega symbol, that was.

It was Omega, he thought feeling his head hurt.

Next to that, with her fingers on the outlet and a shocked face, was Cecília Montenegro, his mother. She was breathing irregularly, her hands were shaking, the shocked expression still taking over her face, she almost fell from her heels when she walked towards Eric.

– You... wha... what... – She stuttered not being able to say what she meant.

Right behind them, smiling for a few seconds, came Rogério Montenegro, his father. The smile soon disappeared from his face when he came across the scene in is kitchen, on his father’s feet was Júlio Montenegro, his younger brother trying to hide behind the man scared of the scene.

No one said a single word. Tears flooded Eric’s eyes when a voice echoed coming from the wall:

– Eric? – It was Guilherme.

December
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Rodrigo

A month had gone by since what happened on Halloween, Rodrigo Rocha was in Symoné Soares’s house, they had set a deal and nothing about his murdering the maid had come out. They started having sexual intercourse again a few times, just like Symoné had started paying him again for that. Omega had vanished from their lives and Rodrigo didn’t think that was a bag thing. On Halloween, when they had murdered Gaby, Omega’s message indicated that Gaby was not the true Omega, but apparently, he was. Rodrigo was convinced that message had been programmed some time before and, that Omega – Gaby – hadn’t counted on the fact that they would be brave enough to kill him.

Rodrigo sat straight on the leather couch, Symoné had completely changed the decor of her house with Rodrigo’s help and had built a garden on the back with a gazebo completing it. Now, he was in front of a TV, Symoné had ordered the painters to paint the whole living room white since the black furniture contrasted with the environment , making the room look like a badly organized chess board.

In front of him, was the same TV as before, standing on a holder glued to the wall, right below it, there was the bottom of a huge shelf, Symoné had it cut by half and painted black, in such a way that besides him being on a forced grieving process, the whole house was grieving along. Besides all that, Symoné had decided to become an avid reader, the paintings and exquisite decors now rested under layers of dust in the basement of the house, in their places, there were more and more bookcase covered by the most varied literary genres, ranging from non-fiction to erotic literature, this Symoné’s favorite.

Rodrigo changed again his position laying on the couch throwing the cushions aside, changing through the channels, Symoné entered the room smiling, in her hands she carried two brown bags made of recycled paper.

– Oh... hi. – He said. – What did you bring?

– Our dinner. – She said. – And wine!

Symoné when she got a glass bottle, the label was purple and the liquid inside shone almost the same color. Upon looking at Symoné, Rodrigo remembered a message Omega had sent him, telling him to look up on the internet someone called “Mackenzie Roxx”. During the whole month of November, Rodrigo had resited the temptation to look that person up on the internet and was too ashamed to ask Symoné, even because when he had asked she was drunk, and Symoné only said two words: 

“Friend” and “Portugal”.

Nothing made any sense, unless Mackenzie Roxx was a friend Symoné had in Portugal, but that didn’t seem like a secret for Omega to use as a threat. He cast away the thought resisting the urge to go into his bedroom and check on the laptop Symoné had given him who this Mackenzie could be, Rodrigo loved Symoné in a certain way, so much so he’d hate to find out something that would make this new life of his to fall apart.

I love being rich, and it’ll remain this way, he thought.

– Symoné... we need to talk. – Said Rodrigo sitting straight on the couch.

Symoné put on a confused look, but she nodded resting the bags on the floor and sitting next to him.

– All right... you can speak. – She said.

– I don’t want to work at Rodriguez Pool Club. – He said.

Symoné cleared her throat looking at her reflexion on the flat screen TV, her look showed incomprehension, she seemed to be thinking where she had gone wrong for Rodrigo to make such a decision. He knew that, for some reason, she enjoyed having Rodrigo working at that place.

– Rodrigo, we’ve already had this same conversation. – She said reminding him about what happened some days after the events on Halloween. – And you know what I think about...

– Yes, I do. – He said remembering of what had occurred.

That was around November 9th, Rodrigo was still thinking about everything that had happened to him on Halloween and... the secret Michael and him were sharing, the secret that took shape right after he had left Alessandro at the hospital.

Symoné was next to him, it was night, their feet intertwined, they were watching the series “ Scream Queens”, what made him think about Omega again, it was just some idiot killing everybody wearing a costume that Rodrigo thought was ridiculous, everywhere Rodrigo looked, Gaby’s face was there to scare him, even in his nightmares.

– I want to stop working at Rodriguez Pool Club. – Said Rodrigo knocking the remote against his chin.

– What? – Screamed Symoné grabbing the remote from his hand and pressing pause. – No, no. I know that in a certain way I sustain you completely, but I don’t want to have a low-life in my house. You can’t quit your job.

– Ok, all right. – He said. – But... I’m going to my mom’s house tomorrow, I’ll spend the week there, is that fine for you?

– Sure. – Answered Symoné. – Stay there until next week, it’s the time the construction workers will take to finish their job. I want my baby to have a perfect house.

Rodrigo smiled, he loved Symoné even more when she treated him with affection.

The next day, Rodrigo packed his bags believing that those days in his mom’s house would be at least normal.

He could barely wonder how wrong he was.

Waking up from her thoughts, Symoné, almost crying, said:

– What is so bad about Rodriguez Pool Club? Is it Ken? Or some other person?

– No. – Answered Rodrigo.

In November, he was just ashamed of working waiting tables at Rodriguez Pool Club, now the story was different. He was afraid people would recognize him for what he had done on the bench, he was afraid they would call the police and got him arrested. Now there was one more crime to his record.

– So, we have a deal. – Said Symoné standing up. – As no one else wants to work at my home as a maid, I’ll make dinner myself.

And grumpy, she left the room towards the kitchen. Rodrigo had a hard time swallowing Symoné’s “no”, his face flushed in anger, a song sounded loud from a cell phone next to the shelf. He ran, grabbing the phone and looking at the screen, the call was from an unknown number from his region, but he didn’t recognize it. Pressing “pick up”, Rodrigo took the phone to his ear and said:

– Hello? – He said in a curious tone.

– Rodrigo? – Called a voice he had heard a few times. His blood went cold when the person adde: – It’s Michael.

– Ho-how did you get my number? – Asked Rodrigo nervously.

– I got it from one of your friends. – Michael said. – Natália.

Rodrigo widened his eyes, so what he feared had really happened, Michael had spoken to Natália.

– You didn’t tell her about... what happened? – Asked Rodrigo, praying for a “no”.

– No. – Answered Michael, relief ran cold through his body. If Natália ever dreamed about what happened between Michael and him, Rodrigo would totally loose his popularity.

– So, what do you want?

– To know. – He replied.

– To know? – Rodrigo put on a confused look and clicked his tongue. – ‘To know’ what?

– Did you get anything from ‘Him’? – Rodrigo assumed he was talking about Omega.

– No, I’ve got nothing. – He answered vehemently. Rodrigo didn’t want to talk to Michael, ever since what had happened between them, both hadn’t communicated very often. Just once, and Rodrigo wished he wouldn’t have needed to speak to Michael at that moment, because it made seem like he owned a favor to the boy. – What about you?

– No, nothing. – Said Michael. – But he hasn’t disappeared and, what if Omega has gotten hurt during the fire? It’s a possibility. 

Rodrigo clerae dhis throat, he didn’t want to think about the possibility of Omega being alive. It was too torturing, believing that the person who made him kill someone was still around, free. Something occurred to Rodrigo, something that would make him pay back the favor Michael had done to him:

– Michael... would you like to go to the Vagrancy party with me? – .

– Oh... sure. – Said Michael in surprise.

– All right, later I’ll text you all the information. – Answered Rodrigo.

Before Michael could answer anything, Rodrigo pressed “hang up” and threw his phone on a glass coffee table in the middle of the room.

– Party, huh? – Said a voice entering the room.

Rodrigo turned around scared, it was Symoné, she was wearing a white apron over an expensive and fancy outfit, her hair was up in a bun, she was holding a red plastic bowl and whisked something up in circular moves, which made something yellow spill out everywhere.

– Yes, at the Vagrancy. – Said Rodrigo wiping off some of the batter that had spilled on his face. – It’s called Zodiac, inspired by the Signs of the Zodiac and whatnot, bullshit.

– Don’t you remember what happened on Halloween, Rodrigo? – She asked seriously. – Are you really going to a party? What if... that was a terrorist attack?

– In Caicó? – Laughed Rodrigo. – Relax, the people from Caicó are chill.

Symoné laughed and nodded. She kept whisking up strongly the liquid on the bowl, when she turned her back to leave, she returned with a doubtful expression on her face:

– Rodrigo, aren’t you attending the Federal Institute anymore?

Symoné had just found out another secret.

Not so many days ago, Rodrigo was slowly going up the stairs at the Federal Institute, the wind blew warm on his hair and the weather was lovely. Someone came running up to him, it was one of his not-so-close friends. It was Howard.

– Rodrigo,Rodrigo. – He said breathless. – The principal wants to see you in his room, you better hurry.

Rodrigo soon froze, with no reaction, his mouth formed a huge O and his eyebrows lifted absurdly. The principal would never want to see him, unless to praise him. Already fearing for the worst, Rodrigo thanked Howard for the bad news and headed there quickly, skipping every two steps, he passed by the front desk fast ignoring everything and everyone. He had turned left when he came across a green door where it read:

“Principal’s office”

Nervously, Rodrigo knocked on the door three times to finally hear a voice telling him to come in. Rodrigo held on the doorknob, feeling the cold air from the air conditioner touch his hair, he turned to face the person sitting in front of the principal. 

At first, Rodrigo looked around, he was in a room not very wide for a principal, a white air conditioner was glued to the wall next to a copy of one of Picasso’s paintings, there were two black and soft chairs in front of a wooden desk with some objects on it, the principal was sitting on the other side, with two tiny plastic palm tress on each side, a white lamp hanged from the ceiling.

Feeling his blood run cold, Rodrigo sat facing the person next to him, his eyes shone in a furious brown shade when he looked at Rodrigo, his hair was no longer greeninsh, now it had a faded purple shade, the smile on his face was ironic. He was wearing the white uniform with green collar from the Federal Institute. Rodrigo took a deep breath, wondering that the biggest scold was about to come, the boy next to him was Antony, or better, he had nicknamed him Tony about a month ago.

Rodrigo and Tony had gone out together for a few days and, when they were about to have sex, Tony started to martyrize himself saying he had never done that before and whatnot. On Halloween, Omega had forced Rodrigo to tell everyone that Tony had a small penis, that had possibly left Tony consumed by anger.

Rodrigo looked away from Tony’s eyes and at a small plaque that rested on the table, it was made of black metal with the principal’s name written on it: David Sachs.

– Well... – Said principal Sachs. – When I saw you for the first time, I didn’t know you two would cause me so much trouble.

Rodrigo widened his eyes, he understood what the principal meant by “cause so much trouble”, but he couldn’t understand the reason he had mentioned both of them. Tony seemed to share the same thought, in such a way that he fixed himself on the chair, leaving his back straight, he looked confused and heard the principal’s words attentively. 

– What are you talking about? – Asked Tony to principal Sachs.

– Do not play the “saint”, boy. – He said. – We have great proof that you were the one who blew up the club.

Tony looked slightly astonished, his eyes rolled around, and it seemed like he was going to fall from his chair. Rodrigo faced the principal at the same time, shocked with the reveal.

– What kind of proof would it be? – Asked Tony with a crying voice.

– We still cannot show it, but I believe you had a great reason to do that at that moment. – Said principal Sachs. – And it’s at this moment that we get to you, Mr. Rocha. Why did you do that? Why reveal something so intimate in front of everybody at a party?

Principal Sachs crossed his arms, a grey mustache covered his mouth, he spoke as if he had several potatoes stuck in his mouth.

Rodrigo opened his mouth to speak, just to close it soon after, what would he say? He had no idea.

– I... was forced. – He said. – Someone threatened me in case I didn’t tell. I know they would do terrible things to me. – He cried.

The principal did not believe his half-truth, he groped the desk searching for the drawer right below it, opened it drawing from inside two yellow envelopes. He handed them to Rodrigo and Tony, respectively, and watched as they opened them.

Rodrigo put his hand inside and pulled some white sheets attached, on the first page was its title:

“Expulsion letter”

– Well, I’ve never worked this way, but... – Said principal Sachs. – In case none of you is guilty, bring me this signed by your parents when you see fit. Until then, go away and do not come back. 

Ever since that day Rodrigo never went back to the Federal Institute, he still hadn’t told Natália the whole truth, he knew that his best friend would freak out and, who knew what else she could do. Symoné’s eyes were still locked on his, she breathed irregularly while she waited for an answer coming from Rodrigo, he took a deep breath before he lied:

– They’ve given us a small recess due to what happened at the party. – He said.

The doorbell sounded loud outside, Rodrigo got scared, but right after he started having a strong fit of laughter when he felt stupid enough to be startled by a doorbell. Symoné took her hair from her eyes using her left wrist, as her hands were still dirty from the batter she was still whisking. 

– Answer the door for me. – She said going into the kitchen. – It must be the mailman. I’ve ordered a new credit card.

Rodrigo nodded, standing up, he headed to a long hallway nextdoors and pushed a glass door that led to the balcony. He went outside, was wearing yellow flip flops and blue, polka-dotted briefs, his chest was bare. When passing by Symoné’s convertible, he noticed the mail thrown to the floor and a brown cardboard box next to it, it was the size of a book and there was no tag glued to it. Rodrigo bent down to get the mail and the box, when he lifted his eyes and saw Natália Thempsson standing in front of him, she was trying to use her phone, was wearing a yellow blouse with frills and a black miniskirt, her curly hair cascaded down her shoulders, she held her iPhone with her left hand and two milkshakes with her right hand. 

– Oh... hello? – He said surprised.

Natália lifted one eyebrow, her eyes looked like ice when she looked at Rodrigo. He knew the reason she was upset, she had tried to contact him since what happened at the Federal Institute, but he had been ignoring the world around him, in fear. 

– Hi, Rodrigo. – Replied Natália using her best ironic tone possible.  – Remember me? I still exist!

– Do you wanna come inside? – He asked. – I believe we have to talk, there are things I have to tell you.

Both anger and courage started to gather in his brain, he needed to tell Natália he had been expelled, she was his best friend, so he’d tell her everything that been happening to him. Including that thing with Omega. Anyway, Omega had disappeared, he hadn’t been keeping na eye on him anymore, what set him free to tell everything to his best friend. Omega wouldn’t know he had told anything to Natália.

Rodrigo held the warm doorknob and opened it, Natália passed by him handing him one of the milkshakes, he thanked her smiling and waved for her to follow him.

– Whose house is this anyway? – She asked. 

– My aunt’s. – Lied Rodrigo once more. The secret about him living and having sex with Symoné would remain with him for a long time. 

Rodrigo pushed the glass door again giving access to the living room, he put the mail on the coffee table, and something caught his attention. Glued to the carboard box was a sticker containing his name on it, he shrugged his shoulders grabbing the box and waved to Natália to follow him to the garden, they could talk under the new gazebo.

Natália kept following Rodrigo, every once in a while taking a sip from her milkshake. Rodrigo opened the door that led to the new garden of the house, Symoné had it adorned in every way possible, including a pebble stone pathway and fake grass everywhere.

When passing through the door, he stopped for a while looking at the new and beautiful landscape. From where Rodrigo was standing to the gazebo, ther was a well-placed pathway of pebble stones and wooden pieces that were placed adorning the fake grass, that covered the floor of the whole place. Next to it, there was a flower bed with several kinds of flowers. Rodrigo walked, stomping on the pebbles, Natália kept following him and smiling.

– It’s very pretty in here. – She commented smiling.

They stopped when they reached the gazebo, it was a wooden structure, the ceiling had been placed specifically to be hidden by the plants. There were three dark brown benches and a white couch in the middle. Rodrigo threw himself on the couch, slurping the liquid from the cup, Natália followed him, laying next to him.

– What is it that you have to tell me? – She asked. – Seriously, Rodrigo, do not hide anything from me.

Rodrigo put the small box aside and rested the milkshake on it, the cup was now empty. He clicked his fingers as he always did when he was nervous and said:

– I’ve been threatened by someone called Omega... – He started.

The rest of what he spoke was just a torrent of words forming into sentences, he didn’t even mean to tell all that. He just left out the things that would make Natália away from him. Like the maid’s and Gaby’s murders, he didn’t want to talk about that.

– Tony was expelled from the Federal Institute. – He said. – Remember he moved away from the city? So... his judgement is going to be held in this other city, I guess he moved to Natal. I don’t remember, whatever.

– Yeah, yeah. – She said. – So, you mean you don’t think it was Tony who blew up the place, you think it was Omega?

– Yes. – He answered.

Natália seemed restless, she moved on the couch with a strange caution. Rodrigo evaluated her, she stared blankly constantly as she wrapped a lock of hair on her fingers. 

– Is there anything else you’d like to tell me? – She added after a while.

– Yes. – He said pondering about how he would announce he had been expelled from where he used to study, finally, he chose the basic words. – I have been expelled from the Federal Institute.

Natália’s jaw dropped at first, soon after she stood up screaming, every time she got somehow excited, her voice would turn high-pitched gradually in a kind of weird way. She spread her arms, her iPhone almost falling from her hand.

– What? – She screamed in a whine. – No, no. Do you know the reason why I broke up with my former best friend?

– No. – Said Rodrigo confused. – You never told me. Why?

– He separated from me. – She answered angry. – I guess we’re through, goodbye Rodrigo.

Natália turned her back passing quickly by the adorned garden, opening the door from the house and disappearing in the distance. Rodrigo stood there astonished, still trying to process what had happened there. He sat on the white couch, burying his face in his hands, he noticed he had lost everything, the empire – as Omega had said – he had built.

Rodrigo was no longer popular in Caicó.

He laid down again, let his head fall hitting one of the wooden benches nearby. Right below him, was the cardboard box, he took it, his name was right below. He opened it, looking at the contente from inside, there two more small and glued DVD cases, there was a green background with just one opening, looked like a prison cell door, through this opening, eyes peeped at Rodrigo. Right below it read: “Oz”, at first Rodrigo looked at that confused. It was the first two seasons of that series, he realized there was a note in between, he pulled and read it:

Did you think I was gone? I only went on a trip and even brought a small gift for you to get used to your life in prison. Have and excellent day, bank robber. – Ω.

Rodrigo moaned as if he felt pain, he left the DVDs fall on the floor along with the note, lifted his hands in a shell and put them around his mouth. Surprised and scared. So, Omega had not gone away, Omega had not died inside that pool. It was all a scam, a cheat. It was another one of Omega’s games.

He stood up, realizing something between the DVDs, he took it and saw it was a receipt from Santo Antônio Bookstore, remarking the purchase at at least two hours ago and, where the name of the purchaser should be, was what left him even more in shock, he read...

Natália Thempsson.
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Chapter 2
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Michael

Michael Hemingway hang up the phone smiling, he had finally accomplished what he had aimed at the whole month of November. One second date with Rodrigo. He couldn‘t say for sure he was in love with the boy, but Rodrigo was a highlight in his life somehow. Michael didn’t know how he could get so easily attached to people like that, but it was as if each person who was nice to him, he immediately felt some kind of physical and sentimental attraction.

With Omega out of his life, Michael wished for some moments to have Lion back. He even searched for him on some social networks, but couldn’t find him. Michael laid his head on his pillow, rested his arm over his forehead, his phone hanged almost falling from his hand. In his head, the only thing going on was the date he would have with Rodrigo on Saturday, he was going to try and conquer that boy’s heart in any way.

Michael looked at his phone, wishing for some moments to get some message from Omega, but nothing came for long ten minutes, it was weird thinking that he disappeared out of nowhere, as if on purpose, however, during all his time, Michael had the feeling that someone was following him, that someone was watching him, but the only parts he could glance from the said person was a black suit, their hands were always on their back and their face was always either hidden or covered by something white. A mask, he’d risk saying.

There was something Michael enjoyed doing, he would lay in bed reliving in his mind all that had happened between Rodrigo and himself, it was so pleasant.

They were sitting on the concrete bench, Michael’s head was leaning against the concrete column, his eyes watered with the feeling of guilt and apprehension touching his chest. Rodrigo sat straight on the bench, leaning his head on Michael’s shoulder and caressing his hand and joining their fingers.

Michael had no reaction, he didn’t know what he was supposed to do, he finally decided to just sit there, enjoying the cold midnight wind touch his hair. At first, with no intention, Michael lifted his hand to Rodrigo’s hair and caressed it for way too long, the boy gruntled as if he was enjoying that. Michael laughed inside, Rodrigo looked like a dog being petted at the moment.

– Michael? – He called. 

– What? 

– Stop doing that to my hair. I’m not an irrational animal.

Michael, laughing to himself, stopped and retrieved his hand from Rodrigo’s hair.

– But you were enjoying it. – Said Michael laughing.

Rodrigo laughed along, lifted his head from his shoulder and they sat straight, his back was arched, and his arms held his legs. Somehow, the weather had gotten cold, Michael crossed his arms moving his hands up and down to cast away the cold. Michael’s eyes met Rodrigo’s, both looked nervous and, in some way, apprehensive.

– Yeah, apparently, I was enjoying it. – Answered Rodrigo. – It’s just that... I don’t know. How did all this involving Omega came up? Why us? What did I do? I believed that in the “final confrontation” – he quoted – We would find out the reason why, but nothing happened, absolutely nothing. No answer.

Michael rolled his hands, he also spent a lot of time pondering about these issues.

– All this time I’ve spent reading the Pretty Little Liars books, I’ve realized that they really only come to the conclusion at the end of the story. – Said Michael. – Could this end be near? When will our damn end be?!

Rodrigo shook his head vehemently.

– I really doubt that. – He fixed himself on the bench, leaning his head against one of the concrete columns. ­– Omega wants to see us dead, and he won’t rest until he gets what he wants. Have you seen what he’s done to Gaby?

– Apart from making the boy pretend to be him? – Asked Michael confused. – No. What has he done to Gaby?

– He ripped the boy’s tongue out. That’s why Gaby would just gruntle and didn’t say a word. He could not. His tongue had been completely ripped out. – Answered Rodrigo with a disgusted expression on his face.

– Hum... – Michael said, only. He didn’t know what to answer, all that Rodrigo was saying made him question if Rodrigo wasn’t Omega, at the same time that the boy stated that ‘Omega was one of them’.

Rodrigo was silent for a few moments, the suit that completed his costume was wrinkled and ripped. Rodrigo sat straight, getting even closer to Michael, when he was finally close enough, he leaned towards him and kissed him, at first, Michael did nothing, however, only after some minutes he kissed Rodrigo back. His lips were thin when kissing, his tongue went up and down in his mouth, Michael enjoyed the kiss, it was interesting and intense, nothing compared to Marcus’s, which was also good.

Maybe I’m lucky at this kissing boys thing – thought Michael laughing internally.

Maybe, after all, he wasn’t very lucky, the first one he had kissed had been murdered with an iron bar through his face right after their second date. That thought left him indifferent towards Rodrigo, he didn’t mean to hurt him, nor did he want Omega to hurt him. It was just that, considering everything, Omega was already hurting Rodrigo, what meant there was nothing he could do to make matters worse.

Michael allowed Rodrigo to keep kissing him, anyway. After some minutes, the boy backed away, contracted his lips moisten them and said:

– I have an idea about something we could do. But... I need a favor.

– Sure. – Answered Michael, still astonished by the kiss.

He had no idea what Rodrigo would ask of him later.

His phone rang, the glow of the screen waking him from his daydream and making him come back to reality. He took the phone, he couldn’t recognize the number, pressed the ‘pick up’ button and a thin female voice sounded:

– Mr. Hemingway? 

– Yes? – Replied Michael.

– It’s from the hospital. – She said. – We are calling just to confirm your visit to Mr. Hill, shall we confirm it?

– Yes, yes. – He said quickly shaking his head affirmatively as if the woman on the other side could see him. – I’ll be there in a few minutes. 

Michael hung up the phone and heard his mom’s voice coming from the kitchen. He dragged himself until the kitchen, sat at the table and looked at the porcelain plate in front of him, his stomach turned.

– I’m not hungry. – He said.

His mom faced him seriously, he knew it was the third time that week he wouldn’t have lunch, but he was too apprehensive to eat. The things under his bed scared him. Despite the fact that they belonged to Rodrigo, he didn’t blame him, maybe passion was like that, it made you go blind, to the point of hiding what the other person asks you to, just not to let them be incriminated of robbery.

– Is something wrong? – She asked. – You can’t stop eating. 

Clarisse Hemingway, his mom, sat in front of him, joined her fingers and looked him in the eyes, narrowing her eyes, she faced Michael for a long time.

– Look, Michael, you’ve been acting very weird lately. – She said. – You’ve been barely sleeping, haven’t been eating properly and whatnot. What’s the matter with you?

– Nothing, mom. – He said. – I’m just worried...

– Still worried about what happened at that car accident with that man? – She said, her eyes running through the kitchen, Michael knew he only hadn’t been considered ‘guilty’ because his mom had bribed the jury to acquit him. The strangest part was his mom hadn’t questioned him about the fact that he was in the car with Marcus, so he preferred not to say anything too. – Don’t you worry darling; you didn’t kill anyone.

Michael took a deep breath, wishing to believe his mom’s words, in a certain way he hadn’t killed Marcus, it was Omega, he hadn’t killed Gaby either, but he watched it all and did nothing, what he believed made him an accomplice, for at that moment, he wanted to kill Gaby. Instead of all that, he had killed at least twenty people by blowing up the bomb at the club, and also left a great number of people wounded.

– No, mom, it’s not that. – He answered. – I really wanted to go to the Federal Institute. But I ended up missing the exam, so, I have to conform to that.

Michael gave her a sad half-smile, his mom stared at him for a long time, her eyes piercing through him.

– You’ll go to EECCAM instead, I love that school. – She said. – You’ll love the teachers, they’re fun and all that.

– Yes. – He said smiling, he nipped at a piece of chicken in front of him and put it in his mouth to show his mom he liked it. At the moment she was going to stand up and leave, Michael held her by the arm and added: – Can I go to a party on Saturday?

– Of course. – She said. Clarisse came towards him and planted a kiss on his face. – I’m glad you haven’t gone to that Halloween party, can you imagine how I’d be feeling now if you had gone?

Standing up from the table and scared, Michael went to the fridge and drank a glass of water, his hands shook involuntarily, his body responding to his nerves.

– Mom, could you drop me off at the hospital? – He asked. – I gotta visit a friend who got hurt in the fire.

– Sure, let me just finish eating. – She said sitting at the table with a squared plastic plate and a metal fork. 

– I’ll be waiting outside. – Said Michael. 

Clarisse nodded, Michael walked outside, it was a not so large space, there were some rocking chairs resting there, Michael sat on the first one he saw and took his iPhone 6 Plus from his pocket, he accessed Google and typed: “Fire in Caicó-RN”.

He got some websites as answers and clicked on the first one that appeared, it was from a local blog. He scrolled down the screen in search for the complete news, the picture that illustrated it was from the destroyed front of the club where the party had been held, Michael still hadn’t been back there to see it, despite his wish to do so, he felt that he needed to go there and face all that had happened.

When he finally reached the beginning of the text, he read it:

“The fire which occurred on the evening of October 31st leaves everyone intrigued, in such a way that the only objects that could be found were tiny little bombs that could not have caused such a devastating effect. The death toll up until now has raised to thirty-five and the number of wounded people is still alarming...”

Michael couldn’t read any longer, he was confused, if his tiny little bombs hadn’t caused the worst scenario of the fire, what had done it?

His mom showed up at the door, what made him forget about that thought for some time, she closed the living room door and opened the metal gate, her BMW was parked in front of the house. Michael walked closer to her and realized a purple-colored bruise on her shoulder, he touched it, his mom let out a subtle moan and said:

– What was that? 

– I am the one who asks, what was that? – He replied, confused.

– Nothing. – She replied. – I hit my shoulder on the doorknob yesterday.

Michael looked at her even more confused, if that was what he was thinking it was, even knowing his mom wouldn’t answer him, he asked:

– Has dad been beating you? 

– What? – She screamed and laughed. – Obviously not.

But her apprehensive look followed him to the car, Michael had never thought his dad could do something like that to his mom. Still pondering about the subject, Michael got in the car, sitting on the back seat instead of the passenger seat, as it was usual.

– Michael? – Called his mom. – Don’t say a word about to your dad. Ok?

Michael nodded reluctantly.

–I just wanted you to tell what’s that. – He spoke. – Only this!

– It’s no big deal, son, all you need to know is that I hit my shoulder. – Said Clarisse.

He said nothing else, but the issue didn’t leave his head, his phone buzzed and he pressed the button to read the message, what he saw made his eyes water and his mouth form an O in surprise.

You know, Michael, I had given up on you, I’ve already found a new accomplice a million times more intelligent than you, but it’s so good to dig up the rotten parts of your family that I’ve decided to restart the game.

Let’s get down to business... your mom is a whore, your cheated-on dad does not hit her, do you really think he’d have the courage to? Maybe her lovers could answer this question, slut-mommy is home. – Ω.

They were already near the hospital when Michael finished reading the message for the fifteenth time. 

– Mom! Stop! – He screamed.

Clarisse braked the car quickly, so much so that Michael’s body was thrown ahead and his eyes rolled around is his head, his forehead hit an exposed metal piece on the front seat leaving a small cut that didn’t bleed next to his eyebrow. He opened the car door fast giving his mom any excuse and took off practically running and scared, fearing what that Omega shenanigan meant.

Looking at his phone, he quickly deleted the message and dialed Rodrigo’s number, the boy didn’t pick up on the first call, but when Michael called him again, Rodrigo picked up angry:

– What do you want?

– Oh, chill out, dude. – Said Michael trying to sound confident, but his voice was cracking and sounded nervous. – I’ve got it.

– Got what? – Replied Rodrigo. He heard some commotion on the other side of the phone.

– Another message from Omega. 

– Where are you? I’ve got one too and... mine talked about... that. – Said Rodrigo. With ‘that’, Rodrigo could only be referring to the favor he asked Michael. – What did yours talk about?

Michael pondered if he should tell him, he finally came to the conclusion that he’d better keep that to himself, at least during a while, that interfered in his mom’s personal and professional life, if that was what he was thinking about and Omega decided to bring that to the public, his mom could loose her job and even get some bad reputation she did not need to get.

– It was personal. – He added.

– Where are you? – Asked Rodrigo. – I... unfortunately... know who Omega is.

Michael felt his heart beat faster, his chest panted irregularly while he tried to recover his breath that escaped his lungs.

– I’m at the hospital. I came to visit Alessandro. – Said Michael.

– I don’t think you should have done it. – Rodrigo answered. – But, fine, it’s been a month since the boy has been in a coma. 

– Yeah. – Said Michael. – I felt almost obliged to be here. After all, we were with him when everything happened.

– But no one needs to know we were. Except for that boyfriend of his, there’s no way he could forget about us, I still believe he thought we were kidnapping his boyfriend. – Said Rodrigo and both laughed. – Listen, Michael?

– Yes... 

– I’ll be right there. Wait for me. – Ordered Rodrigo.

– All right. – Said Michael.

Michael hung up the phone and soon after, nervously, he didn’t even noticed he had one of his hands shaking, he just sat on the floor where he was and stared blankly in front of him until Rodrigo got there. However, even before that, something took shape in front of him, he hadn’t realized when the figure appeared sneakily. Michael stood up, not looking away from the person who faced him, they were wearing a dark black suit and a blue tie, their hands were turned to their back and their face was covered by a white mask, but, differently from Omega’s, that mask had expression and color, it was stretched in an ironic smile and had a thin mustache over its mouth, its cheeks were pink. Michael recognized the mask, it was from the movie V, he couldn’t remember the character’s name, just the movie’s.

He put one foot ahead and started walking towards the person, at the same time the person turned and started walking faster turning on a nearby corner, Michael walked even faster, almost running and the person did the same, just much faster than him.

The street was long, almost so long that when the person turned in an alley, Michael celebrated the fact that he had finally cornered them, so, he stopped, looking at the person in front of him, when a second one showed up, they were wearing the same clothing as the first one, but they had their back turned to him, they kept facing him, when Michael ran towards them to drop them to the floor and see who it was, two ropes appeared above them, pulling the people up and they disappeared in the building above them.

Michael, still astonished, kept staring at the building where the people disappeared.

Was that Omega? Or was that the accomplice he talked about in the message? – He thought to himself, still looking at the ceiling.

– Michael?

He turned to look ahead, Rodrigo was in front of him, in his eyes he could see confusion and fear.

– Hi. – He answered and looked at the building again.

– What are you doing here? – He asked.

– I was following a person; they were wearing a suit and... a mask. – Now Michael looked at Rodrigo. Maybe the person was him. – And... they disappeared.

– Wow. – Answered Rodrigo. – We were having the same nightmare, I also followed a guy dressed up the same way.

– I guess I’ve seen both of them. – Said Michael. –Now there’s three of them? 

– Three? – Replied Rodrigo confused. 

– Yes, Omega and these two. 

– Do you think Omega is above them? Like, they are both Omega’s helpers? – Asked Rodrigo.

– Yes – Replied Michael. – In my message he said I had been... – And then he stopped, he couldn’t reveal to Rodrigo he had been Omega’s helper for a while, and he was the one who blew up the club. – It said Omega had a new helper, I didn’t really get it, but that’s it.

Rodrigo and Michael exchanged frightened looks, until Rodrigo came towards him and hugged Michael strongly, after a while, he pulled Michael by his arm and out of the alley, where they started to walk back to the hospital.

– I could never imagine Omega had ninjas as helpers. – Said Rodrigo to his ear.

– Well... you said you knew who Omega was. – Said Michael breaking the awkward ice that had formed between them. – Who is it?

Rodrigo groped in his pockets for a while until he took a small receipt in brown paper, he handed it to Michael that evaluated it for some time, confused.

– When I got Omega’s message today, along came two DVDs, but apparently Omega forgot the receipt inside the DVDs when they were bought. – He said.

– Oh my God. – Said Michael scared. – We’ve found Omega. But I don’t know who Natália Thempsson is. But this feeling that we might win his, or her, game is really nice.

– Natália Thempsson is my best friend. – Answered Rodrigo tearfully. – And she really could be Omega, ‘cause when I went to collect the box Omega had sent me, Natália was outside, looking at me.

Rodrigo was about to burst in tears.

– What do we do now? – Asked Michael. 

– We should call the othe boys so we ca debate and prove that Natália is Omega. – His eyes were full of tears. Deception tears.

– Wait... – Said Michael looking at something on the wall.

It was a picture, the boy had dark skin, his picture was printed on a white sheet with the title: “Daniel Downey, missing for about a month”.

His jaw dropped, it was the boy who had been with them moments after the club exploded, it was the boy who had cut Gaby’s throat.

– The boy who was dressed up as girl. – Added Rodrigo. – But... how did he disappear? Here it says he vanished on Halloween night, he was with us.

– Don’t you remember he vanished the moment Alessandro had an overdose? – Observed Michael. – So... – His eyes widened. – What if Omega hurt him?

Michael noticed the apprehensive look on Rodrigo’s face, both of them were thinking the same thing: Omega had killed Daniel. They practically ran away from the place, until they reached the hospital in only five minutes, the front of the hospital was small, there was a tinted glass door stopping their passage, a carpet in the threshold read:

“Welcome”.  

Michael pushed the sliding glass door to the side and both entered, in the waiting room there were only a few people flipping through old magazines, there were some green chairs spread around the reception, four blue puffs together forming a small table with some magazines on them. To the right, there was a counter with a glass jar filled with water and one single flower inside, two women typed and wrote some stuff quickly.

Both approached the front desk, Michael smiled at one of the women in such a strange way that she didn’t care to smile back.

– We came to see Alessandro Hill. – He said.

One of them took a long time checking some things until she said they could go in. Michael pushed a second glass door that led to a long hallway, both followed to a room numbered “33”.

– Look, I have some family members hospitalized here. – Said Rodrigo. – I’ll go there to see them, and I’ll be right back to join you.

Michael nodded and followed with his eyes as Rodrigo disappeared in one of the nearby hallways. He pushed Alessandro’s room door and entered, his eyes met Jeferson’s, who was sitting on a white couch looking at his boyfriend’s body on the bed with a cannula stuck in his nose.

– What are you doing here? – Aked Jeferson. – I thought you didn’t know each other.

– And we don’t. – Said Michael. – I just wanted to see how he was doing. 
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