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Аннотация
If something is plausible, it�s reasonable or believable.
Giving a deceptive impression of truth and reliability at such an early age is certain to cause you to believe what isn�t real. Aquilla Chavez was raised by a loving father, and a brother who may have loved her a little too much.
Aquilla was spoiled, adored, bringing cheer when disaster threatened a family. She was exposed to a life of crime all while, lovingly being sheltered and protected from it.
Will she ever reclaim the one man who she believes to be the love of her life? She didn�t want to be where she was forced to be. She wanted nothing to do with the person she was involuntary turned into. Aquilla had one goal, one goal that would save her from the catastrophic life she was suddenly thrown into. She had to find him.
She had to try, or was this the plausibility of a life she was meant to have? Was the life she was torn from the disastrous life? Could this be where she was meant to be? How would she ever know? What if he found her? What if she never saw him again? What if�. She didn�t want to?
And I must add the warning once again. If you are into lovey dovey, sappy romance, you should probably move on. This book contains explicit sex, drugs and adult language. Not your typical every day romance.
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This book is dedicated to my mother. I love it when she tells me that she has a hard time finding another book after reading mine.
To of course, Crystal for all of the tedious hard work, critiquing, and re-reading of everything that I do.
To Monica for her blunt and bold opinions, for telling me� nope, change it. I don�t like that, and for making me laugh�. a lot.
To cover it designs for an amazing cover and to my number one book blogs
Novel Grounds and Island Lovelies Book Club.
Last but not least.
To all of my fans who keep me writing.
You guys rock.

Chapter 1

Aquilla always knew she didn�t belong to the Chavez family. Anyone that looked at her could tell that she wasn�t a descendent of Romano Chavez. Romano, along with her brother, Julius, were both dark skinned with coal black hair. Aquilla was light skinned with glossy blonde hair. Her eyes were a sparkling blue, where Romano and Julius�s were dark. Romano and Julius were built with broad shoulders, strong lean arms, and legs with muscular builds. She was tiny and dainty with thin features. She never questioned her heritage, not until she was older anyways. A child believes what they are told, and up until a few years ago, she did the same.
Why would she question her father�s word? He was her father. Julius was her brother. She had no reason to believe otherwise. She never really cared. She couldn�t have asked for a more loving father. She was the spirit in her father�s soul. He worshiped the ground she walked on, and would have done anything in the world for her. It really didn�t matter where she came from. The handful of times that she had asked, her father de-railed the conversation. The only explanation that she had ever gotten was that her mother was an American and had been killed in an automobile accident. That would be the degree of the discussion.
It wasn�t really important to her. She knew that Romano wasn�t her actual father. She didn�t care. He obviously took her in when her own father didn�t want her. Her brother was generally the best big brother anyone could ask for. There were also plenty of times that she thought he was a pain in her ass. No, he was definitely a pain in her ass, but when push came to shove, she knew he would always be there for her.
Even when she was a little girl, Julius was an awesome big brother. They had a seven year age difference, so he was always protective of her. There were many nights when their father was away on business that she would wake crying. Julius would be the one she wanted, not their caretaker. He would be the one to rub her back and hum her back to sleep.
For some reason, Aquilla was always a scared little girl, mostly at night. If Romano were home, he would be the one to go to her. He usually carried her back to bed with him or there were times she would cry for Julius, and Romano would take her to him. Julius would raise the covers and wrap her little body in his arms. She would be securely asleep in seconds.
Other than one childhood friend that belonged to one of the servants, Aquilla never had friends growing up. Julius was the lucky one to help get those damned, too tight leggings up Barbie�s legs and over her hips. He pretended to eat the play dough cookies and built tents and forts out of the couch cushions and blankets. He even dressed in a tuxedo once and married her when she was seven.
It seemed like every time she would get settled and start sleeping through the night, Romano would move them again, disrupting her routine. A new bedroom always meant late nights for Julius. He probably slept in her bed more than his during those years.
She always wanted Julius. If her shoe was untied, Julius had to tie it. If a servant brought her a plate that needed to be cut up, Julius had to cut it. If it was bath time, Julius had to bathe her, and then be the one to read her a bedtime story. He did it better. He made the characters come alive, unlike her caretaker, who just wanted her to go to sleep. When she knew he was nearing the end of the book and her anxieties about the dark night would manifest, she always looked up to him and requested the same thing, �Don�t leave me okay, Julius?� He never left. He would stay until she was asleep, kiss her hair and promise to stay. He cared about her. He wanted her to be happy.
Julius fired his first employee when he was twelve. Aquilla was only five. It was her new caretaker right after an impulsive, speedy move. He had heard her crying from her room and burst in. He always followed her cries. He was usually the only one that could calm a tantrum, fix a boo boo, or get rid of the monster in her closet. Aquilla had been sitting at her vanity. Her caretaker was trying to brush her wet hair from behind. She was being rough with her, yanking her head back every time the brush stroked down her blonde little curls. The lady grabbed her shoulders and shook her, yelling for her to be still in a loud whisper, through gritted teeth.
That was the first time in Julius�s life that he felt wrath. The rage that flooded his soul, because someone was being mean to his Quill was unbearable. He wanted to rip her head off.
�Get out!� he screamed, with bulging veins in his neck, demanding her to pack her shit and get out of their house.
She refused the orders from the 12 year old boy. Luckily, Romano had been home and came to see what the commotion was all about. That was Julius�s first taste of power. When he explained to his father what he had witnessed, Romano looked at the lady, told her she needed to listen to his son, and turned on his heels, dismissing the caretaker from her duties.
�She hurt me,� Aquilla had said with tears in her big blue eyes. It broke his heart. He would kill anyone for hurting her. He picked up the brush and carefully brushed out her hair. No one could come close to her head with a brush after that, except Julius, of course.
The first time that Julius wasn�t there for her was when she was nine. Julius was sixteen and was accompanying his father on a three day trip. He was excited to be doing business with his father, but was afraid that Aquilla would need him. She still woke up during the night sometimes, and would crawl in bed with him. Half the time, he never knew she was there until he woke the next morning.
It broke his heart when she cried. She didn�t want him to leave. She had wanted to go, too. You would have thought it was Christmas. He went out and bought her more toys than she could play with in a whole year. He wanted to keep her busy until he got back. She played with one. He bought her a beautiful, very expensive doll with long blonde braids like Aquilla�s. She was dressed in an elegant, long Victorian gown and wore a bonnet. He explained to her that she was a bad dream baby, and that she wouldn�t let her be scared while he was gone. It had worked. She carried that doll around for two years, and it still lay on her bed and sits in a chair at night, watching her sleep and catching her nightmares.

When Aquilla was almost ten, she sat on his bed and watched him primp in his mirror, getting ready for his first date. She sat cross legged on his bed, holding the doll, and watched him fuss with his hair.
�There, how do I look?� he asked, after adding the finishing touch of a diamond stud in his right ear.
�You look ugly,� she teased.
He tackled her to the mattress and tickled her until she couldn�t breathe.
�You�re pretty!� she screamed.
�Say I�m handsome,� he demanded, attacking her again.
�You�re pretty!� she screamed again.
�You�re a brat,� he countered, smacking her on the butt as his father came in.
�What are you two yelling about in here?� Romano asked, sitting beside of Aquilla. She scooted into his arms and he wrapped her up, kissing her head.
�Julius is going to kiss a girl,� she teased.
He turned from the mirror and pointed a straight finger at her. �You�re asking for it, little girl.� She giggled. He loved to hear her laugh. He could be pissed off at the world and her laughter would make him smile, every time. He would probably never love a girl as much as he loved that little shit.
�Make sure you wrap it up,� Romano demanded.
�Wrap what up?� nosey little Aquilla wanted to know.
�Wrap you up,� Romano lied. He shouldn�t have said that in front of her. He wasn�t ready to explain that one just yet.
�Wrap what up, Julius?� she asked, turning to her brother. She wanted a straight answer. Did he buy her a present? What had he bought her?
�A necklace,� he too lied, giving his father a dirty look. He wasn�t going there yet either. He was never going there. His father could have that job.
�Come on, you have a piano lesson,� Romano coaxed her off the bed.
�I don�t like the piano,� she complained, walking in front of him.
�What do you like?� her father asked.
�I want to play the flute,� she decided.
Julius laughed. If Aquilla wanted to play the flute, she would be playing the flute. She hadn�t wanted to play the violin; she wanted to play the piano. Romano bought her a piano. The girl probably had every instrument known to man, aside from a drum set. YET.
Julius didn�t have to wrap anything up. He didn�t even want to kiss the girl. She was a snobby rich bitch. He didn�t get two words in during their romantic dinner. It was all me, me, me. He cut the date short and was back home by eight.
He stood in the door of the living room, watching Aquilla talk to herself and move from one side of the Monopoly game, when it was her turn, to the other side, when it was Julius�s turn. Her imaginary Julius landed on a Railroad.
�Oh, no, Julius, you just move on to the next one. I have to buy the Railroads,� she demanded, talking to herself as he watched with a smile.
�You always get the Railroads,� he accused.
�Julius!� she exclaimed, seeing him. �Do you want to play with me?�
�I would love to play with you,� he assured her, taking his place in his designer dress clothes. He did want to play with her. He would much rather be there, playing board games with Aquilla, than with that snobby bitch that he didn�t even care to remember her name.
�Did you kiss her?� Aquilla asked, rolling the dice.
�Yuck, that�s gross,� he teased. She laughed.

Romano started to wonder if he had a problem a couple of months later, on Aquilla�s birthday. Julius bought her a Barbie mansion. She was so excited sitting on her bed, waiting for him to set it up. He cussed under his breath a million times trying to put the damn thing together.
�Julius, I�m going to be 11 before I even get to play with it,� she whined, tolerantly waiting with four new Barbie�s, also patiently waiting to move in, �note the sarcasm,� she added.
He laughed. God, he loved that kid.
She was passed out cold across her bed by the time he was finished.
�What the hell are you doing in here?� Romano asked, coming to her room around ten. He moved the new Barbie�s from the bed and pulled down Aquilla�s covers.
�Trying to put this stupid mother fucker together,� Julius replied, cleaning up the mess. He looked down at the one pink plastic piece that he still hadn�t figured out where the hell it needed to go.
�I heard that, Julius,� Aquilla, sleepily said, crawling into her bed. He smiled.
Romano covered her and kissed her on the head.
�Let�s talk, Son,� Romano coaxed, nodding toward the door.
Julius followed him into his office and plopped to the chair in front of his father�s massive desk. �What? I�m tired; I want to go to bed.�
�I don�t think it�s healthy for you to spend as much time with Quill as you do,� he began.
Julius snorted. �Okay, where would you rather I spend my time?�
�I don�t know, maybe with girls your own age. You should be dating.�
�Why would I want to date? I get more pussy than any 17 year old boy. I�m sure of that,� he added. �Why would I want to deal with some whiny ass bitch? I would much rather hang out with Quill,� he assured his father.
�She depends on you, too much. I don�t think it�s healthy for either one of you.�
�Father, she has no one to play with. She can�t go to a normal school and make friends. You can�t just throw an instrument and an instructor at her when you think she is bored. I feel bad for her being alone all the time.�
Romano smiled. �I get it, go to bed,� Romano said, dismissing him. He too felt bad about that, but it had to be that way. They didn�t live the kind of life that would allow her to be normal. Aquilla was always in danger. Romano would never take the chance of putting her in harm�s way because of the enemies he had collected throughout the years.
Julius decided that she couldn�t come into his bed anymore when she was around 12. She had come in sometime during the night while he was asleep. He stared at her sleeping form, sprawled out on his bed, with her hands over her head the next morning. She was wearing mint green pajama pants with a matching thin tank-top. She was growing breasts. He could see them poking out of the shirt. It didn�t look good for her to sleep in his bed anymore.
She didn�t understand why he had sent her back to her own bed a couple of nights later. She felt better in bed with him. She didn�t wake up scared in his bed. Julius had his father talk to her about it. He didn�t know how to explain it. He was only 19. He didn�t know how to tell a girl that it wasn�t proper to be in her brother�s bed at her age. She pouted for a couple of days, but forgave him when she needed help with her homework. That was the first night she had asked him about his �job.�
He was explaining predicate nouns to her in her room, siting at her desk. He looked down at her when she didn�t respond to his explanation. She was staring up at him with her beautiful sparkling blue eyes. She was turning into such a pretty girl.
�What, Quill?� he asked, quietly.
�What do you do in the north wing? Why can�t I go there?� she wanted to know.
He turned his eyes shamelessly back to the English book. �I work there, Quill. It�s not a place for little girls,� he assured her.
�I�m hardly a little girl anymore. I�m old enough to see. Do you work with girls?�
His eyes quickly reverted back to hers. �Why would you ask that?�
She shrugged her shoulders. �I see girls come there sometimes late at night, and then they leave with other men after about a week. They always come for them late at night. Why, Julius?�
�I have to teach them and then they leave. Do your homework,� he tried, turning back to the book.
�What do you teach them?�
�How to be a lady, now do your homework.�
�Do you kiss them?�
�No, now stop asking questions and get your lessons done.� He didn�t like talking about this with Aquilla. She could never understand and he could never explain it so that she would.
�Will you kiss me, Julius?�
He choked on his own saliva. �No, I won�t kiss you. You�re my sister. That�s kind of gross.�
�But I�m not really your sister.�
�What do you mean by that?�
Aquilla tilted her head. �Really, Julius?� She moved her arm next to his. It was like black and white. She wasn�t an idiot. She knew he wasn�t her brother as much as she knew Romano wasn�t her father. She was unquestionably a white girl. Julius�s mother was Asian and his father was Hispanic. Julius had dark eyes and even had a little bit of a slant in the corners. Aquilla had bright blue eyes, unlike her father and Julius.
�You just took after our mother,� he tried.
�Stop lying to me, I�m not three nor am I stupid. I know we do not have the same parents.�
�You need to talk to Father about this.�
�I�m never going to get to kiss a boy, Julius. How am I ever going to get a boyfriend when I am homeschooled and never allowed out of this house?�
Julius blew out a puff of air. �You�re not going to get a boyfriend, and if I ever see a boy kiss you, I will chop him up into tiny little pieces.� That was true. The poor girl didn�t have a chance in hell to ever have a boyfriend. Between her father and Julius, she could go through many dead boyfriends.
�Then you need to kiss me. I just want to see what it�s like. You don�t have to stick your tongue in my mouth or anything,� she explained.
Julius laughed a nervous laugh. This wasn�t right. He couldn�t kiss Aquilla. It was unthinkable. He looked at her carefully.
�Please, Julius,� she begged.
He had kissed her lips a hundred times. She was just a toddler, this was different. She wasn�t three anymore. He looked at her lips, back to her eyes, back to her lips, and then back to her eyes. Fuck. What the hell was he doing? He moved his face to hers and softly kissed her lips. He quickly backed away when she opened her mouth and brushed his tongue with hers.
�What the hell, Quill? You said no tongue,� he asked, freaking out.
�I just wanted to see what it was like.�
�Do your homework,� he demanded.
That never happened again. She left him feeling very uncomfortable. The spasm that he had felt in his cock, when her tongue touched his, left him feeling even more uncomfortable. He avoided future talks about kissing boys or anything else about boys like a pandemic.
Julius stayed away from her as much as possible. He still helped with her homework, but insisted on doing it at the dining room table. He spent more and more time in the location of the house that Aquilla wasn�t allowed to be in. He had to. It helped with his forbidden wandering eyes. By the time she was 14, she had blossomed into a curvy C cup. He really had to fight to keep his eyes level with hers, especially by the pool. He stopped going there with her too. It was better for him to take his frustrations out on a new trainee. By that time he was 21, he was an expert at his job. He needed his job to keep his illicit thoughts away.
Julius had just gotten in bed late one night when his father called from out of town. That was his next frustrating as hell contact with Aquilla. He woke her from a dead sleep, telling her to pack. They had to go. He helped her pack only what was really important while she cried. She didn�t want to move again. She liked the beach, her room, her pool, and she had just gotten a new comforter set that she only got to sleep under twice.
�We�ll get you another one just like it, Quill,� Julius promised. �And we will live some place by the beach.�
�I am tired of fucking doing this,� she screamed with tears streaming down her face.
He didn�t reprimand her about her language. �Quill, it can�t be helped, we have to go.�
Julius stayed held up in a ratty hotel with her for almost a month, waiting for orders from his father. It was pure hell, and he didn�t even have the girls to relieve his hindrances. They slept in the same lumpy queen sized bed, played numerous card games, mostly ones that they made up out of boredom, watched the only three Mexican channels that they had, and ate from the rundown little diner attached to the hotel.
�Julius, this is it. I have no more clean clothes,� Aquilla whined, taking her only clean outfit from her packed suitcase. Of course it had to be short shorts and a skimpy tank-top. �And I have to go panty-less now,� she assured him, searching for a clean pair of underwear, which weren�t there.
Fuck! That was just the image he needed implanted in his already fucked up head. �I will ask Father if it�s okay to find a laundromat tomorrow.�
�How much longer do we have to stay here?� She was sick of staring at the same four walls, sick of looking at Julius, sick of eating the same food every single day, sick of the tiny bathroom with the warped door that wouldn�t even close all the way, and sick of the shower with hardly any hot water.
�I don�t know, Quill. Father is working on it.�
She groaned and went to take a piss warm shower.
Julius was leaning against the headboard when she came out half naked. Fuck. Shit. Fucking shit. Shit. He couldn�t keep his eyes from scanning her perfect body.
�Here,� she said, handing him her brush and plopping between his legs.
He looked at her cautiously sitting in front of him. He hadn�t brushed out her hair in years. He ran the brush down her hair, letting his eyes wander to her bare shoulders. He loved her hair. He always had. Most of the girls on that side of the continent had dark hair. Aquilla�s was as blonde as blonde could be. It did get a little darker as she got older, but not much. The tropical sun kept it light. It was long, half way down her back.
�Julius, will you please tell me what is going on? I know something is going on. Is it because of a drug run that has gone wrong?� she asked.
�Why would you think that?� he asked, brushing long strokes down her hair.
�I�m not ten, Julius. I do live in the same house, I hear things.�
�Well, you just don�t worry about that. Everything will be fine, and you�ll be living in a lovely new house before you know it.�
�I liked my old house.�
�You�ll like this one even better,� he promised.
Aquilla fell asleep early. She had a headache and they didn�t have anything for it. Julius showered and laid down beside her just after eleven. She squirmed and kicked the covers from her half naked body. Julius stared at her, watching her perfect body every time the neon light blinked through the crack in the curtain. He had the strongest desire he had ever had in his life to touch her.
Julius let his imagination run wild. He could feel the soft skin on the back of her leg as his fingers ran up it. Fuck, what the hell was he thinking? He knew what the hell he was thinking, his erect cock proved it. He needed to fuck in a BAD way.
He got up and walked into the bathroom. He had to relieve himself, in order to stop the image of Aquilla running through his mind. He had to stop the thoughts about what he was doing to her. What the fuck? He closed the door and took his hard rod in his hand. He tried like hell to think about the last girl that he had been with as he pumped his cock in his hand. Fuck, it wasn�t working. Aquilla�s naked body beneath his was the only image that made him want to cum.
Aquilla pulled the covers back up when she felt chilled. She sleepily opened her eyes to see the empty side of the bed. She rose up and dropped her head back to the pillow, realizing he was there when she saw the dim light, seeping through the crack of the bathroom door. She rose up again when she thought she heard him moan. Was he hurt? Was he sick? Was she hearing things? She quietly moved off the bed to peek through the crack of the warped door. She sucked in a breath when she saw him leaning against the wall, stroking his rock hard cock.
Holy fucking Pacific Ocean, she couldn�t move. She was frozen and her pussy had just done something unfamiliar. She should move away. She shouldn�t be watching him. She couldn�t, she was too engrossed in what he was doing. She crossed her legs, needing contact herself. What the hell was going on? She felt like she started her period. She knew she hadn�t, it wasn�t time for that. She was wet.
Aquilla�s eyes widened even more, if that were even possible. Julius thrust himself, frantically in his hand, moaned quietly, and relieved himself into the palm of his hand. Aquilla ran back to bed, feeling confused, frustrated herself, and� and�she wasn�t sure what. She felt him move in beside of her a few minutes later. He leaned over, kissed her hair, and lay down. She couldn�t go back to sleep. She wanted to touch herself. What the hell was happening to her body?
She did touch herself as soon as he fell asleep. She had to. She couldn�t get the image of Julius�s lean body propped against the bathroom wall, jacking off out of her head. She stayed turned away from him, lying on her stomach and ran her fingers between her legs. She even pulled her hand out once to look at her fingers through the blinking light. It wasn�t blood. She was just wet. She was drenched. Her clitoris throbbed, and something unversed was building.
Julius looked over when her breathing became erratic. He saw her hips moving and could tell where her hand was. His cock instantly reacted. She was fucking masturbating. Fuck. He couldn�t take his eyes from her any more than she could take hers from him. Shit. He wanted to reach over and make her cum. He turned his eyes away. He couldn�t watch this, this was wrong. That lasted about two seconds. He heard a small whimper as her hips thrust inward and steadied on her fingers. She just fucking had an orgasm laying inches from him. What the fuck?
The following morning was awkward for them both. They avoided eye contact at all costs. Aquilla read a lot, even though she had just finished the book the day before. She started it over. Maybe she would catch something she hadn�t before. She needed to occupy her mind as did Julius. He messed around on his laptop, and although they both tried like hell, their eyes did meet on several occasions.
�What are you typing?� she asked when he was still pecking away at the keys as she crawled into bed after her not so hot shower.
�Nothing, I�m done,� he said, closing the laptop.
�You�ve been typing nothing for hours?�
�It�s just kind of like a journal, I guess. I haven�t written in it for a while.�
She giggled. �Julius Chavez keeps a diary?�
He snickered too. �If you breathe one word of that to anyone, I will have to cut your tongue off or something,� he threatened.
Julius had to relieve himself again that night when he woke up to his right hand on her breast. He pretended to stay asleep, loving the feel of her perky young breast beneath his hand. He abruptly moved it when his thumb brushed her erect nipple on its own accord.
Aquilla too pretended to stay asleep as she shamelessly enjoyed the feel of his hand on her body. She didn�t want him to move it. She wanted more, and yet, she didn�t. What the hell was happening between them? Something was going on. She knew it. She felt it. He knew it. He felt it.
Julius was never so happy to get that call. He was to take Aquilla to Jamelia Lei, a small island just north of Anguilla. Their father had acquired a new home, and they could finally get out of the claustrophobic hotel. Romano talked to Aquilla, telling her how much she was going to love her new house, and although it wasn�t right on the beach like the last one, it was fairly close. Aquilla didn�t care anymore. She needed to get out of there and away from her BROTHER.
Aquilla had learned something new about her body, and it was killing Julius. He had to watch her please herself quietly during the night five more times before they got out of there. Of course, he had to relieve himself from the horrific events�every fucking time.
Aquilla never saw him again. He had fixed the bathroom door when he watched through the crack one night after her shower. She was rubbing herself and just had to go and prop her foot on the toilet seat and slide her fingers inside her pussy as she came. He wasn�t about to have to be tortured with that again.
<><><>
Aquilla did like the new house. However, she wasn�t happy about her new caretaker, Hila. She was 14. She didn�t need someone trailing after her all the time. Hila would sleep right across the hall from her. Julius would sleep right next door.
"I thought you might want this," Julius said, handing her the doll that he had bought for her when she was a little girl.
"I thought I forgot it," she exclaimed, taking the doll.
"Ah, I see you have the same ugly painting as me," he recognized, looking at the identical ocean painting that hung over both their beds.
"I love that painting," she said, turning to the portrait with the water lapping out over a white sandy beach, framed in thick dark wood.
"I don�t, mine is coming down immediately," he assured her. It didn�t come down, and he suddenly really hated it when he tried to take it off the wall, discovering something bad, really bad. It was sure to get him into trouble. He tried to remove the ocean scene from the wall over his bed. It wasn�t hung on the wall. It was irremovable. It was set like a window and attached to the painting over Aquilla�s bed. When he slid the little lever on the frame, the waves opened up like venetian blinds. He could see her putting her clothes away. He left the tiny vent open and went to Aquilla�s room to ask a dumb question. You couldn�t tell her waves had been opened at all. Fuck, this wasn�t good. This was bad, this was real fucking bad.
Aquilla ran to her father when he arrived later that night. She hadn�t realized how much she had missed him. He had never been gone that long before. He, of course, embraced her, closing his eyes and relishing his baby girl. He had missed her, too.
"Do you like your room?" he asked, kissing her head.
"Yes, but I don�t like Hila. I don�t need her, father," she complained.
"Yes you do. Julius and I are going to be busy for awhile. She�s nice, give her a chance."
Aquilla normally would have argued, but she didn�t. She didn�t want to upset him. She had missed him and was glad to be out of that hotel with Julius and into the ten thousand square foot home. She needed the space.
Romano shook Julius�s hand next, happy to see his son as well, and thanking him for taking such great care of Aquilla, not that he expected anything less. He knew she was in good hands with him.
"Please tell me you have a shipment coming," Julius begged.
Aquilla questionably looked at them both, when Romano laughed.
"A little frustrated?" he asked.
"That�s an understatement," he assured him.
"Two weeks," he replied. "Come on, let�s eat," he added, leading his children to the massive dining room.
<><><>
Aquilla was pissed. She had just gotten there, and Hila was waking her early the next morning for breakfast. Her new teacher would be there right after. Her father wanted her to get right back to her studies; she had a lot of catching up to do. She didn�t like the new teacher either. She did, however, like her new music teacher. He taught her how to play the flute like a professional composer. She could play the most dramatic composition. She loved playing the flute more than anything she had ever tried.
<><><>
Julius was extremely happy when the four new girls finally arrived two weeks later. He was fucking every last one of them and the new guy, Latium, was just going to have to wait. He would train all four of them. He didn�t need any help. He had over a month�s worth of stress to relieve. He did too. He spent the entire five days that they were there in the north wing, avoiding Aquilla at all costs. He didn�t see her the entire week, except for the times that he couldn�t help but watch her through the slits of the ocean scene over his bed.
He couldn�t help it, he couldn�t stop. He knew when she would be exiting her bathroom after her shower every night. He also knew her body probably better than she did. He watched it blossom every night. He had even begged his father to move to a downstairs bedroom where he slept. He didn�t have a good reason. He surely couldn�t tell him that he couldn�t resist the urge to stare at his naked daughter. Romano refused his request, he felt safer with Julius close to her.
<><><>
A week before Aquilla�s 15th birthday, she sat with her father at the massive table picking out what she wanted for her birthday. She wanted a bikini so that she could tan more of her white skin by the pool. After an hour of arguing with her, picking out way more than a 15 year old should get on one birthday, and going back to the site with the bikini that she was so adamant about getting, he gave in.
They spent her birthday at the beach, the entire day. Julius hated the new fucking bikini. It showed too much, and he couldn�t keep is stupid eyes off of her. He even stayed in the water more than he normally would, trying to hide the erection that kept creeping up. He wasn�t lacking any in the package department, it was hard to hide it.
Aquilla lay out on the beach, playing in the water, and she even built an amazing sand castle with Julius while their father worked on his laptop. Their eyes locked uncomfortably way too many times. Julius�s eyes dropped to her cleavage and hers dropped to his persistent hard on more than once. He was playing with fire. She was playing with fire. And, what the fuck were they doing?
They both needed relief by the time the day was over. They ended their night by doing just that. Julius watched her sprawled on her bed as she ran her fingers through the elastic of her panties. She normally did it safely under her covers where she felt invisible and nobody could see. She didn�t turn them down and even went as far of sliding them over her hips and to her ankles. Fuck. He didn�t need to see that.
Aquilla was beginning to wonder if something was wrong with her. Her mind went to one place when she pleased herself. It was always back in that dingy hotel room with Julius leaned against the floral print wall, pumping his cock in his hand. She was going to ask for a laptop. Maybe if she could see some pictures of other men, she could picture someone else�s dick and not the taboo; Julius�s.
Julius was one sick mother fucker. He wished she would turn around so that he could see her. He took his own throbbing sex into his hand while he watched Aquilla squirm beneath her fingers. Fuck, he wanted to do that.
�Yeah, baby, rub that pussy,� he whispered as her fingers frantically massaged the little nub that he so badly wanted to see. She whimpered at precisely the same moment he spewed out to his hand.
Aquilla and Julius both began to avoid each other. They had to. Aquilla wasn�t any better off than he was, and the constant eye locking thing confused the hell out of her. She was never so happy in her life, when her father invited a man and his daughter to dinner when she was not quite 17 yet. That�s what she needed. She needed a friend to occupy her mind. She hadn�t had a friend since she was seven.
Talin and her hit it off, right off the bat. Talin was the same age as her. Aquilla envied Talin. Although she was like her in many ways, she was able to have a little bit of a life. She went to high school every day, was allowed to hang out with her friends at the beach, and go to her friend Vennah�s sometimes. Her father too, was into some shady business. Of course he was, he was partnering with her father. They were up to something that wasn�t good, she was sure of it.

Chapter 2

Aquilla loved it when her father told her that they were coming over. It gave her something to look forward to. She loved Talin, except for when she was lusting over Julius. She didn�t like that one bit. It was stupid. There was no reason for her to feel bitter when Talin talked about the things she wanted to do with Julius. Aquilla found herself reminding her that she had a boyfriend, and how even though she had never met this Salem that she spoke of, she was sure he wouldn�t appreciate her thirsting over Julius.

�You should go to school this year, Aquilla,� Talin decided one afternoon by the pool, while their fathers conducted business in his office.
�Yeah right, my father would never let me do that,� she admitted. He wouldn�t. He was way too protective for that.
�Maybe my father can talk to him, it�s our senior year. You need to go to high school. It�s not like some big high school with 500 students. It�s private. Most of the kids that go there are just like us. They come from fathers shepherding risky business too.�
�I would freaking love that, Talin. Do boys go there, too? Does Salem go there?�
�Yes, he is a senior too, but I don�t have to wait to see him at school anymore. My father lets me see him now; his father does some things with mine.�
�Do you know what they do?� Aquilla asked, curious to know if she did.
Talin shrugged her shoulders. �I have a good hunch, but I think your father and Julius do a little more than run drugs.�
�What do you mean?� Aquilla asked, having a pretty good idea herself.
She shrugged her shoulders again. �My father has some girl staying in the guest house out back. He got her from your father, I heard him on the phone. He told me that she just needed a place to stay for three months, but I see him go out there late at night. The guest house is right outside my window.�
Aquilla raised her eyebrows then dropped them. She wasn�t sure how to comment. She knew there was something going on too. She just wasn�t exactly sure of what.
�Were you adopted?� Talin asked.
Aquilla was the one to shrug her shoulders that time. �I guess so, I�ve seen my birth certificate and my father�s name is on it. He�s never really told me the fact, but anyone that looks at me can tell.�
�Yeah, you�re kind of a ghost,� Talin joked.
Aquilla laughed, looking over at Talin�s dark skin.
�Hey, you should see if you can go to the beach with me tomorrow. Salem has two friends that will be there. Vennah will be there too. She has her eyes on Keiki, but Tua is pretty cute.
�My father won�t let me,� she assured her.
�You dress for dinner,� Hila called from the glass door, interrupting their plot to get Aquilla out of the house.
�We�ll ask at dinner,� Talin assured her.
Talin dropped more bombs on Romano that night than he could handle, but at least she was getting her out of the house. Valdez would have to escort her, but at least he agreed. Talin didn�t mind. She had her own bodyguard that her father insisted follow her too. He hadn�t agreed on the whole high school thing yet, but they had six more weeks to convince him of that.
Julius was the one that looked like he was going to fall out of his chair. He glared across the table at Aquilla. He wasn�t about to let her run around the beach with boys, wearing that skimpy ass black bikini. There was no fucking way.

�You�re not going to the beach where there will be boys,� Julius assured Quill later that same night as they walked to their rooms.
�Yes I am, Father already said that I could go.�
�And I am telling you that you can�t,� he demanded with a clinched jaw. No way, no fucking way in hell was she doing that.
�Fuck you, Julius, yes I am. You�re not my father.�
Aquilla was almost afraid of him for a second. He shoved her against the wall and lifted her chin to make her look at him.
�I don�t want you around fucking boys, Quill.�
She shoved him away. �I don�t want you around fucking girls,� she shot back. He knew what girls she was talking about. She dumbfounded him. He didn�t know what to say. He didn�t say anything when she jerked away from him and went into her room, slamming the door behind her.
Who the fuck did he think he was? He couldn�t tell her what to do. He didn�t have that right. She couldn�t wait to meet Tua. She needed that distraction. She needed it more than either of them could imagine.
Aquilla did go to the beach. She went that day with Valdez following her, and then more and more. Sometimes Valdez followed, sometimes Julius. Their relationship had gone from bad to worse. Now they just glared at each other. He hated her hanging out with the boys. If he knew that it would just Talin, Vennah, and her, than Valdez escorted her. If he knew the boys were going to be there, he followed her. It pissed Aquilla right the fuck off, she thought that she liked Tua. It didn�t matter, she couldn�t get away from Julius long enough to see for sure. She needed to like Tua. She needed someone to take her mind off of things she shouldn�t be thinking about.
Aquilla did get to go to high school, and although it wasn�t what she had in mind, it was a lot better than being homeschooled. The school consisted of exactly 23 kids in the entire little building that didn�t look like a school at all. It was exclusively designed for kids like Aquilla, Talin, and Vennah. She was still picked up by Julius, Valdez, or her father, but she didn�t mind. She loved getting out of the house every day. Romano was extremely pleased to see her so happy. Julius, not so much. He knew that slimy little Tua went there, he didn�t like it.
Their relationship continued to be washed out to sea. They were constantly into it over something or another. Julius just needed to mind his own fucking business and stay out of her life. It didn�t concern him, and she let him know of that fact� often.
Julius had just started down the corridor one afternoon when she met him at the foyer. She picked up her backpack and glared at him.
�Where are you going?� he asked. It pissed her off, she wasn�t going anywhere. She wanted to. She wanted to go to Talin�s, but her father had said no, not today. That pissed her off too. She was almost 18 and was treated like a fucking five year old. She was in a pissy mood before she ran into Julius. He just poured a little more gas on her fire, sending her into a raging blaze.
�Where are YOU going, Julius?� she countered, walking toward him. He had to back up. She was right in his face. She knew exactly where he was going. For whatever reason, that pissed her off too. He was going to the north wing, the north wing where five year old Aquilla was forbidden to go, and the north wing where she knew beautiful girls awaited his presence. �You need your dick fucked? Is that where you�re going, Julius?� she crossly alleged. What? Where the fuck did that come from? PMS that had to be it.
Julius took a step toward her, causing her to now back up as he got right in her face too. �Like you have fucking room to talk, Quill. Let me smell your fingers.� What? What the hell was he saying? This was Quill!!!!!
What the hell did he mean by that? He left her speechless, but only briefly. �Fuck you. I�m sick of your stupid shit.�
�Stupid shit?� he yelled right back.
�That�s enough,� Romano yelled, breaking up their argument.
�What�s going on?� he demanded to know.
�Ask him,� Aquilla said, crossing her arms, and glaring daggers at Julius.
�Julius?� Romano asked, turning to him.
�Nothing,� he replied, gave Quill one more dirty look, and then turned on his heels, leaving her to deal with their father.
�Quill? What�s gotten into you two lately? You two can�t be in the same room without wanting to rip each other�s heads off.�
�Nothing,� she said, giving him the same answer, and storming off, up to her room.
Romano shook his head at both his children, constantly at each other�s throats.
Julius tried his best to stay away from her. He did as much as possible, but still insisted on going with her if he knew she was going to be anywhere near boys, or Tua, anyways. He wanted to break his scrawny little neck.
Aquilla avoided him at all costs, as well. They shot each other dirty looks. If she thought he was being too demanding and acting like her father, she would just tell him to go fuck himself.

Julius tried like hell to stay away from his secret little window, too. The longest he made it was three days. He had heard Aquilla on the phone with Talin, planning an evening at her house for a technician to come to her house to do their nails. He knew the technician wasn�t doing their nails. He heard the conversation loud and clear. It was just a coy for Talin�s father. He couldn�t help it; he had to look.
Aquilla came out of her bathroom wrapped in a towel, as she always did. She removed the towel and stood in front of her full length mirror. Julius�s cock went from limp to full blown, painful hard in 2 point 7 seconds. She smiled in the mirror, liking the way her freshly waxed pussy looked. She moved her fingers down and touched it. She liked the soft smooth feeling. Julius fucking loved it. He was hoping like hell she was going to masturbate standing right there. He had the perfect view.
Quill separated her lips a little and rubbed her swollen little nub. Julius just about blew his load. He removed his cock from his constricted slacks and stroked himself, watching her. He wanted a closer view. He wanted to see her throbbing little clitoris up close.
�Fuck yeah, Quill, rub it for me baby,� he whispered, hissing and pounding the hell out of his cock in his hand.
Aquilla didn�t rub anything for him. She picked up her towel and walked back to the bathroom. �No, fuck,� Julius whined. She took forever before she came back out. She slipped her nightgown over her head and lay down with a book. She fucking took care of it in the bathroom. What the fuck?
<><><>
Romano threw Aquilla a party for not only her educational accomplishments but also her 18th birthday as well. She wanted to go to college. She didn�t understand why he forbade it. She wasn�t trying to be difficult and she was happy about her party. She just wanted him to see how awful it was for her to be 18 and treated like a child. It didn�t matter though.
�Aquilla, you know you cannot go out into the world to do that. I will have a professor come here and teach you anything that you want to learn,� he offered.
She didn�t want that, she wanted to go be normal. Normal like the girls from the movies, that Talin had slipped to her, like the girls from the magazines, and books that she had read. She was 18. He couldn�t tell her what to do anymore, she would just leave. She defeatedly knew she wouldn�t do that. She wouldn�t defy him. She knew that he was only worried about her well-being and wanted to keep her safe. Her dreams would be causality; she would give them up for reality, her reality.
Her party was supposed to be a happy time in her life. She wasn�t happy. She had always been homeschooled, that is until her senior year, and that was only because she had begged to go to school with other people. She wanted the chance to have friends. She wanted to eat lunch in a cafeteria, play in the band, and go to gym class. Her father had reluctantly agreed, but it wasn�t what she had wanted. It wasn�t that kind of school.
�Are you going to be a party pooper all night?� Talin asked, coming to her, sitting alone, and watching the few people at her celebration.
Talin bumped her shoulder and handed her a red cup full of punch. �It�s spiked,� she smiled.
�This isn�t a party, Talin. There should be at least 50 people here, not nine. These aren�t even my friends. Like that guy there,� she pointed to a man talking to her father. �Who the hell is that?�
Talin laughed. �I don�t know, but he�s kind of cute.�
Aquilla rolled her eyes and took a drink of the punch. �Jesus, Talin,� she exclaimed, tasting the massive amount of vodka with very little punch.
Talin laughed. �Drink it, maybe it will loosen you up,� she insisted and darted off to be with Salem.
Keiki and Tua were there, too. Vennah was hanging all over Keiki, and Tua was too busy getting shit faced to pay her any attention. That wasn�t the real reason he wasn�t with her. Julius had pulled him to the side and told him to stay the fuck away from her, he did. Julius was twice his size.
Aquilla looked to Julius talking to Valdez. He stared at Aquilla sitting alone. He could tell she was disappointed. He wished there was something he could do, but there wasn�t. She had to live this way. He and his father had collected too many enemies over the years for it to be any other way. They would hurt her to hurt them.
Aquilla moved her eyes from his with a disgusted look. She was sick of him constantly looking at her like that. It confused the hell out of her. One minute he was jumping down her throat and the next; he was staring at her with eyes full of emotion. Stupid fucker.
Julius sat beside of her when Talin walked away.
�You don�t look like you�re having much fun,� he assumed.
She smiled at him but didn�t reply.
�You look very pretty tonight,� he said, moving her blonde hair behind the front of her shoulder to her back.
Aquilla knew she shouldn�t get goose bumps when he touched her, but she did. She couldn�t help it. It had been something she had been fighting for months now. NO, not months, more like years. She took a deep breath, trying to rid the forbidden thoughts.
�Thanks,� she replied. Talin, Vennah, and her had all ordered new sundresses for the party. They all matched, except for the colors. Hers was a pale pink with a red strawberry embroidered just above her right hip bone. Her father scowled when he saw it. He tried hard to control her clothing, not wanting her to dress like the women that came and went from the mansion.
�You need another drink?� he asked.
�No, Talin has enough alcohol in this one for five drinks,� she admitted.
Vennah pulled her away from him when they were going to play a drinking game. Julius�s eyes never left her, he watched her getting drunk and playing games with her friends. Romano had left the party fairly early, leaving Valdez and Julius to chaperone. Julius knew she needed to quit drinking, however, he didn�t say anything. She would have just told him to fuck off anyways.
By eleven o�clock, she was shit faced and could barely stand up.
�Clear the party out,� Julius told Valdez, going to Aquilla, getting sick in the yard.
Valdez broke up the party and sent the youngsters on their way with the two bodyguards who escorted them safely home.
Julius went to Aquilla and tried to hold her hair back.
�Don�t you fucking touch me!� she shouted, shoving him in the chest.
�Quill, don�t be like that,� he tried.
She couldn�t say anything. She turned her head and heaved again. Julius didn�t think she was ever going to stop. He was starting to get worried.
�You okay?� he asked when she finally rose up, resting her hands on her knees.
�Like you give a shit,� she angrily replied.
Julius knew it was the alcohol. He was trying to let it slide. He didn�t want to fight with her, it was a special day for her. He didn�t want to be the one to rain on her party.
�Come on. Let�s get you to bed.�
�Keep your fucking hands off of me,� she yelled, shoving him in the chest again.
Julius put his hands up, letting her know that he wasn�t touching her. He was trying to help her.
�I�ve got to lie down,� she suddenly realized when the ground beneath her feet started to spin in circles, FAST.
She laid across a chase lounge and was out cold. Julius left her alone for a few minutes. He wasn�t going to leave her out there; she was just going to have to be mad. He picked up her arm and let go. Her arm dropped like a dead weight. She was definitely passed out.
Julius scooped her into his arms, and she dropped her head to his chest. She was drunk, and barely responsive, but she knew what was going on. She knew she was being carried by Julius. She even knew when he kissed her forehead as he carried her.
He carefully laid her down, and again, her body dropped like a dead weight. She felt him remove her sandals and caress her foot with his hand. He didn�t need to do that; he couldn�t help anything he was doing. His mind was going crazy wanting to do things to her. He needed to get the fuck out of her room. He shouldn�t leave her in her sundress though, should he?
Julius lifted the sundress and took a quick peek at the pink panties covering her pussy. He looked up to her face. She didn�t move. Aquilla wasn�t passed out. The room was spinning and she was no doubt drunk, but she knew everything that he was doing. She felt the breeze when he lifted her dress, the flutter deep in the pit of her stomach, and the instant pulsating between her legs, she felt it all.
�Fuck, Quill,� she heard him whisper.
He lifted the sundress higher, great, no bra. He needed to see that too. He needed to go. He needed to get the fuck out of there before he did something stupid. He would just help her out of her dress and under her covers and then he would go.
Aquilla pretended to moan as he lifted it over her head. She plopped back to the mattress, purposely lifting her leg and letting her knee drop to the side. She wasn�t thinking like Julius. She wasn�t arguing with herself at all. She was drunk and horny as hell. She was hoping he did do something. She wanted him to do something.
Julius stood frozen. Fuck. Mother Fucker. Son of a fucking whore. He touched her inner thigh, looking at her face for a reaction. Nothing, she was out cold. He moved her other leg up, spreading her more and then looked back to her face. Still nothing. He carefully lifted the inside of her panties, pulling it to the side.
Jesus Christ!!!!! Should he touch her? She would probably kick him in the nuts if she woke up. Fuck, he wanted to touch her. She wanted him to touch her.
Aquilla squirmed, deliberately trying to get his fingers to slip, they did. He felt her wetness right before he freaked the fuck out. He let go of her panties and got the hell out. She was not happy. She shouldn�t have moved. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.
She wanted to move her hand down and take care of the throbbing, but she couldn�t. She was too drunk and was afraid to move. She couldn�t even move to get under the covers.
<><><>
Julius went right back to ignoring her the next morning. He had to. He couldn�t get the image of her pink little pussy out of his mind.
Aquilla spent her day in her room on her new purple laptop she had gotten for her birthday. She couldn�t do much on it. It was just like the last one that she had. Her father had parental controls on it. The only thing she could do was play games or download books. She was 18 and had a parental block from the internet. How pathetic was that?
Aquilla fell into a slump; she came out of her room when Hila dragged her to the table, and then went right back to her room, where she played solitaire for hours and slept. She wasn�t tired, just bored. She needed out of that house.
Talin finally called her one evening. Julius, unbeknownst to Aquilla, listened through his secret window.
�We�re going to the pits tomorrow. My father already gave me permission, you�re coming right? Vennah will be there too,� Talin explained the plans.
�I will have to ask my father at breakfast. What time are you going?� It really depended on whether or not he needed Valdez. She knew she wouldn�t be allowed to go alone. What a pathetic life to live at 18. She may as well have stayed three. She wasn�t treated any differently.
�We�re not going until around six. Keiki, Tua, and Salem are going to be there. Salem�s going to cook lobster over a fire, Vennah�s caretaker is going to make us up a basket of bread and fruit, Tua�s going to bring the alcohol, and I�m bringing the punch. You can bring something if you want.�
�I�ll try my best.�
�Come on, I need you to be there, Tua needs you to be there.�
�Why? It�s not like we can be alone, anyways,� she stated.
�Stop being so depressing, get over it, let�s go. We�ll get drunk, and who knows, it might be the night Tua kisses you.�
Aquilla rolled her eyes. Like that would happen. �I�ll text you and let you know tomorrow.�
<><><>
Hila was waking Aquilla before eight the next morning. She wasn�t ready to get up. What did she have to get up for?
�Come, Miss. You father wait,� she spoke in her broken English.
�Tell him I�m sick,� she moaned rolling over.
Hila ignored her, started her bath and laid her attire for the day on her bed.
�You get up now,� she coaxed, pulling the covers from her body.
Aquilla sat up, rubbing her eyes. She knew she had to get up. Breakfast was the one meal that her father insisted they ate as a family. He and Julius were usually busy working for lunch and, if his schedule allowed it, he would insist that supper be shared together as well.
Aquilla bathed and then groaned as she put on the customary dark blue dress slacks and white button up shirt. She wanted to wear shorts and a concert t-shirt or something. She didn�t want to dress like a nun. She changed as soon as breakfast was over anyways. She didn�t understand why her family had to arrive at the breakfast table in full blown funeral clothes.
�You button,� Hila demanded, wanting her to button the top two buttons that were allowing cleavage to be visible. She knew Mr. Chavez�s rules, and it was her job to see that Aquilla followed them. She had been with Aquilla since their arrival on Jamelia Lei four years ago. She wanted to keep her job, and did her best to keep Aquilla in line. She was never close with Aquilla, and Aquilla wasn�t close with her. Aquilla found her to be more annoying than anything. It would have been nice to have a female to bond with, unfortunately, Hila wasn�t her.
Aquilla placed her hands on her hips with a puff of air as Hila buttoned the two buttons. She slid into her heels and walked out, unbuttoning the two buttons as she descended the stairs.
Her father was seated at the head of the long table, wearing a black suit and tie. Julius sat across from her wearing his own formal attire. She rolled her eyes at the ridiculous sight. Julius smiled, amused at her. He knew exactly what the eye roll was all about. He knew her better than anyone knew her.
�Good morning, Quill, button your shirt.� her father spoke as they both respectively stood from their seated positions. Romano pulled out her chair and kissed her cheek.
Their coffee was served, and Romano led the conversation while they waited for their meals to be placed in front of them.
�Did you sleep well?� he asked.
�Yes, thank you,� she replied.
�May I go to the pits with my friends today?� she asked, forcing her eyes away from Julius.
�No, you have an art lesson today,� Romano replied.
�Why do I have to do that? I hate it, I suck at it,� she stated with a tone.
�Suck?� her father asked with raised eyebrows.
�I�m sorry,� she apologized right away. He had already warned her about picking up Talin�s vocabulary. She would have to be more careful. She didn�t want him to stop her from hanging out with her. �I just don�t understand why I have to paint, I don�t like it. Why can�t I just keep taking the flute lessons? I like that.�
�You already play beautiful music. I want you to be creative,� he explained.
�I can�t paint,� she tried to argue one more time.
�Your lesson is in an hour. Don�t be late,� he warned, dismissing the subject.
�Talin and Vennah aren�t going to the beach until this evening may I go then?� she asked, giving up on the stupid art class. She wasn�t sure how much more of her captivity she could handle; she was 18, for God�s sake.
�I will let you know at lunch.�
Aquilla moved her arms for her spinach quiche, and a refill on her coffee. Another servant followed and ground fresh goat cheese on top. She raised her hand, stopping him before he grounded the red pepper.
Aquilla picked at her breakfast and listened to the conversation that her father and Julius assumed she was oblivious to. They really did treat her like she was a child. She knew what went on there. She was no dummy, just because she was never involved or knew the details didn�t mean she was an idiot. When her father spoke of a shipment coming in, she knew that he was speaking of drugs. She had watched four new girls come in a couple of nights before, so she knew it wasn�t a shipment of chattels.
�May I be excused,� she asked, eating only half of her breakfast.
�Yes,� he excused her.
Julius�s eyes followed her out.
She went right to her room and removed the costume, replacing it with comfortable stretch shorts and a t-shirt. She had just gone on a cruise ship and fell in love with a hot ma�tre d when Hila came in, interrupting her romance novel.
�You do art lesson,� she demanded, laying the prescribed clothes out once again.
�I�m not changing,� she assured her, got up, and walked out. She wasn�t wearing the ridiculous clothes to learn how to paint something that she didn�t want to paint.
Her father could have at least hired a good looking teacher. Armani was old with a balding top and a thick Italian accent.
�Aquilla, Aquilla,� he chanted, moving behind her easel. �You must feel the brush, right here,� he said, tapping his chest with his fingers. �Close your eyes and feel the strokes,� he requested, taking her hand.
Aquilla slid the brush across the canvas, creating a deep purple mountaintop that was nothing more than an elaborate zigzag. She didn�t close her eyes and feel anything. How the hell were you supposed to feel the brush? The only thing she felt was irritated that she was there.
�What do you feel, Aquilla,� he asked in a quiet, over dramatic tone.
�A wooden handle that feels like a fat pencil,� she replied with closed eyes and a smirk.
Armani looked at her crooked line and breathed a defeated breath. He couldn�t get through to her. Her heart wasn�t in it, and no matter how hard he tried to teach her, if she didn�t want to learn it, he couldn�t teach it.
Romano didn�t get back to Aquilla about her request. He never came to the table for lunch. She waited until after five to knock on his office door. She did replace her shorts with the formalwear, thinking she should probably go in with ammunition. She knocked on his door and Julius let her in.
�What can I do for you, princess?� Romano asked with a smile.
�You were going to let me know if I could meet my friends,� she reminded him.
�Who�s going to be there?�
�Talin, Vennah, and,� she hesitated, not sure if adding the boys would alter his decision. �Tua, Keiki, and Salem,� she spat out quickly.
�You will be home by nine,� he assured her.
�Eleven,� she countered.
He smiled at his audacious daughter. �Ten,� he reasoned.
She would take that.
�Valdez will drive you.�
�I�ll escort her,� Julius demanded. He didn�t like the fact that Tua was going to be there.
�You have a training session this evening,� Romano reminded him.
Aquilla knew what training session he was speaking of. She had watched the women come into the house late at night. She had never witnessed it, but she knew. The girls would stay in the north wing, where she was prohibited to go, but knew what was going on, sort of.
�Latium can do it, I�ll follow Quill,� he commanded.

Chapter 3

Julius was waiting in the foyer when Aquilla descended the stairs wearing a red bikini top and white fringed shorts that were too short for Julius�s liking.
�Go change your clothes, Quill,� he demanded.
�Fuck you,� she retorted.
�You should watch your mouth. If father heard you talk like that, he would wash your mouth out with soap. Go change, you are not leaving like that.�
�Yes I am, we�re going to the beach. I�m not wearing a sari just for you. Let�s go,� she demanded, walking past him, shoving his shoulder with her own.
Julius watched her walk out, eyes going right to her tight little ass. He slid her over from the driver�s seat in the sand buggy.
It was her sand buggy; she had gotten it for her 17th birthday. She was never allowed to drive it, but nonetheless, it was hers.
�You make me so mad sometimes,� she said, slumping and crossing her arms.
Julius�s eyes, once again, went to forbidden places and followed her long legs as she propped her feet on the windowsill.
�You make me mad too. Sit up and put your seatbelt on,� he demanded.

Julius, once again, watched her ass storm away from him as she walked to meet her friends. Tua threw a florescent green bouncy ball towards her. She missed. Julius thought he was going to have to adjust himself when his cock instantly observed the two ass cheeks peek from her shorts as she bent to pick it up.
He sat on a log, passing a whisky bottle with the other two girls� bodyguards. Julius hated Tua Shumah. He wanted to walk over and tell him to keep his hands off of Aquilla. He didn�t though. He only stared with a vengeance as the boy flirted, placing his hand on the small of her bare back as they stood around the fire drinking whiskey in red plastic cups.
Aquilla was having a great time; laughing and goofing off around the fire. It was just what she needed. They ate their food and continued to drink the spiked punch while Julius steamed. He almost did get up and say something, when he watched the two of them walk out to the water. She wrapped her arms around his neck. Their shirtless bodies touched, and Julius was about to come unglued. He stood and paced back and forth in the sand.
�Do you want to go for a walk?� Tua asked as they swayed in the water.
�Sure,� she replied, glancing up to see Julius still glaring at her. What the fuck? Who the hell did he think he was? He was worse than her father. She knew Julius would follow, she was expecting it. She, however, wasn�t expecting what was about to transpire.
Tua weaved his fingers in hers as they walked. She wasn�t sure about it. She didn�t feel the butterflies that Talin described when Salem touched her. He walked her behind a big boulder where he knew that Julius couldn�t see. He backed her up to the massive rock and moved slowly to her lips as he placed his hand on her naked ribs. Aquilla parted her lips for him, but wasn�t sure why when he kissed her. Her lips moved in sync with his, but he never inserted his tongue. It wasn�t the sexy, wet kiss that was described in the romance books that she had read. It was a dry, awkward kiss. Nope, no butterflies there either.
�Go home, Tua,� Julius demanded.
Tua abruptly backed away from Aquilla, dropped his head, and got the hell out of there. Julius could break him. He wasn�t stupid or suicidal. Aquilla wasn�t upset at all with Julius. She was glad that he had intervened. Maybe she didn�t like Tua as much as she initially thought.
Julius moved closer to Aquilla. She cautiously watched him as he placed his right hand above her head. He fidgeted with his belt with his left hand, like he was trying his best not to touch her.
�What the hell do you want a pussy like Tua Shumah for?� he asked.
�Julius, I�m 18 and have only kissed two boys my entire life. You, when I was like 12, and now Tua. That�s unheard of.�
�You don�t come from that side of the tracks, Quill.�
�Well, it�s bullshit. I�m sick of living like this. I want to go and live my life. I don�t want a bodyguard or my brother following me everywhere I go,� she exclaimed.
�I think you have known for a long time that I am not your brother,� he replied, moving closer to her. Was he going to kiss her? Her heart suddenly picked up a few extra beats right about the time that her stomach did a few summersaults. She could barely see his face in the dark.
�Who am I Julius?� she asked just above a whisper. His lips were so close. Did she want him to kiss her? Maybe she did. Maybe she could make a comparison between his and Tua�s kiss.
�Someday I will tell you,� he promised close to her lips, she could feel each word.
Julius realized what he was about to do and quickly backed away. What the fuck was wrong with him? His father would shoot him right between the eyes. �Let�s go home,� he said, turning away.
She followed, confused.
Valdez met them at the entrance as soon as they were home. �You need to call Deion, he needs to reroute,� he informed Julius.
Julius followed him to the office, closing the door behind them. Aquilla took a deep breath, looking around the immense quiet house. This was her life, like it or not. It was hers, and it was what she had to work with. She bounced the green ball high, catching it in the air. She did it again, but missed when it caught the corner of the area rug, sending it forcefully down the north corridor. She hesitated when she saw the light streaming from the door at the end of the hall. She wasn�t allowed on that side of the house. It was off limits to her. She had lived in the house for four years now and had only been to that location once when they had first moved there. Her father was furious with her. She never ventured that way again.
She looked around to the empty house and cautiously walked toward the ball, or the room was more like it. She was more curious about what was going on in that room. She knew from hearing talk around the house that it was the �training� room. She knew what went on in there without knowing what went on.
Aquilla guardedly made her way down the dim lit hall, looking over her shoulder as she walked. She picked up the ball, took two more steps and peered through the door with one eye closed. She gasped at what she saw; Latium was there with a beautiful Latina girl. She didn�t look any older than Aquilla. She was on her knees as Latium stood in front of her, fucking her mouth.
Julius knew he should yell at her and tell her to go to her room. He couldn�t do it. He watched as she took in the spectacle going on in front of her. He leaned against the wall with crossed arms as he observed her reaction.
Latium moved the girl to the sofa and told her to spread her legs. She submissively sat down and spread her legs. He stood in front of her and stroked himself as he viewed her wet pussy. Aquilla crossed her legs, needing contact to her throbbing clit. She was instantly wet, she could feel it.
Latium slid his fingers up the girl�s wet pussy. She moaned at his touch. He sat beside of her, giving Aquilla perfect vision to what he was doing. She cupped herself with her hand as she watched Latium finger fuck the girl.
Julius had to stop her. He was rock, fucking hard. She was fucking turned on by the show. He wanted to cup her pussy with his hand. He moved his shaft, relieving it as much as possible in his now too tight of slacks.
�You shouldn�t be here,� he claimed, causing Aquilla to jump, startled and embarrassed by his presence.
�My ball rolled down the hall and I___,� she explained, sounding like a small child getting caught with her hand in the cookie jar. She didn�t get the last word out before Julius crushed her lips with his, forcing her to open her mouth with his tongue.
Fuck, there it was. The butterflies, the fireworks brighter than the sun, and the emotions burning like wildfire. Aquilla kissed him back. She let her tongue dance with his as he devoured her mouth.
Julius closed the door to the training room when she moaned in his mouth. He spun her away from him, holding her small hands clasped by one of his. She squeezed the ball in her hand, trying to remind herself to breathe. Julius circled her body with his hand. Fuck. She felt fucking amazing, even better than he had fantasized about for the past few years.
�Have you ever had an orgasm, Quill?� he asked with hot words to her ear. He knew she had. He had watched her multiple times.
She could have said yes. She had given herself orgasms, more lately than ever. She didn�t tell him that. She lied and shook her head. She couldn�t have spoken if she wanted to. She sucked in a breath of air when she felt the button on her shorts being popped open. She breathed panicky as she felt her zipper slowly being slid down.
Julius ground himself into her back, needing to be stimulated too. He slid his fingers between her legs. Fuck, was she ever wet. He wanted to fuck her. He needed to fuck her.
Aquilla dropped her head to the wall as soon as she felt him. Shit, she was going to cum, his touch was ten times more intense than her own. Julius moved her held hands to his aching rod, sliding himself over her hand as he rubbed her nub. She could feel the size of him through his pants, imagining him sliding it in her.
Julius picked up speed on her raw core, gaining another moan. He slid his fingers down her wet pussy and back up. She cocked her leg a little. She fucking cocked her leg for him. She wanted him inside. He moved two fingers as deep into her as he could manage in that position. He finger fucked her with his two fingers while his thumb focused on her clit. He could have cum too. Dry fucking her hand, the sound of her moan, her trembling body, and the contracting walls around his fingers were almost more than he could handle.
Aquilla breathed in quick raspy breaths as she came down from the most glorious orgasm she had ever felt. Julius wanted more. He needed more.
�Go to bed,� he whispered, kissing her neck and removing his fingers before he did something even more stupid than he had just done.
She quickly walked away and right to her room.
Julius needed to be fucked. He went where he knew he could get relief. He flipped on the light and the girl Amantra sat up in bed.
�Take your clothes off,� he demanded, removing his own clothes.
She obeyed and stood naked in front of him, waiting for instructions.
�You ready for your boss to come in at any given minute for you to service him?� he asked, walking behind her.
�Yes,� she replied.
�Yes what, Amantra?�
�Yes, Julius,� she tamely replied.
They never used the word �master.� Romano hated that word as much as he had hated the words �sex slave.� They were called �chattels,� and were to call the men who would own them during their contract by either their first or last names. The man that would come for Amantra preferred his first name.
Romano didn�t run a sex trade. He ran a classy business where men could buy the girls under a three month contract. Once their contracts were up, they were paid very well and sent on their way. Some chose to keep them longer than the three months and would enter into a new contract, but not normally. Most of the men that used his services liked the idea of fresh meat and were ready for a new girl by the time the three months were up.
The women could break their contract at any given moment, forfeiting any due compensation and finding their own way home. The men, on the other hand, could not break the contract, and whether they chose to keep the chattel the full three months was up to him, but would render the full amount due to the girl.
He could tell this one was in it for the money. She wasn�t into him the way a lot of them were. She was there to fulfill her three month contract and would be back home with her money. That was her only goal. He had been training these women since he was 12, he could tell.
He ran his hardness up her from behind. She wasn�t wet like Aquilla had been for him. Fuck. He had to stop thinking about Aquilla. That lasted for as long as it took him to slide on a condom, bend the girl over the bed, and shove his dick inside her. He rubbed an itch below his nose, smelling Aquilla�s pussy scent on his fingers. Fuck. Shit, he thought as he pounded the hell out of the chattel, smelling Aquilla on his fingers and fantasizing about fucking her from behind.
<><><>
Aquilla went right to the shower, trying to make sense of what she had just done. She tilted her head as the hot water rained on her overly sensitive body, letting the water sting her face. What on earth was she thinking? What was Julius thinking? Her father would see that his new home was six feet underground.
Once she was snuggled into her king-sized bed, under the comfortable blankets, her mind dashed from one thought to another. She could not be in love with Julius. It was sick, taboo, distasteful, forbidden, and yet, he felt so right. No, no, he wasn�t right. He couldn�t be right. He was raised as her brother. What the hell was wrong with her?
Julius lay in his own bed right next to hers, battling the same demons that Aquilla was fighting. He could not love Aquilla. It wasn�t right. There was no way for him to ever be with her. He had been fighting these feelings for years. He had watched her blossom into a beautiful young lady, which did nothing but reinforce his prohibited thoughts and feelings.
Unlike Aquilla, he had always known that she wasn�t infected with the Chavez blood. None of his blood ran through her veins. Unlike her, he was old enough to remember her coming home with him and his father that day. He was seven years older than her, of course he knew. Romano would never admit to it, but he knew. His father had always hoped that if he preached it enough, that he would eventually believe that Aquilla was indeed his flesh and blood. Bullshit, that�s what it was, and he knew it. Anyone who looked at Aquilla could tell she didn�t belong to Romano any more than she belonged to Charlie Brown. Of course no one would ever challenge him on that concept. They would bow down and agree with whatever Mr. Chavez told them to believe.
<><><>
Aquilla didn�t want to face Julius at the breakfast table. She tried to get Hila to tell her father that she was ill. She ignored her tempered request, made her get out of bed, and dress for breakfast. She decided to hurry, wanting to be there before Julius. She didn�t make it. Her eyes landed right on his as he watched her take her seat. She tried not to notice, but she did. She couldn�t help it.
�Good morning,� her father spoke, standing from the table as she sat.
�Good morning,� she replied, moving her arms for coffee, trying to avoid Julius�s eyes. He didn�t care, he stared at her amused. Even after the couple of times that she had tried to give him a warning look to stop, he still stared.
�Father, may I hang out at Talin�s today?� she asked, after awhile.
�No, I need Julius and Valdez today, invite her here.�
�But she has someone coming to do our nails today,� she tried with no avail.
�He can come here too, I�m sure Mr. Rodrigues has had him checked out, he can do it here.�
No way was Phillip coming there. He didn�t really do their nails. She wanted to argue the whole being 18, you can�t tell me what to do issue, but refrained. It wouldn�t do any good. She would still be living under his roof when she was 30, he�d see to it.
�Invite your friend here today, you can go swimming,� her father said as he got up to answer his cellphone. He kissed her on top of the head and left them.
She crossed her arms and slumped in a pout.
�Sit up, are you okay?� Julius asked.
She knew that he was asking about the mind blowing orgasm he had pulled from her body, but feigned ignorance. It was the easiest way. �Why wouldn�t I be?� she asked, straightening her posture.
He snickered, got up, and walked behind her �I could take care of that bikini wax for you,� he whispered hot words to her ear.
�How do you know about that?� she asked in a panting voice. Why the hell was she having such a hard time talking around him now? Why couldn�t she breathe all of a sudden?
�I had my hand down there, and I heard you on the phone talking about it one day,� he replied, moving her long strands of blonde hair to her back. Jesus, her pussy just woke from the dead. �I like these two buttons opened,� he whispered to her neck with soft warm kisses, undoing the two buttons and brushing her nipple through the thin fabric.
He kissed her cheek and left her sitting with a pounding heart and a wet, throbbing core. He cursed himself as he walked away from her. He was having an exceedingly hard time trying to stay the hell away from her and not touch her. What the fuck was he supposed to do with her?

Vennah and Talin hung out at the pool with Aquilla the biggest part of the day. She had lunch with her friends, played in the pool, flipped through magazines, and surfed for music to download on their not so smart phones. Vennah was the only one of the three that had free access to the internet. Her laptop was the only one that would do anything important. Aquilla�s and Talin�s were limited and pretty much worthless for any teenage girl.
She didn�t see her father or Julius again that day. They had been locked in her father�s office the entire day, planning a transport, she was sure. She had overheard Julius telling him that he didn�t like it, and something bad was going to happen. She knew he was speaking of drugs. She�d known that they were involved with smuggling for years. Her father didn�t know that, of course. He still thought she was convinced that he was trading stocks. She wasn�t an idiot. She knew they didn�t live in a house like that, employ servants, and have the money that they had from trading stocks.
She went to her room after supper, chatted with her friends on the restricted secure chat, took a shower, and sat on her bed and played her flute.
Julius showered and opened the little vent, listening to her make beautiful music. She could play the most dramatic tunes, causing emotions that he didn�t know he even had to surface.
<><><>
Julius hadn�t touched her for over two weeks. He never mentioned their encounter at all. It was driving her crazy. It was driving him crazy. He was afraid to touch her. He wanted to fuck her, taste her, and slide his cock in her mouth. He had to stay away from her. He was afraid of what he would do to her.
Aquilla had a powerful persona about her. She came from power. She was raised that way. She was as rigid as her father and Julius. Romano made sure of it, but he couldn�t help but be turned on when he thought about her trembling body, her unsure posture, and the fear that surfaced that night in the corridor. He instantly became hard when he let himself think about it. He fantasized about her submitting to him like the chattels did. Would she let him control her? The thought was overbearing.
Romano knocked on her door. She sat up from reading a romance novel, knowing that he was going to bitch about her clothes and the book. He did.
�Why do you read this stuff?� he asked, turning over the romance novel to read the cover. She wanted to tell him that was the only way she was ever going to find a man, but didn�t. She only shrugged her shoulders. �And why do you insist on dressing this way?� he asked, looking at her short shorts, and low cut V-neck shirt.
�I�m 18, I�m suppose to dress this way,� she assured him.
�Where do you get them?� he asked.
�Vennah orders them for me from a catalogue,� she lied. She wasn�t about to tell him that Vennah had free access to the internet. He already didn�t like her hanging out with her.
He rolled his eyes and let it go. �I�m getting ready to head to Panama for a few days. I need Valdez with me, so you�re going to have to find something to do until I get back. Julius will be here, working,� he said, moving her golden hair around her shoulder.
�Are you going to be doing something dangerous?� she asked. She hated it when he left for business. She knew that it was dangerous and always worried that he wouldn�t come back.
�No, just everyday business,� he assured her, lying. �I�ll be fine.�
�Can Vennah and Talin come here?� she asked.
�I�d rather them not, not until I get back. Julius is going to be pretty busy. He�s not going to have a lot of time to look after you.�
She knew what he was going to be busy doing. She didn�t like it. She had watched the three new girls come in through her window the night before. It also pissed her off that her father insisted that she have a constant babysitter.
�Make sure you do your art lesson on Tuesday,� he added, kissing her on the head and leaving her to her sappy romance novel.
<><><>
It was that night that she had her second encounter with Julius. It was the stupid book�s fault. She couldn�t read the graphic sex scene without needing relief. Unbeknownst to her, Julius watched her move the book to the side, lie back, and slide her fingers through her panties.
He watched on his knees while she pleased herself. Fuck. Shit. He needed to see her face, but he couldn�t. He could only see her long pale legs and her fingers dancing in her silky panties. He pinched the head of his cock, trying to relieve the ache with the contact. He didn�t want to jack off. He wanted in-fucking-side of Aquilla. As soon as he heard the faint moan, he was off the bed before he had time to process what he was doing.
He didn�t knock. He burst in, wearing jeans, no shirt, and an excruciatingly painful erection.
She sat straight up, removing her hand as fast as she could. She was so embarrassed. Julius did not just catch her masturbating. How mortified could she be? She couldn�t speak. No words would form in her brain, telling her mouth what to say. He didn�t speak either. He stood with a ravaging look, holding the doorknob.
�Can you fucking knock?� she was finally able to say. That was the only way she could talk to him. That�s what worked. She could tell him to fuck off and go to hell. That was easier for her than talking about this stupid shit searing between them that confused the fuck out of her.
He didn�t reply. He couldn�t speak either. He closed the door after what seemed like hours and walked to her. She couldn�t speak. She was so humiliated and her heart was going crazy, beating in her chest. Julius crushed her lips with his, wrapped his arms around her satin nightgown, and devoured the taste of her freshly cleaned mouth.
She was glad he kissed her. It helped with the shameful feelings. He slid her nightgown up and over her head, pulling back and glancing at her perky breasts with erect crimson nipples. She was mute, unable to think for herself. She moaned as his hot lips painfully took her nipple, sucking and teasing with his tongue, causing electrifying sensations to radiate through her entire body.
She was suddenly scared shitless when he stood. She could see the head of his hard cock sticking out at least an inch in his jeans. Was he going to fuck her? She was sure that it wouldn�t fit. Fuck, he was big.
He slid the matching panties over her hips. She lifted her body, letting him. What the fuck was she doing? What the fuck was he doing?
�Spread your legs,� he demanded in a low raspy tone, staring at her sex and not her eyes. She opened her knees, trembling from head to toe. He felt her quiver as much as he sensed it. He fucking loved it. That was his favorite part of training a new girl for his clients. He got off on dominating their scared, frightened bodies. It was ten times more intense coming from Aquilla.
He looked into her terrified eyes as he ran his fingers lightly from her ankle, up her leg, and straight to her pussy. Fuck. Shit. Mother fucker. She was wet. She was so fucking wet. She shuddered at his touch, dropping her head to the pillow and closing her eyes.
�Always keep your eyes open, Quill,� he demanded. She opened them. Shit. What the fuck was he doing? He was fucking training her. This wasn�t some chattel, this was Aquilla.
�Does this feel good?� he asked, sliding his fingers through her silky slit.
�Yes.�
�Yes what?�
She looked at him. What did he want her to say?
�Yes, Julius,� he helped. Fuck. He was training her. He couldn�t stop. He needed to stop. He didn�t want her to feel inferior to him, but yet he did. It turned him on.
She pulled her foot up to her body and moved her knee out. Shit, she cocked her leg for him again. She wanted him inside of her. He wanted to feel her as much as she wanted to feel him, but no matter how much he tried, he couldn�t get out of fucking training mode.
�Did I tell you to spread your legs?� he asked. FUCK. FUCK. FUCK. Get a fucking grip, Julius!
Aquilla quickly shook her head and moved her foot back down. Her heart was going to explode. She was sure of it. She had never been so aroused in her life, but the frightened feeling that caused her heart to jump from her chest kept her at bay.
Julius�s finger danced lightly on her swollen little nub. He needed her open. He needed to see her fucking pussy as he touched her.
�Why did you spread yourself, Quill?� he asked as he watched his finger on her pussy. He couldn�t look at her. He was fucking controlling her. She would do anything he told her to do, he was sure of it. Fuck, he needed to stop
She shrugged her shoulders. How the hell was she supposed to answer that? He saw her shrug without looking up.
�You need to answer me, Quill.�
�I don�t know.�
�Yes, you do. Did you want to show me your pussy?�
�Yes,� she whimpered.
Fuck. He couldn�t take it. Her scared little body was fucking doing things to him that no chattel had ever done.
�Do you want to spread your legs for me?�
�Yes,� she moaned in that same shaky voice.
�Spread your legs, Quill,� he demanded, looking into her bright blue, frightened eyes. Fuck, he shouldn�t have looked at her. He loved the fear. He fucking thrived on the fear. Fucking, mother fucker. This is Quill, he tried telling himself. It didn�t work.
Aquilla lifted her knees for him. He did control himself and pushed her knees apart, rather than telling her to do it like he wanted to. Her fucking pussy was the most glorious thing he had ever seen in his life. She was so fucking wet he could see her juices glistening.
He watched her face as he slipped two fingers deep inside her core. She let her eyes drift closed, and then sharply open them, remembering his request. He smiled a little at her compliance. She would be so fucking easy to train. She was already obedient to him.
Julius lifted both her legs. �Hold your legs,� he whispered. She did. He pushed her knees apart, exposing the puckered nub in her ass. He needed it to be visible. She tensed when his moistened finger slid out of her and to her pucker. He sensed her uneasiness and moved his thumb up to circle her swollen clitoris. That relaxed her a little, but was also going to make her cum.
Julius pressed a little firmer on her clit as his middle finger paused, resting on her sphincter. He ran it up her wet pussy one more time as she closed her eyes, anticipating the quivering orgasm that was seconds away. As soon as he felt her body tighten and let go he slid his finger deep, quick, and forcefully in her ass.
Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. She came. She came hard and was sure his middle finger in her ass intensified her quavering orgasm. He smiled a victorious smile, she fucking loved it. He could tell.
He kept her in her sprawled position while he removed his jeans. She lay there holding her legs as he stroked himself. Shit. She didn�t know if she was allowed to drop her legs. He didn�t tell her she could. Fuck. Why did she give a shit what Julius wanted?
She wanted to reach over and take him in her own hand. Her shy, self-conscious self wouldn�t let her. She hadn�t been able to say a Goddamn word since he had burst into her room, catching her playing with herself. She still couldn�t speak, and the only sound she could make was the pleasurable moan when he brought her to her bliss.
�Do you want to touch it?� he asked, taking her hand from behind her knee. He wrapped her fingers around his girth himself and moved her hand up and down, showing her what to do.
Holy shit, was he ever big. Her fingers didn�t reach around him. She stroked him, studying his rock hard cock. He moved his hand back to her wet pussy again, letting her take over his shaft. She kept up the momentum with her hand as his matched her strokes. Fuck. She was going to cum again. He sensed it too. He opened her more with one hand while he used three fingers flat on her aching nub, rubbing with forceful friction.
She felt it exculpating. She knew what was about to happen to her body. He stopped and moved himself between her legs on his knees. Her manifesting orgasm was seized. Her heart sped up more, if that were even possible. Her eyes widen and she clinched the covers in two fists.
�Relax, I�m not going to fuck you, Quill,� he assured her. She did relax. She wanted him to fuck her, but didn�t. Any virgin would know what that meant, she was scared.
He moved his rod to her clit and continued to penetrate her with his head. Fuck, she felt good. He wanted to ram it in her tight little pussy. He didn�t. He pumped himself, letting the head of his cock spear her pink little nub. He felt his own manifesting orgasm when he watched her naked body writhe beneath him. Her lustful eyes watching his dick violate her pussy, the emotional expressions and the moans were more than he could handle. He was going to blow his load. Fuck. He wanted to move to her lips and tell her to swallow him.
As soon as she came, he was spewing hot cum between her folds. He moved her hand to her pussy and rubbed his essence into her delectable pussy with her own fingers. Fuck, it was hot. She thought so too. His hot cum between her legs, was enough to cause her clitoris to pulsate again as she massaged his cum into her.
Julius squeezed the head of his cock, ejecting that last drop onto her clit. He got up, slid on his jeans and left her without another word. He had to get away from her. What the fuck was he thinking? What the fuck did he just do? FUCK!
Aquilla lay paralyzed, trying to wrap her own warped mind around what was going on between her and Julius. She couldn�t stop massaging his cum around her pussy. It felt fan-fucking-tastic.
Julius couldn�t believe it when he peeked through his little window to make sure she was okay. She was going to fucking cum again. She fucking did cum again. His cock stood right back to attention as he watched her rub her nub with his cum.
Aquilla cleaned herself up. She wanted to call Talin or Vennah. She needed to talk to someone. She didn�t though, she knew she wouldn�t do that. She lived in a house full of secrets. She wouldn�t talk about it to anyone.
Aquilla didn�t see Julius the entire next day. She knew that he was in the �training� room with one of the chattels. She wanted to interrupt and ask permission to go to Talin�s. She was bored. She wanted out of that house, and sitting by the pool, reading romances, thinking about what he was doing with another girl wasn�t helping. She didn�t bother him.

Julius would have been totally into this new girl had Aquilla stayed out of his mind. Seri was fucking beautiful. She was a hot little Romanian with a perfect ten body. Her long dark hair flowed brilliantly around her tanned face. Her lips were fucking luscious, and her Romanian accent laced in her English vocabulary was an aphrodisiac in itself. He just wished Aquilla wasn�t in the room with them. He couldn�t get her out of his fucking head for shit, not even with this beautiful girl.
He was unquestionably fucking this one. He couldn�t wait to sink balls deep into her pussy. He even loved the tattoo on the small of her back. That normally would have disqualified her from being a chattel. He wasn�t about to send this one packing. She was too fucking, searing hot. He had to fight Latium for her with a coin toss. He had won.
Aquilla walked down the long corridor once and almost knocked. She chickened out. She did try the handle to the door beside the training room, wondering what was in that room. It was locked too. She spent her day alone. She never saw him again until the next morning at breakfast. She was confused as hell by him. He treated her as he always had, reminded her of the stupid art lesson, denied her request to go to her friend�s house, and told her to sit up and to not slouch.
The next two days weren�t any different. She wished her father would get home with Valdez so that she could get out of the house. She needed to do something to occupy her mind. Talin did drop her off a couple of DVD�s that she watched. They never did have cable T.V. Her father wouldn�t allow it. They could have gotten it on the island, Vennah had cable television. She watched it when she went to her house, mostly MTV and the entertainment channel. They would watch the shows, fascinated by the reality shows and the fashions that the girls wore.
She had never even watched a movie until she moved to Jamelia Lei. They didn�t even have a television. She popped the DVD�s in her laptop when Talin or Vennah would sneak them to her. Vennah got them more than Talin. Talin�s father was almost as bad as hers. She wasn�t allowed to do normal things either, but at least her father did like Salem, and he was allowed to visit her. Aquilla would never have that. Romano didn�t trust anyone, he never would.
�Julius!� Aquilla called before he could disappear to the north wing for the day.
He turned back to her.
�Can I please go to Talin�s for a while? She wants me to help her plan her birthday party,� she begged.
�No, I�m too busy today. Wait until my father is back.�
His words didn�t go unnoticed. He said MY father. He had never said that in the past. It was always our father or just father.
�Please, Julius, I can�t stay in this house one more day. You can drop me off and pick me back up. You can even call her father. I promise I won�t go anywhere but there.�
Julius looked at her with a defeated look. Yes! He was giving in.
�If I find out that you so much as walked out of that house, I will beat your bare ass,� he threatened, giving in. Fuck if his dick didn�t just twitch at the thought of what he had just said.
�I won�t, I promise,� she assured him.
Julius did call Mr. Rodrigues. He was going to drive her over to Talin�s and when her personal bodyguard drove Talin to her violin lesson, he would bring her home.
Aquilla spent most of the day at Talin�s. Vennah and her helped with her party arrangements. They decided on a 1920�s theme, and picked out dresses that would coordinate together, thanks to Vennah�s unrestricted computer. Aquilla was having a blast until her friends decided that they needed to pick out the costumes for the boys too. She was no longer interested in Tua. She didn�t want to be his date at the party.
She was glad when Juan interrupted their party to drive the two girls� home. Aquilla texted Julius from the car, letting him know that she was on her way, like she had promised that she would do.

Chapter 4

Aquilla waved to her friends from the door of the massive, quite mansion. She looked left, down the dim lit hall to the �training room,� wondering if Julius was in there. She looked around the foyer and up the marble stairs. No one was around, and the only noise she heard was rattling pans from the two servants preparing their meals from the kitchen.
Aquilla cautiously walked down the hall. She laid her ear on the door, trying to hear voices. She couldn�t hear anything. She tried the handle to the adjacent door again and it turned in her hand. She held it frozen for a second before pushing it open. Julius would probably be pissed. She heard his voice and pushed the door a little more, seeing the floor to wall window. She waved her hand in front of the glass to make sure he couldn�t see her, he couldn�t. She turned around in the small room, taking in the three director�s chairs where she was sure the clients watched and chose their chattels.
She walked close to the glass. Julius was behind the most beautiful girl she had ever seen in her life, standing directly in front of her on the other side of the window. She was sure the other side was mirrored when Julius spoke.
�Don�t turn your eyes from me, Seri,� he warned. They were both staring right at her. She could have touched them, had the glass barrier not been there.
Seri was naked and Julius was wearing only jeans. She felt a hint of jealous rage when he ran his hand around her perfect tiny waist. His hands fondled her breasts and pinched her nipples. Aquilla crossed her legs, needing friction when he moved his fingers between her legs. She didn�t mean to drop her head, it just happened. Her head thumped on the glass. She looked up, startled, knowing Julius had to have heard. He did. He looked right at her with a smirk.
�Come in here,� he demanded.
Seri turned towards him confused.
�Not you,� he said.
Aquilla nervously opened the door. Her eyes showed the horror she was feeling. Seri looked at her and then back to Julius, wondering what he was up to.
�Come closer,� he commanded.
She walked to him, standing just in front of Seri, who was sandwiched between them. He gracefully took her wrist and pulled her another two steps.
�Do you think Seri is pretty?� he asked, searching her frightened face. She only nodded and quickly moved her eyes, which happen to just fall to Seri�s flawless breasts.
Julius moved her hand to Seri�s breast. She didn�t move it, and only held it still while his hand covered hers.
�Do you like Seri�s breasts, Quill?� he seductively asked.
She didn�t know how to answer. What was she supposed to say? She again said nothing. He used her fingers to pinch Seri�s nipple. He could feel Seri�s breath begin to pick up rapidly. Was she enjoying having Aquilla�s hand on her nipple? His father would come unglued for his actions. He didn�t care at the moment. He was too fucking turned on.
He watched as both girls sucked in air when he moved Aquilla�s fingers between Seri�s legs. Aquilla could only stare into his eyes. She couldn�t look down nor could she look at Seri. She was aroused and confused about her feelings, and touching Seri�s wet pussy. Julius had to move her fingers up and down for her. If he stopped, she stopped. Aquilla shamefully liked the feeling of her wet folds. She wondered if Seri�s pussy was throbbing as crazy copious as her own.
Julius moved his hand from hers. She let it drop, dangling to her side. She couldn�t leave it there without his help. It felt too foreign and strange. He lifted Aquilla�s sundress over her head with one hand. Fuck, she wasn�t wearing a bra. She was so fucking hot, his cock flinched at the sight of her perfect pink nipples. His other hand held Seri tight to his body with his hand placed firmly on her stomach. He needed something to grind his erection against.
Julius moved Seri�s hand to Aquilla the same way he had her. She touched her through her satin panties. Seri could feel the wetness. She had to. Aquilla didn�t know whether to be humiliated or turned on. It felt good, and she guiltily wished she didn�t have the silk barrier.
She didn�t for long.
Julius pulled the top of her panties back. Fuck. He loved that straight line of hair leading to her wet sex. He touched her there first. She sucked in a quick breath when she felt his fingers stroking her briefly before he moved Seri�s hand inside of her panties.
�Play with it,� he whispered in her ear, looking into Aquilla�s eyes as he said it. He moved her panties down her hips and to the floor. She mechanically stepped out of them.
Fuck. She was going to have an orgasm from a female, a beautiful female, nonetheless, but she was still of the same sex. Her small fingers didn�t feel like Julius�s at all. They were soft and tender as they massaged her juices into her pulsating nub.
Fuck. Shit. Fuck. Fuck. Julius had never been in a blistering situation like this. He needed to fuck. His dick needed to be fucked. Aquilla cocked her leg, inviting Seri�s finger inside her tight little pussy. Fuck, she just cocked her leg for her. He had to help when Seri stayed focused on her clit. He pushed her hand down, beckoning her to finger fuck her. Julius moved his hand once she knew what she was supposed to do. He pinched Seri�s nipple between two fingers with one hand and did the same to Aquilla with the other.
He moved into Aquilla and pulled her close by the back of her neck. He kissed her with all tongue, devouring her cherry lip gloss with his mouth. Her breasts were skin on skin with Seri�s. He was going to fucking explode.
�Do you want to lick Seri�s pussy?� he asked, pulling away from her lips.
She shook her head �I can�t,� she managed to admit. There was no way she could do that.
�Do you want Seri to lick your pussy?�
Seri turned her eyes sharply to him. Aquilla knew she wanted to protest too, but wasn�t really in the position to do so. She was probably there to earn money for her family.
Julius moved Seri to the sofa. She sat down and he pushed her knees apart. He needed to fuck that. He pushed Aquilla to the floor in front of her. �Play with her pussy, Quill,� he beckoned. He didn�t move her hand this time. He wanted to see her do it on her own. She nervously moved her hand to Seri�s sex. She had no idea what she was doing. She just moved her fingers up her saturated folds. She kept her eyes on her fingers in front of her, unable to look into Seri�s eyes.
Julius removed his jeans and sat on the sofa with Seri, stroking his hard steel. He pushed Seri�s head to his shaft and she sucked him while Aquilla masturbated her. �Put your fingers inside her, Quill,� he coaxed. Aquilla moved her index finger into Seri�s warm wet cavern. It didn�t feel how she expected it to feel. It was soft, slippery, and warm. She wasn�t sure what she was expecting it to feel like, probably nothing. She had never thought about doing what she was doing before. What the fuck was she doing? Her finger slid in and out of her as her heart beat fast and her mind went crazy.
Seri moaned with Julius in her mouth, Julius moaned, and Aquilla freaked the fuck out. Was she going to make Seri cum?
�Lick her pussy, Quill,� Julius begged.
�I can�t do that Julius,� she tried.
He removed Seri from his cock and spread her open more. �Just stroke your tongue up her once tease her a little with your tongue. Flick it right here, pointing to her fully exposed clit. If you don�t like it, you don�t have to do it again,� he promised.
She didn�t answer. She couldn�t answer. She had no desire to taste Seri. Julius pulled her mouth close to Seri by the back of her neck. �Do it, Quill,� he demanded in a domineering tone.
Aquilla looked at Seri. She didn�t think she wanted her to do it either. She moved her eyes back to her pussy and took a deep breath. She couldn�t believe she was doing this. She could just do it once, she supposed.
Julius hissed stroking his dick as he watched her carefully move her tongue to Seri�s slit. She slid her tongue up Seri�s folds. Seri squirmed beneath her mouth. That didn�t taste how she expected either. She didn�t really taste like anything. She had a sweet clean smell, but the taste was really absent.
�Do it again, Quill,� Julius coaxed. He was so fucking turned on. He knew he was crossing many lines. He couldn�t fucking help it. He had never been with two women at the same time. It wasn�t in Seri�s contract at all. She could have protested. She might not have known that, but she could have. And Quill, She was fucking listening to him. He thought for sure she would have told him to fuck off and storm out, but she didn�t.
Aquilla took a deep breath and did it again. Julius pulled Seri�s pussy lips apart with two fingers. �Flick your tongue right here,� he demanded. Aquilla did it. Seri was squirming, her eyes closed, she was going to get off by this girl.
�Fuck yeah,� Julius chanted, pumping himself ferociously. He didn�t let Seri cum. He stopped Aquilla before she got that far. He moved Aquilla to the sofa and directed Seri to resume Quill�s position. Seri didn�t look anymore sure about it than Aquilla had. Aquilla was sure she had never done this before either.
Fuck. Maybe she has. Aquilla wasn�t expecting that either. The long stroke of her tongue was freaking amazing. Julius moved behind Seri. He kept his eyes on Seri�s tongue stroking Aquilla while he sunk balls deep into her pussy. Fuck. Her pussy was so fucking wet. You could hear the wetness as he pumped in and out of her. He moved his middle finger into her ass as he fucked the hell out of her while his eyes stayed on Aquilla�s face. She fucking loved it. She was squirming her hips into Seri�s mouth. She let an unplanned moan escape as she closed her eyes.
�Open your eyes, Quill,� he demanded. He wanted her eyes on him as he fucked Seri and she brought Quill to orgasm with her tongue.
Aquilla moaned loudly. Julius pumped harder, knowing she was close. Every time he rammed into Seri, her mouth was forced harder into Aquilla�s clit. It was a domino effect. Aquilla yelled out in pleasurable agony, Julius shot his load into the condom, and Seri cried out in her own orgasmic misery. Julius could feel her pulsating around his dick. He moved his middle finger into Aquilla�s cave, wanting to feel her constrictions around his finger.
He looked into her eyes, wondering if he had gone too far. She enjoyed the hell out of it, so maybe it was okay.
Maybe not.
Aquilla suddenly jumped up like she had just come to her senses. She threw her sun dress over her head and stormed out, leaving the panties on the floor. He stared after her and then knew he had gone a little too far when Seri too rushed out of the room. She wasn�t allowed to do that. He could have sent her packing. Of course he wasn�t allowed to do what he had just done either though.
Fuck. Now, what the hell was he supposed to do?
�Miss?� Hila asked with concern when she saw the stress on Aquilla face as she bore up the stairs.
�I�m going to take a shower,� she replied, unable to look at her.
Aquilla turned the water as hot as she could tolerate. She wasn�t really thinking anything. That�s what the hot water was for. She didn�t want to think about anything. She wanted the thoughts, along with the feelings, to wash away, down the drain with the filthy water, the water that instantly became tainted when it ran off her body.
Aquilla refused to go down for supper. Hila couldn�t make her go.
�You brother be mad,� she tried with her broken English.
�He�s not my brother and you can tell him to go to hell.�
�Just take her a plate,� Julius demanded from Hila when she warily explained to him that Aquilla would not come down. She didn�t want to disobey either of the Chavez men. It was her job to see that Aquilla followed the rules, came to the table, wasn�t late for her classes, and she hated it when she had to be the one to tell them she was refusing to do something. She needed her job. There weren�t a lot of jobs to have on the small island, and she was lucky to have one with such a lovely home and sleeping quarters.
She too knew what happens in the Chavez house. She, along with all of the other servants, knew to keep their mouths shut. It didn�t concern them and if they wanted to keep their jobs and their safety they knew to keep quiet. She didn�t feel as though anyone was being hurt. She knew the girls that came there were there by their own choice. Her cousin had just gone through a three month stay with a man that she adored. He had flown her to Italy were she was treated like royalty until her time was up.
Her friend Carmon, had just told her about one of the new girls, Seri, asking her questions. She was cleaning the girl�s extravagant room. Seri had asked her about Aquilla. She wanted to know who the blonde white girl was that seemed to be a square peg in a round hole there, out of place, an anachronism in the house. Of course the servant didn�t disclose that information, and told her that she was new to the house and didn�t know anything. She wasn�t new. She had started the same day as Hila, the very day the family had moved there.
Julius left Aquilla alone until late at night. He didn�t really know what to say to her. He was such a fucking idiot. He did check on her a couple of times through his little spy window. She was reading, chatting with her friends on her laptop, and ate a plate of fresh fruit that Hila had brought up to her.
He stared at the ceiling wondering what the hell he was supposed to do now. If Seri had the opportunity to speak with his father before she left, he very well might be out on the streets or dead. He was one sick mother fucker. Aquilla hadn�t even had sex yet and he had her licking pussy. He was seriously fucked up, but damnit if his cock didn�t twitch just thinking about Quill between that beautiful girl�s legs.
It was the power, e thrived on the power that he felt when he was training the chattels. Aquilla wasn�t a fucking chattel. He thought about the 12 year old boy who had gotten caught by his father watching a man train a beautiful girl with his dick in his hand. His father dismissed the trainer and made his young son take over the lesson.
Tell her to look at you. Tell her to call you by your name. Tell her to take off her clothes. Tell her to spread her legs. Tell her to take your dick out of your pants. Tell her to suck you. Tell her to bend over. He lost his own virginity that day with his father watching, instructing him on how to treat a chattel. He didn�t make it two strokes before he blew his load. His father had laughed at him. He loved the power he held over the girls and became the new trainer from that day forward. He wanted them all. He could have had a new shipment every week and been ecstatic. He loved fucking the girls, every last one of them.
His dick was hard thinking about it, especially when he let his mind drift to the new girl whose name he still remembered; Maritsa. The client who would pick her up after her week with him wanted her to be open to anal. Maritsa was his first taste of that. She was so scared and fragile when he had told her to bend over and open her ass cheeks. He loved the frightened little creatures. He thrived on their trembling, expressions, and the scared little compliant way they obeyed him. Fuck. He had to stop thinking about it. He got up and walked downstairs.
Walking back up after consuming a couple of shots, hoping it would help him sleep, Julius quietly opened Aquilla�s door. She was asleep facing away from him with her blonde hair strung behind her on her pillow.
He tiptoed over to the window and leaned against the wooden frame, watching her sleep. God, she was beautiful. He didn�t want her to be a scared little chattel. He wanted to make her happy, but Goddamnit, every time he had the opportunity, his power took over and he wanted to train her.
�I�m sorry,� he said in the quietest voice that he could muster. He didn�t mean to wake her. He was just going to leave. He did wake her, and she slowly opened her eyes to see his masculine silhouette perched on her windowsill.
She didn�t speak and only stared at him. He wanted to go to her, but he didn�t. He kept his distance. �You okay?� he asked, concerned.
She sat up. Her nipples poking through the thin pink silk was the first thing he noticed. Fuck. What the hell was wrong with him?
�I�m fine,� she smiled a weak crooked grin.
�Come here, Quill,� he beckoned.
She got up and went to him. She wanted to go to him.
He opened his arms for her and held her tight, kissing her blonde hair.
�I�m sorry, Quill,� he spoke in her hair.
�What are you sorry for?� she asked, looking up to him.
He couldn�t help but notice her perfect milky white skin from the moon illuminating through the glass. �I�m sorry for making you do that. I�m sorry for making her do it to you.�
�I�m not mad about that. I kind of liked it. I don�t know that I would ever do it again, but it was an experience.�
Fuck. His cock just went half-mast. She fucking liked it?!? �What are you mad about, Quill?� he asked, brushing the hair from her face.
She looked down and played with the leather strap on his belt. �I�m mad because you fucked her. You did that right in front of me. How could you do that, Julius? What the hell are we even doing?�
Fuck. Shit. Fuck. He was an idiot. He hadn�t even fucked her yet, he never thought about how that would make her feel. He knew how it would make him feel had she been with another man. He would probably kill any mother fucker that touched her.
�Quill, you have to talk to me. You have to tell me what to do. I don�t know how to treat you.�
�I don�t want you to train girls anymore.�
�I�m not sure my father will go for that,� he explained. He said MY father again. He didn�t say our father. She noticed it.
�He can hire someone else,� she suggested as if it were that easy.
�Quill, this is not a job that you can run an ad in the local paper for. We could go to prison for a very long time for what we do.�
�Why can�t you get a real job like normal people? Why can�t you build a house or work on an engine or something.�
He smiled at her innocence and kissed her. He was in fucking love with Aquilla. His father would bury him alive. She kissed him back and wrapped her arms around his neck.
�You have to tell me what you don�t want, Quill,� he whispered to her lips, backing her toward her bed.
Her heart started to beat faster. Was he going to fuck her? Did she want him to fuck her? She couldn�t breathe. Oh God, there was no air.
He lifted the silk nighty over her head and stared down at her perfect body. She was fucking beautiful. He thumbed her panties down her hips and she stepped out of them. Fuck. She was always so fucking wet. His dick instantly stood at attention as he dipped his middle finger inside of her.
�Lay down,� he demanded as he unbuttoned his shirt. She listened. �Spread your legs,� he commanded as he continued to undress. She did that too. Fuck. He was in training mode again. Why was this so hard for him? He couldn�t stop staring at her glistening pussy.
He calmed when she placed her hand out, reaching for him. She was reaching for him. Aquilla wasn�t a chattel. He loved her. He took her hand and moved between her legs.
�Are you going to fuck me, Julius?� she asked with a shaky voice.
�No, Quill. I�m going to make love to you,� he assured her as his tongue dove into her mouth.
He removed himself from her body and came to his knees below her, lifting her legs as he did.
He ran his finger up her wet pussy and dipped it slowly inside of her while his thumb teased her throbbing nub. �Do you like this, Quill?� She squirmed and moaned something that sounded like a yes.
�Do you like it when I do this, Quill?� he asked, running his finger to the pucker in her ass.
�I do, Julius, but I need you up here, close to me,� she replied, needing his body touching her, kissing her lips, and telling her that it was okay.
He listened and moved to her body as his rock hard shaft moved into her. She sucked in a scared breath.
�I�m not going to hurt you, Quill,� he said, trying to ease her trepidation as he slid his head up her wet slit.
�Shouldn�t you have a condom?� she asked. Of course he should have condom. How did she even know that he was safe? He had been with many women. She knew that to be fact.
�I don�t want to wear a condom with you. I want to feel all of you. I won�t cum inside of you,� he assured. That wasn�t exactly what she was worried about.
�But what if you have something? You know, like a disease or something.�
He snickered a little. �I have never had sex without a condom, and all the girls that come here have to go through a physical before they are accepted.�
Aquilla felt a little flattered. That still didn�t change the fact that he was about to put it inside her, inside her body. FUCK!Julius slowly guided himself in her with his hand. She held her breath as she felt the head of him stretch her. He gradually moved into her. Fuck, she was tight. He was fighting hard not to thrust into her. He wanted to fuck the hell out of her, but he didn�t. He moved in a little more until he felt the barrier. This was the part that was going to hurt. She felt it too.
�Are you okay?� he asked before he broke her hymen. She could only nod.
�Ahhhhhhh!� she screamed as he pushed, feeling her virginity being ripped from her, shredded from her body, and feeling like he had just torn her open.
Julius covered her mouth with his hand and moved in a little more. It fucking hurt. At first, it was just a sharp pain and then it burned like a mother fucker.
Julius suddenly turned toward the door. �Get the fuck out!� he yelled at Hila who had rushed in to see what was wrong.
He moved his hand from her mouth and kissed her as he moved in more. She didn�t think he was ever going to be all the way in. How much more did he have to go? It didn�t feel good at all, and she didn�t think she would ever enjoy sex. He finally filled her completely, stretching and consuming her.
He was going to cum. What the fuck? He wasn�t even completely sunk into her yet. Was it the fact that he was feeling her skin on skin? Was it how tight she was, or was it just because it was Aquilla and he had fantasized about this moment a million times? She on the other hand wasn�t going to cum, he could tell. Shit, he should have taken care of her first.
The more he slid in an out of her, the more his endurance was threatened. He was done. He had never cum moving this slow in and out of a girl, let alone that quickly. He slowly moved all the way in, steadied himself, fighting the inescapable orgasm. He thrust deep inside her one more time as she grimaced from the pain, and pulled quickly back out, releasing on her tiny stomach. She watched as he spewed warm cum onto her skin.
�That fucking hurt,� she blurted.
He laughed and kissed her soft lips.
�Is there blood?� she asked.
He looked down. It was the sickest, most beautiful sight he�d ever seen. Her blood coated his cock. No man could ever take that from him. She was his. �Yes, most definitely blood,� he answered.
�Let�s go shower,� she offered.
Julius had never done that with one of his girls, either. Once the training sessions were over, usually as soon as he had gotten off, he left. They needed to know what their purpose was and nothing else would be required of them. That�s why men paid for their services. They weren�t interested in cuddling or anything that involved having emotions. They wanted to be fucked by beautiful women and usually wanted out of their beds immediately. A lot of them even had wives at home and would keep their chattels in luxurious homes where they were pampered until they would come to use them and then return them to their families.
Aquilla pulled her hair into a pile on top of her head. Julius adjusted the water and they stepped in. He watched the blood run down her legs and into the drain. He swore that there was no one else on earth as perfect as her. He watched with a daze as she soaped a washcloth and bathed. She rinsed the rag and added suds for him. Once they were both clean, he pulled her back to his bare chest, wrapping her small framed body in his arms. She leaned her head into his arm and slid her hand beneath his. He held her that way in silence for a long time. If there was nothing else he was sure of at this moment he was sure that he never wanted to be without her. She completed him and made him feel whole, a feeling he never knew existed until this precise moment.
Aquilla was feeling the same way. It may not have been the most pleasant experience. Hell, in all actuality it was horrific. She would have rather felt beautiful Seri�s tongue than his fucking massive cock. She wasn�t sure she wanted to experience that again either, but Julius felt right. She felt like she belonged in his arms. She was safe there. She had always been safe there.
Julius held her naked body in his arms as they talked. She liked him being in her bed, entwined in his body. They were up late, talking more than they had ever talked in their lives. Aquilla voiced her opinion again about him fucking other girls. She didn�t like it, and she wasn�t sure she could handle the thought of it anymore. They talked about moving away from Jamelia Lei. They could move and be together without people around them knowing that they were raised as siblings. Some place where their love would be accepted without any hesitations.

Chapter 5

Aquilla was sound asleep, sprawled out on her stomach when Julius woke. The light from the thin shears illuminated her sleeping body, she was the most beautiful girl in the world, and he had seen many beautiful women. He moved the hair from her face and kissed her cheek. She was out. She never even stirred. He couldn�t help but move the sheet from her naked body. He knew he would have a perfect view of the most striking pussy he had ever fucked. She had her legged cocked above her hip as she soundly slept, oblivious to his perversion.
Son of a bitch, his cock promptly went from limp to steel. He needed to fuck that. It was all he could do not to touch her as he inspected her perfect pussy. His fucking pussy.
He replaced the sheet. He had to. He was about to wake her with his dick being shoved into her from behind. For the first time, he cared. Had it been any of the chattels, he wouldn�t have given a shit. He would have had her sucking his dick. He didn�t want to be that way with Aquilla. He got up and quietly slipped on his pants and pulled on his shirt.
�Let her sleep,� he told Hila, who was pacing back and forth in the hall, wondering and worrying if she should wake her for breakfast.
Hila�s eyes moved down his unbuttoned shirt to his bare chest. She quickly relocated them when she saw the massive erection lying along the side of his jeans.
�Yes, sir,� she replied, dropping her eyes to the floor.
Julius walked to his own window with the most beautiful ocean view on earth. He could see Anguilla Island in the distance. The view was doing little to transpose the dirty thoughts about Aquilla lying on the other side of the wall, naked, with her pussy hanging out for him to take.
�Fuck,� he said out loud, taking his hardness in his hand. He pumped his massive length, thinking about Aquilla until he was hissing through his teeth and spewing onto the windowsill, shuddering in necessary pleasure.
<><><>
Aquilla woke to an empty bed, staring at his pillow. She lay there for a long time, thinking about what he had suggested. Could they really move away from there and be together? She snorted thinking about leaving Jamelia Lei. She had promised herself that she would throw a royal tantrum if her father ever suggested it.
It had been four years since the last time they had moved. She hoped they never did it again. She hated moving, and was sure that she would refuse the next time. She was 18 now. She could refuse to move again. She loved where they lived now. She could see herself never leaving. It was her little piece of heaven. Her room was the most beautiful room she had ever had, and considering she had already occupied ten different bedrooms in her life, that was saying a lot. She couldn�t believe she was thinking about leaving.
The first room that she remembered was in Panama. She presumed to be around five. She remembered being sad when her father woke her in the middle of the night, rushing them away to a new home. The next one was in Guatemala. That was her first taste of the beach. She belonged to the sea. The sea belonged to her, and she had to have it in her life.
When she was around seven, she was woken from a dead sleep, once again to be moved away from the beach. She was heartbroken. She didn�t want to leave. She was too young to know what was going on the first time, but at that time, she didn�t want to go. She had a best friend that lived in the same house in the north wing. Her name was Aaranta. She was the one that taught her to speak Spanish. She belonged to one of the servants that worked for her father.
Her father had hired a Spanish teacher for her, but Aaranta was the one that really got through to her. She didn�t speak any English and Aquilla had to learn what she was saying in order to be able to play with her. She never wondered until she was a teen about the reasons why she didn�t speak the language that her father and brother had spoken fluently. Her father had told her that her mother was from America and she had only taught her the English language. She didn�t believe that once she was older either. It didn�t make any sense. Maybe being rushed on airplanes and boats in the middle of the night left her with a knowing. A knowing of what, she wasn�t quite sure.
When she was ten, they moved once again. That was the worst place she had ever lived, or her least favorite anyway. She hated Venezuela. She hated the solitude and not having anyone there to play with. She was more out of place in that quaint little village than anywhere she had ever lived. Her white skin was like an eye sore. Julius had told her that she stuck out like a sore thumb. She never understood what that meant. What did a sore thumb have to do with the fact that her skin was lighter than the majority of the people around them? Thank God they only stayed there for maybe two months.
Before they moved to Jamelia Lei, they were on Niihau Island. She loved it there too. That�s where she started learning to play the flute. She had wanted to do other things there; like go to school, be a cheerleader, sing in the Glee Club, and play soccer. Her father wouldn�t permit it.
She didn�t think she would ever forgive her father for moving them again. She vowed that she would move back there when she turned 18. Now she didn�t want to leave Jamelia Lei. She loved the island. It was nothing like the normal mind could conceive. The water was crystal blue, the most magnificent site on earth. Now she was thinking of leaving there too.
The only thing that she did hate, and would love to get away from, was being followed. She hated the fact that she wasn�t able to do anything with her friends without being followed by Valdez. Valdez was never far behind. The only good thing about it was Talin and Vennah were in the same boat. Their bodyguards tagged along behind them wherever they went also. She guessed that she shouldn�t complain.
She never understood why she always had to have an escort, either. When she would ask her father or Julius why she couldn�t do things without Valdez following her with a gun, she always got the run around. Her father�s business left him with many enemies that could put her in harm�s way because of him. No one ever bothered her, no one ever seemed suspicious to her, and no one was ever caught following her around. She didn�t get it and she hated it. She wondered if she�d have to put up with that if she were to leave the island with Julius. Would her father move too? Would he be furious with them and throw them to the curb without any money?
�Are you sleeping all day?� Julius asked, interrupting her thoughts.
She smiled and rolled over. �I�m awake,� she said, holding the sheet over her breasts as she turned.
He sat on the side of the bed and stared down at her. �You okay?� he asked.
She knew he was asking about last night. �I�m confused and sore as hell,� she smiled.
�I�m confused too. Do you want me to kiss it for you?�
Aquilla laughed. �No, I�m good on that. What are you confused about?� she wanted to know.
She let Julius slowly pull the sheet from her breasts He stared at her body with so much love and adoration, as he ran his fingers from her chest down her stomach. He looked up to her eyes and then back down.
He wasn�t going to answer. He couldn�t answer. He was confused about a lot of things. How could he let this happen? Aquilla had slept nestled in his arms when she was a little girl. He used to bathe her for fuck�s sake. She kept her hands above her head as he soaked in her body with his hand. He had no intentions of coming in there to touch her. He was just planning on persuading her to eat something. His cock, on the other hand, had other plans in mind.
She didn�t want to have sex. She didn�t like sex, but just like him, her pussy had a different perception of what should take place than her brain.
�Spread your legs for me, Quill,� he whispered in a raspy tone.
She obliged. It felt good when he moved the wetness up to her throbbing nub, but she felt the discomfort when he moved his finger inside of her. She squirmed a little, but loosened up when she realized that it didn�t hurt as much. It actually felt good.
Julius was fighting with the whole dominance thing again. He wanted to dictate her, it was something he struggled to keep contained. He hadn�t ever been so turned on by controlling a girl before in his life, and he had controlled many, like he was now. He didn�t want her to feel like a chattel though. Julius wanted her to feel how much he loved her, and how much she really meant to him.
�You have to tell me what you don�t like,� he said, looking into her bright blue eyes. She didn�t respond to him.
�Answer me, Quill.�
�Yes, I will,� she replied.
�Yes, what?� Goddamnit, he was doing it again.
�Yes, Julius.�
�Can I taste you?� he asked, moving one lip over with his thumb. He needed to taste her.
�Yes, Julius,� she replied, obediently. His cock grew another inch hearing her obey his commands. He should be ashamed of himself, but he wasn�t. He was more turned on than he ever dreamed he would be.
Julius moved between her legs and slowly slid his tongue all the way from the back of her to her clit. Fuck, she tasted just how he had imagined her to taste. He lapped at her over and over with his tongue from the back to the front. She writhed beneath his mouth. It felt amazing, but he wouldn�t give her clitoris the needed attention to bring her to her desired bliss. She wanted to cum, no, she needed to cum.
�Right here, Julius,� she beckoned, rubbing her swollen nub.
Fuck. Shit. Fuck. He loved it when she told him what she wanted. He obliged, flicking his tongue over her pink little bud. Her eyes closed, her back arched, and her hips swerved to the rhythm of his tongue. She grabbed ahold of the headboard and let go, calling out in agonizing pleasure.
Julius moved to her mouth and kissed her, forcing her to taste herself in his mouth. She moaned again. She tasted how she remembered Seri tasting. He came to his feet on the floor and franticly removed his clothes. He moved to the side of her face, pumping his cock close to her mouth. She watched with wide eyes, as he squeezed the head of his cock, ejecting the dab of clear pre-cum.
He wanted her to do it on her own accord, however, she didn�t. She just stared at his enormous cock, inches from her face.
�Stick your tongue out, Quill,� he coaxed.
She did. He hissed as he guided her tongue up his slit, tasting his juices. She didn�t take him in like he had hoped. He should ask her if this was okay, he couldn�t though. He wanted to be in her fucking mouth. He didn�t ask, he pushed his head between her lips. Aquilla was a little surprised, but she didn�t protest and opened up her mouth for him. She didn�t suck him off, and he had to move in and out of her. Julius didn�t mind, it was hot as hell. He made her take as much of him that would fit. When her gag reflexes would kick in, he would pull out and then dive right back to her throat.
Aquilla enjoyed it too. Her pussy had revived from the last orgasm and was ready to do it again. She wasn�t really sure what she was supposed to do. He seemed to be doing all the work, and she let him. Her eyes remained open and watched him hold his tight balls at the base of his shaft as he moved his hips in and out of her mouth.
Julius could have fucked her mouth for twenty minutes, wanting to shoot a load in her mouth, massage it into her lips, and have her swallow him. That would happen at some point, just not yet. He moved out of her mouth and turned her onto the bed. Then he lifted her hips to his cock, positioning himself to fuck her slippery, wet pussy.
As she clinched the sheets tight in her fists, he sensed her fear, �It isn�t going to feel like that again, Quill,� he promised.
She smiled an unsure smile up at him. �I need you to be closer to me,� she requested. Aquilla didn�t want him standing. She needed to feel his warm body on hers.
�Move up,� he said, nodding towards her pillow.
She slid up on her elbows and he slid up to her. Even though she was still tender from the night before, he was right, it didn�t hurt near as bad as it did the first time. This experience may have been less painful and felt better than the last, but it still didn�t feel that good, there was no way she was going to cum this time either.
Julius was once again fighting his demons. Continuing to keep a slow steady pace was a struggle, he desperately wanted to fuck the hell out of her, pounding the hell out of her ass with his balls. Everything was going okay until he looked down. Once he saw his dick slide in and out of her, he picked up his stride, just a little, and then a little more. He tried to make it pleasurable for her, despite his increased pace, he moved his thumb to her clit and circled it with more pressure than he probably needed to. After only a few moments, she moaned, and that did it.
With the next stroke he was thrashing the hell out of her. Fuck, she was so fucking tight. He moved his body away from hers and came to his knees. Julius had to, he couldn�t stand not watching his dick fill her pussy. She didn�t protest that time. He held her hips up and continued to violate her clitoris with his fingers while he continued to pump, forcefully in and out of her. Okay, maybe she would cum, after all.
�Will you swallow me?� he asked. He�d never asked that before. He normally would just pull out and do it.
�Yes, Julius.�
�Fuck, Quill,� he whimpered. He went to town on her clitoris, needing her to cum so that he could. As soon as Aquilla called out, he pulled out and came to her mouth. He pumped himself quick and hard above her lips.
�Open your mouth, baby,� he demanded. He could feel his shaft pulsate and the vein running along his length tighten. �Ah, fuck, baby,� he quietly said, looking down to his cum spewing around her mouth. She took his head in her mouth and sucked him dry. It didn�t taste bad at all; it was kind of sweet and salty, all in one.
Aquilla and Julius both laughed when Hila slid a note under her door, reminding her of her art lesson. She knew Hila would never say anything, she was a servant, who was too afraid of losing her job.
Aquilla could only imagine what she thought. Hila did walk in after a painful shrill, Julius�s hand over her mouth, and his body between her legs. She was sure to think the worst too.

The art lesson that day went pretty well, much better than normal. Her instructor was even impressed. She still hated it, but at least her dramatic tree truly looked like a tree this time.
<><><>
Julius spent the night in her bed again that night. They made love and talked until the wee hours of the morning. He was spending more time than he should have been spending with her. His clients were scheduled to be there to pick up the three girls that evening, and he hadn�t spent the time with him that was expected.
Aquilla was in bed early with a book that she had been neglecting, due to the attention Julius was demanding. It wasn�t like she minded the distraction, she loved it, and she loved him. Trying to read and remained focused was difficult, she kept thinking about her father arriving back home in less than three days. Aquilla missed him and couldn�t wait to see him, but she wasn�t happy about not being able to be with Julius. Sharing a bed together would still probably be fine, her father rarely came upstairs. His room was right below Hila�s on the first floor. However, on rare occasions he did come up in the mornings before she woke. If he was to find Julius naked in her bed, she was sure he would kill Julius.
Aquilla got up and glanced at the clock on her smartphone, it was almost eleven. It was after ten, which meant she wasn�t allowed to wander downstairs again until morning. The girls usually entertained their new bosses by the pool their last night. She opened her door and walked down the steps to the glass doors, peeking through the side of the curtain.
Julius looked bored. He was slouched down in his chair with one leg perched over the other. The girl that she had gotten acquainted with, Seri, sat on an older gentleman�s lap. Julius was studying the guy. He was a new client that his father had acquired, and Julius didn�t like it. He didn�t like it then, and he didn�t like it now. It was better if they stuck with what he knew or whom he knew. They didn�t know this guy. At this point, all he wanted from this guy was to take Seri and get the hell out of there.
Seri didn�t look like she was having much fun either. Her arm was wrapped around the guy�s neck while she sat on his lap staring into space. Neither of them appeared to be watching the other two girls give their superiors blow jobs. Normally, Julius would have been sitting there with a hard on. This time he was limp, he just wanted to go wrap his arms around Aquilla.
�You go upstairs,� Hila demanded in a loud whisper from behind her. Hila was fully aware of the rules that had been laid out for Aquilla, She knew that Aquilla wasn�t allowed downstairs after ten at night.
With a deep sigh and an eye roll, Aquilla turned and walked in front of Hila like a five year old child, back to her room.
By the time the three men had finally took their chattels and left, Aquilla was sound asleep. After taking a shower in his own room he went back to her room. The plan was to kiss her softly goodnight and sleep in his own bed, let her sleep without disturbing her. Once he was in her room the plan changed, he couldn�t do it. He crawled in to bed beside of her, and she incoherently rolled over and nestled into his chest. He welcomed her with a smile and a kiss to her forehead before drifting off to sleep.
<><><>
The next morning when she woke, Julius was already gone. He was in the office, another room she wasn�t allowed to go in. When he came to the table to meet her for breakfast she could tell something was amiss, by the worried look in his eyes.
�Is there something going on, Julius?� she asked.
�There is always something going on around here,� he smiled.
�I�m being serious, you look worried.�
�I�m not,� he assured her, wiping his mouth with the cloth napkin and getting up. �I have work to do. I will talk to you later,� he said, kissing her on the head. He didn�t want to spend the day worrying about his dad�s screw up. He had no chattels to train. What he wanted to do was spend his day with Aquilla. Instead he was trying to deflect a shipment that he had tried to tell his father was a bad idea in the first place. The barge was idle, not moving, waiting for instructions.
Aquilla knew something was up when Valdez returned without her father. It didn�t matter, she would never know. They wouldn�t tell her anything that was going on. They never did. Was this one of those situations where they would pick up and move again in the middle of the night?
Julius avoided her. He stayed stowed away in the office all day, he never came to her room that night, and he wasn�t at breakfast the next morning. Was he bored with her already? Did she not meet his standards the way the chattels did? She was sure she had done everything that he had asked. What was his problem?
He knew she was probably feeling neglected, but going to her was not an option right now. There wasn�t any time for it right now, too much shit was happening that he had to take care of, like right fucking now. As much as he hated it, Aquilla would have to be postponed while he figured this shit out.

Romano arrived home the following morning, or maybe even late in the night, Aquilla wasn�t sure. When he arrived, he locked himself in the office with Julius and Valdez. He didn�t even come to her room to check on her like he normally did after being on a trip.
Not being with Julius was making her crazy and not being able to get out the stupid house was making it a hundred times worse. She couldn�t take it anymore. She needed something to do.
After her family didn�t meet her for lunch, she went to the office and knocked against Hila�s wishes.
Valdez opened the door. Julius was pointing to a map.
�We�re not going through fucking Panama,� he yelled.
�Julius!� his father scolded. Romano smiled at Aquilla. �Hi, princess,� he said, happy to see his daughter.
�Is there something wrong?� she asked, already knowing the answer.
Romano hugged her, kissing the top of her head. �No, everything is fine,� he lied.
�Can Valdez take me to Talin�s,� she asked.
�No, sweetie, I want you inside for a couple of days.�
�Why? I�m going crazy here, father. I need something to do,� she whined.
�I�ll give you something to do,� Julius said with a smirk. She instantly shot him a dirty look. Fucking Idiot.
�Bring me your laptop, and I�ll download you some new games,� her father offered.
Yeah, because I am fucking three. �No, that�s okay, I�ll just go read by the pool or something.�
�Please stay inside, Quill,� he begged.
Why wouldn�t anyone tell her what the hell was going on? She took a deep breath and turned out of his arm. �Fine, I will just go read all alone in my room,� she pouted and left them.
�Valdez, go tell the kitchen to make scallops with mango vinaigrette for supper, that should cheer her up,� Romano ordered. He hated the scallops with the too tart dressing, but Aquilla loved it.
Aquilla spent the next four days alone. The one night that Julius did come to her late in the night, she pretended to be asleep. She was pissed that he had ignored her for five straight days. He could go beat off for all she cared. He had lightly closed the door and left her.
Aquilla was surprised to see them both at the breakfast table, she wasn�t expecting to see her father there. Had she known he was going to be there she would have worn the appropriate attire. She came strolling in wearing a pale yellow sundress with a bright yellow sun placed between her breasts.
�What on earth are you wearing?� her father asked. Julius smiled at her. Julius loved the sundress, he knew that underneath the bunched up stretchy top was a braless chest with crimson nipples.
�Hi, Father. I ordered it with Talin and Vennah, and I was hoping to hang out with them at the beach today, please,� she begged. She was ready to run away. She honestly couldn�t take being in that house for one more second.
�I suppose that Valdez can take you to hang out with your friends today,� he answered with a smile, knowing he had just made her day.
Whatever was going on must have blown over. She was happy to get back to normal, not that you could call her life even close to normal, but at least she was getting out of the house.
�I�ll escort her today, I need to step out too,� Julius volunteered.
She didn�t want him to follow her. She was pissed at him, he had taken her virginity, shot a load in her mouth, and then ignored her for days. Fuck him!
Protesting against Julius escorting her was what she wanted to do, but she was afraid that if she did so it would make her look too guilty. Instead, she would just ignore him like he had her, he could see how it what rejection feels like for himself.
<><><>
�Text your friends and tell them you�re not coming,� Julius demanded, once they were in her sand buggy.
�Why?� she asked as he pulled away from the house.
He ran his hand up her leg, pushing her sundress up as he did. �Because, I have missed you. I want to spend the day with you.�
Aquilla crossed her arms in a pout. �You�ve ignored me for five days.�
�I wasn�t ignoring you, Quill. I would�ve much rather been with you. Please, text your friends,� he ordered again. There was no way he was going to let her go hang out with Talin and Vennah, not when he would be able to have her alone for four hours.
�Can I see them tomorrow?�
�Yes, I�ll make sure of it.�
�Where are we going?� she asked, already texting.
�We�ll go down to the boat.�
�Are we going to take it out?�
�Do you want to take it out?�
�Yes.�
�Then we�ll take it out.�
Aquilla quickly forgave Julius, right after his tongue gave her a mind blowing orgasm. They spent the entire day together; fucking on the deck twice while in the middle of the ocean, playing around naked in the water, kissing, laughing, and talking about everything under the sun.
This charade that they were partaking in wasn�t going to last much longer. Julius wanted to be with her, every day and every night. If that meant that he had to take her away, and be disowned by his father, then that�s what he would do.
Julius held true to his word and made sure that she got to spend the next day with her friends. He, however, was held back by his father. He needed him to help with a certain matter, was Romano�s explanation, like Aquilla didn�t know that he was speaking of a drug conveyance. This time she didn�t care, she was looking forward to seeing her friends, talk about Talin�s birthday party, and sit on the beach day dreaming about running away to the island in the distance.
It was such a lovely day. Talin, Vennah, and Aquilla lay on the powdery white sand beach. Even though they knew it would never happen, they hey made empty plans to go to Anguilla Island for a weekend. Their father�s business affairs would never allow them to be safe enough to carry out those plans. The girls knew that, they also knew that they were kept in the dark for reasons beyond their understanding.
Aquilla didn�t mean to break Tua�s arm, she didn�t know that he was there. They were walking through the edge of the water when he ran up behind her, grabbing her around the waist. It was instinct, from years of being taught how to fight for herself. She grabbed his arm, twisted it, and threw him over her shoulder, landing him on his back. They all heard the snap, it was horrendous, the sound was sick.
Tua screamed and grabbed his shoulder. Aquilla dropped to her knees and apologized profusely.
�Tua, I�m so sorry. I didn�t know it was you.�
There was no way he could answer, he was in too much pain. Salem ran to get their beach buggy, and then Keiki and him helped Tua to his feet and into the buggy. All Aquilla could do was watch, she felt horrible.
Talin laughed, �Jesus girl.�
�It�s not funny, Talin. Didn�t you hear that? His arm is no doubt broken.�
<><><>
Julius listened to his father talk about the transport. He was nervous, Julius could tell, but the older he got, the more it did nerve him. It was probably nothing, and he was fretting over a nonentity. Julius had other things that he wanted to discuss with him. He couldn�t seem to keep his mind focused on business.
�Are you even listening to me boy?� Romano scolded, as Julius rolled his shoestring between his fingers.
He sat up. �Not really. There�s something that I would like to talk to you about,� he alleged. He had to get it out, it was the best way.
�What?� Romano asked concerned.
�I think we need to leave here. We�ve been here four years now, it�s time for us to move on.�
�Why, did you get a tip?� he asked, worried that someone was coming for them.
�No, Father, it�s nothing like that.�
�Stop beating around the bush, Julius. You know I hate that.�
�I want to leave Jamelia Lei because I want to be with_____.� Fuck, he almost did it. He almost had it out.
�Come in,� Romano called, to the knock on the door.
Aquilla was right behind Valdez.
�I swear I didn�t mean to do it, Father,� she nervously spat out, shoving her way around Valdez.
Romano stood. �What did you do, Quill?� he asked, sternly.
�She fucking broke Tua Shumah�s arm. You should have heard it. I wasn�t even close and I heard it,� Valdez simpered. He thought it was funny, Aquilla turned and shot him a dirty look.
�You broke his arm?� Julius asked, standing. Good that mother fucker will learn to keep his hands off my girl.
�I didn�t mean to. I didn�t know it was him. He sneaked up behind me,� she implored. She felt so bad.
�Don�t worry about it,� Romano consoled, walking towards her. He held her arms and looked down at her. �I�ll call his father and take care of the damages.� He hugged her and kissed her blonde locks. �You know that I love you and you will always be my little princess, don�t you?�
Aquilla looked confused and gave Julius a tangled glance. �Yes,� she replied.
�Good, now get out of here. We have work to do. Valdez pull up Deion Perl,� he spoke, dismissing her and getting back to business.
Aquilla turned back to Julius, still with that dazed, confused look.
Once again, he longed to go to her, but because of business yet again, he wouldn�t be able to. He didn�t even get to eat with her. One of the servants catered their dinner into the office. The bump that his father had run into while he was away was more than a bump now. The ship transporting the goods had been seized. Drug enforcement officials stopped the North Korean vessel on its way through the Panama Canal. He fucking told him not to send it through, but he wouldn�t listen. Romano thought enough time had passed. It was bad. It was very bad. They were doing everything they could to find out what went wrong, what was said, and whose names were brought up. Now might be the perfect time to plan that move, after all.
Romano called in more security and canceled the next chattel arrival. They needed to be able to get out of there if need be. Finding three or four beautiful women tucked away in the north wing probably wouldn�t go over well with authorities. So far, only the Korean captain was being held. No one else had been brought in. If this guy could keep his mouth shut, they might be okay.
It was late, almost eleven at night. Julius was finished, he couldn�t go anymore, and there was really nothing left to do but sit and wait. All he wanted to do was go and talk to Aquilla. He was sure she was already asleep, which meant another day and night had passed without being with his precious Aquilla.
Julius showered in his room and lay across his bed with his hands overhead. He jumped up and pulled on a pair of jeans, omitting the underwear.
Quietly opening the door to her room, he snuck in. Her window was open and the white shear blew with the breeze. She looked so peaceful, sleeping with her cheek on her hand. He sat on the edge of the bed and brushed her hair from her face.
The fresh clean scent she smelled, was enough to let her know he was there. Without even opening her eyes she knew he was next to her. Aquilla opened her eyes, looked up, and smiled.
�Hey,� she said, moving her hand to the top of his leg. He took her hand and kissed her knuckles.
�Hey,� he smiled back. God, he fucking loved her.
�Did you really break Tua�s arm?�
�Yes, and it�s not funny. He was in so much pain. I didn�t mean to. It�s kind of your fault.�
�My fault?� he asked, amused.
�Yes, you drilled that move into me so many times, it was just instinct. Kind of like a dog, instinctively knows how to fetch a stick.�
He smiled at her comparison. �I like you that you are able to defend yourself.�
�I didn�t need to defend myself from Tua. Will you take me to see him tomorrow?�
�No, Father isn�t going to let us leave the house for a few days.�
�Again? Now what?� she asked the absurd question. Of course something was going on. Something was always going on. That�s why he was home two days early.
�It�s nothing, don�t worry about it. Do you like him, Quill?� he asked, changing the subject. She knew he wouldn�t talk about it before she asked.
�Tua?�
�Yes�
He was so serious, searching her face for the answer. She snorted.
�No, not like I like you,� She said, easing the anxiety on his face.
He kissed her. She didn�t care what people thought of them. There was no way any other man would ever make her feel faint the way that he did. She was in love with him, and she wanted him.
Julius managed to make slow passionate love to her without �training her� once, well maybe once. He did request that she spread her ass cheeks so that he could insert his finger while he devoured her pussy with his mouth. Other than that, he did well. He was proud of himself.

Chapter 6

Aquilla lay in his arms with her fingers entwined with his, her bare legs through his, and her head in his arms. This was right. This was so perfect. She couldn�t imagine feeling that way in anyone else�s arms. She wanted to belong to Julius Chavez. Actually, she already did belong to him, and he belonged to her. She had always belonged to him. She knew it, he knew it, and it was impossible to fight it any longer. The only thing that changed was that she just wasn�t willing to share him with the trainees anymore.
She lay naked, wrapped in his arms as he ran his fingers up and down her arm. She wanted him to stop doing that. It tickled and made her itch. Afraid that he would think she didn�t want him to touch her she refrained from telling him to stop. Instead, she twisted her body a little to get him to stop. He moved it and did the same thing to her lower back. She didn�t like that either.
�Vennah told me that Tua was in surgery for four hours,� she said to Julius�s chest. She loved his chest, it was the sexiest chest she had ever seen, and not that she had seen any other ones, but still. The line of hair on his strong stomach running from his bellybutton was sexy as hell. Her fingers traced it and she wondered if it tickled him too.
�I know, his father called,� Julius replied.
She looked up to him. �Was he mad?�
�No, lucky for you, you come from money. Money has a way of calming people.�
�Julius, you have to leave. Father will catch you here,� she worried, sitting up. She didn�t want him to leave, but she didn�t want him dead either.
�I�ll go before daylight,� he promised. After she had fallen asleep in his arms he would leave.
�Where are my real parents, Julius?� she wanted to know, looking back at him. �Lay down,� he requested, pulling her back to his chest. �I don�t know, Quill.�
That�s why he pulled her back to him, he was lying and she could tell, he wasn�t able to look at her while he lied. She didn�t push it. She guessed it didn�t really matter.
Julius left her sleeping early the next morning. As soon, as she woke and realized he wasn�t there she wanted to go to him. Starring at the vacant pillow, she wondered what it would be like to have him her bed every night.
�Come in,� she called, assuming that it was Hila coming in to rush her to the breakfast table to keep from upsetting her father. She never entered without knocking anymore. It wasn�t her, it was her father. Quill sat up, pulling the sheet around her naked body. Shit, she was still naked.
�Good morning,� he smiled.
�Good morning,� she awkwardly spoke back.
�Did you get hot last night?� he asked as she held the covers over her breasts. How awkward is this?
�Yeah,� she replied with only that, hoping her room didn�t smell like sex. She didn�t know what to say.
�I just wanted to tell you that you won�t have an art lesson today. I don�t want anyone coming in and out of here right now,� he explained. He would normally sit on her bed and she would sink into his arms. He didn�t sit. He wasn�t sure how he felt about her being naked. Why would she be naked?
�Oh, darn, I was looking forward to that,� she smiled.
�Sarcasm noted,� he smiled back.
�Are you worried, father?� she asked, getting serious. She wished someone would tell her what was going on.
�No, not at all. Stay inside today, I�ll download you a new game if you want,� he offered, contradicting himself. He wouldn�t be telling her to stay indoors if he wasn�t worried.
Julius was held up in his father�s office for the biggest part of the day. He wanted to talk to him about Aquilla again. He couldn�t since Valdez was there too. He decided against it anyways once he thought it through a little more. He would wait until this shit died down and then tell him. He had enough to worry about right now.
Julius retrieved his phone from his pocket when he felt the vibration and heard the buzzing noise. He laughed when he read it.
�I�m bored, come play with me,� he read Quill�s message.
�Who was that?� Romano wanted to know.
�Quill, she�s bored. She wants me to come play Uno with her.�
�Go, there�s not much we can do anyway. She�s probably about to go nuts,� Romano figured, dismissing Julius.
Yes!!!!
Before Romano had a chance to change his mind Julius got up and left. He read the text message again, smiling. When she was a little girl he had her tell him to come and play with her so many times. He was never more excited to go play with her, than he was now. He knew what she wanted to play with. His slacks tightened just thinking about it.
�Meet me in the foyer,� he texted back.
�Why?�
�Just do it!�
Julius quickly grabbed her arm and pulled her down the long corridor toward the training room
�Julius, what the hell are you doing? You�re going to get us in trouble.�
�You said you wanted me to play with you. I�m doing as you requested, I�m going to play with you,� he replied, pulling her quickly down the hall.
Julius locked the door behind them and pulled a black curtain over the mirror. He wasn�t really worried about anyone coming down that way, he just did it as a precaution.
He turned to see Aquilla�s frightened demeanor as she wrung her hands in anticipation. Fuck, it turned him right the fuck on. That look was like a switch and instantly put him in training mode. She knew it too. His face went from the Julius that loved and cared about her to the Julius with power over her. It scared, but yet, excited her at the same time.
�What are you doing, Julius?� she quietly spoke when he circled her, kissing her neck from behind.
�Don�t you remember, Quill? You said you wanted me to play with you. I�m going to play with you,� he whispered in some sort of evil wicked tone. She would rephrase that in the future.
Julius sat on the sofa, leaving her awkwardly standing in the middle of the room. She looked at him with those childlike blue eyes. It was almost enough for him to crack and come to his senses. That was halted when she nervously shuddered.
�Take off your clothes, Quill,� he demanded in that same raspy tone.
She slowly started to unbutton her white silk blouse. Her fingers trembled as she fumbled with the buttons that wouldn�t cooperate. She was afraid of him, it gave him an instant hard on. He should stop, he should take her in his arms and calm her. He couldn�t fucking do it, not yet. If he thought it got to be too much for her, he would stop.
It was too much, Aquilla could feel her knees quivering in her dark blue dress slacks. Why wasn�t he holding her? Why wasn�t he kissing her? What the hell was she doing in this room?
Julius watched the show, glancing at her alarmed face every so often as she undressed for him.
�Julius,� Aquilla shakily spoke, standing naked in front of him.
Julius got up and went to her. �You�re okay, Quill, just tell me if you want me to stop. Okay?� he questioned, looking into her pool blue eyes.
She nodded. �What are you going to do to me?� she asked.
He led her to the other side of the room to a padded table. It reminded her of the table at the doctor�s office. �Lay down, Quill,� Julius coaxed with his powerful toned back.
She did, wishing she hadn�t requested him to come and play with her as she felt him lift her leg and buckle a leather strap around her ankle. He touched her pussy and smiled up at her. Fuck, he loved her pussy.
She watched as he opened a thin cabinet, pulling out a drawer.
Oh, fuck, no! There was no way in hell was he using that thing on her.
He turned the little knob and touched the vibrating dildo to her clit. Well, maybe he could use it. She quivered beneath the soft rubber pulsations.
�Do you know what I am going to do with this, Quill?� he asked, teasing her pussy with the foreign toy.
Hopefully what you�re doing. She couldn�t speak. She shook her head as he took a tube from the cabinet, not letting the toy leave her throbbing pussy.
He lubed up the oversized toy and squirted a little on his finger. �I�m going to put it here,� he explained, pushing his finger into her ass.
Aquilla stiffened and pulled back a little. Fuck, she hated his finger in there. He moved it in and out of her tight ass as he rubbed the dildo over her clit. Fuck, she loved his finger in there.
�Julius, I don�t want that in my ass,� she boldly told him.
Well, fuck. �You don�t,� he asked with a disappointed tone.
�No, I want you in there.�
Mother fucker, his dick just grew another inch. He was sure of it. He would have expected her to protest his larger cock than the smaller toy. He wasn�t wasting time. He didn�t want to give her time to change her mind. After lubing himself up, he felt her tighten her ass muscles as he penetrated her with his head. Fuck, she was tight.
Mother fucking hell, he was big. He surely wouldn�t fit in there. She stiffened again when she felt him open her more, filling her with his cock. He held her hips to keep her from scooting away out of instinct.
Inch by inch, he buried himself in her ass. He watched his cock slide slowly out and then just as slowly, back in. It wasn�t bad, and she could handle it. She wasn�t sure she could cum that way, but it wasn�t unbearable like she had thought that it would be.
Julius leaned over and took a bright pink vibrator with a curve on the end from the cabinet. He pulled out enough to slide the pulsating into her pussy. Fuck, yep, she would no doubt cum. Every time he pushed in, she felt the vibrations deep in her pussy. She moaned, writhing her hips into his cock.
Spreading her pussy with his thumbs and adding stimulation to her clit made her moan even louder.
�Ah, fuck, Quill. Cum for me, baby,� he lured. He was close. He was so fucking close to ejecting his load in her ass. He needed her to cum, NOW.
He steadied himself, needing to stop the friction. Why the fuck wasn�t she getting off? He used three fingers and smacked her clitoris with quick taps.
�Oh, yes, yes, fuck, Julius,� she moaned. Thank God, he couldn�t take it another second. He thrust deep into her ass and released with her.
�Jesus, Quill. What the fuck is wrong with me? I can play with girls in here for hours. I wanted to do so much more with you. You make me want to shoot my load as soon as I fucking touch you.�
�Unfasten my ankles and pull me up,� she requested, with a little bit of a tone, that Julius wasn�t sure where was coming from. She was the one that told him she wanted him in her ass.
�What did I do, Quill?� he asked, pulling her to him.
�You didn�t DO anything. I hate it when you talk about fucking other girls.�
He smiled and kissed her pouty lips.
�I�m sorry, I was just pointing out the fact that you do something to me that no other girl in this world could do.�
�You�re 25, Julius,� she said like she had just realized it.
He snickered. �I am,� he agreed.
�I�m only 18. Don�t you find this fucked up?�
�Oh, I find it fucked up as hell. And I don�t mean the seven year age difference. I mean fucking falling in love with you.�
�How did this happen?�
�I think it happened when you were three and we brought___�
�We brought what, Julius?� she asked, knowing that he had just stopped himself from saying something that he shouldn�t say.
�Nothing, Quill. I just know that I have loved you for a very long time,� he derailed, pulling her closer and kissing her forehead.
He was lying again. He couldn�t look at her when he lied.
�I saw you jack off in the hotel when I was 14,� she confessed.
He laughed and looked down at her. �That�s okay, I watched you play with your pussy there too.�
She didn�t laugh. She was embarrassed and was sure her crimson face was betraying her. He didn�t tell her that he watched her walk naked into her room daily through his little window, or that he watched her masturbate there as well.
�I�ve always loved you, Quill, even when I shouldn�t have. Do you know that your pussy was the first one I ever saw?�
�Yeah, probably. What? Was I like one or something?�
�You were actually three, and I was ten. That was the first time I ever got a hard on.�
�You�re a sick son of a bitch. You got a hard on from a three year old?�
Julius laughed. �It was your fault. I was trying to get you to get dressed after your bath. I had bathed you many times and never thought anything of it.�
�Didn�t I have a caretaker to bathe me?�
�You did, but you wouldn�t let anyone except me or MY father bathe you.�
�Why was that time any different?�
�I never actually saw it before. That night, you wouldn�t get dressed and you climbed on your bed and pulled your feet up with your hands, exposing what it really looked like. I didn�t know any more than you did, but it was enough to give a little boy a hard on.�
�Did you touch me?�
�No way, I wouldn�t have hurt you in a million years. I just held your pajamas in my hand and pretended to talk you into getting dressed while I examined it closer.�
�You can examine it closer anytime you want,� she smiled, kissing his lips.
�Oh, I plan on it. We better get you out of here.�
Julius needed to regroup his feelings. He had the sudden urge to tell her about his fucked up childhood. Talking about the things he had seen and done wasn�t something he had done with anyone before. He wasn�t sure he wanted her to know that side of him.
Aquilla was everything that Julius had ever dreamed her to be. He was infatuated. He couldn�t get enough of her. Every time he looked at her he wanted to fuck her. They spent most of the next three days in bed, hiding their little secret from their father. Julius wanted to talk to him and tell him that he wanted to be with Quill. She freaked the fuck out and wouldn�t let him.
Julius knew as well as Romano and Aquilla that her father would never hand her over to another man�.EVER. He made the most sense for Aquilla. Nobody would ever protect her the way that he did. Nobody would ever love her more, and whether Romano would admit it or not, he was the only one that she could ever be with.
Deciding that she was too fresh and new, he didn�t want to treat her like another chattel, he didn�t push any more on her than he already had. God, he wanted to, but he didn�t and refrained from doing all the dirty little things he wanted to do. She wasn�t like a chattel at all. Aquilla was special, as delicate as a dragonfly�s wings, in the bedroom anyway. Outside, she was a hard ass, at least she thought so.
He wouldn�t say Aquilla was fragile, just different. She was probably tougher than most girls her age with a classless vocabulary. Of course, she wouldn�t dare say the F word around her father. He didn�t like it and would reprimand her over saying mild words like shit and damn. What did he expect? She grew up in a house full of mafia type men that cursed like mad. Fuck, was just a part of the language around there.
They did go downstairs and eat at the table like they were required to do, and were right back upstairs, usually naked. Hila stopped coming in to lay out her clothes, rush her to the table, and resorted to sliding notes under the door.
By the next weekend, the air had settled and her father had started to relax. No new news about the bust was being given. He was still pissed about the money that it had cost him, but really, he didn�t need it. He was more than fine without it. They all were. Aquilla and Julius could move to Spain and never work a day in their lives, and live more comfortable than most.
�Can I please go see Tua today?� Aquilla asked her father at the table Saturday morning.
He thought about it briefly, and agreed, telling her that Valdez would take her. Julius wanted to protest. He didn�t want her around that scrawny little horn dog, however he trusted her, and knew she just felt bad for breaking the pussy�s arm. She only wanted to go and apologize.
Romano made it clear that Julius was to stay behind, because he had some things to discuss with him. Julius presumed it was about business.
<><><>
Tua had a cast all the way from his fingers to his shoulder with some sort of rod holding it up from his side. Aquilla felt horrible. He wasn�t mad, and told her that it wasn�t her fault. He even joked, wanting her to teach him how to fight like a girl. She didn�t stay long, she really didn�t have a reason to. She just needed him to know how sorry she was for hurting him, besides she had talked Valdez into taking her to Spirmitz to meet with Talin and Vennah for an ice cream cone. He reluctantly agreed and stood off to the side with Talin and Vennah�s bodyguards eating ice cream cones too.
<><><>
�Just say it father,� Julius finally had to say when Romano beat around the bush, making idol conversation.
�I want to know what the fuck is going on with Quill and you.�
Fuck.
�What do you mean?� he asked, twirling his shoestring around in his fingers. He couldn�t look at him. He was a horrible liar. He could lie over the phone or with his head down. He just couldn�t look someone in the face and lie.
�Are you fucking my daughter, Julius?�
�She�s not your daughter.� Shit, that slipped.
�What do you mean she�s not my daughter? She is my daughter and she�s your Goddamn sister. What the fuck do you think you�re doing?�
�She is not my sister. I was ten when we brought her home. Remember? Father, I love her. I want to be with her. Who else are you going to hand her off to?�
Romano didn�t get a chance to answer before they heard the loud crash. They both grabbed for their guns tucked behind their pants.
<><><>
Valdez joked with his comrades about the spoiled rich girls as he licked his chocolate cone. He didn�t think anything of it when he saw Julius�s name flash across his cell. �Yeah,� he answered. He panicked, he didn�t know what to do. He knew he had three choices; get Aquilla to the underground room beneath the house, get her to the hidden dock where he could get to a very fast speedboat, or to the helicopter on the roof of a building in town. He saw the man in a black suit flash his badge and a picture to a bystander at the exact same time he heard Julius yell �RAID!�
He wasn�t going to prison for the rest of his life, because Romano was careless and stupid about their last run. He tried to tell him it was too reckless, he wouldn�t listen. He dropped his cone in the trash and quietly told the two men to get Aquilla out of there and walked with his head down, ducking down a dumpster alley.
Aquilla didn�t think anything of it. She figured that her father had called him home and wanted her to ride home with Talin�s bodyguard. It wouldn�t have been the first time. She didn�t think anything of the worried look on his face as he drove her either. Talin and her were too busy laughing and singing a new pop song that she had downloaded. What caught her attention was when he dropped her off a � mile from her door, her father would have shot out both his kneecaps for doing that.
�You have to get out here, Aquilla,� he demanded. She got out as Talin and her exchanged a confused look.
�I�ll talk to you later,� Aquilla told her. She lied, she wouldn�t be talking to Talin or anyone else.
As soon as she walked around the bend, her heart sank. There were seven black tinted windowed cars, all with the doors hanging open. Something was going down. She was worried about Julius and her father. She was pissed at Valdez for leaving her, he could have at least warned her.
She climbed the little bank leading into a patch of palm and white cedar trees, hunched down, and walking quietly toward the house. She didn�t know where to go. Did Julius and her father get out? Looking at her cellphone and seeing that there hadn�t been any calls, she had a feeling that they hadn�t. Julius would have called her.
She heard the exact same cracking, crunching sound that she had heard when she broke Tua�s arm. Someone tried to grab her from behind. Executing the same move for the second time that week. She had never used that move in her life, and here she had broken two arms in one week. What the fuck? The guy hit the ground and grabbed his shoulder. She didn�t have time to react when she turned around, hearing the click of a gun.
Two men stood behind her, holding guns. �Get down!� the smaller of the two yelled. She held her hands up and dropped to her knees. The other one cuffed her hands behind her back while the short fat guy held his shaking gun to her head. What did they want? She didn�t know anything. She wouldn�t be able to answer one of their questions.
They didn�t speak to her and shoved her toward the front door. Two other men had run to the guy lying on the ground crying like a baby, holding his arm and making dreadful sounds as his body rolled from side to side in unbearable pain.
Aquilla looked around her house. She didn�t see anyone, but could hear voices coming from the north wing. They were in the training room. She turned her eyes toward her father�s office on the right and screamed. It was him, those were his shoes, and he was covered by a white sheet. They had killed him. Oh, God, where was Julius?
Ducking and swinging her upper body down and around, she was able to break the hold the two men had on her. She jumped from one foot to the other, swinging her left foot into the air, landing it right across the jaw of the taller, older man. The younger, short one just stared at her with wide eyes. He couldn�t even reach for his gun, what a pussy. It stunned them both long enough for her to run to her father. She turned enough to pull the sheet from his face with cuffed hands. She had to make sure. She had to see for herself.
She wailed, dropping her face to the side of his in some kind of makeshift hug with no arms. They fucking killed him. They didn�t have to kill him. Where was Julius? She didn�t get to properly say goodbye before she was pulled from him. She was pissed. She was beyond pissed. She was crazy infuriated. Aquilla dropped quickly to the floor and right back up, landing two quick elbows to the one man�s face, a kick and a knee to the other man�s, and then a shoe right to his crotch. She turned back to defend herself from the taller one when she was picked up by the back of her pants by another man that she hadn�t seen. He looked familiar. Why did he look familiar?
�Are you fucking kidding me right now?� the man yelled to the two guys, one holding his nuts in a ball on the floor and the other holding his bloody, broken nose. �She�s in fucking handcuffs?� he said in disbelief as he held her up on her arms and the back of her shorts, pushing her toward the training room.
�Where�s Julius?� She yelled at the guy manhandling her toward the sitting room where the rest of his crew must have been.
�Why don�t you tell me where Julius is? Better yet, why don�t you tell me who the fuck you are?�
There was no way she was telling this guy shit, she instantly shut up., but at least she knew Julius got away. He would find her.
When she walked into the room she almost fell. Standing in front of her was the beautiful Ms. lying fucking bitch Seri.
�You�re a fucking fed?� Aquilla screamed. It wasn�t really a question. The guy tightened his hold on her when she tried to go after her.
Seri dropped her head when she saw Aquilla, trying to figure out why this young blonde beauty was involved with the Chavez men.
Aquilla wondered if she�d told her spy buddies that she had licked her pussy and fucking loved it. She was sure she hadn�t. That�s why she couldn�t look at her.
The guy shoved her over to the sofa. The sofa that she had spread her legs for Agent Seri on, or whatever the fuck her name was.
�You have some explaining to do,� the man that she now recognized said as he pulled up a chair in front of her. He was the new client who had come to claim Seri. She was sitting on his lap that night by the pool.
�I don�t have shit to say to you,� Aquilla assured him. It wasn�t like she couldn�t really tell him anything if she had wanted to. She didn�t know what her father and Julius had done. She knew what they did, but she was never involved in the details.
�See, I think that�s where you are wrong. I can have you locked up for the rest of your life.�
�I want a lawyer,� she demanded. She knew her rights. She didn�t have to say shit without a lawyer present. He laughed a full blown, throw your head back laugh. The stupid fucker laughed at her. She slumped back on the sofa and cockily crossed her ankle over her knee.
He kicked her shoe back to the floor. �Who are you?� he asked. Should she tell him? She didn�t know what to do. She needed her father or Julius.
�Did you kill my father?� she asked.
�I wasn�t the one to pull the trigger, but I think we both know that you are not a decedent of Romano Chavez. What�s your name?�
�Aquilla Jade Chavez,� She answered.
He laughed again. �We can sit here for days if you want. It doesn�t mean shit to me.� She was confused. What the hell did he want from her? �I�m going to ask you one more time. What is your name?�
What the fuck? That was her name. �I just told you,� she smartly replied.
�Goddamnit, there is no fucking Aquilla Jade Chavez on this fucking earth�Anywhere. You�re a liar,� he screamed. Damn this guy was wound tighter than a ten day clock.
�Malone!� Seri chastised with a look and a shake of her head, telling him to back off.
Aquilla�s face dropped. Now she was really confused. �Are you a slave here?� he asked.
�Chattel,� Seri, or whoever she was, corrected. �They weren�t treated that way.�
�Are you a personal Chattel here?� he rephrased.
�No, I have my own room here. I have never done anything with men here.�
�Except for Julius Chavez, right?� Seri asked.
�Yeah right, him and you,� She spit out with a vengeance. Seri turned instantly red. �You stupid fucking bitch. You fucking low life whore!� Aquilla screamed at Seri as she tried with cuffed hands to come off the couch and go after her.
�That�s enough,� Agent Dick Face scolded. She didn�t falter. She came from a long line of malicious criminals. If he would take these fucking handcuffs off, she would shove her shoe right through is Adam�s apple.
�What is your real name?� he asked, getting ticked off. �And I don�t want to hear that you are some girl that doesn�t exist either,� he added.
�That�s my name, I don�t have another name.� She assured him. Where the fuck was Julius? Why wasn�t he there blowing the heads off of every last one of them?
�Agent Malone,� a man said, coming into the room with a manila folder. He dropped it to the table. Agent Malone and Agent Seri walked over to see what he had found. Aquilla wanted to see too, she was sure they had been marauding her father�s office, looking for clues.
�She�s telling the truth,� Agent Malone said, looking to Aquilla. What did he have? What were they looking at that had their attention?
Agent Seri sat in front of her next. She had her shot records, school transcripts, passports, and her birth certificate. This wasn�t making any sense. There was no record of an Aquilla Chavez, but she had the documents to prove it. Who was this little girl? She held up a picture of Aquilla when she was around three or four. It was a colored picture from a newspaper clipping. There was no description to the picture, just the cut out picture of her around 2 or 3 years old. Seri flipped it over, looking for a date or some sort of clue. There was nothing, just something about a Relay for Life run in New York. Her hair was even blonder back then.
�This is you, do you remember this picture?� Seri asked. She must have been in New York then, but why was her picture in the paper?
Aquilla didn�t know what to say. It was her, she knew it was her. She just didn�t know why or where it was taken. Why was she in the newspaper? She said the only thing that would come to mind. �Fuck you, Seri,� she sneered. She wasn�t answering her questions. She didn�t fucking know how.
�My name is Sarah,� she stated, resting her elbows on her knees and leaning into Aquilla.
�And you miraculously speak perfect fucking English too,� Aquilla indicated right back, remembering her broken English when she had met her, right there in that room.
�I�m trying to help you here, Quill.�
That pissed her off. Her father and Julius were the only two people that called her Quill. She hadn�t earned that respect. She reacted. Seri reacted faster. As soon as Aquilla brought her leg up to kick her in her teeth, she tackled her to the floor. The fucking bitch was tougher than the three guys she had already assaulted. She crammed her elbow into the side of her face, trying to calm her thrashing body. Aquilla stilled, she wasn�t going to win.
She pulled her back to her feet and tossed her back to the sofa. �We can do this all night,� she stated. �I�m trying to help you here.�
That�s what Aquilla chose to do. She tightened her lips and slid to a laying position on the sofa. She wasn�t saying a word. Seri got up with an exasperated breath.
Aquilla�s mind whirled as the three agents studied her. She thought about what they had said. She wasn�t Aquilla Chavez. Who the hell was she? She wondered where Julius was. They hadn�t gotten him, she knew that to be fact. They wouldn�t be asking her where he was if they had him. She thought about Valdez leaving her to fend for herself. She would have never come back to the house had she known it had been raided by the feds.

Chapter 7

Where the fuck was Valdez with Aquilla? Did they have them? Did he stick to the plan and get her out of there? Julius had been waiting for almost four hours. He ditched his cellphone, far into the ocean, not wanting to be traced. He had no way to find out. He couldn�t go back to the house. He knew they had it guarded tighter than Fort Knox. He was starting to panic. He couldn�t live without her, especially now that his father had gone down for him. He distracted the sons of bitches so Julius could escape. He almost turned back when he had heard the gun shot. Maybe he wasn�t dead. Maybe he was just injured. Where the fuck was Valdez?
He should have gone with her. The thought of them having her and interrogating her about something she had no clue about, made him sick to his stomach. Would they hurt her when she wouldn�t talk? She couldn�t fucking talk she didn�t even know anything. They made sure of that. Would they rough her up, thinking she was lying? Julius paced back and forth, wearing a path in the dark woods. How long was he going to wait before he had to get out of there? They were hunting him, he knew they were, he wouldn�t be able to hide out here much longer before they would find him. Nothing could make him feel as bad as this, he had shot men point blank in the forehead, and that was still not even comparable. This was the hardest thing he had ever done in his life. He was leaving her. It was going to be daylight soon, there was no other choice. After rationing with himself, he decided it was best that he left. There was no time left he had to get off the island. He couldn�t come for her if he was in prison or wound up dead. He would come for her, he would fucking find her, one way or another.
He unburied the boat and started the engine, heading toward Anguilla Island. He couldn�t even turn back and look at Jamelia Lei. Julius kept his eyes focused on the black water. He was fucking leaving her there to fend for herself. If he ever saw Valdez again, his life would be in his hands.
<><><>
Aquilla sat up sometime during the night. She didn�t even remember falling asleep. The room was dark except for a golden light illuminating from a small lamp in the corner. She wanted to run her fingers through her tangled hair and stretch. She couldn�t, her hands were still confined behind her back. She saw Agent Seri sitting in a chair with her elbows on her knees, staring at her. Agent Dick Face was in a recliner sound asleep.
�I need to go to the bathroom,� Quill requested.
Seri got up and pulled her from the sofa, leading her to the bathroom right outside the door. She didn�t ask for backup from Agent Malone. Aquilla was sure she could head-butt her. She was seriously thinking about her move when Seri tightened her grip on her arm. �Don�t even think about it,� she warned.
�Are you going to take these stupid handcuffs off so I can get my pants down?� she asked once they were alone in the bathroom. Seri left the door open. Aquilla was sure she wanted her partner to be able to hear if she screamed for help. She smirked at Aquilla and moved in front of her.
�Not a chance in hell,� she replied, unbuttoning her shorts with a sneer.
Aquilla smirked right back. �What�s the matter, Seri? Having a little hint of nostalgia?�
Seri didn�t falter. She kept her cold stare on Aquilla�s eyes and slid down her shorts and panties.
Aquilla peed with Seri staring at her with a cold glare and crossed arms. Aquilla unabashedly opened her knees. �You gonna wipe my pussy for me too?�
Seri didn�t stammer a bit. She tore off a couple sheets of toilet paper and wiped her with her eyes boring into Aquilla�s. As they had a stare down, neither one of them blinked, Aquilla knew who had the upper hand. It sure as hell wasn�t her.
Aquilla looked down the long, dark hall as they made their way back to the room. She wondered where her father was, hoping that he wasn�t still lying on the cold tiled floor. Had she known she was never going to see him again, she would have hugged him and told him that she loved him before she left that morning. She didn�t feel sad. She felt angry. She was pissed. They were going to move, Julius and her were going to be together in Spain. This stupid bitch had ruined everything.
�Are you a lesbian?� she asked, looking behind her shoulder. She wasn�t sure why she asked. She was just trying to focus her attention on something else.
�Keep walking,� Seri replied with a snort. She wasn�t going to answer, Aquilla betted that she was.
She didn�t go back to sleep, instead, she stayed sitting up on the sofa as Seri sat in the chair close to her, still trying to figure her out. The sun was up, illuminating the marble floor with a bright, graceful light.
�How long have you been investigating us?� Aquilla asked.
�If I answer, will you answer a question for me?�
Aquilla shrugged her shoulders and nodded. She may as well. It wasn�t like she was going to release her hands and let her go anyway.
�Nine, very long months. Do you remember coming here?�
�Yes, it was only four years ago,� she replied. She knew that wasn�t what she was asking, but that�s how she asked it, so that�s how Aquilla answered it. She snickered.
�Do you remember coming to live with Mr. Chavez?�
�No, I have been with him since I was born, I guess.�
�Do you know where he got you?�
�Not for sure. I imagine I belonged to a chattel. He probably knew he could give me a better life or something, he never talked about it.�
�Did you ever ask?�
�A handful of times, he would never talk about it, he derailed it every time I brought it up.�
�You never asked? I mean, surely you could tell that you weren�t his flesh and blood.�
She hesitated while she thought about it. �He told me that my mother was an American. That is where I got my light skin and blonde hair.�
She saw the look of disappointment on Seri�s face when Agent Malone sat up, rubbing his face with his hands. Aquilla was talking, and he was going to ruin it. He did, Aquilla was done. She had nothing to say to her or him. She was having a hard enough time trying to figure out what the fuck was going on herself.
�Will you please take these handcuffs off?� she begged. She couldn�t take it anymore, her hands had been bound behind her back for at least twelve hours. Her shoulders hurt, her wrists hurt, and she had to keep adjusting her hands to keep the two bones from digging into each other.
�Is there coffee here?� Agent Malone asked, looking at Aquilla.
�I don�t know, I would imagine there is. I�ve never made it, we have servants. Where are they?� she asked, wondering where Hila and the other help had gone.
�We sent them away, they couldn�t answer any of our questions either.�
�That�s because they didn�t know anything. Nobody knew what was talked about in that office.�
�Yeah, and our undercover agent couldn�t seem to get in there either,� he said, giving Seri a look for not being able to achieve a major goal. �I�m going to find coffee.�
Seri pulled her to her feet with keys in hand. �I�m a black belt,� she assured Aquilla, turning her away from her.
�So am I,� Aquilla retorted, looking over her shoulder.
�I just won the national title for the LZZ Championship,� she bragged.
�So did I,� Aquilla smirked, rubbing her freed wrists and turning to face her.
Seri snickered. She knew as well as Aquilla did, she had no idea what the hell that was. She did, however, believe that she could very well be a black belt. She did kick the shit out of her men�handcuffed.
�Have you always been intimate with Julius?� she asked as they both sat.
�No, actually, you fucked him before I did.�
She was harsh. Nothing Aquilla said seemed to affect her. She was tough. Aquilla pictured herself the same if she were in her shoes; Seri was tough and held power. She could tell that she did. She wondered how she got into her profession. Since she was a F.B.I. agent, it was obvious she was older than her chattel application said she was.
�How old are you?� Aquilla asked.
�Twenty-six,� she answered. If she was going to keep Aquilla talking, she knew that she had to answer her questions. She was beautiful, and she really didn�t look like she was over the 22 year age limit to be a chattel.
Her cellphone rang, Aquilla was again intrigued by her demeanor, �Agent Strokes,� she answered. Aquilla smiled inside. Agent Strokes, she said to herself. She would use that the next time she pissed her off. Seri strokes her tongue, she chanted in her mind.
�Give me five minutes and then come in,� she ordered.
Aquilla locked eyes with her. �Will you cooperate and let us do an electronic fingerprint?�
�Why? You�re not going to find anything. I�ve never been fingerprinted, I�ve never been in trouble.�
�It�s just procedure.�
�Am I in trouble?� Aquilla asked. She wouldn�t know what she would be in trouble for. She really hadn�t done anything. She wasn�t involved in what Julius and her father had done in anyway.
�I�m not sure yet. You haven�t been very cooperative; you did send three of my agents to the hospital.�
�I wasn�t wired to lie down without a fight. Are you like the head agent or something?�
�Agent Malone and I are in charge. We�ve both been on this case for way too long, I�m ready to put it to rest,� she explained, looking exhausted and more than ready for it to be over with.
�But it�s not going to be over until you find Julius, is it?� Aquilla asked. The thought of him in prison, killed her, he would never make it. They would put him on death row for murder the first week. She knew they weren�t going to give up finding him. She also knew that Julius was an expert at hiding out. He had power, people, and money. Even if they were to seize all of her father�s money and assets, they had money in other names and places, she was sure of it.
�Yes, we want Julius,� she assured her.
�You let him fuck you,� Aquilla stated. Was that part of her job? Did her peers know about that? She knew for a fact she enjoyed the hell out of it. She got off too, that was a fact obviously she was there when it happened, she witnessed it. She shrugged her shoulders nonchalantly as she leaned against the table and crossed her ankles. �I�ve done many things to get what I was after.� She stopped talking about it and changed the subject quickly when Agent Malone entered carrying coffee. The other agent came in with two more, and another one followed carrying the portable fingerprint scanner.
Aquilla laughed when he wouldn�t hand her the cup of coffee to her. He set it on the table. The stupid fuck was afraid of her. She took the coffee and sipped it with all eyes on her. They looked at her like some sort of psychopath, waiting for her to go crazy wild on one or all of them.
�I�m Darren, can I scan your fingerprints now?� the balding man holding the portable scanner asked.
�You�re not touching me. Seri can do it,� Aquilla offered, being difficult.
�I told you, it�s Sarah,� she stated, taking the scanner from the man.
Aquilla stayed standing, offering her middle finger first. �I like Seri better. Sarah sounds like a crybaby pussy. I think Seri sounds more like a badass.�
Seri smiled, replacing her middle finger with her index finger. Aquilla let her scan all ten of her fingers, picked up her coffee, and sat back on the sofa. The balding man, Darren, took the scanner and plugged it into the laptop on the table. She wasn�t worried. They weren�t going to find shit. She had never even been close to a police officer or a Goddamned Fed. This was so fucked up. If she ever ran into Valdez again, she would cut his nuts off and stuff them in his mouth for leaving her.
Another female came in with a box of doughnuts. Aquilla hadn�t realized how hungry she was until she saw the food. She hadn�t eaten anything since her ice cream cone treat, which turned out to not be such a treat after all. The sugary pastry was something odd, she wasn�t sure about it, she never really ate stuff like that. Red meat was something else she had never eaten red meat before. Her father didn�t allow it. They had seafood, vegetables, and fresh fruits. Fruit was their delicacy. He didn�t even have a good reason for it. When he had been a young man, he ate a burger and fries at some restaurant. She couldn�t remember where, but he got food poisoning and refused to eat red meat from that day on. Of course, he controlled what the cooks prepared, rearing Julius and her to eat what he dictated.
She did eat pizza once with her friends. She was sick the whole night, afraid to tell her father what she had eaten. She guessed her system just wasn�t used to the processed food.
She nibbled on the doughnut, but didn�t care much for it. It was so sweet and made her feel sick almost immediately. Seri didn�t eat hers either. She noticed her take two bites and place it back in the box. She wasn�t surprised. She didn�t get that body from eating doughnuts.
�Agent Strokes,� Darren alarmingly called from behind the laptop. Aquilla studied his face. He looked pale, his eyes were wide, and he looked as though someone had just hit him in the chest with a ball bat, knocking the wind right out of him. He grasped the top of his shirt in a clinched fist.
Aquilla watched Seri walk behind him with the same expression as she read whatever the fuck he had found.
�Fuck!� Seri muttered, barely perceptible.
What the hell was going on? Aquilla wanted to get up and look for herself. She couldn�t move. She was in a frozen state. Something was happening. This couldn�t possibly get anymore fucked up than it already was, could it?
�Quill, come here,� Seri requested.
Aquilla cautiously got up and walked to the table, while Agent Malone pulled a chair out for her to sit. She unquestionably needed to sit after that gunshot wound to the head.
Nothing could have prepared her for what she saw in front of her. This was something that she couldn�t have imagined in her wildest dreams. This wasn�t real, it couldn�t be. She looked over her shoulder to Seri. Seri squeezed her arm in a comforting fashion.
Aquilla looked back to the same picture that Seri had shown her from the newspaper clipping. It was her. She knew it was her, but that wasn�t her name. Shelby Rae Rimmer. Who the hell was that? She quickly scanned the article.
�November 27th, 1997. Three Year Old Shelby Rae Rimmer.
Abducted from Streets of Macy�s Day Parade.
Authorities released a statement late Sunday evening stating that there are no known witnesses and no known suspects in the kidnapping of little three year old Shelby Rimmer. Sargent Wilcox explained in a Sunday press conference that the mother, 24 year old Elizabeth Rimmer, attended the festivities with her two daughters, who both sat in a double stroller.
Apparently Mrs. Rimmer had placed the child, who sat in front of her one year old sister, back in the stroller multiple times. She stated that she turned her back, waving to her husband, who was meeting his family for the celebrations. Mrs. Rimmer is not sure if the child was taken from the seat or if she had climbed out again. 
A spokesman for the FBI is urging anyone with information that could help in finding the girl to please contact the New York Police Department. A $50,000 reward is being offered in the case of the missing New York child. Local attorney Greg Wilson said that calls were pouring in from private citizens and businesses wishing to make donations, which has added up to the generous reward. 
Investigators searched for the toddler throughout the holiday weekend, coming up empty. The numerous calls were plentiful, but did little to help aid in the finding of little Shelby Rimmer.

Aquilla was going to be sick, and not from the doughnut. She was kidnapped? Why? Why would her father take her away from her family? She felt like she couldn�t breathe, like the air had just been sucked from the room.
�I want to go to my room,� she said, staring blankly at the screen.
�Um, I don�t think so,� Agent Dick Face replied.
�Come on, I�ll go with you,� Seri offered. Aquilla knew they weren�t going to let her go alone. She wasn�t sure why. Where was she going to go?
Seri followed her to her room. She lay across her bed, trying to wrap her mind around what she had just learned. She didn�t understand it. What the hell was going on? He kidnapped her? Why?
Seri sat on the padded bench by the window. She didn�t try to talk to Aquilla and sat in silence, texting on her phone. Aquilla was sure she was texting Agent Malone. She lay there for at least an hour in muteness. She wasn�t sure what she was even thinking, if anything at all. It was all unfathomable. She had a mother, a father and a sister.
�Fuck,� Seri quietly said. She snapped her eyes up to Aquilla. She hadn�t meant to say that out loud.
�What?� Aquilla asked, sitting up.
�Nothing, Quill, just try to relax. We�ll figure this out.� Sarah felt absolutely horrible for the girl. She couldn�t imagine what she was going through. This was her ninth drug case. Every time she stopped the drug lords from being able to disburse drugs to the street was liberating. There was nothing liberating about this case.
�Tell me, Seri,� Aquilla demanded.
Seri stood and ran her fingers through her hair. �You�re only seventeen, Quill.�
�No, I�m not, I turned 18 almost four months ago.�
�Aquilla turned 18. You�re not Aquilla. You are Shelby Rimmer and you just turned 17 a couple of weeks ago. Fuck,� Seri said again.
Aquilla looked at her puzzled. �You just told me that I was 17 and you�re the one freaking the fuck out. What the hell, Seri?�
Seri frantically danced around the floor. �Quill, if you just turned 17 that means you were only 16 when I was here.�
�Yeah�So?� she asked, still not understanding what her problem was.
�Come on Quill, don�t make me spell it out for you.�
Aquilla got it. Had the situation been different, she would have found it funny. Hell, it was still funny. �Oh, so you�re worried about licking my pussy when I was only 16?� she boldly asked.
�Will you stop saying that? I feel bad enough. I would have never touched you had I known. Fuck.�
�Seri, calm down, I wasn�t going to tell anyone.�
�You don�t understand, Quill, I could lose my job for this.�
�Seri! I�m not going to fucking tell anyone. I wouldn�t want anyone to know I licked your skank ass shit either.�
�Yeah, until you get pissed off at me again, and I don�t have skank shit.�
�You might not think that my family is very honorable, but when a Chavez gives his word, its gospel. I�m not going to say anything,� she promised.
�You�re not a Chavez, Quill.�
�What�s going to happen to me?� Aquilla asked. She was scared. She was scared shitless. She wanted Julius.
Seri smiled and walked over to her bed. She sat beside her and pulled her hair from the front to her back. �Agent Malone is in the process of having your parents informed.�
Her head snapped back to Seri. She wasn�t going there. How could she expect her to do that after all these years?
�I�m not going there. You can�t make me go there. I�ve never even been to the United States,� she stated, forgetting the fact that she had been born and taken from there.
�Quill, you will be turned over to your parents,� she stated, matter of factly.
�Why would he do that, Seri?� Aquilla asked, even though she knew she didn�t know the answer. She wasn�t really even asking. She was just thinking out loud. Her father took her from her mother. Why?
Seri stroked her hair. She didn�t reply. She had no idea what to say to her.
Aquilla abruptly turned to her, �I need to see the newspaper again,� she coaxed. She couldn�t say Shelby Rimmer. She was fucking Aquilla. Shelby Rimmer sounded too morbid.
�Why?� Seri asked puzzled.
�I need to see something, please,� she begged.
�Let me see your laptop,� Seri requested, nodding toward her purple laptop on the nightstand.
�You can�t get to it from mine. My father didn�t let me search the internet, everything is blocked,� she explained, understanding now why she was never allowed to surf the web.
�Let me see, I�m pretty good at this stuff,� she requested, reaching for the laptop on Quill�s side.
Aquilla wasn�t lying. Romano was a smart man. She couldn�t get it to do anything he didn�t want it to do.
Seri dialed a number and requested her laptop be brought up. Aquilla smiled as much as she could at the time. She told whoever she was talking to, not to worry about it and to bring her laptop. Aquilla assumed it was Agent Malone.
Agent Dick Face entered her room without knocking. She wanted to knock him out. Seri took the laptop from him; he stayed, crossing his arms to see what they were up to.
�You can go now,� she assured him.
�No, I�m good,� he stated, not moving.
�Do you mind?� Seri asked Aquilla.
�Yeah, I kind of do. I can�t stand that fucker,� Aquilla boldly replied with a daggered look right at him.
�Leave us, Malone,� Seri demanded.
�What is your problem?� he asked.
�Get out, Malone,� she repeated. He dropped his arms and reluctantly left them alone.
�Pull up the article,� Aquilla barked.
Aquilla studied the editorial. Seri studied Aquilla, trying to figure out what was going through her screwed up mind.
�Can you see this paper from that day? Not just the abduction, like other news?
�Yeah, but why? What do you want to know?�
�I just need to see something, please?� she begged.
Seri turned the laptop. �What date?�
�Start from the 25th first.�
Seri looked at her puzzled. What the hell was she doing?
Aquilla scanned through the newspaper, focusing on only the news. She didn�t care about the election, or the road being closed for six months due to a new bridge being built. She needed to see the news. Nothing, nothing at all for the 25th.
�How do I go to the next day?� She wanted to know.
�Right here,� Seri pointed to the dropdown tab.
Nothing there either.
The 27th, the day Aquilla was taken showed nothing either. Wait, what was this?
Seri noticed the hesitation when she started to flip to the next page. Why did she care about some police chase? It was New York. There was always something going on.
�Look at this,� Aquilla pointed reading through the article.
Seri scanned the article. Her heart sped to an unhealthy beat. What the fuck?
Woman and child die in police chase.
New York City Police officers were faced with a delicate situation early Thanksgiving day when the driver of a Hertz rental car was stopped for a routine traffic violation.
Officer Charles Ford approached the driver, un-suspiciously. The man was traveling with his assumed family. The unidentified driver was traveling with a young lady, also unidentified, a young boy, believed to be around the age of nine or ten, and a small girl, believed to be around the age of four. Officer Charles Ford approached the driver carelessly, believing the young family was there for the Thanksgiving Day celebrations when he was shot point blank in the chest. Officer Ford remains in stable condition where he is expected to make a full recovery. The officer was able to call for backup when the police chase began.
After a 13 mile chase that led the suspect to a dirt road, the chase ended in the death of the young mother and the little girl.
Officer Carson Wright gave a statement that explained the man and the boy seemed to disappear into thin air when the car overturned down an embankment. The foot chase was seized when authorities felt trying to save the mother and child took precedence. The mother was pronounced dead at the scene and the child died during transport.
After further investigation, police found 65 kilograms, or more than 140 pounds, of cocaine stuffed in the trunk of the car the man was driving. The cocaine would be worth as much as $10 million on the street. Authorities have yet to identify any of the family, including the driver.

�Well, fuck a duck,� Seri stated. �You should be my partner.�
�He took me the same day his daughter was killed.� Aquilla wasn�t really talking to Seri. She was just trying to put the pieces together. �He used her passport to get me out of the country,� she also stated, staring in awe at the article. How long did they stay in the states before he smuggled her out?
Seri was speechless; she had been working this case for almost a year and didn�t know any of this. Why the hell didn�t she think to do that? Oh yeah, because she wasn�t looking for a missing girl. She was looking for a drug lord. Still, she should have done more research. This was going to make her look bad. This fucking teenager just showed her right the fuck up.
�Julius knew,� Aquilla quietly and unbelievably stated. �He�s seven years older than me, he would remember this.�
Seri lovingly rubbed circles on her back. She could not imagine what this girl was going through not in a million years.
�My whole life has been a lie. I�ve always known that I didn�t belong to this family, but I thought I was taken from a bad situation. I had a family,� she said, talking more to herself again. How could her father literally rip a small child from her mother�s arms? She couldn�t imagine what her family had gone through. �Julius knew, he had to,� She repeated the fact.
�Are you in love with him, Quill?�
�I told you to stop calling me Quill,� she snapped, roughly circling her shoulder to make her stop touching her.
�And I told you to stop calling me Seri,� she stated. �Besides, I like Quill. Quill is the strongest part of a bird�s feather. A bird couldn�t fly without a strong quill.�
�It�s also the part of the bird plucked from its body to make an ink pen,� she reminded her of the cruel fact.
Seri stood and pulled her dark blue FBI t-shirt from her pants. She turned around and showed Quill the tattoo of a quill along her lower back. It was a beautifully detailed quill with the words �Vengeance� coming from the tip. The feathers were very well articulated and flowed like it had caught a gust of wind, Aquilla loved it.
�Damn, you are a tough bitch,� she decided. Seri smiled down at her and tucked her shirt back inside her pants. �How did you make it through the application process with that?� Aquilla couldn�t imagine Julius letting her in with a tattoo.
�If that other guy Latium would have done the inspection, I�m sure I wouldn�t have. However, Julius liked it.�
�Did you fuck him more than that one time?� Aquilla wanted to know, for whatever reason. Seri smiled a crooked smile and sat across the room on the bench. Aquilla knew she had without any words, her body language was enough to answer the question.
�What�s going to happen to me Seri?� She asked.
�You�re going to go home to your family, they love you, Quill. You�re going to be fine, and if not, you can just kick some ass. You�re pretty good at it,� she teased, trying to lighten her trepidation.
�I�m not going to be called Shelby. That�s a really stupid name,� she assured her.
Seri snickered a little, looking down at the new text message.
�Are you getting anywhere with her?�
�She doesn�t know anything. I�m sure of it. She�s not going to be any help in locating Julius,� Seri texted back. �But this girl is fucking amazing, I�ll tell you about it later.�
�Bullshit, she knows something. What about family? Where did they visit? Friends of the family? Give me something, Goddamnit!!!�
�Just order us some food and let me deal with Quill.�
�Bring her downstairs.�
�No, we�ll never get anywhere by doing that, she can�t stand you.�
�What? Are you like her best friend or something now�. SERI?�
�Fuck you! Get us some food.�
Aquilla continued to read as much as she could on Seri�s laptop. They read the articles of the unknown family all the way up until December 17th, and then nothing. The family was forgotten, probably sitting in some box in some storeroom. She was reading the updates of her disappearance when Agent Malone came in with two Styrofoam containers of food. Aquilla could smell the grease as soon as he entered, gross.
�What the fuck is she doing? Get her off of there,� Malone demanded, seeing Aquilla on the laptop.
�She�s not hurting anything, leave her alone. It�s about her life and she has a right to know.�
Seri took the food and nodded for him to leave. She could tell that Aquilla didn�t want him there.
�Galveston wants you to call him as soon as possible.�
�Fine, but did you tell him that we know nothing?�
�It�s not about that.�
�What�s it about?�
�Just call him. I will stay with the girl.�
�The girl has a name,� Aquilla smartly reminded him.
�Yes, Shelby, we Know.�
Aquilla was off the bed in a split second. She wasn�t fucking Shelby.
Seri jumped between them, screaming at Malone. �Put the fucking gun away, you stupid fucking idiot!� She couldn�t believe he pulled his gun on her.
�She needs a fucking straight jacket, I wouldn�t trust her for a second,� Malone said, replacing his gun.
�That�s very smart of you Agent Dick Face. If I were you, I wouldn�t close my eyes tonight, especially if you�re planning on sleeping in MY house,� Aquilla warned, with a vengeful glare and gritted teeth.
�Quill!� Seri scolded. �Get out Malone.�
�She can�t threaten me like that.�
�GET OUT!� Seri screamed.
�You need to chill out on the temper,� Seri said, handing her the container of food.
�It�s not a temper, more like the Chavez way of saying don�t fuck with me,� Aquilla replied, taking the food.
Seri wanted to remind her that she wasn�t a Chavez. She didn�t, she didn�t need to. Aquilla knew that fact, she was just having a hard time accepting it. Recapping that wasn�t going to help one bit.
�What a stupid idiot,� Seri said out loud when she opened her food with the cheeseburger and fries.
�You don�t like cheeseburgers?� Aquilla asked.
�I don�t eat red meat, Agent Dick Face knows that.�
Aquilla laughed at her using her nick name for Malone. �I don�t either.�
�What do you like? We�ll order our own damn food,� Seri decided, pulling up some local restaurants on her phone.
�Do you like seafood? There�s a little seafood bar not far from here. They deliver, Julius and I used to order from there when my father was out of town.�
Seri smiled a warm smile at her. She loved the man that kidnapped her. There was no question about it. �Seafood�s good. What should I order?�
�The lobster and crawfish platter is good,� Aquilla offered.
<><><>
The seafood was good. Agent Dick Face brought it up and took their unwanted red meat away. He�d eat it. He wasn�t biased.
�Quill, you have to go downstairs with me so that I can call my boss,� Seri explained, cleaning up their trash.
�I kind of wanted to take a shower. I�m not going anywhere, Seri. Where would I go?�
�I don�t trust you.�
�You can trust me. You�re partner�s the one that shouldn�t turn his back on me.�
�You stop that. I�ll just go out into the hall and call while you shower.�
Aquilla took her clothes and walked to the bathroom while Seri walked out to the hall.

�Hey, Galveston. It�s Seri, I mean Sarah.�
�Forget your name?�
�No, this girl calls me Seri. What�s up?�
�You�re going home with her.�
�What do you mean I�m going home with her? To New York?�
�No, actually, her parents no longer live in New York. They divorced two years after Shelby was taken. Her father still lives there. She is going home to her mother, who lives in Connecticut.�
�Why the hell am I going home with her? Shouldn�t she be with her family without an intruder?�
�From what Malone has told me, she trusts you. He thinks Julius is going to come for her.�
�He�s not going to venture into the states,� she assured him. How the hell would he even do that? He was on a high wanted list. He wouldn�t make it out of the airport. The guy isn�t stupid.
�I still think the girl knows something. I want you with her until further notice.�
�How long?�
�I don�t know that. I�m trying to get Monica to go to Connecticut too. Keep me posted on any information you obtain from her.�
�She doesn�t know anything.�
�I beg to differ, keep me posted.�
�Do her parents know yet?�
�I�ve got two agents on the road as we speak. The mother will know very soon.�
Seri was still on the phone when Aquilla walked out of the bathroom. She quietly opened her door to see Seri sitting on the top step down the long hallway. She turned back to her purple computer debating on whether or not to chance it. She only needed a minute. What did she have to lose? She had to try.
She quickly grabbed the laptop and tiptoed to the room next door. Aquilla felt a rush of emotions when she entered Julius�s room. She could smell his cologne. There was a white shirt hanging over the chair, like he would be back at any moment. Julius wasn�t coming back for her. He would have done it by now.
She took a deep breath and opened his closet. She exchanged her purple laptop for his on the top shelf. She smiled, thinking how pissed he was when he had gotten the same purple laptop as her. Romano had ordered them both and had forgotten to change the color on his. She took his buttoned up shirt from the chair and slid it on and quickly walked back to her room.
She was sitting on her bed brushing out her hair when Seri returned.
�You need to pack some things, Quill,� she explained in a sad tone. She hated to be the one to do this to her. She was taking her from the only home she knew, and although Romano and Julius were the bad guys, Aquilla loved them. They were her family, the only family she�d ever known.
�I don�t want to go to New York, Seri. Can�t I just go to your house?�
Seri smiled. �You�re not going to New York. Your mother lives in Connecticut now.�
�Connecticut?�
�Yes. Your father still lives in New York, but your mother is a second grade school teacher in Connecticut.�
�Where do you live?�
�New York is where I live when I am home.�
�Take me there,� Aquilla begged.
�I can�t take you to my house, Quill. You need to go home to your mother she has waited a very long time for this.�
Aquilla took a long deep breath. �Will you go with me?�
Seri smiled. �Yes, I�m going to stay with you for a bit.�
�You are!?!�
Seri didn�t have the heart to tell her it wasn�t by her choice. She needed a friend, somebody that understood her, not that that somebody was her, but she would try.

Chapter 8

�Reese! Answer the door,� Elizabeth Rimmer called to her daughter as she stirred the pasta sauce. She didn�t answer.
Liz grumbled at the loud music spilling downstairs as she walked to the front door. She opened it puzzled when she saw the two black suited men standing on her doorstep.
�Can I help you?� she asked, drying her hands on the dish towel.
�Are you Elizabeth Rimmer?�
�Yes,� she cautiously spoke, wondering why the government vehicle was parked in her driveway.
They both flashed badges. �I�m Lieutenant Carter, and this is my partner Wayne Slater.�
�What can I do for you?� she asked with an inquiring expression.
�Can we come in Ms. Rimmer?�
�Um, can I ask what this is about?�
�It�s about your daughter.�
Elizabeth turned and looked upstairs toward the music and her daughter�s room. �My daughter? You do realize she is only 15, right?�
�Not that daughter, Ms. Rimmer. This is about Shelby.�
Oh, God. She was always afraid of this day. She had always known she would be. Where did they find her? She was silently praying that they hadn�t dug her little body up in the backyard or under the concrete of some pervert�s basement. Should they bury her remains? She already had a plot with her name on the stone. They buried a small white casket with tiny pink roses filled with her favorite things two years after she was taken.
�Ms. Rimmer?� the sophisticated looking man called, breaking her from her psychotic episode.
�Uh?�
�May we come in?�
�Sure,� she replied, waving the dishtowel toward the sofa.
Both men sat on the couch while she sat across from them. She wished they would just tell her and stop dallying around about it. Or was she the one doing that?
�We�ve found your daughter, Ms. Rimmer.�
�Okay, did you find whoever took her too?� That was the important question. She didn�t need to hear about how they found her. She couldn�t handle the news about how they found her wrapped naked in a trash bag. The sudden chills up her back caused her to quiver, thinking about it.
�Yes, he was shot and killed yesterday.�
She gasped. They really did find him? She wasn�t expecting to feel the emotions flood through her the way that they were. It had been so many years. Shelby would have turned 17, a couple of weeks ago.
�Where is her body?� She felt the tears burn as she tried to keep them intact.
�Ms. Rimmer, Shelby is alive. She will be on a plane coming home to you, tomorrow.�
Elizabeth dropped back in the chair. She was going to faint. What did he say?
The lieutenant took his phone from his pocket. He opened up his text messages and retrieved the one from Agent Strokes.
�Ms. Rimmer?� he spoke, handing her his phone. �The agent in charge of Shelby took this picture of her just this morning.�
Liz sat up and took the phone. �Oh God,� she said, covering her mouth as the floodgates holding the tears broke. She couldn�t breathe. She sucked in air that wasn�t there.
Both the agents had seen some pretty shocked faces during their careers, but this was different. They exchanged a worried look while Liz tried to catch her breath.
�Ms. Rimmer?� the agent spoke, coming to her side.
She coughed and wheezed as she pulled in every breath she could pull. �My�wheeze�cough�.wheeze�.my purse,� she pointed to the purse hanging on the hook behind the door.
He grabbed her purse and she rummaged through it, finally finding her life line. She took a long draw on the inhaler, slowed her breathing and did it again.
�I�m sorry,� she apologized as her breathing regulated. She wanted to ask if this was for real. She didn�t have to. She knew the picture she was holding in her hand was her daughter. Without a doubt, she knew that it was Shelby.
�Did he hurt her?� she asked the dreaded question that had haunted her for years.
�No, ma�am. Shelby has had a good life with him. He treated her well.�
�Why did he do this?� she asked, still looking at the photo in awe.
�I really can�t answer that Ms. Rimmer. Agent Strokes is coming with her. Do you have room for a stowaway?�
�I could make room, sure, but I�m not sure how I feel about some strange man staying in my house.�
He smiled. �Agent Strokes is Sarah Strokes. It seems that Shelby has taken up with her, she won�t talk to anyone but her.� She would talk. From what he heard she told them to fuck off just fine. He wasn�t going to relay that. �Agent Strokes knows more about it than I do. I�m sure she�ll be able to answer more of your questions.�
�Did somebody die?�
�Reese, go back upstairs, please. I�ll explain in little bit,� Liz said, turning to her daughter standing at the bottom of the stairs with a worried look.
�Why?�
�Reese!� Liz scolded.
Reese unwillingly walked back upstairs.
�She looks a lot like Shelby,� Agent Carter acknowledged.
�Oh my God. Is this for real? Is this really happening?� Liz asked in panic mode. She felt the wheeze in her chest and slowed her breathing.
�Your daughter will be home with you tomorrow, I assure you, it�s real.�
�I have to call her dad. I have to get her room ready. My parents, I�ve got to call them.� She was panicking again.
�There is one more thing that you should probably prepare yourself for, Ms. Rimmer,� Agent Carter explained. He seemed to be the one to do all the talking. The other one just sat there. She wondered if he was his boss. And then wondered why she was even thinking about that. Because she was freaking out, that�s why. She didn�t know what to think. Why did he keep calling her Ms. Rimmer? Breathe Liz, Breathe.
She didn�t reply. She could only stare at him with wide eyes. Breathe in. Breathe out.
�Once the press gets wind of this, they will be on your doorstep. I�m sure of it. Is there somewhere you can go if it gets too bad? It�ll die down. It always does, but I�m sure they�re going to want to talk to you.�
�This is the last week of school, well I have next week, but we have a summer house that we go to. We could go there.�
�That might be perfect.�
Both agents stood. �Here�s my card. If there is anything you need, you let me know.�
�I will. Thank you so much,� Liz said, standing. She hugged the man. What the hell did she do that for? She was having a meltdown. She couldn�t do this alone.
�May I have my phone back?� the agent who had just gotten hugged asked.
�Oh, sorry. Could you send that picture to my phone?�
He smiled. �Yes, what�s your number?�
<><><>
Liz closed the door behind the two men, the two men who had just tilted her whole world. She wondered if Shelby would remember her at all. How much does a three year old remember? Could she remember when she was three? She lived by the lake where their cabin was. No, she didn�t remember that. She just knew it to be fact. She needed to call Manny. She needed to go tell Reese.
�Mom?� Reese said from the stairs with a puzzled look. That snapped Liz out of her internal rant for the time being
�Reese, sit down. I need to talk to you about something.�
�You�re the one that looks like you need to sit down. What�s going on?�
Liz took another short puff from her inhaler. Why was she having such hard time breathing? That was the third dose in twenty minutes.
Liz pulled the ottoman over and sat in front of Reese. She held her phone up, showing Reese the photo of her big sister. �Reese, do you have any idea who this is?�
�Um, no, should I?�
�This is Shelby. This is your sister, Reese.�
�What do you mean?� Reese asked. She may need that inhaler. She couldn�t breathe all of a sudden either.
�She was found yesterday. She is coming home tomorrow.�
Reese had the exact same reaction as her mother. She plopped back in the chair. Was this real? �I think this is some sort of sick joke. I don�t think this is real.�
�It�s real Reese. She�s coming home. Oh, my God. She�s coming home,� she stated again as it kept hitting her over and over. �We have to get her room ready.�
�What room?�
�We�ll put her in grandma and grandpa�s room, that�s a nice room for her, isn�t it? You have your old black comforter with the red lips. We�ll put that on there. She�ll like that. Wont she?� She wasn�t really asking. She was just trying to make sense of the craziness. It was crazy. This doesn�t happen. �No, no, we�ll wait and let her pick out her own things. We�ll take her shopping, Reese.�
�Mom, you�re freaking me out here,� Reese assured her, watching her mother as she rattled on and on.
�I have to call your dad.�
�Something�s burning?� Reese decided, smelling something scorched.
�Shit, my spaghetti sauce,� Liz said, running to the kitchen. Yup, it was burnt. The whole kitchen filled with smoke, setting off the first smoke alarm and then the other four. Liz removed the smoking pan and opened the back door. She turned the exhaust fan on and waved the dishtowel over the alarm until it stopped. Of course, the smoke had to set off the asthma again.
�What if she doesn�t like me?� Reese asked from the door.
Liz smiled a motherly warm smile. �Who wouldn�t love you? I�m sure she will adore you. We are going to have to be extra nice to her, Reese. This is going to be quite an adjustment for her.�
�It�s going to be quite an adjustment for all of us,� Reese assured her. She wasn�t sure how she felt about it. I mean, she was happy that they found her and glad that she was okay, she just didn�t know how she felt about it yet. She was going to have a sister, and not one that she had grown up with. This one was seventeen, and she was just all of a sudden coming home.
�Yes, it is. Go finish your homework. I have to call your dad.�
�I wasn�t doing my homework. I was downloading music.�
�Well, stop downloading music and do your homework.�
�I�m hungry.�
Oh, yeah. She still needed to feed her. �Order a pizza.�
Liz sunk to the chair at the kitchen table. Where was her inhaler? She was going to need it�again. She dialed her ex-husband�s cell number. He didn�t answer. She looked at the clock. It was after five. He was probably out of the office by now. No, no, he was probably right there at his desk where he would be until nine or ten o�clock. She dialed his office and his secretary answered.
�Rimmer and Moore Links. This is Karen, how I may I help you?�
�Hi, Karen. It�s Liz. Is Emmanuel still there?�
�Yes, but I�m not supposed to interrupt him unless it�s emergency. They have a big account due in a couple of days. How are you?�
�I�m well, but this is an emergency.�
�Oh no, is Reese okay?�
�Reese is fine. Could you please just connect me to him?� She didn�t mean to be rude or short with Karen. She had always liked her. She just didn�t want to small talk with her. She needed to talk to her ex.
�Hey, Liz. Can you give me like twenty minutes and I�ll call you back?� Emmanuel asked, looking at his watch. He was just about finished for the night. He just needed to go through the presentation one more time.
�Yeah, sure, Manny. You go take care of your WORK. This is something that can wait around for you to finish.� Always the same ole� Manny, work first, and family later.
�Can you give me five minutes?� he asked his partner. �Okay, okay, Elizabeth. What is it that is so important that I can�t finish this advertising deal that will ensure you get a check next month?� He asked as soon as his partner closed the door.
Really? He was going to do this now? Why the hell was her asthma acting up so much tonight? She shook the little container and inhaled once again.
�I wish you were here, Manny. I hate telling you this over the phone.�
That piqued his interest. �What Liz? Is Reese okay?�
�Reese is fine. It�s our other daughter that has me so distraught.�
�Shelby? What do you mean?�
�Shelby is coming home tomorrow, Manny. She was found yesterday.�
�You mean they are sending her remains home?�
�No, Manny. I mean, she is coming home, alive and well.�
�Liz, I think someone is playing some sort of sick joke on you. This isn�t possible.�
�I thought the same thing. I have a picture of her on my phone. It�s no doubt her, Manny.�
�What? How? I don�t understand. Where was she?� He was the one that needed to sit down now.
�I don�t have a lot of details yet, but from what I have gathered, she was accidently found. They raided a big time drug smuggler, and he had Shelby.�
�Did he hurt her?�
�I don�t think so. The agents that came to tell me said that he raised her like his own daughter and was very good to her.�
�How noble of the son of bitch. I hope I get the chance to see him face to face.�
�You won�t. They killed him.�
�Is this real, Liz?� he asked again, feeling like he too suddenly had asthma.
Liz blew out a puff of air. �I think it is, Manny.�
Emmanuel sat up straight. �Okay, I need to get this project finished and hand it over to Cody. I�ll head out first thing in the morning. What time will she arrive?�
�I�m not sure yet. Someone is supposed to call me later with the details.�
�Okay, call me as soon as you hear something. You�re not screwing with me are you?� He had to ask one more time.
�No, Manny, our daughter is coming home.�
Liz knew she should call her parents. Maybe she would wait until morning. She needed someone else at the moment.
�Hello, Ms. Rimmer. How are you?�
�Connor, come over,� she spat out.
�Where�s Reese?� Oh, yeah� Reese. She forgot for a second that she didn�t want her daughter to find out that she was screwing her Math teacher.
�Wait until around 10.�
�We have school tomorrow. You never want to see me during the week. What�s going on Liz?� He knew something was up. She was the one that needed to keep their little secret in the dark, not him.
�I�m calling off tomorrow.�
�You can�t call off tomorrow. It�s the last week of school.�
�Mom? Pizza? Doorbell? Money?� Reese said with her hand out.
Was the doorbell ringing?
�I�ll explain later,� she told Connor as she walked to get her purse.
�Explain at 10 tonight?� he asked.
�Yes, that will be fine,� she said, trying to be discrete around Reese.
Liz and Reese sat at the table talking about Shelby as they ate their pizza. Each of them had a million questions, concerns, and fears. Liz had no idea what kind of life she had lived. Was she stable, difficult, demanding? Did she go to school? Did she have any medical problems? The list seemed to grow by the minute. At the rate she was going she was going to need to stock up on inhalers.
<><><>
�Quill, you need to pack what you want to take with you,� Seri had to coax again.
�I don�t know what I should take. I�m kind of used to just running away and leaving everything behind. I don�t need much. I�m only staying there until I turn 18, and then I am leaving.�
Seri shook her head. �Give it a chance, Quill. Don�t go into this with a negative attitude. Your family loves you very much. Give them a chance.�
�How can they love someone they don�t know?� Aquilla asked, retrieving a big blue duffle bag from her closet. The first thing she placed in it was the purple laptop.
�Why don�t you leave that here? I will buy you one that actually works.�
�I don�t need another one. This one works just fine. My father downloaded stuff on it for me that I want to keep,� Aquilla replied, placing items from her dresser into the bag. She looked up when she heard the noise coming from the room next door. She was in the hall before Seri could stop her.
�What are you doing!?!� she screamed at the two guys, flipping Julius�s room.
�Get her out of here,� Malone demanded.
�Look here, I bet we can find all sorts of evidence on here.� One of the men said as he took the purple laptop from the closet.
�Check this out, Malone,� another guy said as he tried to take the ocean painting from the wall, searching for a safe or anything that might help them locate Julius.
Aquilla watched from the door. She hated them rummaging through Julius�s room and destroying everything that they touched. They didn�t care. They were just tossing all of his belongings, flipping the mattress, and throwing his clothes from the closet to the floor.
�It looks like your little Julius was a bit of a pervert. Did you know he watched you?� Agent Dick Face asked, turning to Aquilla.
�Can I see?� she asked. Was Julius really spying on her?
Agent Malone waved his hand in a cocky manner, giving her permission for him to rub it in.
Aquilla slid the tiny lever on the frame, and sure enough, she had a perfect view of her room. It actually explained a lot, mostly how he would know about things she had talked to her friends about. He had been watching her for four years.
�Come on, Quill,� Seri coaxed her out of the room.
Aquilla went right to the painting in her room. You couldn�t see the little window at all in the waves. She couldn�t believe she had never noticed it before. Hila had to know about it, she was the one who cleaned the two rooms. That�s why the one time she wanted to move her bed to the other side of the room, Hila was so adamant about her not doing it. She had talked her out of it.
�Quill, I have to call your mom. She may ask to talk to you.�
�No,� she shook her head. �I don�t want to talk to her.�
�Okay, I�m just going to step out into the hall.�
Aquilla nodded. She continued to pack her belongings alone in her room. She didn�t cry. She was a Chavez. Chavez�s didn�t cry. Why the hell did she want to curl up into a fetal position and do just that?

�Hello,� Elizabeth Rimmer cautiously answered the unknown, 819 number.
�Hello, is this Elizabeth Rimmer?�
�Go to your room, Reese,� Liz demanded holding her hand over the mouthpiece.
�Mom! I want to hear too!� she whined.
�Yes, this is her,� Liz answered, pointing upstairs with a stern look and a straight finger.
Reese stomped off, it wasn�t fair. It may be her daughter, but it was HER sister, she had a right to know what was going on.
�I�m Agent Strokes, I�ve been with your daughter for the past couple of days,� she began.
�How is she?�
�I�m not going to lie to you. She�s somewhat of a mess right now. She was never aware that she was taken from her family until this morning. She�s confused, hurt, and sad that her fath__, the man that took her was killed. There are some things that I think you need to know before we arrive.�
�Okay,� Liz beckoned for her to continue.
�Well, for one, she doesn�t want to be called Shelby.�
�There�s no way I am calling her whatever that bastard named her.�
�Ms. Rimmer, you need to understand that she loved that bastard. She grew up thinking that he was her father. I don�t think it would be a good idea for you to hate on him around her.�
Wheeze�cough�inhale. This may not be the happy homecoming that she had dreamed of for years. �What did he call her?�
�Aquilla.�
�A what a? What kind of name is that?�
�To her, it is her name. It�s the only one she�s known, Ms. Rimmer.�
�Go on,� she urged. What else did she need to know about the little girl that was raised by a monster?
�I�m not sure of all of the details, but I am pretty sure her and the man�s son were pretty intimate.�
�Wait, wasn�t she raised to believe that he was her brother? How old is he?�
�Yes, he got away. He�s 25. I think she is pretty wounded that he left her. She is planning on finding him when she turns 18.�
�Like hell she is. Is she messed up? Why would she want to find him? He took advantage of her.�
�She doesn�t see it that way.�
�So she has like Stockholm Syndrome?�
�No, Stockholm syndrome is when you fall in love with your abuser. She was never abused, Ms. Rimmer, she was treated like a princess.�
�Did he have sex with her?�
�Yes, I�m sure of it.� Of course she was sure of it. She was there. She practically had sex with her daughter.
�I�ve got one of our best psychologists coming to work with her.�
�She needs a shrink?� Liz asked, concerned, very concerned.
�Ms. Rimmer, this is going to be a major adjustment for her. Yes, she is going to need someone to talk to. Monica is one of the best. If anyone can get her talking, it will be her. She�s scheduled to come first thing Tuesday morning. I�m not sure if you were told, but I will also be staying with her for a while.�
�Yes, I was made aware of that. I have an extra room downstairs that you are welcome to use while you are here.�
�Is that close to Aquilla�s room?�
Her name is not Aquilla!!!! �It�s downstairs from where her room will be.�
�Maybe I can have a cot brought in or something. I need to stay with her.�
�Are you afraid she�ll run away?�
�I am afraid of that.�
Liz didn�t want her to share a room with Shelby. She wanted to bunk with her. She wanted to talk for hours into the night about mother daughter things. Her happy reunion was turning into something frightening.
<><><>
Seri sat in a corner chair, staring out to the ocean. Aquilla sat on her bed, staring blankly at nothing. Where was Julius? How could he just leave her to deal with this on her own?
�Seri?� she spoke.
�Hmm?� she responded, turning to her.
�I need to go into my father�s office.�
�They kind of have it as a crime scene, Quill. We can�t disturb anything in there.�
�Who�s here?�
�Just Agent Dick Face now, everyone else left for the night.�
Aquilla smiled as much as she could.
�They won�t know. There�s something that I really would like to have from there.�
Seri took a deep breath. �Come on, but no funny business.�
�I promise.�
The two girls quietly made their way down the stairs, careful not to let Malone hear them. Aquilla opened the door and Seri closed it behind them. Seri watched as she moved the filing cabinet, shushing her as it screeched across the hardwood floor.
She lifted the vent and pushed a hidden button. Seri shook her head. Not one of the guys would have been able to locate that. Aquilla moved to the corner of the room where a small door on the floor had just been revealed.
�What�s in there, Quill?� Seri whispered.
�Mostly pictures of me growing up. I always had them taken, but my father would never put them out. He didn�t want them to get messed up,� she smiled a crooked grin, knowing her father was afraid of someone recognizing her.
Aquilla picked up the thick book of portraits, a manila folder and the envelope full of cash.
�I need to see that, Quill,� Seri couldn�t help it. She didn�t trust her.
Aquilla handed her the book, but held the folder in her hand. It only took her a second when Seri placed the book on the desk to stuff the money in the back of her shorts.
Seri flipped through the album with a smile. He did take many pictures of her. �Your mother would love to see these.�
�She can have them,� Aquilla assured her. It wasn�t the pictures she was after.
�What�s that?� she asked, nodding toward the folder.
�My milestone record.�
�UH?�
�You know, a record of everything I have ever done in my life. First lost tooth, first day with no training wheels, first report card, first skinned knee, just stuff like that.�
�Are you done in here? We need to get out of here.�
Aquilla sadly looked at the brown leather desk chair. She would never see her father sitting there again, ever. He was dead. They killed him. �Yeah,� she offered with a deep breath.
<><><>
�I have a king sized bed. You don�t have to sleep in the chair,� Aquilla offered, pulling down her covers for the very last time.
�Promise me you�ll keep your hands to yourself?� she teased.
�Yeah, I promise,� she chuckled. �Do you want something more comfortable to sleep in?�
�No, it wouldn�t matter anyway. I haven�t had a shower in two days.�
�Yuck, go take a shower. I�ll get you some clothes.�
�I�m not about to go in that bathroom and shower while you escape into the night.�
�Where would I escape to, Seri? We�re on a 32 mile island. How far do you think I am going to go?�
�A shower does sound awesome.�
Aquilla got up and opened her drawer. She tossed her a pair of neon green thongs that her and her friends had ordered from Victoria Secret, unbeknownst to her father, of course.
�Really Quill?�
She laughed a little. �I figured that was what you were used to,� she teased, tossing her a pair that would cover her ass. �Do you want pajama pants or a sexy nighty?�
�You�re asking for it, pajama pants, and you�re coming with me.�
�In the shower?�
�In the bathroom.�
Aquilla sat on the toilet, flipping through the photo album while Seri showered.
�Still there?� she called for the fifth time from the running water.
�Shut the hell up you�re getting on my nerves.�
�As long as your nerves didn�t run away, I�m good with that.�
Aquilla had to close the album. She couldn�t stand the nostalgia. She missed her father and Julius. Why did the stupid FBI have to go and mess everything up? She wanted to hate Seri, but she really couldn�t. She knew that it would have happened whether she was involved or not, and she kind of felt like she needed Seri right now. It was probably stupid, but she felt like Seri understood her.
<><><>
�Are you married, Seri?� Aquilla asked in the dark, lying on the other side of her bed.
�No, I hate men.�
�So you are a lesbian,� she stated the fact more than asked.
�No, I am not a lesbian. I like sex with men, I just don�t like them enough to marry them.�
�I�m going to marry Julius.�
�You�re not marrying Julius, Quill. You�re going home to the states and going to find a man that loves you and gets up and goes to work like a normal human being, not one that trains women and runs drugs for a living.�
�Julius does love me. He�ll find me, you watch. I know he will.�
Seri didn�t reply. Julius was not going to find her. Julius was going to hide out like a coward.
�How long are you going to stay with me?�
�I don�t know, until the psychologist tells me I am free to go, I guess.�
�That�s so stupid. I�m not talking to some stupid bitch psychologist. She will get pretty bored wasting her hour staring at my pissed off face.�
�Be open about it, Quill. You�ll love Monica, she�s a good friend of mine. Let her help you.�
�I don�t need help. There�s nothing wrong with me. Did you lick Monica�s pussy too?�
�That�s it,� Seri sat up and snapped on the lamp. �You�re not allowed to ever mention that again. Do you understand me?�
Aquilla laughed. She couldn�t help it. She needed to laugh. She laughed until she didn�t know why she was laughing and her hysteria turned to tears.
Fuck. �Okay, you can mention it one more time, but that�s it,� Seri teased, trying to calm her sobs.
She did laugh between sobs�a little.
�You�re going to be okay, Quill. I promise,� Seri assured her, rubbing her heaving back. She knew she shouldn�t be making promises she wasn�t sure were even possible. She was worried about her. She may as well be going to another planet. It wasn�t going to be any different for her.

Chapter 9

�I�m scared Seri,� Aquilla admitted as she gathered her things and looked around her room for the last time.
�I know you are, Quill. I�m scared for you. I don�t know what to say or do to make this easier for you.�
�Say you�ll stay with me. Don�t just leave me,� she begged. What the hell was wrong with her? She wasn�t some weak damsel. She was a Chavez. Where the hell was Julius? She wanted to yell at him and tell him how pissed off she was for leaving her there. She just wanted Julius. Why wasn�t he there for her? Why was he letting this happening to her?�
�I�m going to stay with you until Monica tells me that it�s okay to leave. You�ll be okay, Quill.� How the fuck did she end up being the security blanket? Getting involved in cases wasn�t her thing, then again, she had never found a kidnapped girl either.
<><><>
Aquilla never spoke one word. She stared out the small plane window and said nothing. Seri tried to offer her something to drink, something to eat, her iPad, but nothing. All she did was stare quietly.
What the hell did Seri think she was going to do? Did she really think she was going to act like they were going on vacation? She didn�t want to live in the United States. She didn�t want to go to fucking Bridgeport, Connecticut. She didn�t want to live with a family that she didn�t know. Nobody was giving her a choice in any of this fucked up mess. She wanted to cry. She wanted to scream and jump off the small plane.
She wasn�t staying. As soon as Seri left her, she was out of there. With the envelope of money she stowed away, she was sure that she had plenty of money. How much she had, she wasn�t sure she hadn�t had the opportunity she needed to count it yet. It was currently stuffed in a jacket pocket buried in her suitcase, but she was sure it was enough to get her the hell out of there.
<><><>
�Jesus, Conner, its 6:30, Get up, Reese is going to catch you here,� Liz yelled, grabbing clothes and throwing them on. She knew she shouldn�t have let him stay. He could never get up and get out of her house. It was always the same thing, every freaking time. This man was worse than trying to wake Reese. She shouldn�t have let him stay. She should have just stayed awake, worrying the entire night. BUT NOOOO. She just had to fall for the whole distraction thing. It worked�for a while.
�I don�t know why you think we have to keep our relationship a secret from Reese,� Conner complained, getting dressed. �We don�t have a reason to hide, nobody cares, and Reese is not a child,� he assured her. Half the faculty knew about them anyways.
�Can we maybe talk about this later?� They were not in a relationship. They were in a sexship. She didn�t have time for this. Reese needed to be up in ten minutes. Shelby would be there in four hours, and her ex-husband was arriving sometime. Shit, she forgot to call him last night.
Conner kissed her at the door. �Call me later, and let me know how things go.�
�I will, don�t be mad at me,� she begged. She knew she was being obstinate about the whole hiding thing. There was no reason for it. It was her insecurities, not his.
Liz opened the door to her ex-husband with his finger an inch from the doorbell.
Damnit.
�Um, good morning,� Emmanuel said from the door, looking from one to the other.
�I�ll see ya later,� Liz said, rushing Conner out the door. She didn�t even introduce the two men. She didn�t feel the need to introduce her...her�whatever he was to her ex-husband.
�Well, that�s sweet. You�re kidnapped daughter is coming home after 14 years and you�re entertaining a guest,� Emmanuel started as soon as he was in the door.
�Don�t Manny,� she warned, tightening her robe. �What are you doing here already? She�s not going to be here for four more hours.�
�I thought maybe you would want talk about things. I was unaware of your other obligations.�
�You know what, Manny? You have no room to stand there and judge me for a Goddamn thing. You�re the one that___.�
�STOP!� Reese yelled from the stairs right before she turned and ran back up. She didn�t even remember her parents being married, and this is still how they acted around each other. Even when her dad came to pick her up for the weekend they couldn�t go without a screaming match. He wasn�t about to stay in the car and wait for her to come out. No, he had to use the bathroom, get a drink, or ask her mom about something. He just needed the five minutes to fight with her. She swore they both secretly had an addiction to their fighting.
�Happy?� Liz said, turning to Manny.
�Me? I didn�t start that, you did.�
�Manny, let�s stop this. Our daughter is coming home today,� she reminded him as it sank in again. �Do you want coffee?�
�Yes, but I�m going to go drive Reese to school first. I�m sorry, no fighting for the next few days, deal?�
�Days? Are you staying here tonight?�
�I was planning on it. I took three days off. Cody can handle things. Is that okay with you?�
�Um, yeah, it�s fine. Go take Reese to school.�
Shit, this was just great, like she didn�t have enough to deal with, without throwing Manny on the pile.
<><><>
Conner nodded to Emmanuel as he walked past his car and into the school.
�Who is that guy, Reese?� he asked, pulling to the walkway.
�Mr. Sheffield. He�s my math teacher, and yes, mom is doing him.�
�Oh, that�s just great. I�m glad you have such a great role model in your life. Maybe we should enter her in like some sort of mother of the year contest or something,� Emmanuel angrily spoke about his ex-wife and Reese�s mother.
�I�ve got to go, I�ll see you later.� Why did she have to say that? Now he was going to go right back to the house and start all over. Her parents were exasperating. Thank God he lived almost two hours away.
<><><>
�I hope you showered before you dressed. My daughter just told me that you were doing her teacher. Really Liz? Do you think maybe you could abstain from bringing guys home when my daughter is here?� Of course they were going to do this. Why would she expect anything less? It wasn�t like they were about to see their daughter for the first time in 14 years. This made more sense.
Let�s fight about things that are none of your business. �Maybe if you had YOUR daughter every other weekend like you are suppose to, you wouldn�t have to worry about that.�
�Some of us actually have to work a real job,� he disputed.
Great, of all times for the flood gate to be lifted, it had to be now, with him.
�Jesus, Liz. I�m sorry, I didn�t mean to make you cry.�
Liz wiped the uninvited tears with the back or her hand and shoved his hands away from, trying to caress her arms. �Don�t flatter yourself. You didn�t make me cry. You don�t hold that power over me anymore. My daughter is coming home. I am scared to death of who she is. I am scared to death that she�s not going to be able to handle everything that has gone on in her life. I don�t know her. Oh God, Why?! Why did this happen?� she wailed and then sucked in unavailable air.
Emmanuel made her sit down and take slow breaths. He poured them both a cup of coffee while she tried to calm her asthma, it wasn�t working.
�I need my inhaler,� she requested, holding her heavy chest.
�Where is it?�
�On my night stand.�
Emmanuel took the stairs two at a time and grabbed the nebulizer, right next to the empty condom wrapper. It was all he could do to keep his mouth shut.
Liz breathed in her medicine, immediately feeling relief.
�Can you still get pregnant?� he asked.
�What?� Now what the hell?
�I was just wondering why you were using condoms. I figured you would have taken care of that by now.�
Liz rolled her eyes and sipped her coffee. It was no wonder she divorced this man. �I�m not talking to you about my sex life. We�re supposed to be discussing Shelby. Why do you give a shit whether or not I can get pregnant?�
�I�m just curious, can you?�
�Oh my God, Manny, yes, yes, I can still get pregnant.�
�Don�t you think you�re a little old to be taking that chance?�
Liz dropped her head as it shook back and forth. Her head hurt; he made her head hurt. He needed to get out of her house before she stabbed him in his throat� 20 times.
�Okay, okay, I�m sorry. Let�s talk about Shelby,� he offered. He knew Liz pretty well. He knew when he was about to get bitch slapped. �Tell me what you know.�
Liz told him everything that she knew, which wasn�t enough. She explained about the agent staying at her house, the therapy that they wanted her in, the fact that she didn�t want to be called Shelby, how she loved the man that she was raised to believe was her dad, and about what a sheltered life she had lived. They actually talked over three cups of coffee without raising their voices, not once.
<><><>
Liz was beside herself. Emmanuel had to make a drugstore run for another inhaler. He was starting to worry about her. He had never seen her asthma act up this much. She usually had it under control.
Liz called her parents, breaking the news. They wanted to come, but she denied them their request. Before she started tossing family members her way, she needed some time with her first and get a feel for what she was up against. Having an agent stay with her, was frustrating enough already. How was she supposed to get to know her daughter with her there?
�Jesus, Liz, sit down, you�re wearing a path in the carpet,� Emmanuel warned.
�I can�t Manny, how can you be so calm? I am jumping out of my skin here,� she described, looking out the window for 100th time. She wasn�t sure why. Shelby wasn�t scheduled to arrive for another hour.
�It�s going to be fine, Liz. Everything will work out, I promise. Now sit down.�
�Um�.Manny?� Liz said, looking out the window again. Shit. Who called the press? Everything wasn�t going to be okay. She didn�t want them there.
Manny got up to see the white van with WKTV printed on the side. It only took a minute for the crew to be out of the van and starting on the news story right away. They had nerve, Liz couldn�t believe their audacity. The female reporter walked right to the door and rang the doorbell.
�You need to leave!� Emmanuel demanded, opening the door. He didn�t want them there either. It brought back too many memories. The press drove them crazy 14 years ago when Shelby had been taken. Liz actually stopped living; she wouldn�t go out of their town house, she lost her job, and he had to hire someone to take care of Reese. She wouldn�t even do that. That�s when the fighting began. That�s when their little family had been torn apart all because some savaged demon took their baby girl.
�Mr. Rimmer, how emotional is this for your family?� the reporter asked the stupid, ridiculous question, ignoring his request as she held the microphone out for a reply.
�Just close the door, Manny,� Liz commanded. This was absurd, were they really going to have to deal with the media? How did they find out so quickly? They had just found out themselves.
<><><>
�Seri, I�m going to be sick,� Aquilla warned ten minutes into their forty-five minute drive.
Seri pulled off the side of the road and Aquilla heaved her shrimp over the guardrail.
�Please, let�s get a hotel room tonight, I�m not ready for this,� Aquilla begged. She didn�t want to be in Nowhere, Connecticut. She wanted to be home, in her own bed, with Julius and her father. She couldn�t do it, she couldn�t.
�Come on, Quill, we�re doing this. I�m going to be right there with you,� Seri assured her, trying to coax her away from the grip she had on the guardrail.
Aquilla looked up, she could jump the guardrail and run. She could go somewhere, anywhere. Wait. Her money was in the car. FUCK. She didn�t want this family. She had a family. The Feds took them from her.
�Don�t even think about it, get in the car, Quill,� Seri warned, sensing her sudden plan to run.
Aquilla stared out the window as they drove. This was definitely a different planet. The road that they traveled was mostly country with fields, livestock, and trees. The houses and farms were spread out unlike the close proximity of the buildings she was used to, of course she did live on a small island. There was no room for remoteness between houses and buildings. Their house was one of the few elaborates with that luxury.
Seri tried to talk to her about different things that they passed. Aquilla wasn�t interested. She just wanted to curl up and die. With her heart beating a million miles a minute and the anxiety of the unknown, it was almost bad enough to send her into a full blown panic attack.
She swore that Seri lied. There was no way they had been driving for 45 minutes. It seemed more like five. What was she supposed to do? Were they going to cry? Would they hug her? Maybe they would decide that they didn�t want her and she could just stay with Seri until Julius found her.
�You okay?� Seri asked, as they turned down Sky-Ranch road.
�No, I don�t want to go here. You�re making me,� Aquilla replied not looking at her. She was staring at the neighborhood. The houses on this road were a lot closer, with yards, swing sets and porch swings. There were dirt roads branching off the county road. She wondered where they would take her.
�Fuck!� Seri yelled, coming to a complete stop. Who the fuck called the press?
Aquilla looked up to see the television crews, reporters, and cameras lining the house that she assumed would be hers. Seri took the next dirt road and called Liz.
�Hello,� Liz answered. Something was wrong. She wasn�t coming. Something happened. She just knew it.
�Liz, we�re here. Do you have a garage that I can get her in?�
Liz breathed a sigh of relief, calming the threatening asthma attack. �Yes, give me a minute to move my car out, it�s only big enough for one car. She can come in through the kitchen,� she explained.
Seri eased her way back toward the house. �You can put your head down if you want, Quill,� she offered.
Aquilla didn�t want to. She couldn�t believe all the people. Her new neighbors were all outside waiting to see the kidnapped girl. FUCK. She hated this.
The cameras were going crazy as Aquilla stared with deer in headlight eyes at the flashing lights. Her chest suddenly felt heavy as Seri pulled into the garage. A middle aged man quickly hit the garage door button, closing the door behind the black government vehicle. Aquilla wondered if he was her real father, assuming that he was, she looked to the women. She knew without a doubt that was her mother. She had the same long blonde hair and dainty features, just like Aquilla�s.
Seri squeezed Aquilla�s wrist with a reassuring embrace. It broke her heart when Aquilla looked over to her with the most frightened expression she had ever seen. Fuck, what the hell? She didn�t get emotional, she didn�t have those kinds of feelings. She didn�t get involved with sentiments. She wasn�t weird in that way. She had her reasons and damn good ones. What the hell was wrong with her?
Aquilla noticed the blonde woman�her mother�holding her chest with one hand as the other one covered her mouth.
�Seri?� she nervously spoke.
�Just get out of the car and get it over with, Quill. Once you get past the initial reuniting, it will be better,� Seri tried. What was she supposed to say? Monica should be the one there dealing with this shit, not her. She wasn�t a therapist.
Aquilla felt sick again. Her knees wobbled and she was suddenly hot and clammy. She was sure she was going to pass right the fuck out. She hated Julius at that moment, not believing that he was allowing this to happen to her. Where the fuck was Julius?
Liz tried, she tried so hard. She had told herself all morning that she wasn�t going to attack her. She was going to give her space and not suffocate her with her arms. It was hopeless, as soon as Aquilla was out of the car, she had her arms around her, crying and sobbing uncontrollably. She couldn�t even speak. Was she breathing? She didn�t hear any wheezing.
Aquilla stood immobile, feeling very awkward, while this woman sobbed into her hair. Her arms dangled to her sides and her eyes looked over her mother�s shoulder at her father and sister. Her sister had the same blonde hair, who also looked like she was a bit nervous and extremely uncomfortable. Of course she was, she was gaining a sister that she never knew. She was probably a spoiled only child, and Aquilla was ruining everything. She was probably going to hate her. Who cares? She was getting the hell out of there as soon as she could anyway. She didn�t need a family. She had a family. She had Julius. Stupid fucking Julius. She hated him.
�Aquilla?� Seri said, interrupting the rant going on in her mind.
Aquilla hadn�t even realized that her mother had let her go.
�Uh?� Aquilla said, turning to Seri.
Her father hugged her next. Fuck, get the fuck off of me. �I can�t believe you�re home,� he said in her hair. �We�ve missed you so much. There hasn�t been one single day that I haven�t thought about you.� How nice, wish I could say the same. Aquilla noticed her mother shake the little device and breathe it deep into her lungs. Was she sick?
�Come on, I have lunch ready, I�m Liz,� she spoke to Seri with her hand out.
Seri firmly shook her hand. �Sarah,� she offered.
�I�ll get your things,� Emmanuel offered.
Seri turned around and hit the trunk button. Emmanuel lifted the blue duffle bag and then Seri�s small bag. She didn�t have much with her, hoping that Monica would swing by her apartment and bring her some clothes, otherwise she was going to have to do some shopping. How long was she going to be there? Aquilla needed to get onboard and fall in love with her family, QUICKLY.
�Would you like to see your room before dinner, Shelby?� Liz asked.
Seri instantly shot Aquilla a look, telling her to keep it cool.
�Yes, please, but if you don�t mind, could you please just call me Quill?� she asked. Only two people called her Quill, her father and Julius, well three now, since hardheaded Seri insisted as well. She figured her parents could better cope with Quill rather than Aquilla. What did she call them? She wasn�t calling them mother and father. No way, she wouldn�t do it.
Liz only smiled at her. She didn�t want to call her a name that a man who ripped her from their lives named her. For now she would do it, she would try anyhow. However, she was sure if she just showed her how much she was loved, she would love her name in no time at all. �We�ll go shopping for a new bed once Sarah leaves,� Liz assured her as she opened the door to Aquilla�s new bedroom. �Your grandparents sleep in here when they visit. We�ll just move the twin beds to the downstairs bedroom.�
Aquilla only smiled. Her king size bed would never fit in that room. �May I please use the restroom?� she asked.
Liz smiled and hugged her. �It�s right across the hall.�
Are you fucking serious? She was sharing a bathroom with her sister. Who lived like that? She needed her own bathroom, right inside of her own living quarters. What the hell? The sink barely had any counter space at all, and her sister�. um. Shit, what was her name again? Who gives a fuck? She had the whole counter full of her makeup, perfumes, hair straighteners, and a full basket of hair ties.
Aquilla splashed cool water on her face and stared at her reflection in the mirror. She didn�t look like Shelby. She looked like a sad Aquilla that wanted to go home. Don�t cry. Don�t cry. Don�t cry.
�Quill?� Seri called with two quiet knocks to the door.
Aquilla took a deep breath and opened the door. Everyone was gone except Seri good.
�I fucking hate this, Seri, I don�t belong here,� she said in a loud whisper.
�Quill, you haven�t even given it a chance yet. Maybe you could open your mouth and talk to them.�
�About what? I don�t fucking know them!�
�Shhh, stop using that language. I�m sure it�s not as acceptable here like it was in the Chavez home.�
�Actually, my father would have grounded me for talking like that. You don�t know shit about the Chavez home.�
�Quill, Stop it, you don�t need to be difficult. You�re only making a bad situation worse, for you and your family. Will you try?�
Aquilla only snorted and moved past her into her new, teeny tiny bedroom. She opened a couple of the empty dresser drawers, but didn�t open her bag to deposit them. She would live out of her duffle bag. She wouldn�t be staying that long.
�Come on, your mother has lunch ready.�
�I�m not hungry.�
�Aquilla, get your obstinate ass down those stairs and let�s sit down and eat with your family. Don�t do this, don�t make it harder than it has to be.�
�Yeah, and maybe you should go fuck yourself. Let me take you to some family you�ve never met and drop you off and then you can tell me how not to make it harder than it has to be. Okay, Seri?�
�What do you want me to do, Quill?�
�Get me the fuck out of here until I can find Julius.�
�That�s not going to happen.�
�Of course it�s not. Come on, Mommy, Daddy and Sissy are waiting for us,� Aquilla smartly remarked.
Liz and Manny stopped talking when they saw Aquilla and Seri enter the dining room. Seri sat across from Aquilla as they both looked at the food and then back to each other. Great, Sloppy Joes, red meat, yuck.
�Reese, pass the buns to your sister,� Liz requested. Really? She was going to do that?
�Um�That�s okay. I�ll just have some macaroni and cheese and lima beans. I don�t really eat meat that much,� Quill replied. She noticed the eye roll from Reese. Fuck her. Quill didn�t want to be there anymore than Reese wanted her to be there.
�I don�t really eat red meat either, thank you,� Seri said, smiling at Reese, declining the bun, as well.
Lunch was quiet, not to mention awkward. Aquilla ate her food and glanced around the table at her very white family. She didn�t think she was so white anymore. Her beach tanned skin was nothing compared to her families. She wondered if she would lose it and be as white as them since she wouldn�t be living by the pool and the beach. Did they have a pool? She doubted that they did.
�Do you have a pool?� she asked. Fuck, she didn�t mean for that to be out loud. She was only thinking it.
�We don�t have one here, but your dad has one at the house in New York,� Liz explained, glad she was talking.
He�s not my dad.
�It�s not really his pool. He lives in an apartment building with the pool as part of the amenities. There�s a gym and a track there too. Do you like to swim?� Reese asked.
�Yeah, I�ve always had a pool and have grown up by a beach.�
Seri felt a little pleased that she was talking. Keep going Quill. You�ve got this.
OR NOT.
�May I please be excused?� Aquilla asked, turning to her �father.� She wasn�t sure why him, probably because she wasn�t used to asking for things from a female.
Emmanuel looked a little taken aback himself. Reese didn�t ask to be excused. He turned to Liz, not knowing how to react. She nodded with a look that told him he was stupid or something.
�Yes, you can be excused.�
Aquilla heard Reese�s laughter as soon as her foot hit the first step. She was making fun of her, spoiled little bitch.
�Reese, stop it,� Liz demanded in a loud whisper.
�Did she really just ask to be excused?� Reese asked, still smirking.
�Quill has had a different upbringing where she came from, Reese. Give her some time. She�s not sure how she is supposed to act here,� Seri said, coming to her defense. Really? This little girl was going to do this? She should turn Quill loose on her and let her beat some etiquette into her smart little ass.
�Why don�t you go up and talk to her, Reese?� Liz suggested.
�Um, no, I�m not doing that. Dad, will you take me to Lil�s?�
�No, Reese. Your sister has been here for less than an hour. We�re spending the evening here tonight.�
�Why? Can�t you tell that she doesn�t want to be here? She doesn�t want me to be her sister. She doesn�t want you to be her mother and she doesn�t want a dad. Why would you try to force that? She doesn�t even want to be Shelby. She wants to be called something that makes no sense at all. You can�t expect her to come home after all of these years and just be Shelby again. She�s not Shelby.�
�Reese, she is going to be here. You are her sister and we are her family. Don�t make this any harder for her than it already is,� Liz demanded.
Seri knew everything Reese was saying was true. Quill didn�t want to be there anymore than Seri wanted to be there. Fuck, why couldn�t this just be easy for her?
�Reese, Quill isn�t like your typical kidnaped quarry. She never knew she was kidnapped until a couple of days ago. I know this is hard for you too, but try to recognize what it�s like for her to lose the only father she has ever known and be taken from her home to a family that she never knew existed. She�s going to need you to be there for her,� Seri explained.
Reese shamefully dropped her eyes. �I�m sorry, I�m sure it is very difficult for her. I�ll try to be there for her, I just don�t know how.�
Seri smiled and patted her hand. �Just try to understand.�
Reese finished her sandwich and reluctantly walked upstairs to her sister�s room. Aquilla was sitting on her twin size bed trying to get logged onto the purple laptop.
Fuck, I don�t know how to get in, Julius. Nothing she tried worked. She needed on that laptop. She knew there was a journal that he kept on there that would lead her to him. How the hell was she supposed to find him without it? 2-16-22-8-13-13-1 what the hell does that mean? That was the password hint to log on. She tried the numbers, she tried to change the numbers to the number before and the number after. Nothing, fuck.
Now what? She closed the laptop when she heard the tap on the door.
�Come in.�
�Hey,� Reese spoke, sitting on the other twin bed.
�You don�t have to be nice to me. It�s okay, I don�t plan on being here very long.�
�Where you gonna go?� Reese asked, ignoring the nice comment. She didn�t have any intentions of being nice to her. She was just messing everything up.
�I�m not sure yet. I have to locate someone before I know that, but don�t worry. I�ll try to stay out of your way.�
�Is it your boyfriend?�
Nosey bitch. What the hell? How was she supposed to explain Julius? She would never understand, no one would. �Yeah, sort of,� she replied.
�Is he cute?�
Aquilla smiled. �Yes, very.�
�Do you have any pictures?�
Aquilla thought about it before she showed her Julius�s picture. She could flip to the back of the photo album and show her the one with him and her at her graduation party. She took the album from her duffle bag and turned to the back page, the very last pictures that were taken of her with her family.
�Holy crap. He is cute, but he�s kind of old for you, isn�t he?�
�He�s older than me, but only seven years. That�s not too bad, I don�t care about that anyway.�
�Can I see the rest of them?�
Aquilla started to protest when Liz stepped in. �You girls doing okay?� she asked, sitting beside Aquilla. Aquilla wanted to pull away when she moved her hair to the back of her shoulders. She didn�t want to be touched by her.
�What�s that?� she asked, looking at the photo album that Quill held with a death grip.
�Just some photos of me,� Aquilla nonchalantly explained, hoping she didn�t want to see them. They were her private family photos. She had wanted to remove the ones of her father and Julius before giving them to her.
Aquilla moved her hand when her mother reached for the book.
�Are you sick?� Aquilla asked when her mother flipped opened the book. It was her baby girl at the age she was taken. She couldn�t breathe and could feel the wheeze creep tightly into her chest. She breathed in the medicine.
�Just a bit of asthma, I�m fine.� She wasn�t fine, she was pissed. She was infuriated that she was watching her baby girl grow up in photos that somebody else had taken. It wasn�t right, it wasn�t fair.
�Hey, isn�t that your sort of boyfriend?� Reese asked, pointing to a photo of Julius when he was just a boy.
Stupid girl, shut the hell up. �Yeah, sort of.�
�Was he like your brother or something?� Gross.
�Yeah, can we do this later? I�m kind of tired. You can take the book if you want,� Aquilla offered. They needed to get out. She had to get on that laptop so that she could get the hell out of there.
�Sure sweetie, is there something specific that I can make you for supper? I�m not really sure what you like. You�re gonna have to help me out,� Liz smiled.
�No you don�t have to make anything special for me. I�m fine with just vegetables and rice.�
�Chicken? Do you eat chicken?�
Yuck. �No, I really only eat seafood as far as meat goes, but really, you don�t have to make anything special for me.�
�I�ll send your dad out for some fish, how�s that sound?�
My dad is dead, they killed him. �Sure,� Aquilla replied. Whatever, just get out.

Chapter 10

Seri couldn�t believe what she was seeing, that son of a bitch. �Turn it up,� she requested from Manny as she sat on the edge of the sofa. It was agent Dick Face, right there in front of the cameras, taking every last bit of glory from Aquilla�s rescue.
�That lying son of a bitch,� she said aloud. �Sorry,� she offered to Manny.
�No worries. Why do you say he is lying?�
�He�s making it sound like he has been investigating her case all along. We were investigating a drug cartel. We just happened to find Aquilla in the middle of it.� Agent Malone was the one to call in the press. He was retiring. He wanted to go out with a bang, stupid fucker. He didn�t care about how hard this was for Quill or her feelings one iota.
Seri walked over to the window to see the massive amount of press still lurking.
�How long do you think this will last?� Manny asked.
�I�m not sure. I can�t say that I�ve ever been in this situation before. I would imagine they won�t give up until they talk to her or you guys,� she explained.
�Sarah?�
�Uh?� she said stupidly. She hadn�t even noticed Liz walk downstairs.
�Can we talk?� she repeated the question, holding the photo album.
�Yeah, sure,� Seri replied, following her to the dining room.
�I need to know what Shelby�s relationship with Julius was like. I�m worried that she�s a little, um, I don�t know. I just need to understand what went on in that house. I�m kind of creeped out about the two of them being raised as brother and sister and how it became more.�
�Quill led a very sheltered life. She never got to go to school like normal kids. She never had friends. She spent a considerable amount of time with Julius. I don�t think it became intimate until the last few months. Monica will be here Tuesday to talk to her. I�m sure she will dig deeper into that. Quill hasn�t really disclosed much of that to me.�
�But you know for sure that he actually did things with her?�
�Yes, Liz. I am sure of that.� Of course she was sure. She did things with her too. Oh, God.
Liz breathed in a puff of her lifeline. �Manny, will you go to the store and pick up some fish? Shelby doesn�t really eat any meat but seafood. Why is that, Sarah?� she asked, turning back to her.
Seri shrugged her shoulders. �I guess that�s what she grew up on. It�s what she�s used to. I think you should try to accommodate that as much as possible. She has never really eaten processed foods. I also think you really need to call her Quill. I know you don�t like it, and I know that it bothers you to call her something that he named her. She doesn�t understand that. She needs to feel some sense of who she is.�
�You have no idea how hard this is. I guess I didn�t expect her to be so distant.�
�She�ll come around, Liz, give her time. Remember that as hard as this is for you, it�s ten times harder for her. I also think you should let Reese go to her friends. Quill isn�t going to warm up and be the big sister that you�re expecting overnight. This has got to be hard for Reese too.�
Liz took a deep breath. �Okay, maybe you�re right. You can drop her off at Lil�s, Manny.�
�Do you mind if I ride along, Emmanuel? I need to pick up a few things myself.�
�Sure, not at all, and you can call me Manny.�
�Great, let me run up and tell Quill.�
<><><>
Quill quickly closed the stupid laptop that she couldn�t get anywhere on. She wasn�t sure why she closed it. Seri thought that it was her laptop, but still.
�Hey, I�m going to run into town with your dad. What can I pick up for you that you�ll eat without complaining?� Seri asked, teasing.
�I never complained, and maybe we should just make a run to Jamelia Lea and get some crab legs or lobster or something. I know this amazing little market that only sells the freshest, best seafood in the world.�
�Nice try, do you want some fruit?�
�Sure, bananas would be okay.�
�Anything else?�
�You can�t get me what I want in this stupid little town.�
�Julius?�
�No, I hate him.�
Seri snickered and tousled the top of her hair. �I�ll be back in a little bit.�
Aquilla checked her cellphone for messages from Julius or even Talin. Maybe she knew something. Maybe she should text her and see if Julius contacted her. Maybe she could find something out about his whereabouts from her father. Fuck, it didn�t work anymore. Her only communication to her prior life had been shut off. Did Julius do it? Did the feds do it? Shit, she needed on that laptop.
<><><>
�Call me in the morning and I will pick you up,� Manny told Reese as she exited the car.
�I will, and thanks for talking my mom into letting me go, Sarah,� she added with a smile. She so didn�t want to stay home and deal with the drama unfolding between the walls of that house.
�You�re welcome.�
�How long are you staying?� Manny asked as they drove the short distance to town.
�How well can you drive?� she asked, evading the question as she watched the reporter through the passenger side mirror.
�What?� he asked, not understanding.
�We�re being followed. Have you ever ran from the cops, raced a car, or anything?�
�Um, no, and I don�t think it�s a good idea now. I don�t drive faster than my guardian angel can fly.�
�Push your seat back and let me drive. Just slide from under me when I move over, okay?�
�You�re serious?�
�Unless you want to be bombarded in the grocery store, than yes.�
�Have you ever run from the cops?�
�I am sort of the cops, I have had the training and I have led a few high-speed chases in my time.�
�Okay,� he reluctantly agreed, pushing the seat back.
Shit, maybe sliding across Manny�s crotch wasn�t such a good idea. He just had to go and hold her hips as he slid from beneath her.
�Hang on,� she warned as she hit the gas pedal.
Manny held onto the door like he was going to be ejected from the car at any second. Seri darted in and out of back roads, sliding the rear-end of the car sideways every time. Seri lost the van within five minutes.
�FUCK!� Manny exclaimed. �Sorry,� he said correcting his language.
Seri smiled over at him. �You okay?�
�I�m not sure, I may need to change my pants after that. You�re going to have to teach me how you made those turns like that.�
�It�s called drifting. You learn a lot with my profession.�
�How did you get into your profession?�
�Maybe I�ll tell you about it someday,� she replied. She wasn�t going there. She didn�t talk about her life or how she ended up working for the FBI. It wasn�t a pretty picture and she avoided the feelings that went along with the memories at all costs. �Tell me about Liz. She seems to be dealing with this a lot worse than you and Reese.�
�Liz had a misconception of all of this. I think she was expecting to get three year old Shelby back, not some grown girl with a different name. She�s so pretty, I can�t get over how much she looks like Liz when she was younger.�
�She is a very pretty girl. Am I safe to say that the two of you divorced, because of the strain that it put on your relationship?�
�I would say that is exactly what happened, although Liz doesn�t think so. She blames herself for taking her eyes off of her. It was like she literally disappeared into thin air. Nobody saw anything, nothing. I still don�t understand how he got her out of the country. I mean she was all over every television station across the country. Why didn�t someone see her at the airport?�
�I�m working on that. I�ve got someone going through flights from that time. It might take some time though, it was 14 years ago. And the chance of ever really finding out, are slim to none. When did Liz move to Connecticut?�
�Reese was only a year old when Shelby was taken. Liz�s parents came and stayed for two weeks and took care of her while Liz stayed locked in her room sleeping from the valium. I had to hire someone to come in and take care of Reese once they had to return to their lives. Liz wouldn�t bathe her, feed her, cook, clean, or go to work. Nothing, she just stopped existing. Three months later, I came home from work and she was waiting in our room with her bags packed. She informed me that she was going home to Connecticut. I thought it was a good idea and it might help until she told me that she wasn�t taking Reese and she wasn�t coming back.�
�Wow, I can�t imagine going through something like that,� Seri admitted. �When did she come and get Reese?�
�Reese was almost four.�
�Three years?� Really? How could you leave your child for three years?
�Yes, she stayed with her parents and did nothing. I mean nothing, she didn�t even get dressed. I brought Reese here on weekends and her parents kept her some, trying to get her to wake up and realize that she still had a responsibility to Reese. Nothing worked, she just couldn�t cope. It was really sort of crazy. I thought she was crazy. She showed up one evening in a new car, had a new job, and looked the best that I had seen her in three years. She took Reese that night and has been doing okay ever since.�
�And you didn�t try to work things out?�
�Not really, I had just gotten my business off the ground. I wasn�t moving back here. She had just gotten her teaching job, and it just didn�t work out. I tried to come here when I could. I was putting in a lot of hours, and that didn�t go over well with her. We fought, a lot, it got pretty nasty and we got a divorce that year.�
<><><>
Aquilla didn�t mean to eavesdrop. She only wanted a drink of water.
�Hey, beautiful, how are things going?� Connor answered, just as the last bell rang.
�She hates me, and she hasn�t been here a full day yet,� Liz assured him, sliding to the chair at the small table in the kitchen.
�She doesn�t hate you, Liz. Give her some time. She�s just been ripped from the only home she�s ever remembered. You, of all people, know how hard this must be for her.�
�I just wanted it to be a happy family reunion. I know I am expecting too much from her, but I can�t help it. I want to do so much with her, and I don�t think she�s going to want to do anything with me. She doesn�t even like Reese.�
�I don�t think you are expecting too much. I think you are expecting too much too fast. Give her some time, sweetie.�
�I need to see you, Connor.�
�Well, that�s good to know. How do you presume we do that? Don�t you have some FBI agent staying with you?�
�Yeah, and my ex-husband.�
�Wait�Manny is STAYING there?�
�Not by my choice, I can�t tell him no, he has a right to be here.�
�I guess you�re right, just don�t kiss him, okay?�
Liz snickered. �No worries.�
�I love you, Liz.� Connor quietly said.
�Don�t do that Connor. I can�t handle anymore right now.�
�You can�t handle me loving you and letting me be here for you. Let your guard down, Liz. You deserve to be happy.�
�How can you say that? I let my daughter get kidnapped. I have no idea what kind of life she has lived and she won�t talk to me. I don�t deserve to be happy.�
Hearing Liz say that made Aquilla feel sad and guilty. She didn�t mean for her to feel that way. She just didn�t belong there. Not now, maybe when she was three, but not now that she was an adult, well almost anyway. In her mind, she was an adult. She was eighteen, not seventeen.
�Can you get away for a little bit tonight?� Connor asked.
�No, I better just stay here. I don�t want to leave just in case she wants to talk to me or something.� Fat chance of that happening, she wouldn�t even come out of her room.
�You can go,� Aquilla said, interrupting. She wanted her to know that she didn�t need to stay there on her account. She wasn�t going to talk to her, she had nothing to say to her.
�Let me call you back, Conner,� Liz said, seeing Aquilla enter the kitchen.
�Okay, but try to get away for a couple hours. You can wait until everyone�s in bed. We�ll just go over to the Goose and drink a beer and talk.�
�I�ll let you know.�
�I�m right here if you need me, Elizabeth.�
�I know, thanks.�
�Hi,� Liz said to Quill. Hi. Really? How stupid did that sound?
�Hey, I just wanted a drink of water. Where can I find a glass?�
�Right above the coffee pot. Do you want something to eat? You didn�t eat much.�
�No, thanks, I�m good.�
�Ice?�
�No, I hate cold water, it hurts my teeth.�
�Do you need to go to the dentist? Did you have regular dental checkups or doctor�s appointments?� Dumb? Yeah, probably.
�Yes, I saw the dentist twice a year. I had braces when I was 12, my teeth are fine.� Really? Did she think she was some medically deprived orphan or something?
�Sit with me,� Liz requested, pulling out a chair for her.
Great, I would love to sit and be fucking interrogated by you. �This water tastes like a swimming pool,� Aquilla alleged as she sat and stared at the water in the glass.
Liz smiled and picked up her phone. �City water,� she guaranteed. It always tasted like there was bleach or something in it. On days when they treated it, you couldn�t stand to smell it, let alone drink it.
�Hey, we just got to the store. Seri here had to lose the press on the back roads,� Manny answered, smiling at Seri or Sarah, whatever her name was. He was going to ask her about that.
Seri smiled back. What the hell? Was she attracted to Quill�s dad? Oh, for God�s sake. This wasn�t good. He needed to go back to New York.
�Can you pick Shel__ Aquilla up some bottled water?�
Aquilla smiled at her correction. She knew she was trying. It wasn�t that at all. It wasn�t any of them. She just didn�t fit in with their family.
�Yeah, sure. Anything else?�
�No. That should do it.�
�Thank you,� Aquilla said. �You can meet your friend tonight. I�m fine.�
�You may be okay with that, but I promise you, your dad wouldn�t be. Manny would be pretty mad if I did that, and it would turn into a big argument I�m sure of it.�
�But I heard you tell whoever you were talking to that you needed to see him. You should see him.�
�Maybe it was a her,� Liz teasingly replied.
�Maybe, but what mother in her right mind would name her daughter Connor?�
�I did say that, didn�t I?�
Aquilla nodded with a weak smile. �You should go, Seri will be here with me. Do you love him?� What? Where the hell did that come from? You don�t care, remember?
Liz smiled. �It�s complicated. Do you love Julius?�
�It�s complicated,� Quill replied.
Liz laughed. �I think I do, but I haven�t really allowed myself to be happy since the day you were taken. I didn�t think I deserved to be happy. I was always afraid that you were either dead or being abused. I never let myself think that you were safe and happy.�
�I was, I was happy and I always had everything that I needed and more.�
�Can we talk about your relationship with Julius?� Liz wasn�t sure why she was having such a hard time with that part. She was sure that he had been doing things with her the whole time she was growing up. He had to, none of it made any sense.
�What about him?�
�I�m just having a hard time trying to figure out how you can love a man that kidnapped you.�
Aquilla was trying to hold it together. She wanted to yell at her and tell her she didn�t know shit about anything. �Are you talking about my father or Julius?�
�He�s not your___.� Liz stopped. She couldn�t say that. �Both, I guess,� she rephrased.
�First of all, he is my father, well, he was anyway. They killed him, and Julius didn�t do anything. He was just a little boy when I was taken. He couldn�t have stopped anything. Julius took care of me. I loved him. The way I loved him just changed the older I got.�
�You�ll find someone, Shel__Quill. You are a beautiful young lady. The right man will come along and sweep you off of your feet. I promise.�
�I�m going to be with Julius. I�m only staying here until I turn eighteen and find him.�
Wow, what did she say to that? �I hope in time you change your mind. I�m really excited for you to go to school and meet friends your own age. Sarah tells me that you�ve never really gotten to go to school.�
Fuck, is this lady serious? �Um�.I won�t be going to school here. I graduated this year. I won�t be doing that.� Aquilla had always wanted to go to a school where there were a lot of kids, gym class, a cafeteria, sports, and band. She didn�t want that anymore, not here anyway.
�Quill, you have to graduate under Shelby Rimmer. You�re not Aquilla Chavez. You will never get into a college with that diploma.�
Aquilla snorted and got up. This needed to stop right now. Who the hell did she think she was? �I am Aquilla Chavez. I don�t care about college, and I am not going to school here,� she demanded and stormed out.
Well that went well. What the hell was she supposed to do with this girl? How did she get through to her? She could only pray that this Monica girl could get somewhere, she sure the hell wasn�t able to.
<><><>
Aquilla once again closed the laptop that she was getting nowhere on. What the hell did all of these numbers mean? It had to be some sort of code. Julius, I don�t understand. She sat at the corner desk and wrote the numbers out. 2-16-22-8-13-13-1. �Oh my God,� she said out loud. It was so simple. Each letter was her name in code. The first number 2 was the second letter after the first letter of her name in the alphabet. The second number, 16, was the letter before her name. But, that still didn�t make sense. She figured out how the numbers were coded to her name but she had tried Aquilla. It didn�t work. What if I use the letter with the number? She opened up the laptop and typed. A2-16Q-22U-8I-13L-13L-1A. Voila, it worked. Her heart sped to an unhealthy beat. It really worked. Damn, she was smart.
Maybe not, he had another stupid code to get into the word processor where she knew his journal was kept. 9-12-21-22-21. What the fuck, Julius? She worked out the same concept and knew that the numbers represented I LUV U in the alphabet. It didn�t work. Neither did using the letters before or after. Grrr. Why did he have to make it so difficult? She didn�t have time to finish decoding Julius�s fucked up encryption when Seri interrupted.
�What are you doing?� Seri wanted to know, with a curious expression as she crumpled up the paper and closed the laptop.
�Nothing, leave me alone,� she demanded.
�What�s wrong? Your mom thinks she made you mad.�
�She is not my mom. She did not make me mad. She doesn�t hold that power over me, and she needs to just go fuck her boyfriend.�
�Quill! What the hell? You need to stop this. You�re just making it hard for everyone around, including yourself.�
�Fuck you, Seri, I don�t need you. Why don�t you just go back to wherever it is you came from?�
�Talk to me, Quill. What�s going on?�
�WHAT�S GOIN ON?!? WHAT�S GOING ON!?! Surely you�re not that fucking stupid. What�s going on is you guys fucking shot my father, you made Julius run from me, and now this fucking stupid ass bitch thinks I am going to high school and be her little cheerleader or some shit. That�s what�s going on, Seri.�
Seri locked the door, walked over, and opened the window. Aquilla quizzically stared. What the hell was she doing? She watched her take a small plastic container from her purse.
�Get over here,� Seri demanded.
�Why?�
�Because, I am going to help you settle down. Get over here.�
Aquilla cautiously made her way to the window.
�If you tell anyone about this, I promise to kill you,� Seri threatened, holding up a thinly rolled joint.
�I don�t do drugs,� Aquilla protested, taking it from her.
�It�s weed, it�s not going to hurt you. It�ll mellow you out a little. Lord knows you need it.�
�I never pictured you to be a druggy.�
�I�m not, I have a prescription,� Seri smirked.
�You�re such a liar,� Aquilla accused, taking the green lighter from her.
Aquilla coughed the smoke out the window into the back yard. She coughed hard. Damn, that burned. She didn�t need that shit, no way.
Seri laughed and took the joint from her. �Don�t take such a big hit, and don�t you dare tell Monica that I let you do this. She will kill me.�
�Does Monica smoke weed?�
�I can�t tell you that.�
�You just did,� Aquilla accused, taking a smaller hit from the joint. She didn�t feel anything after four hits. She thought it was stupid.
�Had enough?� Seri asked when it was half gone. Seri had enough. She was suddenly paranoid. What the hell did she just do? This girl was only 17. Her mind was screwed up the way it was, and she goes and gives her a mind altering drug? She needed a vacation. She needed to get away from Aquilla and her good looking dad. Jesus Christ, what the hell has gotten into her?
�I don�t feel anything,� Aquilla admitted.
�Just wait a couple of minutes. It�s not going to do much to you, just smooth your rough edges a little.�
Fuck, she could feel it all of a sudden, and was sure that her new buzz had just done something to her brain. She knew what the numbers meant. She knew how to crack Julius�s encryption. There were five numbers, five numbers when used with the correct letters spelled I LUV U. It had nothing to do with that. QUILL, that�s what it was. She stared out into the back yard, decrypting the letters into numbers. 17-21-9-12-12. That�s it, that had to be it, Seri needed to leave.
�I�m fine now, can I be alone for a while?� Quill asked.
Fuck.
�Don�t open the door,� Seri demanded when they heard the knock. Ah man, this was bad. Her parents were going to smell the weed. She would be looking for a job by the end of the day.
�Yeah?� Aquilla called through the closed door.
�Your dad picked something up for you while he was out, can we come in?� Liz called.
�I�ll be down in a minute,� Aquilla called back. What the fuck? She didn�t want gifts from him or her.
Seri grabbed her chest and sunk to the bed with a relieved breath of air. �Jesus Christ, Quill. Forget I did that. I�m never letting you do that again�.What?� she asked, looking at Aquilla�s constricted eyes, boring into her.
�You�re a hypocrite.�
�Why? Because, I like to smoke a little weed? I didn�t go after your father or Julius because of weed, Quill. They were smuggling some pretty fucked up shit.�
�Like what?�
�Well, the vessel that we busted was carrying a LOT of cocaine.�
�And you�ve never done cocaine?�
FUCK!!!!
�I have, a long time ago, that�s sort of how I ended up working for the FBI.�
�How?�
Shit, she was going to have to tell her about it. Aquilla wasn�t the type to mind her own business. Why the hell did she let her smoke weed?
�Let�s go see what your parents have for you. I�ll tell you sometime.�
�You already know what he bought, you were with him. And I am holding you to that, I want to know.�
�Here, put this in your eyes. Your eyes look like they are bleeding.�
�So do yours,� Aquilla assured her as she squirted the red-out into her eyes.
Seri used it too, spritzed a couple squirts of body spray on them both, and followed Aquilla out.
�Seri,� Aquilla whispered, as they descended the stairs.
�What?�
�I�m hungry, did you buy bananas?�
Seri laughed. �You�re not hungry, you�re stoned, and yes, I bought bananas.�
Aquilla was so confused. Why?
�Your dad thought maybe you would want a new phone, now that you were home,� Liz spoke, pointing her eyes to the new iPhone 5 lying on the table. Who the hell was she going to call?
�Um, thank you,� she said. What the hell was she supposed to say?
Manny was the one to laugh. �Don�t worry about it. You�ll have so many numbers in there by the time you finish your senior year of high school, you won�t know who is who.�
Great, let�s discuss the high school that she would not be attending again.
�This thing will do more than call people; you can watch movies, read, download music, text, video, and I�m sure a lot more that Reese can teach you,� he assured her, reading her mind.
TEXT! Yes, she could text Talin. She opened the box and powered on the phone. Hmm. It was very nice. Maybe this wasn�t such a bad gift after all.
�I hope you�re hungry. Your dad bought enough fish to feed an army,� Liz alleged.
Aquilla smiled. �Thank you, is it okay if I go to my room and try it out?�
�Yes, go ahead, I�ll call you when it�s time to eat.�
�I�m going to watch a little bit of the news, and see if I can get anything from when these idiots outside are going to go away,� Seri said, tossing Quill a Banana.
Aquilla smiled and walked upstairs.
She didn�t play with the phone. She had something else she had to do first.
Oh my God, Julius. I�m going to kill you when I see you. The numbers didn�t work. What the hell did they mean? She was sure that it was Quill. She tried every number combination there was. Nothing, denied access. She didn�t use any numbers and typed the simple name Quill. Fucking A, yes!!! Stupid fucker, there better not be any more barricades to get through.
Hey pretty girl. The first sentence confused the hell out of her. Did he know she was going to read his journal? This is not the journal that I lied and told you that it was. Remember a few years ago when we were stuck in that hotel for a month? You made fun of me for keeping a journal. It was never a journal, Quill. That was the first time that I was scared for you. I didn�t know what was going to happen. My father had never screwed up enough to stay in hiding for that long of a time. He wrote this for her?
If you are reading this, Quill, then one of two things have happened, either I am dead or we have been separated. I have no idea if you will even get the chance to read it, but I have to try. I�m not worried that you won�t be able to figure out my gibberish codes. You will, you�re too damned stubborn not to. 
I have to tell you things that you have a right to know. The first one is that I love you. I love you so much, Quill. I have always loved you. It goes way beyond how a man loves a woman. It�s different than that, and I�m not sure I can even explain it. I felt an attraction to you when you were three, when we first took you from your family. You didn�t take me, Julius. You were just a little boy.
That is where I am going to start, Quill, from that morning in New York. Wait�let me back up just a bit. You need to know where I came from, as well. I know how much you love my father. I know that you think there is no one like him. I am glad of that. I am glad that he has always treated you like his little princess. He wasn�t always a good man, Quill. He was not a good husband to my mother�at all. I was afraid of him for many years. I hid behind my mother�s legs many times. Valdez is the one that gave me the story. It was shortly after you came along.
My mother was never meant to be anything more than another chattel. My father was training her when she became pregnant with me. He never knew it until he showed up months later to ask her to do another three month assignment. She was almost ready to give birth. He left her there until I was born, and sent his own physician in to do the paternity test. Although, he resented her for getting pregnant (like she didn�t have help), he wasn�t about to leave me there. She gave up her life for me. She thought that he would be able to give me a better life than she could in that poor little village. I�m sure we would have both been better off to have been left alone. I would think that her worrying about feeding me was less bothersome than what she lived through with him.
They were never like a married couple, and not even close to being a mother and father. They slept in separate rooms and my father got his thrills from training chattels. He was never intimate with my mother. Not usually, anyway. I do remember a few times when things were a little touchy and he would cease any new chattels coming in. He would just burst into any room or whatever she was doing and demand that she go to the training room. I assume that is how my blood sister came along. He was mean to her? Aquilla couldn�t believe what she was reading. Not from her father. He wasn�t capable of being mean to his family, was he?
I was the reason we were in New York. I begged my father to take me. I was too young then to know that his business consisted of a large shipment of coke being brought into the city. I wanted to see Times Square, Central Park, the Empire State Building and the Metropolitan Museum of Art. I had just finished doing a report on the city and begged my father to take me. Aquilla was only four at the time, and although she had no idea what New York City even was, she crawled onto my father�s lap and begged too.
It melts my heart thinking about her. She placed both her little hands on the sides of his face and said, �I want to see the tire building too.� I didn�t think it was possible for him to love anyone as much as he loved her. He did, Quill. He loved you so much. I don�t know how or why, but he did. I�m sure he was a little sick. He had himself convinced that you were his little Quill. It�s actually kind of funny. You look like a ghost compared to the real Aquilla. I know now that he chose that week because of all of the commotion that would be taken away from the barges coming in and more focus being put on the festivities at Times Square. 
I blamed myself for years for being there. We shouldn�t have been there. He shouldn�t have had us in that car. I miss her, Quill. I miss them both. She was such a joy to be around. I too didn�t think I could love you. I didn�t want to love you. You weren�t my little Quill. You were some white girl that my father snatched from the streets. Don�t worry. I did fall in love with you. I had to. You followed me around like a stray dog and I felt compelled to protect you, even though I too was just a boy. It was my duty. You were my new Quill, and I would have done anything to make you happy.
Aquilla wiped a tear that she hadn�t realized had fallen, and quickly closed the laptop.
�Hey, you okay?� Seri asked, sitting on the small bed with her.
�No,� she accidently sobbed. �I miss him, Seri. I need him. I don�t want to be here.�
Seri had no words. What was she supposed to say? She brushed her hair behind her shoulder and smiled a caring smile. �I don�t know how to make this easier for you, Quill.�
�I haven�t even been here one Goddamn day and I feel like I have been away from him for years. I need to touch him. I need to smell him. I have to find him, Seri.�
�Quill, you�re right. It�s only been one day. Give it some time. You�ll forget him. Time mends all wounds. You�re going to be okay.�
How the fuck did she know? She was going to leave and go back to her life. Aquilla moved the laptop to the nightstand. �I�m going to take a shower in my shared bathroom that isn�t even in my room,� she complained, grabbing clothes from her bag.
<><><>
Aquilla appeased her so called parents and ate dinner with them. She didn�t talk much and only answered questions when she was asked. They tried to get her to stay downstairs and watch television, but she didn�t want to. She was already tired of seeing her picture all over the news. She hated it. She hated being the kidnapped girl. She wanted to go home. She wanted her father and Julius. This was so unfair and nobody gave a flying fuck about what she wanted. They all knew what was best for her. Fuck them, all of them, even Seri. She didn�t need any of them. She needed Julius. Julius had to have something written about his whereabouts. He just had to. How long could she keep this up?
Aquilla showered, letting the hot water mix with the tears. Why the hell was she crying? She didn�t cry. She was a Chavez. Chavez�s didn�t cry. She wanted Julius, that�s why. She just wanted him. She needed him.
Aquilla used a little of Reese�s makeup, trying to hide the puffy eyes before rejoining Seri, who needed to leave her alone so that she could read.
�I�m going to grab a shower and then we�re going to talk,� Seri warned, dropping her cellphone to her twin bed.
�About what?� she wanted to know. Aquilla didn�t want to talk. She wanted to read more. She needed to read more. She had to get out of there, somehow, someway, she had to. She was going to lose her mind.
�Life, my little Quill, life.�
Great.

Chapter 11

Aquilla didn�t want to talk to Seri about life. She wanted to find out where Julius was. She wanted to read more about what he was telling her. She waited until she heard the water across the hall before logging back on.
Her eyes glanced to Seri�s ringing phone. She would just peak at the screen and see who it was. Monica. Hmm. Should she?
�Hello,� she answered.
�Uh� Is Sarah there?�
�No, Seri is in the shower. This is her secretary.�
Monica laughed. �Sarah was right. You are quite the card. How are you? I�ve heard a lot about you.�
�I am great, and I have heard a lot about you too. You know Seri doesn�t really like you, don�t you? She told me so.�
Monica laughed again. �That�s okay. I don�t really like her much either. So I guess we are going to meet in a couple of days. I�m looking forward to it.�
�Yeah, me too,� she lied, rolling her eyes. �I can�t freaking wait to sit for an hour at a time, in silence with you.�
�Are you informing me that you are going to refuse to talk to me?�
�No. I�m just notifying you ahead of time that you may get pretty bored.�
�We�ll see. Can you tell Sarah to call me?�
�Only if you stop calling her Sarah, that name really doesn�t fit her.�
�I�ll try to remember that, and I will see you on Tuesday.�
�I can�t wait.�
Aquilla cracked the door when she thought she heard yelling from downstairs.
�You have no room to judge anyone,� Liz relatively yelled.
�Just go, Elizabeth. Forget that our daughter is home after all these years. Forget that she is scared to death and doesn�t know where she fits in. Go! Go Liz. Go fuck your teacher.�
�What would you like for me to do, Manny? The girl won�t even talk to me. Or did you just plan on me staying here and fucking you?�
Seri opened the bathroom door and stared at Aquilla across the hall. Were they really doing this? Maybe Aquilla was the mature one.
�The GIRL� is your daughter. The daughter that disappeared and caused your meltdown, remember that Liz? Do you remember any of those days?�
�Fuck you, Manny. I don�t need you here for your moral support. You�re free to go.�
�Oh, don�t worry about that. I�m not here for you. I�m here for my daughter, and furthermore, I haven�t wanted to fuck you in a very long time.�
�Stop it!� Seri demanded from the kitchen door. �She can hear every word you are saying,� she scolded the two teenagers. Really?
Shit, she was wearing a towel. Manny�s wandering eyes didn�t go unnoticed by either of the women. Liz grabbed her keys from the hook by the garage door with a snort and a shake of her head.
�I�ll be back in a couple of hours,� she said, leaving her ex-husband alone with towel lady.
Seri wasn�t about to give him time to say anything. She turned and walked back upstairs, hoping like hell her ass was covered by the towel. It was, but barely. Manny uncannily watched her towel wrapped body walk back up. Yup, there was no doubt a spasm in his jeans. That�s what he wanted, just once. Shit, he needed to stop. Holy mackerel, Batman, he needed to stop.
<><><>
�Seri, I really don�t want to talk about it. It�s fine. I get it,� Aquilla assured her as she watched her drop the towel and slide on panties. She was perfect. Aquilla couldn�t help but stare at how perfect she was.
�Having a little hint of nostalgia there, Quill,� Seri smirked. She couldn�t help it. She didn�t think of the girl like a 17 year old. She was way past her age, and Seri thought a lot of her. She was a friend. She cared about her wellbeing.
�Fuck you,� Aquilla retorted, turning her eyes away from her breasts.
Seri laughed. �I�m just kidding. I didn�t get mad when you said it.�
�Whatever, either smoke some more of that with me or leave me alone.�
�I�ll leave you alone. I have to go call my boss.�
�Oh, you�re supposed to call Monica too. She called while you were in the shower.�
�You answered my phone?�
�Yeah, I wanted to see whether or not she was going to be bearable.�
�And you�re conclusion?�
�She sounded pretty annoying on the phone, and she laughs too much. I wasn�t trying to be funny.�
Seri didn�t ask what she said. She figured she would ask Monica herself. Damn, she needed clothes. She needed Monica to come now.
�I need something to wear,� Seri requested, searching through the three dirty shirts and two pair of slacks in her bag. She really didn�t want to wear the FBI shirt, walking around Aquilla�s parent�s home.
�Not really, you look better naked.�
�Stop it, Quill,� Seri warned with a stern look.
Aquilla laughed. She couldn�t help it. She loved tantalizing her. �I was just being nice.�
�You�re too much like me to be nice. Give me a shirt and some shorts or something.�
Aquilla rummaged through her own bag to find Seri something to put on. �How do you mean, I am like you?� she asked, tossing her a pair of jean shorts and a t-shirt.
�You�re a bitch.�
Aquilla laughed. She took it as a compliment.
�I�m going downstairs to make a few calls. Do you want to come down?�
�No. Why would I?� Hell no. She wasn�t going downstairs. She was going to read more. It was driving her crazy and she hoped Seri stayed down there long enough for her to see if Julius gave her any clues as how to get to him.
Seri looked out the front door. Good, the media left, for the day, anyway. She was sure they would return the following morning. She walked out and sat on the porch swing and dialed her boss.
�It�s about time,� he answered. �Any news on the whereabouts of Julius Chavez?�
Seri rolled her eyes. �No, and I told you, she doesn�t know where he is.�
�I beg to differ. Have you gotten anywhere with her yet?�
�There is nothing to get. She doesn�t know anything. It�s stupid for me to stay here and torment her and myself. SHE DOESN�T KNOW ANYTHING.�
�Maybe Monica will get somewhere with her.�
�Monica is coming to help her with the transition. She�s not coming to interrogate her.�
�If Monica can pull any helpful information from her, I�ll take it.�
�She can�t disclose that. It�s against Quills rights.�
�This isn�t your back yard shrink, Sarah. This is the real life. She�s not transitioning from mommy and daddy getting a divorce. She was involved with a major drug cartel.�
�She wasn�t involved in anything. They never told her about any of that.�
�So she says. I, myself, find it very hard to believe that she lived in the same house and knows nothing. You of all people should get that.�
Seri closed her eyes and shook her head. It was pointless. He was impossible. �Why the hell did you go and let Malone call the media. They�ve been camped out here all day.�
�What did you expect? She�s a recovered kidnapped victim. Of course it was going to get out.�
�It didn�t have to. He did it for his own glory.�
�Are you getting soft on me, Sarah?�
�No. Forget it. I�ll talk to you later.�
�Keep me posted.�
�Yeah, sure.�
Damnit, Seri came outside for a reason.
�You look like you could use this,� Manny said, sliding beside her and handing her a mixed drink. Okay. She could probably use a drink. She needed to call Monica yet. Although she was grateful that Aquilla was the same size as her, she wanted her own clothes. One more day, just one more day, she could make it.
<><><>
Quill peeked out the door before logging back on to the computer. The coast was clear. She plopped to the small bed and began her awaited task.
I was so excited to be in New York. We had such a great time, and for the first time in my life, I felt like we were a family. We even stayed in the same hotel room and my parents slept in the same bed. Other than the one time when my father demanded my mother to go into the bathroom, it was great. I stayed with Quill while he did his thing with my mother in the next room. Quill sat on my lap and we watched cartoons�. really loud.
I wish you could have met my mother, Quill. She was so beautiful. She deserved so much more than my father ever gave her. It was so fucked up. She was there and then she wasn�t. Quill was there and then you replaced her. Although, I have forgiven him, I had to; it would have eaten me alive from the inside out, anyway, although I forgave him a long time ago, I can never forget it. He did things, Quill, things that would make you vomit. I�m not going to go into all of those details because I know that you love him, and I�m not going to take that away from you.
We spent four days sightseeing, eating at fancy restaurants, and just being a family. I was the happiest ten year old boy on earth. Thanksgiving morning was supposed to be our last day there. We were scheduled to leave at three that afternoon. I heard my parents argue that morning, well, I heard my father argue. My mother was never allowed to speak. She did argue that morning. She was protesting him taking us along with him. I didn�t know where he had planned on taking us, but as a young boy, I was excited. Was it a surprise? It was no surprise. We picked up the rental car in an abandoned warehouse. I remember thinking we were going to miss the parade. Quill was so excited about the parade. My father kept talking and talking to the two men in the warehouse while I waited in the car with Quill and my mother.
I was so mad at him when he finally moved into the driver�s seat. We had to go drop the car before we could attend the festivities. We were running out of time and still had to be at the airport by three. I sat in the backseat with Quill, staring out the window with crossed arms and a scowl. He told me to be a man and stop pouting. He pulled the car over to the side of the road and told my mother to get in the back with Quill. He needed to teach his son a lesson or two about business. I knew my mother wanted to protest. I could see it in her face. She didn�t. She got out and traded places.
He talked and talked about the importance of deadlines, limits, targets, and I have no idea what else. I had no idea what the hell he was even talking about. I just nodded as he spoke. I was ten for Gods� sake. I didn�t care. I wanted to go to the parade.
<><><>
�Rum and coke,� Seri smiled over to Manny, savoring her drink. He smiled back. Fuck. He needed to go back to New York.
�My favorite,� he admitted with the same stupid ass sexy grin.
Seri quickly turned her eyes from his and made some sort of get your shit together moan from deep in her throat.
�What?� he asked, catching it too.
�I didn�t say anything.�
�But, you were thinking it. What were you thinking?�
�I don�t sugarcoat anything, Manny.� She warned. She didn�t. She spoke it like it was. She always had. If you didn�t like what Seri had to say, tough shit, she didn�t care.
�I don�t need to be pacified.�
Seri snorted and shook her head. UNBELIVABLE. �How long you going to be here?�
�I�m staying until I meet this Monica that is coming to fix my daughter, and then I am heading out. Why?�
�She�s not coming to fix your daughter. She�s coming to help her deal with everything that has happened to her. She is a very good friend of mine. Quill will be in good hands.�
�Okay????�
She snorted again. Why the hell did she keep doing that? �I need you to be far, far away from me.�
Manny smiled. He knew where this was going, right where he wanted it to go. �Why?� he asked in a low husky voice.
�No sugarcoating,� she warned again.
�Don�t need it sweetened.�
Seri looked straight into his eyes. �I have a very strong urge to want to fuck your brains out.�
�I don�t need brains.� Shit. That sounded stupid.
She laughed. �We need to stay away from each other. You think I haven�t noticed the looks all day?�
�You think I haven�t?�
Shit. Was she that obvious?
�Do you have a boyfriend?�
�No. I don�t do relationships�
�What do you do?�
�I fuck.�
Shit, his hard on was out of his control. �I like to do that.� Stupid, again, what the hell?
�I�m going to hang out with Quill and let you take care of that problem you�ve got going on there,� she said, nodding toward his crotch. She gave him her empty glass with ice and walked away. She had to. She was ready to straddle him right there on the swing.
<><><>
Goddamnit, why can�t she go away? Aquilla closed the laptop�AGAIN.
�What are you doing on that thing?� Seri asked, plopping to her bed next to Quills.
�Playing Solitaire. Why can�t you leave me alone for five minutes?�
�I did leave you alone for five minutes.�
Aquilla groaned and slid out of her shorts. She crawled into her tiny little bed made for munchkins and snuggled under the homemade quilt. For a little bed, it felt amazing. She hadn�t realized how tired she was. She was emotionally drained. Her muscles instantly relaxed.
�The press left,� Seri said, crawling into her own bed.
�Do you think they will stay left?�
�No. They�ll be back tomorrow. I�m sure of it. Guess who called them?�
�Who?�
�Agent Dick Face.�
�Imagine that, stupid fucker.�
<><><>
�Is your own shower broken?� Manny asked, sitting at the table when Liz came in right at eleven with wet hair.
�Is your house broken?� she retaliated. Why the hell couldn�t he have been in bed, better yet, why the hell couldn�t he go HOME??!!!
�What�s up with you and this guy?�
�We�ve been divorced for almost 12 years. I don�t think that is any of your business.�
�It is when my girls are living in the same house.�
�Not really, Manny. Maybe if you didn�t work 80 hours a week, and you actually honored your weekends with Reese, but you don�t. It�s none of your business who I am with or when I am with them. Reese isn�t three. She�s old enough to know what adults do.� Who the hell did he think he was?
�Why do you keep saying Reese? What about Shelby? You have two girls, and furthermore, who kept Reese while you moved away and left her?�
�Fuck you, Manny. You don�t have the right to judge me during that time. I let my daughter be taken. I couldn�t take care of myself.� Shit. Where the hell did the tears come from? She didn�t want to have those emotions with Manny. Why couldn�t they have manifested with Connor?
�You�re right. I�m sorry. I shouldn�t have said that,� Manny admitted, standing and holding her in his arms. �I�ve always hated to see you cry. Please don�t cry.�
Liz couldn�t help it. She cried. She really cried. She cried for her little girl that came home, the little girl that she didn�t know. Would Shelby ever see her as her mother? Everything was so hazy and scary. Was she going to be able to handle this?
�Do you want a drink?� Manny asked, kissing the top of her head.
�Normally I would say no, but yeah, I think maybe I do.�
�Let�s go out back,� Manny offered after mixing them both a mixed drink.
Liz felt better about her ex-husband after the hour long conversation without arguing than she had in years. They shared their fears about their daughter, and talked until after midnight about what to do and where to go from there. Manny promised to be more involved and to cut back on some of his hours. He needed to do that. He knew that. He hadn�t been there for Reese as much as he should have, and he knew it. He was going to try. It wasn�t like he couldn�t be there in less than two hours. He needed to be there, not only for his daughters, but for Liz as well.
�Are you seeing anyone back in New York?� Liz asked before saying goodnight.
�No. Why?� He asked. They didn�t really talk about things like that. He would have never known about Connor had he not been there. They argued enough without adding to it.
�Just curious, I�m not an idiot, I see the way you look at Sarah, Seri, whatever the hell her name is.�
Manny snorted. �Yeah, well, she is kind of beautiful.�
�Thanks. That just shot my self-esteem right out the roof.�
�I didn�t mean it that way. You know you�re hot. I just don�t see you that way anymore. It�s been too long, and you make me madder than anyone on earth sometimes. I�d probably hurt you,� he teased.
Liz laughed. �I doubt that.�
�Are you jealous? Is that why you�re asking?�
�Don�t flatter yourself. No. I�m not jealous. I was just asking. She was giving you the eye too, you know. I can�t believe she came down here in a towel.�
�Well, we were being pretty stupid.�
�Yes, we were. I probably would have beat the shit out of you had she took the time to dress first.�
�I�m glad she stopped you,� he teased, bumping her shoulder with his.
�She shouldn�t look like that. It�s not fair that she gets it all in one package. I mean come on, the hair, the eyes, the lips, the breasts, the ass, and the legs. I bet that girl has men crawling all over her. I wonder if she�s in a relationship.�
�Hmm, I don�t know,� he lied. He wasn�t about to relay the information that she didn�t do relationships. She fucked. Nope, Liz didn�t need to hear that. �You don�t like her, do you?� he asked instead.
�I don�t know. It�s not that I don�t like her. I don�t like Shelby liking her as much as she does. I want her to want to be with me like she does her.�
�She will, Liz. Seri will leave, and things will fall into place. Try not to expect so much so fast.�
�That�s exactly what Connor just told me.�
�How long have you been seeing Connor?�
She shrugged her shoulders. �I�m not sure you would call what Connor and I do seeing each other.�
�He doesn�t want to be in a relationship?�
�No. It�s not him. He does. I don�t want it to be more than what it is.�
�Why?�
�I don�t know, Manny. I�m just not ready for that. I like the way things are.�
�Do you want my opinion?�
�Probably not, am I going to start screaming at you?�
�I hope the hell not. I think that you have spent so many years trying to conceal happiness that you�ve forgotten how to be happy. I think that you have tried everything in your power to keep anything happy out of your life for fear of betraying Shelby. You have felt this great sense of guiltiness over your own happiness that you forgot that you still had other people in your life that need you to be happy.�
�I�m a very good faker, but you�re right. I have always felt like I lost that right when I lost Shelby.�
�You didn�t lose that right, Liz. Are you in love with Connor?�
�Really, Manny? We�re going to talk about this?�
�Why not?�
�You�re my ex-husband. I doubt that it�s appropriate for ex-spouses to discuss their sex lives.�
�I�m your friend, and I didn�t ask about your sex life. I asked if you were in love with him.�
Humph. �I don�t know. I think a lot of him. I love being with him. He makes me smile. Would I call it love? I�m not sure. I need to focus on Shelby right now. I don�t have the time or the endurance to do that right now.�
�I think that�s a dodge. You rationalize things that you are afraid of by withdrawing from anything that will stir feelings or emotions in you. You�re not getting any younger, you know.�
�Yeah, thanks for the reminder. It�s late. Let�s go to bed,� Liz suggested. That was enough serious talk with her ex. She needed to process what he was saying. Did she evade Connor because she was terrified of her own feelings? Maybe she was the one that needed to talk to this Monica girl.
<><><>
Aquilla was acting like a three year old, waiting for Monica to arrive. She didn�t want to talk to a shrink. She wasn�t going to talk to a shrink. She was wasting her time.
�Quill, stop it. You�re acting like a spoiled little brat,� Seri scolded at breakfast.
�I�m not the one with the problem. It�s everyone else,� she was sure.
�You�re not getting out of it, so you may as well embrace it.�
�Embrace this,� Aquilla pouted.
Reese laughed. She couldn�t help it. She had never met anyone like Quill. She was so outspoken, and seemed to always speak her mind. She was confused about her manners though. Quill was the politest person she had ever met, and yet she could turn on a dime and spit out the most incongruous, funny things ever. She was sure she wasn�t trying to be funny, nonetheless, she was.
�Reese,� Manny cautioned.
�Sorry,� she snickered. Quill smiled at her. Reese felt that they had just shared something between them. She wasn�t sure what it was, but she felt like it was something.
�Shouldn�t you be packing?� Manny asked.
�I�m going. Mom, you said you would let me know this morning whether or not Lil could come with us.�
�I really wished she didn�t, Reese. She can come the next time.�
�She can go. I don�t mind,� Aquilla offered. She didn�t mind. It wasn�t like she was going to be the cool big sister anyway. She didn�t want to be the sister period. She was going to try her best to read and find out where the hell Julius was so she could get out of the Cleaver house.
�Mom?� Reese questioned with pleading eyes. She would be bored out of her mind if Lil didn�t get to go to the lake with them.
�I suppose,� she replied, giving in.
�Yes!!! Thank you. What time are we picking her up?�
�Quill has an appointment at one. As soon as she is done, we�ll head out.�
�We could just head out now,� Aquilla offered, although she really had no desire whatsoever to go to this lake house. She wanted to read what Julius had written to her. That was the only thing she cared about.
�Quill!� Seri warned. Geesh, this girl just wasn�t going to let it go.
�How far away is this lake, and am I going to be able to go outside? I�m going to go crazy if the press don�t leave me alone soon so that I can walk outside.�
�Yes. You will be able to walk outside. Our house is on the west end. It�s very secluded, other than your grandparent�s house. Your grandmother is beside herself, waiting to see you.�
SHIT. Quill forgot about the �REST� of the family that she had to meet yet. Let�s see. There was Grandma Joyce, Grandpa Lee, Aunt Kerri, Uncle Jake, or was that Uncle Jim? Oh, who cares?
Aquilla got up and walked out to the living room where, of course, she could still see a whole street of news reporters through the crack of the curtain. This was absurd. Three days now, they were pretty much camped from daylight till dark. They even had food delivered. Crazy, that�s what it was.
<><><>
�Quill�s on TV,� Reese exclaimed, running back to the kitchen, taking two steps at a time.
�Fuck. Shit, I mean, sorry,� Seri tried apologizing for the language as she ran to the front door where Aquilla stood on the front lawn.
Seri walked beside of her. �What the hell are you doing?� she whispered through gritted teeth.
�I�m getting rid of these people, once and for all.�
�Shelby, how does it feel to be back at home with your family?� someone yelled, and then the shouting started. She couldn�t understand what any of them were saying. They spoke so loud and on top of one another.
Aquilla raised her hands in a stop notion. Her eyes darted around, counting only the people holding microphones, there were nine of them all together.
�I�m going to answer one question from each of the reporters, IF you leave as soon as your question is answered. As soon as your question is answered, I need you to get in your vehicle and leave us alone,� she explained.
The reporters all started yelling out their questions again. She did the same hand motion, silencing them once again.
Seri smiled at the power that Quill thought she carried. She kind of did. They were listening to her.
Aquilla pointed to one lady.
�Shelby, did you ever try to find a way to escape your abductor?� she asked.
�No. I was raised as his daughter. I never knew I was taken from any family.� She couldn�t say her family. Her father and Julius were her family.
�What was your reaction when you found out?� the lady asked.
�You had your one question. You need to leave now,� Aquilla demanded.
No way. This was breaking news. She wasn�t going anywhere, not until Aquilla crossed her arms and refused to say another word, anyway. The rest of the reporters started yelling at her to leave so that she would continue to answer their questions.
�How did you feel when you found out that the father you were raised by was shot and killed?� a guy called after she pointed to him. Seri sensed her stiffened posture. She slid her arm over her shoulder in a supporting manner.
Aquilla felt a feeling of aporia, a crazy emptiness like when you realize that something you believed isn�t actually true. And then things feel even more weird when you realize that actually, the thing you believed might be true and might not � and you�ll never really know. She knew now. She knew more than she ever cared to know.
�How would you feel if your father was shot and killed?� she asked. �You can go now,� she said, dismissing the dumbass.
Seri dropped her arm as Liz walked to the other side of Aquilla. Aquilla wanted to step away from her when she felt Seri�s arm being replaced with her mother�s. She didn�t want her to touch her.
Aquilla continued to answer the disturbing questions, and watched one by one as the reporters left. Seri was not only gratified by Quill�s ability to hold it together and answer the tough questions that she knew were destroying her inside, but was also amazed. She couldn�t believe how she nervily walked out to that yard, tackling the mob head on, and getting them to do what she wanted them to do. She held the upper hand, she led the questions, answered how she felt compelled, and dismissed them, one by one.
It took only 25 minutes and the flock was gone. Three days of camping outside was put to rest in 25 short minutes.
Aquilla stepped away from her mother�s hold and walked back to the house. She needed a moment. She needed to be alone and sort out the confusing feelings. Her dad smiled a reassuring smile as she passed. Reese patted her back as she stepped through the door.
Seri wanted to go to her, but didn�t want to step on her mother�s toes.
�Do you want to go to her?� she asked. Somebody needed to, whether it was her or Seri. Somebody needed to make sure she was okay.
�I don�t know what to say to her,� Liz admitted.
Seri smiled. �Just let her know that you are there for her,� she explained.
Aquilla tried. Where the hell were these tears coming from? They were really starting to piss her off. She quickly wiped them away when she heard the tap on the door. It wasn�t Seri. Seri wouldn�t knock. What the hell? Couldn�t they just leave her alone?
�What!?!� she yelled.
Liz opened the door and sat on Seri�s bed. She wasn�t sure what to say. She could tell that she was crying. She wished she could wrap her in her arms and tell her that it was all going to be okay. Had it been Reese, she would have done just that. She couldn�t do that with Aquilla. Aquilla would push her away.
�I am so proud of you. Where the hell did you learn to demand that much respect? I need you to come and help me with my second graders,� she decided.
Aquilla smiled a warm smile. She knew none of this was her fault. She knew that her mother felt as though all of her years were robbed from her. They were, and no matter how much Aquilla didn�t want to be there, none of it was the fault of her first family. They were the victims in this fucked up mess.
�I was raised around a lot of power,� she admitted.
Liz didn�t respond. No response was needed. She knew she was there for her and that was her main goal. She wasn�t going to push her. She was going to try her best to let her do the walking (baby steps) while she prayed that she would be okay. She stood, kissed Aquilla on top of the head and left her.
Seri too left her alone for almost an hour before going to talk to her.
�Hey,� she said, moving her feet from the foot of her bed.
�Geesh, sit on your own bed,� Aquilla demanded, sitting up

Chapter 12

�Monica just called. She�s running late. You�re going to head out with your mom and sister. Monica and I should be there by five,� Seri explained.
�No, I�m not. I will go with you and Monica.�
�Quill, please go with your mother. It�s only about an hour drive.�
Aquilla got off the bed and walked past her, down the stairs and to her mother. Seri could only shake her head. She knew where she was going and she knew what she was up to. Seri was sure she had never met a more obstinate person in her life. She rose to follow.
Seri stood behind Quill, trying to give Liz an apologetic smile.
�Is it okay if I wait and ride with Seri and Monica?� she asked her mother.
Liz wanted to demand that she ride with her and her sister. She didn�t. She couldn�t. She knew it would only push her away more.
�I really wish you would ride with us. There is this little trailer that sits beside Benson road with the best eggrolls ever.� Yeah, like she was going to bribe her with an eggroll.
�I�m not really that hungry. I�ll just ride with Seri.�
<><><>
Seri was thankful that Aquilla was still there once Liz headed out. She hadn�t thought about being left alone with Manny. That could have been bad, or really good. She needed away from her dad. She wanted to do dirty things with her dad. God, she needed to get laid. How much longer was she expected to stay there?
Manny wasn�t too happy about the situation either. He had let himself get a little excited about being left alone with her. He too needed away from Seri.
The three of them sat out on the front porch, waiting for Monica�s arrival. Emmanuel brought them out a cherry Popsicle, and within a couple of minutes, they all looked to be wearing red lipstick.
�What is that noise?� Aquilla asked, turning to her dad.
�Oh, that�s Powder Valley. It�s an old dirt track. That�s how this road got its name. When they race there on Saturday nights, there�s a blanket of dust for miles. Your mother hates that race track.�
�Where is it?� she wanted to know, turning her attention back to the noise in the distance.
Manny pointed down the street. �It�s the next road to your right.�
�Have you ever been there? Why are they racing during the day?�
�That�s not a race. It�s probably just some thug running circles around the track. It�s a lot louder than that when they�re racing, and no, I�ve never been there. You like racing?�
Aquilla shrugged her shoulders. �I�ve never seen one.�
�Well, maybe some weekend before the snow starts flying, I�ll come and go with you,� he smiled.
Snow? She forgot about that, she had never seen snow in her life. Well, not that she could remember anyway. Snow meant cold. She wasn�t sure how she felt about that either. She liked the tropical atmosphere that she was raised in.
Manny loaded their things into the back of Monica�s SUV before heading out himself. He kissed Aquilla on the head and told her to call him anytime she wanted, and he would see her in a couple of weeks.
She thanked him and climbed into the back seat with Julius�s laptop. She could read for an hour while pretending to play a game or something.
�You�re very pretty,� Monica said through the rearview mirror as they drove down her new neighborhood. �Powder Valley.�
�Thanks,� Aquilla replied as she adjusted her body to a leaned position against the door.
�We could spend this time talking if you want,� Monica offered.
�Or not,� Aquilla replied, logging onto her computer.
The look between the two women sitting next to each other in the front seat didn�t go unnoticed.

I�m not going to go into the details about the accident, Quill. I can�t. It was horrific. I knew something bad was going to happen. We were going so fast. I knew my mother had removed her seatbelt and slid over to hold scared, crying Quill on her lap. She shouldn�t have done that. She should have kept them both secured. 
I crawled out the window of the overturned car first. I was dazed, but wasn�t hurt. I looked up the bank and saw the police cars sliding to stops up the hill. I turned and saw my mother�s legs hanging from beneath the car. I didn�t see Quill until my father grabbed my arm and pulled me away. Her feet were beneath my mother�s body, one shoe on, one shoe thirty feet from the car. 
He just left them there, Quill. He never even tried to remove the car. I knew, even at the age of ten, that she had no identification on her. My father refused to let any of us take anything with us that day. Humph, I guess I learned to do the same thing as I got older. I never carried identification if I was working a deal. To this day, my mother and little sister are known by Jane and daughter Doe. 
That is so fucked up, Quill. They are in a cemetery somewhere in New York with a marker that reads Jane and Daughter Doe. Do you want to know what her name was? Sure you do. Her name was Sarina, and she was so pretty, Quill. 
We didn�t walk very far before we were back to civilization. I remember him pulling me into an alley once when we saw a police car creeping along the street, searching for us, I was sure. I�m sure he had gone crazy at that moment. He wasn�t talking. He never said one word to me. 
Once we made it back to that warehouse to retrieve our bags, he made me go to the bathroom and we both changed clothes. He told the guy that we had gotten the car from to burn my mother and Quill�s things. I started crying. He was just throwing them away. I�ll never forget that look in his eyes when he grabbed both my shoulders and shook me. He was no doubt crazy.
He yelled and told me that I wasn�t allowed to cry. He told me that it was business and sometimes things happen that we can�t control. My mother and sister being crushed by a car was just business.
The man from the warehouse drove us to the busy streets and dropped us off. I didn�t understand what we were doing. Were we really going to the parade? His wife and daughter were dead, and we were going to a fucking parade.
I really don�t know if we went there for that reason or not. Maybe we were there because he promised. You know how we Chavez�s are when it comes to keeping our word. When we stood beside you and your mother, I watched you climb out of your stroller and then watched your mother place back in. I didn�t care about the parade anymore. I wanted to leave. I wanted my mother and my little sister. I wanted to cry and I sure as fuck didn�t want to watch the stupid parade.
The next time you climbed out of the stroller, your mother�s back was turned. She was waving down the elbow to elbow sidewalk for someone to see her. You knelt right in front of us to pick up an unnoticed piece of candy.
My father picked you up, took my hand and walked us through the crowd. Nobody stopped him, nobody paid attention. I heard your mother�s frantic screaming by the time we were at the end of the block. I wonder now how all of those people let you slip through the crack like that. I guess nobody was paying attention to a girl being kidnapped. They were all busy with their own agendas.
You should have cried and screamed, Quill. You didn�t. You were always too, over zealous when it came to talking to strangers. You just wanted my balloon. My father gave it to you and you were as happy as could be.
Even at ten, I couldn�t believe what was happening. Forty minutes later, we were on a plane. Nobody asked questions. I remember my father giving you some kind of liquid in a plastic spoon. Something to make you sleep, I�m sure. You did sleep, and he covered your head with a blanket and handed over your passport. He walked you right through customs without one problem. You were Aquilla from that day forward.
I wanted to hate you, Quill. My father brought you into our home as an imposter. You were not my little Quill. I avoided you for the first two days we were home. I was sad. I wanted my mother, my sister, and my father had lost his mind. Even as a boy, I knew this wasn�t right. He treated you as if you weren�t a fraudulent of the real Quill. I tried to treat you like you didn�t exist.
That changed on the third night. For three whole days, you danced around and played without a care in the world. On the third night, you realized something was amiss. You were playing with the real Quill�s toys while I ignored you. You looked up to me with those water blue eyes and said. �Where my mommy go?� It broke my heart even as young as I was. 
I realized then that you never asked for any of this. You were a victim as much as my mother and my sister. I held you in my arms that night while you cried yourself to sleep. I knew you were too young to understand, but I told you that I wanted my mommy too. I cried with you. I cried because I wanted you to go home to your mommy, and I wanted mine to come home to me.
After that night, you never let me ignore you. You followed me around like an instinctual orphaned lamb. I guess it was my instinctual habitat to adopt you, nurture you, and take care of you. I did. I became your protector. You became my responsibility. I wasn�t allowed to say the M word around you. My father wanted you to forget the �mommy� word. You did. It took a little while, but you finally forgot all about having a mommy that you were taken from.
Thinking about it infuriates me. I blame so many people. I blame your mother for not strapping you into that stroller. I blame the thousands of people that stood around while my father walked you right out of the country. I blame your real father for not being there to protect you. I blame my mother for taking off her seatbelt to hold Quill. But, the only people to really blame here is my father, and maybe even me.
Although I couldn�t have done anything at the age of ten, I could have later on. I could have reported your whereabouts once I was older. I didn�t for my own selfish reasons. I loved you too much to ever let you go. You were the shine in my sun, and I didn�t want to live without you. I know it was self-centered, and I wish now that I would have. I know that if you are reading this, you are alone and scared. I�m with you, baby. My heart will always be with you. You are secure in my arms, always baby.

Aquilla slammed the laptop shut on that note. She had an aching in her chest that she had never felt before. And, of course, the tears had to surface. Fuck. She didn�t want to answer to Seri or this Monica bitch.
�Quill?� Seri said in a question, seeing her wipe her eyes and stare out the window, avoiding eye contact.
�Leave me alone,� she demanded.
Seri looked to Monica. She was the one with the PhD. She didn�t know what the hell to say to her. Monica shook her head, telling her to leave her alone.
Seri did leave her alone until they saw the little trailer that Liz had mentioned up ahead.
�Quill, do you want an eggroll?�
�No!�
�Come on, Monica and I are going to have one. Let�s get out and get lemonade and something to tie us over until supper.�
Monica pulled off the side of the road.
�You coming?� she asked, turning around to look at her, sitting slumped with crossed arms.
�No. Seri, stay here for a second,� Aquilla answered, wanting to be alone with Seri.
�Order us both a couple eggrolls and lemonade,� Seri requested.
�What�s going on, Quill?� Seri asked, turning to her.
�Seri, you�ve got to help me get out of here. I don�t belong here. I don�t want to be here. I have to find Julius. Please, Seri,� She pleaded.
Seri took a deep breath. She couldn�t imagine what she was going through, but what the hell was she supposed to do? Where did this even come from? She was fine when they left.
�Quill, please give this a chance. You�ve only been here for three days. Monica is going to help you work through these feelings.�
�I don�t want Monica. I want Julius. Can�t you understand that?�
�Quill, you can�t have Julius. You don�t even know where he is. Do you really think that he is somewhere sitting around waiting for you to find him? He�s probably already training someone else.�
�Fuck you, Seri. He�ll find me, you just wait. He�ll fine me.�
�Julius is not coming for you, Quill,� Seri assured her with the cold hearted truth.
Whatever, she would see. She didn�t need Seri or anyone else. She would find him, one way or another. She would.
�Everything okay?� Monica asked, as she entered with the greasy smelling food and tray full of drinks.
�Yup, just fucking great,� Aquilla replied, turning her attention back toward the window and away from bitch face Seri.
Monica looked over to Seri, wondering what the hell just happened. Seri shrugged her shoulders and took the drinks.
Aquilla, of course, didn�t want food or drinks and thought the eggrolls looked disgusting. Seri and Monica ate theirs and loved them. Liz was right. They were delicious.
The GPS coming from the dash informed them that they would turn right in 19 more miles. Seri looked back to Quill, still contemplating whatever was on her mind.
�Monica, Quill needs to get stoned before we get there,� Seri blurted out.
Aquilla perked up. Hell yeah. That was exactly what she needed. It relaxed her and the last time she did it, she had figured out how to break Julius�s code. Maybe something would come to her that would help her locate him. Talin sure wasn�t any help, her so-called friend never even texted her back. She knew why though. She knew that her father had picked up and moved them away as soon as he got word of the raid at her house. She didn�t have that cellphone anymore. Her father would have made sure of that.
Monica almost swerved off the road. Surely her best friend hadn�t just suggested what she thought she had. She looked into the rearview mirror at Quill, miraculously in a better mood all of a sudden and then over to Seri with disbelieving eyes. Fuck. She was going to get them both fired.
�Sarah, what the hell are you talking about?� she asked with a look that told her to stop, like right that second.
�She�s smoked it before, Monica. It�s fine, and I really don�t want to deal with this attitude for the next five days.�
�Fuck you, Seri,� Quill called from the backseat.
�See,� Seri said, gesturing to the back seat with an open palm.
�Sarah, what the hell is wrong with you? You don�t give someone with issues a mind altering drug.�
�She is sitting right behind you, and she doesn�t have issues, just a fucked up life. I�m not going to tell anyone. I am a good secret keeper, just ask Seri, here,� Aquilla guaranteed.
�What is she talking about, Seri -- I mean Sarah? Oh fuck. This is bad. This is so bad. How is it that you seem to always land us in these messes?�
�Nothing,� Seri, replied, giving Aquilla a death glare.
�No. It�s not �nothing.� I�m here to help her. You guys can�t keep secrets from me. What is she talking about, Sarah.�
�Let�s burn this before we get there,� Seri said, derailing the question that she was now going to have to answer, thanks to A-fucking-Quilla.
�This is crazy. This is crazy. This is crazy,� Monica chanted, over and over, watching Seri light the joint and hand it back to Quill.
Aquilla hit the joint next and held it between the seats. �You hitting this, Mo?� she asked, holding the smoke in her lungs. Seri smiled at her calling her Mo. Seri had called her Mo since the day she had met her.
�Of course I am. If I�m going to lose my job, I may as well do it in style,� she decided, taking the skinny joint from Quill.
Quill and Seri both felt better, Monica, not so much. She was freaking out. She couldn�t believe that they had just smoked weed with a 17 year old. She was going to kill her friend, first chance she got. She was dead.
�Okay, you�re both stoned off your ass. Quill�s mother is going to know that we are all high, and we�re both going to be looking for new jobs. Tell me what the big secret is,� Monica demanded.
Aquilla scooted up and hunched between the two seats. �Well, you see, Mo,� Aquilla started and then laughed when Seri cut her off.
�You sit back and shut your mouth. I curse the day I met you,� Seri said in a loud tone.
�The day you met me or the day you tasted me?� she asked, and then burst out laughing. Shit, this weed made everything funny.
�I�m warning you. I will leave with Monica and leave your skinny ass to fend for yourself.�
�Fuck that. If you leave me, I�ll be gone in a heartbeat,� Quill promised.
�Just freaking tell me,� Monica commanded again.
�It�s nothing really, just Seri here licked my twat when I was only 16,� Aquilla blurted out, still laughing. She couldn�t help it. The look on Seri�s face was epic.
�I fucking hate you. You�re such a little bitch,� Seri scolded with a scowl, which of course sent Aquilla into another laughing frenzy. �You�re never smoking weed again,� she threatened.
�Seri?� Monica said, looking over to her, wanting some answers.
�I didn�t know she was 16. I thought she was 18,� Seri explained. She had to. Big mouth Quill already spilled the beans.
�What did you do!?!� Monica demanded to know, looking back to Quill still laughing. Seri was right. That girl wasn�t getting anymore weed.
�I do hate you,� Seri reminded Quill again.
�Sarah!� Monica yelled.
�I did what she said I did when I was there working undercover, but she did it too,� she whined like she was tattling on Quill.
Aquilla doubled over. This needed to stop. Her gut ached. �But I didn�t get you off,� she said with laughing words.
�You would have, had Julius not stopped you.�
More laughing. This was too much.
�Sarah! You did not,� Monica hoped.
�Yes, Mo, I did, and this little snitch bitch promised to keep her mouth shut.�
�I�m sorry,� Aquilla apologized trying to keep a straight face.
�Fuck you,� Seri retorted.
More laughing, Aquilla couldn�t breathe anymore.
�I can�t work with either of you. You�re both crazy. Sarah, you actually___?� she asked with raised eyebrows. She couldn�t say it, let alone believe it.
Seri couldn�t say it either, but Aquilla didn�t seem to be having a problem with it.
�Yup, she licked my pussy until I had one hell of a mind blowing orgasm. Did I ever thank you for that Seri?� she asked as if they were talking about a tea party.
�You can open your door and jump now,� Seri offered.
�Give her one of those eggrolls to kill her buzz. We can�t take her to her mother laughing like some crazy person.�
�No. I�m done. I promise,� Quill assured her, wiping tears with her shirt.
Seri looked back and shook her head, letting her know that she couldn�t believe that she just did that. She would get over it. Aquilla was sure of it. She had just met Monica and could already tell that she wasn�t your typical psychologist. For whatever reason, she liked her. She wasn�t sure about talking to her and telling her about all of the skeletons in her closest, but she nonetheless did like her.
Aquilla�s alertness piqued as they followed the robotic voice down the long lane of trees. She could see the lake and was a little excited about the water. She missed the ocean and hoped that it helped with the nostalgia. It wouldn�t. Nothing was ever going to be the same again, not until she found Julius anyway.
The house was pretty secluded and was a lot bigger than what she had pictured. She was picturing some old cabin or shack or something. It wasn�t at all. It was a beautiful log cabin with a covered porch running the whole length of the house. It reminded her of an Auguste Renoir painting. She wasn�t in to art, per se, she was just aware of the painting that hung over her bed for four years. It was signed by Auguste Renoir.
�I�m going to check out the lake,� Aquilla announced as soon as the car stopped.
�You should probably go meet your grandparents first,� Seri countered.
�I will in a minute. I just want to see the lake first.�
Monica watched her walk toward the lake and instantly turned to Seri. �What the hell is wrong with you?�
�I have no freaking idea, Mo.�
�You went down on her? A girl?�
Seri shook her head with a puff of her own disbelieving breath. �I did what I had to do. I didn�t know at the time who she was, let alone that she was only 16. Had I protested, my cover would have been blown, they would have run, and I would be on this case for another year.�
�Oh my God, Sarah. Did she do it to you too?�
�Yes,� Seri answered honestly. She told Monica everything. She always had, but she was sure she would have never volunteered that information had it not been for big mouth Quill.
�And you turned her on to weed? Are you looking for another job?�
�I can�t even explain it to you, Mo. It�s something that I can�t explain. I just feel compelled to, I don�t even know. I told you I can�t explain it. You�re the quack. You tell me.�
�Codependent, you idiot. You�re making her too dependent on you. I haven�t been around her for two hours, and I can already tell that she has placed a shield between her mother and herself. I think you need to leave so that she can bond with her family.�
�Yeah, well tell Houston that. He still thinks she is going to lead us to Julius.�
�And you don�t?�
�No. She doesn�t know where he is. If she did, she would have already run.�
�No more smoking pot with her. I can�t believe you did that.�
�She needed something to calm down. That�s what you and I do when we are stressed.�
�She�s 17, Sarah,� Monica sternly reminded her.
�Okay. Okay. I get it. No more pot.�
�I still can�t get past the image of you going down on a girl. What were you thinking?�
�I told you. I had to do what I had to do.�
�But, like, how was it? I mean, I don�t know what I mean. I just can�t fathom you doing that.�
�You�re a sick bitch. Is your lesbian side a little curious there, Mo?� Seri teased, opening the car door.
�Shut the hell up. Was it gross? Did it taste nasty?�
�You are a sick bitch,� Seri assured her as she opened the back of the SUV to retrieve their things. �Actually, it wasn�t gross at all. If I didn�t keep thinking about her being under age at the time, I would say it was almost sensual. She got off, it wasdifferent,� she explained. �Now let it go.�
Aquilla stared down at the water from the long dock. Nope, no sense of reprieve there. The water was a mucky, brown green, not the crystal blue she was used to. She wouldn�t be getting in there. She looked around at the houses, placed acre�s apart. She wondered who they belonged to. Was this a private lake and only available to the homeowners?
She turned back to the house that she would be staying at for the next week. She saw the older couple standing on the porch beside her mother. The older lady had her hands over her mouth as they stared down at her.
�Fucking great,� she said out loud. That was just what she wanted to deal with. She took a deep breath and walked toward the house, wanting to get the hugging and crying over with.
That was exactly what it was. Grandma Joyce held her tight, sobbing in her hair. Gross. She was shorter than her and her mother, but had the same slim facial features as her. Grandpa Lee was tall and slender, and thank God he quickly hugged her and let her go.
Grandpa Lee took the suitcase from Seri and showed her to her room. She saw the clothes from Reese and her friend already strung about in the first room that they passed. The living room and kitchen were open and the room that she was taken to was on the opposite side of the massive living area from Reese�s room. Good. She didn�t want to hear girly giggles all night.
�Do you have a bag to bring in?� Liz asked Monica.
�Oh, no thank you. I will just get a room. I saw a motel a few miles back,� she said pointing with her thumb. �I�ll be back in the morning.�
�I can�t let you do that. We have 4 bedrooms here. You can sleep in here with Seri. There�s only one bed, but there is a rollaway bed over at my parent�s house. We can bring that over for you,� Liz explained.
�Seri is staying in my room,� Aquilla demanded.
Seri looked to Monica giving her that co-dependent look, whatever the hell that meant.
�Quill, I will be right beside you,� she tried.
�I�m not sure your room is big enough for the rollaway,� Liz also tried.
Aquilla peered in to the queen size bed. �We don�t need it. That bed is plenty big for two people,� she assured them, taking Seri�s bag from her so called grandfather.
All three women stared directly at Seri, like it was her fault. What the hell was she supposed to do? She didn�t tell her to do that.
�What do you want me to do?� Seri whispered to Monica.
Monica only nodded, telling her to accommodate. �Are you sure you don�t mind, Ms. Rimmer?� Monica asked.
�No. Not at all,� Liz politely lied. She did mind. She wanted her and Seri both to leave. She was never going to bond with Aquilla with Seri there. She was like a security blanket to her. She wanted to be her security blanket.
�Your grandmother has made up a basket of the most delicious vegetables for you,� Liz said, walking into the room with Quill. �We�re going to grill out later with some of your family. I explained to her how you wouldn�t want the hamburgers and hotdogs,� she added with a smile as she moved her long blonde hair to the back of her shoulder.
Why did she keep doing that? Aquilla didn�t want her to touch her. She smiled a fake smile and took a step back and thanked her.
�Do I have time to go for a walk?� she asked.
�You sure do,� Monica chimed in, �And I am going with you. We�re going to talk.�
�Great,� Aquilla smirked.
Seri stayed behind and Monica and Aquilla walked around the lake. Monica observed her, watching her pick up stones and toss them to the lake. Aquilla finally turned to look at her.
�Well?�
�Well what?�
�You insisted on tagging along because you wanted to talk. Remember?� she asked, with raised eyebrows.
Monica smiled and blew out a small puff of air. �Tell me what you think of all of this. How are you feeling?�
Aquilla laughed. She couldn�t help it. Was this chick for real? �How do you think I feel about all of this? Is that the best you could come up with? How many years did you have to go to school for that?�
�I can answer that. I think you are feeling more pissed off than anything. I think you should be pissed off. I would be. I also think you are using Sarah for a crutch to keep from dealing with any of it.�
�Maybe I�m in love with her,� Aquilla offered.
�Are you?� Monica asked, alarmed. She wasn�t expecting that. How the hell did she handle that?
Aquilla laughed. �You sure you have a degree in psychology? You�re not very good at it. I just threw some off the wall shit out and you believed it. Relax. I�m not in love with Seri.�
Monica breathed a sigh a relief. Thank heaven above. �But you are in love with this Julius character?�
�I�ve known Julius my whole life. Of course I love him.�
�There�s a difference in loving someone and being in love with him. When did you fall in love with him?�
Aquilla hummed and shrugged her shoulders. �A long time ago, I just didn�t know it until I was around 14.�
�So about three years ago?�
�No, four, I�m 18,� she insisted. She knew where Monica was going with this.
�You�re not 18, Quill. And you�re not Quill. You are Shelby Rimmer.�
�I am Aquilla Chavez. That is all I have ever known, and I refuse to be called something that I had no control over just because everyone else thinks that way.�
�What do you mean that you had no control over?�
�I didn�t choose to be kidnapped. I didn�t choose for Seri to come and fuck everything up, and I sure as hell didn�t choose to come here and live with the Brady bunch.�
�Do you even know who that is?�
�No, I just heard Seri say it,� Aquilla smiled over at her.
�Quill, what do you want?�
�You mean in a perfect world, a parallel universe?�
�Yeah, I guess so. What would make you happy?�
�Julius,� she answered with one word.
Monica knew that would be the answer before she ever asked. �Why? What is it about Julius that makes you so sure you would be happy with him?�
�Like I said, I�ve known him my whole life. I was always happy with him, well, maybe not always.�
�What do you mean? Let�s sit,� Monica offered with an open palm to the freshly mowed green grass.
�There was about a year that we couldn�t be around each other for five minutes without screaming at each other.�
�Why?�
Aquilla shrugged her shoulders again. She couldn�t believe that she was talking to her like she was. She had been telling herself for almost a week that she would be closed lipped and refuse, and here she was blabbering her whole life. What the fuck?
�I guess we were both fighting feelings that we were unsure of, trying to keep them in their place, afraid of what would happen if were around each other too much.�
�When did it change? How did it change?�
�I don�t know. I guess at my graduation and birthday party. I got drunk and Julius did some things while he thought I was passed out. I knew after that night that he did want me as much as I wanted him.�
�He did sexual things to you when he thought you were passed out?�
�No not really, but he was fighting hard with it. He helped me undress and slid my panties to the side. He didn�t touch me, well, not really. I did purposely move, trying to get him to, but he freaked out and left.�
�He never touched you until you were 18?�
�Nope, it was after my birthday before we ever did anything.�
�Is it love, Quill, or is it more like lust?�
Aquilla was biting her tongue as she pulled a hand full of grass from the ground. �That�s a really dumb question. Didn�t you see those guys looking at me when we walked over here? I�m pretty sure if I just wanted sex I could get it. What the hell are we talking about Julius for anyway? I thought you were supposed to help me accept my fucked up destiny.�
�I just want you to realize that there are lots of men out there that would treat you better than Julius did, and go to work at normal jobs, not training sex slaves or dealing drugs.�
�They weren�t sex slaves. They chose to be there. Nobody was ever forced to be there. And furthermore, I don�t want any other guys. I�m sure none of them could fuck like Julius.�
�That�s not true. How do you know if you insist on selling yourself short?�
�I don�t think I am selling myself short at all. Just ask Seri. She fucked him. She fucked him right in front of me.�
Aquilla smiled at the sudden stiff posture. She was sure that Seri hadn�t offered that information either. Seri was going to kill her.
�And you�re okay with that?� Monica asked.
�It was his job. He thought she was a chattel.�
Monica shook her head in disbelief. This girl was so Stockholm syndrome it was pathetic. She was going to be with this girl for months. She could feel it in her bones.
�Aquilla, they kidnapped you. They took you from a family that loves you very much. Are you not the least bit pissed about that?�
�Not really. And Julius was ten. Julius did not kidnap me. You don�t know my father. He may have done some bad things, and yes, he took me away from my family. I get that. However, he was always good to me. I loved him, and no matter what you or anyone else thinks, I will always be grateful for having him in my life.�
Monica got absolutely nowhere with her that day. She was tight and sticking to her guns. She wanted Julius and insisted that she was getting the hell out of there, first chance she got.

Chapter 13

Aquilla ate her vegetables and tried her best to be sociable while they ate outside at the picnic table. Her grandma and grandpa asked her questions about school, sports, grades, and anything else that they could think of. Word vomit. That�s all it was, and she wanted them to shut up.
Monica closed the bedroom door to Seri and Quill�s room when Seri went in to get clothes for a shower.
�What�s up, Mo?� she asked, steeling a t-shirt from Aquilla�s bag.
�Did you fuck Julius in front of Quill?�
Seri snorted and closed her eyes. That girl had better not fall asleep. She was going to kill her.
�Sarah, you tell me now all the shit that happened in that house. I don�t want any more secrets.�
�I�m pretty sure that�s it.�
�How could you do that Sarah? I don�t even know who you are right now.�
�It was work. I told you. I didn�t even know who Aquilla was. I thought she was a chattel too. I knew you had to be 18 to be a chattel for Romano Chavez. I didn�t know, Mo.�
�God, Sarah. You fucked the guy she thinks she is in love with right in front of her?�
�Yup, that�s what happened,� Seri, admitted.
�I hope the hell he was worth it, must of been some good dick.�
�That�s an understatement, you should see this guy�s dick. Fucking huge, he makes you want to cum before he even has it all the way in.�
�So you did it with him more than that one time?�
�Hell yeah, every chance I got. That doesn�t need to be shared with Quill, though.�
�You�re crazy.�
�No, just horny, and if I don�t get out of here soon and get some, I�m going to go crazy.�
�I think you should leave after this week. Once her family goes back home, I think you need to go home and let her deal with her family without you around.�
�I am more than okay with that. You get it cleared with Houston and I will gladly hitch a ride back with you. You are staying the whole week, aren�t you?�
�I hadn�t planned on it, but I think maybe I should. We will stay here for a couple of nights and then go get a hotel. Maybe we can get lucky. I haven�t had any in a while either.�
Seri laughed, loving that idea.
<><><>
Aquilla spent most of her time hanging around with Monica and Seri. She didn�t want anything to do with her family. She couldn�t help it. She just didn�t feel like she belonged. She did go for a long walk with her mom late one evening. She answered all of her questions, but still didn�t feel like this was her family or like she belonged there. What was she supposed to do? She couldn�t just drink the Kool-aide and magically love her family. She hadn�t had one bit of time to herself to continue reading Julius�s note to her. She was fine with it for a couple of days. She needed to stay away from it for a day or two. Her emotions couldn�t take it.
�I�m kind of tired. Can we head back now?� Aquilla asked her mom after Liz hit a nerve. She had asked her about Christmas�s growing up. Aquilla didn�t want to answer. She felt that time was sacred and she wasn�t interested in sharing. She was just going to judge her father anyway.
�Sure, sweetie. Grandpa is going to build a fire. You want to sit out with is for a bit?�
Didn�t I just say I was tired? �I don�t think so, maybe tomorrow night.�
Liz silently took a deep breath, feeling the wheeze in her chest. She didn�t know what to do. She didn�t know how to break the barrier that seemed to be forcing them apart rather than pulling them together.
Aquilla grabbed a shower and opened her shared bedroom, wearing a towel and stopping dead in her tracks. Seri didn�t have time to react. She quickly removed her fingers from her panties and sat up.
�Jesus, Quill. Can�t you knock?�
�It�s my room. Can�t you play with that thing in the bathroom?�
�Shut up, like you don�t take care of it too.�
�I haven�t since you came along. You won�t leave me alone long enough.�
�That�s because I worry about you when you�re alone too long.�
�Because you think I�m going to run away?�
�No, because, I worry about you.�
�Why?� Aquilla asked as she pulled on a night shirt and panties.
�I don�t know why. I just do. I guess you�ve kind of grown on me,� Seri explained, moving to her side of the bed as Aquilla crawled in.
�You can take care of that if you need to,� Aquilla offered, switching off the lamp.
�Yeah, right, shut the hell up and go to sleep.�
�Why? It�s not like you don�t want to.�
�I think maybe you just want me to. Does that turn you on, Quill?�
�Yeah, it kind of does.�
Shit. She was expecting to get a fuck you. Not that. What the hell? She didn�t go both ways. Quill was the first. Fuck, she was turned on knowing Quill was turned on. Quill wasn�t turned on. Quill was confused. That�s what it was.
�I will if you will,� Aquilla offered, turning to her in the dark.
�You will what?� Seri asked the dumb question.
�Get off.�
Seri laughed. �You�re crazy. I�ve caused enough damage to your already fucked up mind.�
�Suit yourself,� Aquilla countered, moving her hand to the wet folds of her pussy.
�Quill, I�m leaving if you�re doing that.�
�Go ahead. You could just go across the hall to the bathroom and pretend that I don�t know that you play with yourself.�
�You need help. You need more help than Monica or I could possibly give you,� Seri assured her.
�I don�t need help. The rest of the world needs help. I�m fine being different. It�s the rest of you who think I should be the way everyone else is. Maybe I am the normal one. Maybe I don�t give a shit about what you or anyone else thinks about me.�
�You already know how I feel about you. You�re like a leech.�
�Seri?� Aquilla warned with pant.
�Goddamnit, Quill. I�m leaving.�
Aquilla laughed as Seri jumped out of bed and pulled on a pair of shorts before she had to listen to her call out in pleasure.
Seri walked out, closing the door behind her, shaking her head as she leaned against the closed door. She stood there for all of five minutes before Monica stopped on her way to her own room.
�What the hell are you doing?� she asked, wondering why the hell Sarah was just standing there.
�I�m done,� Aquilla called with a laugh.
�I fucking hate that kid,� Seri claimed.
�Done what? What�s she talking about?�
�How about you ask her that during your session tomorrow? I�m going to bed.�
Monica stared at the closed door confused.
�Feel better?� Seri snapped, pulling the covers clear to her neck, turning her back on Quill.
�I do. Do you?�
�Fuck you, Quill. Go to sleep.�
Quill laughed again.
They lay in silence for a while, Seri facing the window and Quill with her hands over her head staring at the dark ceiling. This was when it was worse. This was when she missed Julius and wanted to snuggle into his safe arms. Julius seemed to always get to her most during the dark, still night. She lay there thinking about how much more she could take. What was she going to do when Seri left her and she was even more alone at night?
�Seri?� Aquilla quietly said.
�What, Quill?� she answered in a nicer tone than she had before. She could tell by the sound of Quill�s voice that she was finished being a brat. She detected the sad tone.
�Never mind,� Aquilla decided, rolling away from Seri. It didn�t matter. Seri wasn�t going to help her anyway. She may as well let it go.
<><><>
Aquilla joined her family for breakfast and then announced that she was taking her laptop and walking to the park, letting all of them know that she wanted to be alone. She was really only telling Seri and Monica. Liz gave her space, not because she wanted to, but still. She didn�t have to worry about Reese at all. She was too busy chasing boys with her annoying friend Lil.
�Let�s talk first, Quill,� Monica suggested.
�Let�s not,� Aquilla replied, leaving the table.
Liz started after her with a broken heart. She couldn�t help her. She didn�t know how.
�Reese, go over and visit with your grandparents for a while,� Liz ordered.
�Why?� Reese asked, scraping the last bit of her oatmeal from the sides of her bowl.
�Because I said to,� Liz scolded with a scornful look.
�Come on, Lil,� Reese coaxed, sensing the thick air.
Monica and Seri exchanged a quick glance, waiting for the storm.
�I think you two should head home when we do this weekend, back to your own homes,� Liz coldly stated.
�I was actually telling Seri the same thing. I know this is hard, Liz, and I would love to give you the easy advice that you�re looking for,� Monica explained. �I can�t. I don�t have any more answers than you do. She has opened up to me and we have talked quite a bit. I just can�t get her to open up about being here.�
�She doesn�t want to be here, does she?� Liz asked, moving to her purse. She could feel her chest tighten at the same time she felt the tears burn her eyes.
�Liz, it�s only been a week. You can�t expect her to come home and turn into the daughter you lost 14 years ago,� Monica assured her.
Seri didn�t say a word. She wasn�t a shrink. She wasn�t touching any of this.
Liz inhaled her medicine and smiled at Quill as she walked out. Quill gave her a fake smile back, trying not to roll her eyes as she walked out the door.
�Why is it that she wants to be with Seri? She doesn�t know Seri any more than she knows me. I don�t understand,� Liz continued.
�For some reason, Quill has taken Seri on as her security. She feels safe with Seri. I�m not sure why that is either, but I am hoping that getting Seri out of the picture will help. I will come two or three times a week and keep working with her. Don�t expect too much too fast, Liz. You�re doing all that you can by giving her space and letting her take the steps.�
�How long?� she wanted to know.
Monica knew what she was asking. �I can�t answer that either, Liz. This is all new to me too. We don�t really get the experience for kidnapped girls taken from their families� years ago. I wish I had a better answer for you. I don�t.�
Liz dropped her head and covered her eyes with her hand. Great, neither Seri nor Monica did well with emotions. They hated to be around crying people. What the hell were they supposed to say? Seri nudged Monica�s arm with hers, nodding toward Liz for her to console her. Monica shook her head and nodded her own head toward Liz, telling her to go to her.
Seri brought her hand up and dared rock paper scissors. They secretly played the childish game. Monica lost. She gave Seri a dirty look and scooted from the table, walking to Liz.
�Seri and I are going into town tonight and staying in a hotel. I will talk to Quill today and give her a little homework while we are gone. You�ve just got to hang in there, Liz, and remember that she�s not purposely trying to be mean to you. This is hard for her. Very hard,� Monica tried as she circled her back with small circles.
�I�m sorry. I just feel so helpless. She�s my child and I can�t help her,� Liz stated, taking the tissues from Seri.
<><><>
Aquilla sat her laptop up on a picnic table. She watched the younger kids running around, playing on the swings and slide. She never had that growing up. She never got to play with a group of kids on a playground. She played with Julius. Julius played all the silly games that these kids were playing with her. She wouldn�t have wanted it any other way, she decided, logging onto the computer with the encrypted code.
Aquilla read for almost an hour. She laughed more than once as Julius reminisced about their upbringing. He talked about his dad beating his ass for tying her tooth to a string and slamming the door. It worked, and she got her first ten dollar bill that night.
He reminded her about their make believe wedding when she was seven, and the wedding cake that she insisted the cook prepare for their special day. Every stuffed animal she had attending their wedding.
They were all witnesses, Quill. So that makes it real. That makes you mine, always and forever. Mr. Frog said so.
Aquilla laughed and wiped the single tear that slid down her cheek. She missed him something fierce. She wanted him so bad and didn�t know if she would be able to stand it much longer.
I have tried to be a better person because of you, Quill. You always made me want to do better. That being said, there are a lot of things that I did that I am not proud of, including running drugs, training women, and most of all, not reporting your whereabouts.
�Hey, aren�t you that kidnapped girl from the news?�
Aquilla looked up to see three teenage boys standing in front of her.
�Yeah,� she replied and turned her attention back to the computer in front of her, trying to ignore them.
�You a freak or something?� the middle one spoke as the other two laughed.
Aquilla ignored him and tried to stay focused on Julius�s words.
�She a freak,� he laughed. �Can you talk? Was you locked in a cage all them years? I bet you a wild woman. You a crazy? You get lots of dick sucking experience?� the boy continued on and on while Aquilla�s blood began to boil.
�You ever have an English class?� she looked up, dogging his slang vocabulary.
�Ooh, she a feisty little bitch. You be a sex slave all them years, did ya?�
�Don�t hurt him; just make him eat a little dirt.�
Aquilla smiled when she heard Seri in her right ear. She got up and walked to the other side of the table.
�Dat right baby, come to daddy,� he called, grabbing his crotch.
�You should probably turn around and leave before you get hurt,� Aquilla warned.
�Yes, fucking hurt me, baby,� he called, jumping up and down as the other two boys laughed, egging him on.
Aquilla was fast. She was lightning fast. The illiterate boy found himself in some sort of pretzel knot, face down in the dirt. He couldn�t move and moaned in pain from her knee being shoved in his back.
Aquilla kept an eye on the other two while holding the kid twice her size to the ground. She came to her feet when she caught them coming after her.
�You want to go?� she asked, in a karate stance.
They exchanged a look, trying to decide whether it was in their best interest to walk away.
�Go after her!� the boy on the ground yelled at them.
She caught the first one right in his shoulder with her left foot. He instantly screamed out in pain and dropped to his knees. The other one raised his hands, not wanting any part of her. He cowardly backed off, pulling his friends to their feet. They scurried away quickly.
Aquilla smiled a victory smile, dusting her hands and turned back to Seri.
FUCK.
�Quill, what the hell is this?� Seri asked, staring in disbelief at the computer.
�Nothing,� she said, slamming the laptop closed.
�You switched laptops. That�s why Houston said there was nothing on Julius�s. You did, didn�t you, Quill?�
�Leave me alone. It�s none of your business.�
�It is my business. Do you know where he is?�
�Do you honestly think I would be standing here right now if I did?�
�Oh, my God, I can�t believe you. You really should work for the FBI, you�re good. You have to turn that over, Quill.�
�No way, you�re not touching this laptop. It�s private and it�s written to me.� Shit. This couldn�t be happening. She would never find him if Seri confiscated her laptop.
�Quill, it�s not up for debate. I need to see what�s on there,� Seri demanded.
�Go ahead,� Aquilla disputed. �I�ll make a deal with you. If you can crack his code the way I had to, you can read everything on there. Hell I�ll even let you hand it over to Agent Dick Face, but if you can�t, you have to leave me alone and stay the hell away from it.�
�What do you mean crack his code?�
�Do we have a deal?� Aquilla asked, with one hand out. This was her only shot. She knew that if she could get Seri to shake on it, she wouldn�t go back on her word.
Seri looked to the purple laptop now sitting on the table with Quills hand flat on the top.
�You�re the worst case I�ve ever had,� Seri complained, shaking her hand.
Aquilla smiled and opened the laptop.
Seri said the numbers aloud when she clicked on the bar. �2-16-22-8-13-13-1, what�s this mean, Quill?�
�Uh-uh, that wasn�t the deal. You have to figure it out.� Aquilla stood behind her as she tried decoding the password.
�You�re kind of a badass, you know?� Seri said, looking over her shoulder.
Aquilla smiled a proud smile back. For whatever reason, Seri�s opinion mattered more than anyone�s.
�Well there are seven numbers, with two 13�s, so I know that it is going to spell out Aquilla somehow.�
�Huhuh,� Aquilla hummed from behind. She figured that out pretty quickly too.
�Monica and I are going to get a room tonight. You and your mother are going to the movies.�
�I�m coming with you guys,� Aquilla instantly argued.
Seri closed the laptop. She would crack the code later. �Sit down, Quill.�
�What? I am!� she demanded, moving to the bench in front of Seri.
�Have you ever been to a movie?�
�Yes, lots of times.�
�You�re a liar. What movie did you see? Name just one.�
�Shaw Shank Redemption,� Aquilla blurted the first movie that came to mind. She did see that movie. Talin sneaked it to her one night. She watched in her bed, snuggled into Julius as they watched it together in her bed on her laptop.
Seri snorted. �I�m not even sure you were born when that movie came out. Quill, go with your mother. You�re not being very fair to her. She�s trying and all you�re doing is pushing her away.�
�I don�t want her to try. I want her to leave me alone until I can figure out how to get out of here.�
Seri shook her head impatiently. �Quill, what if Julius isn�t looking for you?�
�He is.�
�What if you never find Julius?�
�I will.�
�What if you drop your guard and enjoy your life here?�
�I won�t.�
�What if you never leave here?�
�I am. Why do you have to go stay in a hotel tonight? I don�t want to stay here without you.�
Damnit, this girl was like a puppy with no mommy. �Quill, when you and your family leave to go home Sunday, I�m going home to my house. You�re going to have to do this on your own. Drop the tough girl act and let your mother be there for you.�
�I�m not staying here without you. I�m not. I�ll go with you. Please take me with you, Seri,� she begged.
�Quill, you know that�s not going to happen. You�re 17. I will probably be on another case somewhere within the week anyway. I don�t stay home much.�
�Why?�
�Why what?�
�You told me you would tell me how you got into all of this,� Quill reminded her.
�Hey, Quill!� Monica called from a few feet away. �Come on, let�s talk.�
�I�m talking to Seri,� she called back. She didn�t need to talk to Monica. She only needed Seri.
�Come here, Mo.� Seri called over her shoulder.
�What?� Monica asked looking at the somber faces.
�I told Quill I would tell her about how we got into this. Sit down. You can help.�
�No, Sarah. We�re not doing that. The girl has enough going through her mind right now.�
�I don�t want to talk to you. I want to talk to Seri,� Quill looked up, covering her squinted eyes with a salute from the sun.
�Seri is not real, Quill. Seri never was real. Seri lives in your imagination. Her name is Sarah Strokes, always has been, always will be.�
�Stop being a bitch. I told her I would explain it to her. And I�m going to whether you want to do it now or wait for me to do it later,� Sarah said.
Monica took a defeated breath. �I have a blanket setup over by the lake. Let�s go sit under the shade tree and get out of the sun.�
�I�m going to take my computer in and go to the bathroom, I�ll meet you there,� Aquilla explained, excusing herself.
�Why are you so dirty? You look like you were rolling around in the dirt,� Monica asked as she stood.
�I kind of was.�
�What�s she talking about, Sarah?�
�Ohm, I kind of turned her loose on a trio of boys picking on her. That girl is one tough little bitch,� Seri smiled, proudly back at Quill as she walked away.
�You let her get into a fight with three boys?� Monica couldn�t believe her friend. She was ridiculous.
�No, only two of them, the other one ran back to mommy with his dick between his legs.�
�What the fuck is your problem? You need to go away. I can�t help her with you enabling her like you do,� Monica angrily spoke as soon as Quill was out of earshot.
�What do you want me to do? I never asked the girl to latch onto me like a leech.�
�I want you to stop acting like you�re her best friend. The girl has issues, and you telling her about Lakota isn�t going to help anything. Stop talking to her, stop sleeping in the same bed, and ignore her for ten minutes. Let her bond with her family!!!�
�Will you stop yelling? I already told her we were leaving Sunday. She knows that.�
�Oh My God, Sarah. Why would you tell her that? I have four days with her and now she is going to focus on nothing but that. Maybe you should let me use my degree and stay the fuck out of the way�.!! Monica yelled.
�Fine, Monica. You go down there and sit by the lake under the shade tree and make her talk about feelings. You�re right. You have the degree. Let me know how that works out for you,� Seri said, inches from her face with a vindictive glare.
Seri stormed off back to the house. Monica didn�t know shit about Quill. She didn�t care if she held a degree in psychology. She had never had a case where a girl was ripped from her home and taken to a family she never knew. Monica didn�t know any more about how to help her than she did.
�Aren�t you coming?� Quill asked, walking toward the lake.
�No!!! Go talk about your feelings with Monica,� Seri shouted, and kept walking.
Aquilla looked puzzled as she watched her walk away. What the hell?
�Did you and Seri have a fight?� she asked, sitting Indian style on the blanket.
�Yeah, kind of. Don�t worry about it. We�ve had many fights.�
�About me?�
�Yes. Quill, we need to talk about your mother.�
�I don�t want to talk about my mother. Why do we need to talk about her? I want to know how Seri and you ended up working for the FBI.�
�We�re not talking about that. That is irrelevant. What do you feel for you mom?�
�I feeeeeel nothing for her.�
�But you do Seri?�
�I have no idea what you are talking about.�
�Yes you do, Quill. Why are you so taken with Seri?�
�I don�t know. Seri gets me. My mother just wants me to be little Shelby Rimmer, the cheerleader or some shit.�
�She does not, Quill. She just wants to have a relationship with you. And you won�t give her a chance. She sat at the table and cried her eyes out, inhaling her medicine this morning because she doesn�t know what to do to help you.�
�She did?� Quill asked, looking over at her. She didn�t want that. She didn�t want her to feel anything for her. Why couldn�t she just leave her alone and keep her distance until she could figure out how to get out of there?
�Yes. She did. She loves you, Quill.�
�I don�t belong here, Mo. I�m different than them.�
�How are you different?�
�I don�t know. I can�t explain it. I wasn�t raised with this happy little family. I mean, I was happy and all. It was just different. I had servants that took care of everything for me. I don�t think I ever made my own bed, not until Seri made me do it anyway. I spent my life running and with two people.�
�Why do you think this is some happy little family?�
Quill snorted. �Watch how my mother is always playing with Reese�s hair, rubbing her back, and engaging in meaningless conversation with her. I don�t do emotions.�
�You never had the physical contact like that growing up?�
�I mean, yeah, sort of. My father hugged me and stuff, and Julius was always affectionate with me. This is just different. I don�t know.�
�Do you know that when your mother lost you, she lost Reese too?�
�What do you mean?�
�She left her and your father for two years. She didn�t feel as though she deserved Reese. She felt immense guilt for letting someone snatch you away.�
�What do you mean she left Reese for two years?�
�She left her in New York with your father and moved back here. She stopped living, spent her time in a dark room, and wouldn�t have anything to do with her own daughter.�
�She did?�
�Yes, Quill. She loves you. Please give her a chance.�
�They got a divorce because of me?�
�No. They got a divorce because Romano Chavez took you away from them, and she couldn�t handle it. None of it was your fault. You were three.�
Aquilla took a deep breath. Her heart felt heavy all of a sudden and she wasn�t sure how she felt anymore. She worked better being stone cold toward her mother and Reese. She didn�t want to like them, be close to them or be their friend. She didn�t want to hurt them either.
�I don�t know how, Mo,� she honestly spoke.
Monica smiled a warm smile, feeling like maybe she had just chipped away a little of the stone wall Aquilla had built.
�Spend some time with her, Quill. Go out to eat and to the movies with her tonight. Stop trying to push her away. You don�t have to talk about anything you don�t want to talk about. I�ve already coached her on what I think are going to be sore spots with you.�
�Really? And what is your conception of my sore spots?�
�Julius for one. I�ve explained to her that just because she feels that it is wrong that you think you love him, doesn�t mean that it is wrong, and that she wasn�t there. She doesn�t know. Your father is another one. She is aware that just because he took you from her, doesn�t mean that you didn�t love him, and that he didn�t give you a good life that you miss.�
�I don�t want Seri to leave me.�
�Honey, Seri is not your rock. Seri has her own problems. Let your mother fill those shoes.�
�I don�t know if I can, Mo,� Aquilla admitted with watery eyes, looking over to her.
�You don�t have to do anything, Quill. Just take that first step. The next one will follow. I promise.�
�What if it doesn�t?�
�How about you take the first one and worry about the next one when you need to. Better yet. Don�t worry about it at all. Just open up to your mother and see where it takes you.�
�I�m still going to find Julius and get out of here as soon as I can,� she assured her.
�Baby steps, Quill.�
Aquilla knew that meant to see where this took her before she decided to do that. She knew that Monica was hoping that she would realize that she wanted to be there with her family and that Julius was bad for her.

Chapter 14

Aquilla tried not to show her impressiveness over the massive movie screen and the surround sound in the theater. She even turned her head a couple of times, looking for a window. The thunderstorm flowing around the cinema felt so real. Wow. She really was sheltered. She couldn�t help but be excited. She may have picked a better movie had she known this one was about a drug cartel. She fought her whirling mind the whole time, trying to keep her attention on the movie while the scenes reminded her of the home she left behind.
The sidewalk was dark by the time the two of them exited the building.
�Want to get ice cream?� Liz asked, as they walked down the sidewalk.
�Sure. You know the last time I had ice cream was the day that our home was raided and my father was killed and Julius ran,� Aquilla shared for whatever reason.
Liz had to bite her bottom lip to keep from reminding her that he wasn�t her father. �I can�t imagine how hard that was for you, Quill. I�m sorry all of this has happened to you. I wish I could change it.�
�My father used to tell me that everything happens for a reason. Do you believe that?� Quill asked, looking over to her mother.
�No. I can�t really say that I do. I spent years thinking that. It drove me nuts. My father too, used to say that same thing. I spent many waken nights trying to figure out what I had done. If things happened the way they did for a reason, than I had to have done something really bad. �Cognitive dissonance,� that�s the only thing I think I took from my own years of therapy.�
�What�s that?� Aquilla asked.
�It�s where an individual�s behavior conflicts with beliefs that are integral to his or her self-identity.�
�Uh?� Aquilla mumbled, not understanding the foreign language.
�Take a smoker. They smoke, which is the behavior, but yet they know that it causes cancer, which is the cognition. I was what you might call a smoker.�
�You have asthma. Why would you smoke?�
�No, not really, I�ve never smoked. I�m just using it as an example. My behavior of some of the things that I did after you were taken, were sort of like that. I knew my actions were causing major turmoil on my family, yet I did it anyway.�
�Like leaving Reese?�
�Monica tell you about
�Yeah, but don�t be mad at her. She�s only trying to help.�
�Yes. Like leaving Reese,� Liz admitted, holding the door for Aquilla to enter the ice cream shop.
�Do you want to eat in here or just keep walking?�
�We can walk. It�s nice out.�
�Hey, I know you. You�re that pretty famous girl that was all over the news last week,� the young man at the counter smiled. �How are you? I hope you are doing okay,� he stated, sincerely.
�Yes. I�m fine. Thank you for asking,� Aquilla smiled back.
�What can I get for you two lovely ladies this evening?�
�I�ll have a small strawberry cone,� Aquilla replied.
�Make that two,� Liz added.
They waited while the cute boy fixed their cones. Aquilla noticed a table of four young people about her age, looking at her as they whispered around the table.
�Here you go. They�re on the house,� the boy said, handing over the cones with a Colgate smile.
�Thank you,� they said simultaneously.
�You know that boy was flirting with you, don�t you?� Liz teased as they walked.
�Shit. I would hurt that little boy_____. Crap. Sorry,� Aquilla said with a skewed face.
Liz couldn�t help but laugh, although she didn�t want to think about what she knew Aquilla was talking about. �It�s okay,� Liz assured her, placing her arm around her shoulder and pulling her in for a hug. She dropped it immediately, remembering Monica�s advice about giving her space.
�You can touch me,� Aquilla offered, catching it too.
Liz didn�t put her arm around her again, and instead, smiled and moved her hair from the front to her back.
�I�m sorry that you had to go through this too,� Aquilla offered, still unable to call her mom. It just didn�t feel right to her.
Liz smiled, happy with the night�s progress.
Aquilla did feel like they had moved a step closer, feeling like maybe some of the weight had been lifted from her shoulders as she crawled into her bed alone that night. She wondered what Seri and Monica were doing, and wished she were there with them.
She dreaded the days ahead, knowing that Seri had to leave her. She wasn�t looking forward to not having her around. She knew it was crazy and didn�t really expect her to just move in with her at her mother�s house. It was still a nice wish though.
Aquilla pulled the laptop closer and began to read. She didn�t read about anything too emotional and it was mostly happy, memory lane talk. She decided to close out of it when she felt his emotions changing to a deeper topic. She was happy. She had a good day, and she was smiling, remembering the things that they had done together. She didn�t want to go to bed sad.
<><><>
By eleven o�clock, both Seri and Monica were well on their way to being drunk. They hooked up with a couple of locals, and flirted their asses off while the four of them shot pool tog
�You ladies here on business?� the guy who had introduced himself as Vince asked, as he sent the 3 ball straight into the corner pocket.
�Something like that,� Seri answered.
�Where you staying?� he asked, sending another ball right where he aimed it to go.
�At that little dive down the street, Crimson Inn, I think it was called,� she answered. �You guys live around here?�
�Yup, born and raised,� he answered, missing the next ball and handing the pool stick to Seri. She stood close and purposely touched his hand with hers as he smiled down at her.
Yup, he would do just fine. He was fucking hot and smelled amazing.
By midnight, they were back in their room with the two hot guys tangled in their webs.
�You girls want to burn one?� Vince asked, sitting on one of the queen beds.
�Hell yeah,� Monica answered.
Vince pulled out his bag and twisted a joint. He looked up to Seri, pulling the gun from the back of her jeans and placing it in the hotel safe.
�You carry a gun? You a fucking cop or something?� he asked, alarmed.
�Nope,� she answered with only that, sitting beside him and taking the joint from between his fingers. He held the lighter up and lit it for her.
The four of them sat on the edges of the beds, facing each other, smoking the joint. They exchanged trivial conversation until Vince snuffed the bud out on his beer can. Seri moved back on her elbows and unbuttoned her jeans. His eyes shot up in shock.
�Are we really doing this?� Hot damn, this was his lucky day.
Seri raised her eyebrows as she slipped the zipper down.
�In front of them?� he asked with his thumb.
�Monica�s seen me fuck before. You got a problem with that?�
�Uh-uh,� he replied, moving up her body to kiss her. She turned her head, letting him kiss her on her neck. She wasn�t interested in being intimate with him. She had an agenda and it didn�t involve trading saliva.
She slid her jeans and panties over her hips and closed her eyes as his fingers found her aching nub.
�Hmmm, go down on me,� she moaned.
He looked to see his friend and her friend still sitting on the side of the bed watching. Fuck. This girl was fucking crazy. Yup, she was no doubt crazy, he decided, watching her pull her legs up, opening them and exposing her fucking hot as hell naked pussy. He dazedly moved between her legs. She didn�t even give a shit that they were being watched. And holy shit did she taste as good as she looked.
Seri turned her eyes with a smile when she heard Monica moan from the bed beside them. Her new friend was also between her legs, causing her to squirm.
Thirty minutes later, they were kicking the men out, both satisfied.
�Do you even know what that guy�s name was?� Seri asked as she tossed the condom wrappers to the trash.
�No. Who cares,� Monica replied, pulling on her panties.
�True,� Seri agreed, crawling into her bed.
Seri�s mind went to none other than Quill as she stared at the dingy ceiling. Why was this girl having such an effect on her? She worried about leaving her. It was probably dumb, and she was reading more into it than she needed to. She couldn�t help it. She felt obligated or something.
<><><>
The next three days were okay. Aquilla continued to talk to Monica about her relationship with her mother, and Aquilla tried to be more open. Seri had spent three days trying to get into Julius�s computer to no avail. It was really starting to piss her off. Aquilla pissed her off even more with her smartass smirks because she couldn�t figure it out.
�Give it up, Seri. You�re just not as smart as I am.�
�Just tell me what it is, Quill.�
�No. That wasn�t the deal. I decrypted it. Just admit that you are not as smart as you think you are.�
�I�ll make you a deal.�
�A deal?�
�Yeah, you tell me what it is and I will give you the story of how Monica and I ended up working for the FBI.�
�You told me you would tell me that anyway. That�s not really a deal.�
�Please, Quill. It�s my job. I have to get on this laptop. I didn�t tell Houston about it, did I? He would have already had it in his hands if he knew you had it.�
�And I would never talk to you again. It�s personal, Seri, stuff that Julius wrote to me.�
�Quill, don�t you think the two of us have been through enough together for you to trust that I would never judge you, and I already know how you feel about him?�
�I don�t think you do, not really.�
�Then let me read it, and try to understand.�
�I haven�t read it all yet. I�m afraid there is something in there that will tell you where he is, and you�ll go after him.�
How did she reply to that? She was right. She would go after him, in a heartbeat. There was no doubt that she wanted to bring Julius Chavez to his knees.
�Okay. How about this; I will read it with you and if you feel as though he is about to reveal that information, you can move ahead to where I can�t read that part.�
�There is some pretty fucked up shit in there,� Aquilla warned.
�My whole life has been pretty fucked up. I�m sure I can keep up.�
�And you still have to tell me your story,� Aquilla required, giving in.
�I will.�
Aquilla took the laptop and typed the two passwords to let her on. �I have to go over to my grandparents and meet a bunch of aunts and uncles or some shit. I have a book mark where I left off. I doubt you will get that far. I�m not going to be gone that long, but if you get there, you have to stop.�
�I promise,� Seri said, taking the laptop.
�And this is between you and me? Not Monica, my mom, Houston, nobody, just you and me,� Aquilla advised.
�Okay, Quill. I get it. Go eat hotdogs with your family.�
�Yuck. I�m not eating a hotdog.�
Seri spent two full hours reading the words of Julius. She wiped tears more than once, laughed at the innocent way he loved Quill, and had her heart ripped to shreds when she read about some of the things Julius had been through. She couldn�t imagine seeing her mother and sister crushed beneath a car, and then leaving them.
The thought of a 12 year old boy being forced to train grown women was sick. It twisted her stomach in knots. When she read about the way he took care of Quill, and how he nurtured her, she felt her original perception of him was skewed. He was thrown into the life of drugs and chattels at a very young age. He really didn�t have a choice on the way he turned out or the things that he did. She also knew that even though he was somewhat of a pervert, he fought his feelings for Quill extremely hard and tried to keep them in check. He lost. He loved her and Seri could now see that without blinders.
�Are you still reading?� Quill asked after her very long, annoying introduction to the rest of the family.
�Yeah,� Seri said in a sad tone, closing the laptop.
�What�s wrong?�
�Nothing, Quill, I won�t go after him. I promise.�
Aquilla smiled. �He�s not the bad guy that you thought he was, is he?�
�No, Quill. He�s not. He was just as much a victim as you were.�
�Can you understand now why I am so determined to find him?�
�I can, but I still don�t know if that is such a good idea. He�s always going to be on the radar, Quill. I want you to have a normal life. You deserve that.�
�I don�t want that, Seri,� Quill explained, sitting on the end of the bed with her head down. �I�ve never had a normal life. We�ve always lived on the radar. It�s what I know. It�s what I�m used to. Can you understand that?� she asked, lifting her eyes to Seri�s.
�I�m trying, Quill.�
�Will you help me, Seri?�
�Quill, I___,�
�You don�t have to go with me, just help me track him down. You did it once,� Quill interrupted.
�And it took me almost a year.�
�I have almost a year before I will really be 18.�
�I�m not making any promises.�
�Promises about what?� Monica asked, walking in.
�That I will talk to her mom about her coming to stay with me for a week before school starts,� Seri lied.
�Whoa, I�m still not going to some fucking high school with a bunch of drama infested teenagers,� Aquilla assured them both.
�You�re a teenager, Quill,� Monica reminded her, plopping beside her.
�But, I�m more like a 25 year old teenager. Reese and Lil drive me crazy.�
Monica and Seri laughed, but knew she spoke the truth. She was way beyond her age of 17.
�Hey! Let�s smoke a joint!� Aquilla exclaimed excited.
�NO!!!� Monica and Seri both yelled at the exact same moment.
�Geesh, alright, alright, I get it.�
�Come on. We have to go sit by the fire with your family,� Monica lured the two.
�Great, are you sure we can�t smoke some of that first?�
�You stay away from weed. I think you�re allergic to it or something,� Seri teased, ruffling her hair. She felt even more compelled to be there for her now after reading her secrets. Nobody could understand Julius without reading that, let alone comprehend Quill�s feelings for him.
Aquilla liked her Aunt Kerri, and her Uncle Jake was funnier than shit. It wasn�t near as bad as she thought it was going to be. Of course, she did have Monica and Seri there for refuge too. That probably helped.
�You should go get your flute and play something for us, Kerri,� her grandpa urged.
�You play the flute?� Quill asked.
�Yeah, a little,� she replied modestly.
�She plays more than a little. She played for the New York Philharmonic for three years,� her Uncle Jake boasted.
�You did?!� Aquilla asked, excited. She would love to see the New York Philharmonic in concert.
�Do you like orchestra?� Keri asked surprised.
�Yeah, and I love to hear the flute. Play something for us,� Quill begged.
Aquilla�s cousin Samantha ran to her car and got the flute. Aquilla was astounded. Her Aunt was amazing. It was beautiful. Seri and Monica watched Quill get lost in the melodramatic melody. Neither of them pictured Quill to be into that sort of music, let alone the flute.
�That was beautiful,� Aquilla proclaimed when she modestly dropped the flute. �Can I see it?� Aquilla asked.
Kerri handed it over with a smile, happy that someone in her family finally appreciated the sophistication of the flute.
�May I?� she asked, dying to play. She couldn�t remember the last time she played. She missed it.
�Absolutely, do you play?� Kerri asked.
�A little,� Aquilla replied, just as unassertive as her aunt.
Aquilla brought the flute to her mouth and positioned her fingers. She closed her eyes and played, �Can You Feel the Love Tonight� from the movie �The Lion King.� It was breathtaking. Even Reese had tears in her eyes.
Aquilla was a little embarrassed when she blew the last long note. She hadn�t realized she had lost herself so deeply into the music.
�Aquilla, that was beautiful,� Liz exclaimed, wiping a tear.
�Thanks,� Aquilla said, handing the flute back to her Aunt Kerri.
�How did you learn to play like that?� Kerri asked.
�I had a teacher since I was seven. Have you ever heard of Randy Durban? I was taught by a nephew of his.�
�Randy Durban�s nephew taught you to play? It wasn�t Johnathan Durban, was it?�
�Yes. You know him?�
Kerri sat down with her hand over her heart. �Are you seriously telling me that Johnathan Durban taught you to play the flute?�
�Who�s Johnathan Durban?� Reese was the one to ask.
�Oh My God! He is the most amazing flute player in the world. I think he was even better than his uncle Randy.�
�Oh, me too, without a doubt,� Aquilla agreed with all eyes on her and Kerri, having no idea who they were so excited about.
�How in the world did you luck out?� she wanted to know.
Aquilla shrugged her shoulders. �I was only seven. I don�t really know how my father acquired him. He taught me from the time I was seven until I was fourteen. When we moved, I had another teacher, but he wasn�t near as talented as Johnathan was.�
�I cannot believe that Johnathan Durban was your teacher. This is crazy. That must have cost your ____ somebody a lot of money.�
�Yeah, probably,� Aquilla agreed with a sad tone. She didn�t want to talk about it anymore. It made her miss her father and Julius. She wanted to be back there. She wanted everything to go back to the way it was. She would never complain about being isolated, if only she could go back.
�I�m kind of tired. I think I�m going to turn in,� she announced and walked back toward the cabin alone.
Seri showered and joined her already in bed. �Do you want to read some of Julius�s writing?� she asked, crawling into bed beside Quill.
�No. I don�t want to think about that anymore. I want you to tell me about you. Make me think about something else.�
Seri took a deep breath. She wasn�t overly excited about going down memory lane either. �What do you want to know, Quill?�
�Where did you grow up?�
�In New York.�
�Do you have brothers or sisters?�
�I had a sister, Lakota. She died seven years ago.�
�I�m sorry, Seri. Where you close to her?�
�Very. We were raised by my Grandma Violet.�
�Where were your parents?�
�I never knew who my father was and my mother is serving a life sentence.�
�WHY!?!� Aquilla asked, shocked. She was expecting to hear how perfect her family was.
�She was a heroin addict. I was only two and Lakota was four. She gave birth to a baby boy and dumped him in an alley, wrapped in a trash bag.�
�Oh My God, Seri, are you serious?� Quill asked, sitting up with chills running down her spine and arms.
�I am,� Seri replied sitting up too. �Want to burn one?�
�Uh� Yeah,� Quill replied.
�Lock the door, and don�t you dare tell Monica on me,� Seri demanded as she moved to her bag. She instantly regretted her decision to let Quill smoke weed. She knew she shouldn�t. She knew she was enabling her. Just because she used it as an escape didn�t mean she should be teaching Quill her bad habits. She knew exactly why she did it. She thought of Quill like she thought of Monica. She didn�t see her as a 17 year old child. See saw her as a friend, a very good friend.
�Tell me what happened next,� Aquilla requested, taking the joint from Seri.
Seri laughed. �I don�t know what happened next. I told you I was two. I don�t remember any of that. I wouldn�t remember my mother had my grandma not had pictures. We went to live with her and she raised us.�
�How old was Lakota when she died?�
�She was twenty two,� Seri answered, hitting the joint.
�I have a feeling this is the part where you are going to tell me how you got involved with the FBI,� Quill assumed.
�I had just gotten my two year degree in criminal justice and was in police academy for maybe two weeks. I knew she was messing with drugs a little. I wasn�t too worried; I didn�t think she was into anything too dangerous. It was the people she was hanging with that should have had me worried.�
�Why?� Quill asked, intrigued with Seri�s story.
�They used her to pay off a debt.�
�What do you mean?�
�The leader of the pack, Felix Lopez, he owed a bunch of money for some cocaine that had gotten seized before he had a chance to disburse it and get the money. Lakota was beautiful. I swear that girl didn�t have one flaw.�
�You�re kind of beautiful,� Quill offered, still smoking on the joint.
Seri smiled over at her. �Thanks. Anyway, Lopez didn�t have the money to pay and offered my sister in exchange for half the payment.� Seri stood and walked to the window. �They fucking gang raped her and left her for dead. The authorities didn�t give a shit. They probably thought the world was better off. They made her out to be some street walking whore. She wasn�t, Quill. She was in college to be a nurse. She just ran into the wrong guy at the wrong time.�
�And you went after them?�
Seri nodded, hiding the roach in her bag. �Monica and I, both. I continued to go to police academy and she continued to work on her phycology degree. We spent every free minute we had learning these guy�s every move. Lopez was into more shit than either of us thought, kind of the same thing your father was into. He had mass quantities of drugs being brought into New York on an almost weekly basis.�
�When we finally had enough to go to the authorities, they laughed at us and sent us on our way. I wasn�t giving up. I wanted the little fucker to pay.�
�Is that what the vengeance means on your tattoo?�
Seri nodded and sat back on the bed with her.
�Did you kill someone, Seri?�
�Lots of someone�s, Quill, and I didn�t care. I didn�t and still don�t feel one ounce of remorse for what I did. I was going to make sure they never did to another girl what they did to my sister.�
�But how did you get Lopez? Did you kill him too?�
�No. I didn�t want him dead. I wanted him ass fucked in prison for the rest of his life. It only took a little over four months to get inside his apartment. That was crazy too. The guy lived in the hood. His apartment building looked like it needed to be demolished, but when you got to his eight floor apartment, it was fucking amazing, like you walked into a different world.�
�But how did you get to him? How did you end up in his apartment? I know how those guys work, remember? I lived with two of them. They don�t do the dirty work. They have lots of little gatekeepers keeping people like you away.�
�Aquilla�You just told me I was beautiful,� Seri said, batting her eyes.
Aquilla laughed. �And you used it,� she replied with more of a statement than a question.
�Yeah, it was cheesy as hell. I couldn�t get to the guy to save my ass. I knew his every move. I knew what times, what days, where he ate, when women came and left his place. Hell, I even knew when and where his shipments were coming from, but I couldn�t get to him. I couldn�t go through any of his followers, they never really got to him either, and I had already disposed of most of them.�
�I feel like I�m watching a movie. My nerves are going crazy waiting to find out how you got to Lopez.�
Seri smiled at her. She freaking loved that girl. WHY? That was the question she couldn�t answer. �One afternoon, I was on his turf, wearing a hoody and dark sunglasses. I was leaned against a pole, pretending to be on my phone right in front of the bistro table that I knew he sat at every day. I listened as he made a call.
�Yo, bring me some pussy later on.�
�Seven.�
�I don�t give a fuck as long as she�s hot. I don�t want no skanks.�
�He was smart. He never stayed on the phone long enough to trace a call. Monica and I were smarter, well Tina was the smart one.�
�Tina?�
�Yeah, she was another friend that wanted no part of Monica�s and my revenge. She used my laptop at a public library and got into more records and illegal shit than I�m sure anyone could. She was the one that got the call trace down to forty five seconds. That is unheard of. She�s a freaking computer genius. If anyone can split atoms, it would be Tina.�
�Does Tina work for the FBI now too?�
�Yes, behind the scenes of course.�
�Did she help find my father?�
�She did,� Seri answered truthfully, wishing for the first time that she was never involved in finding Romano Chavez.
�If you�re so good at investigating, why didn�t you know about me?�
�I couldn�t get in that house to save my ass. I didn�t know about your father�s little chattel business. You didn�t come out of that house, or if you did, I never saw you.�
�How long were you there before it all went down? How long were you watching my house?�
�I was only there a couple of week�s right before we closed in.�
�I probably never came out then. When my father was nervous about something, he wouldn�t let me leave. That was the first day I was out of the house in weeks. He thought whatever was going on had died down and let me go.�
�Tina was the one to find about the chattel industry. She took some pictures of me and sent the application in from a small village in Romania.�
�Are you Romanian?�
�I have no fucking clue. My grandmother is Mexican and who knows what my father is.�
�Sorry, finish,� Aquilla said, wanting the rest of the story.
�Finish the story about Lopez or getting into being a chattel for your father?�
�I want to hear about Lopez, but I have one more question about that.�
�Okay.�
�How did Agent Dick Face get in there to be the one to pick you up?�
�Tina.� Seri offered. �He just magically appeared on there to be the one to buy me for three months. Julius didn�t like it. He ran him through a million questions in your father�s office. He was pissed that your father let an outsider come to your house. Of course, we knew where your father was and he wasn�t taking any calls. We knew Julius wouldn�t be able to talk to him and ask him about the man that he had no clue was in his home.�
�Did you fuck Agent Dick Face too?�
�No way, that�s fucking disgusting.�
Aquilla laughed. �So you were the pussy that was taken to Lopez�s that night?�
�Yes, that was the night it was all going to go down. Tina had traced the guy�s phone and Monica and I showed up at some nasty ass bar that afternoon. He thought he was going to get laid and then just about shit his pants when we flashed our fake FBI badges.�
Monica held him at gun point in a back room while I showed him the evidence of him being involved in the drug run. He was scared shitless. The guy even cried, telling us how disappointed his mama was going to be. We kept him in that room until it was time for Lopez�s pussy to arrive.�
�Which was going to be you?�
�Yup, but in the meantime, Tina had been working on a new wire device that was totally undetectable, something she found in China. Told you she was smart, anyway, I was wired the whole time I was talking to this loser and Tina had everything that was being said transmitted to my boss now, Houston.
We had no clue if it was going to work or not. He could have very well blown it off as some smart kids playing a sick joke. He knew that I would be in that apartment at seven o�clock that night. Whether he was going to show up with a team was the question.�
�Why didn�t you send it to the NYPD?�
�We were afraid they wouldn�t care. We had been to them several times. They wouldn�t help us, even after we discovered his drug cartel. They blew us off.�
�Okay, so you show up at his apartment with this thug.�
�Yes, Lopez buzzed us up and the guy turned and left. I was glad that he wanted me to come alone. I didn�t know if this guy would give me away. So, he left and I took the elevator to his floor. As soon as the doors were opened, I was met by two guys there to pat me down. I was fucking shitting my pants. I was terrified that they were going to find the wire hidden in a cheesy headband that I had worn. I didn�t have a gun, I knew better than that; it was the wire I was worried about.�
�You went in there without any protection? Weren�t you afraid of getting yourself killed?�
�I wasn�t afraid of that. I was willing to do what I had to do to get justice for Lakota. I had already accepted the fact that I may not come out alive.�
�Did you have to fuck him?�
Seri blew out a puff of air and shook her head. �Yeah, I did, Quill. I thought I was going to be sick. That was the worse fuck I have ever had in my life.�
�Have you fucked a lot?�
�Are we talking about my sex life or Lopez here?� Seri asked.
Aquilla laughed. �Sorry, were talking about Lopez.�
�By that time, I knew the feds weren�t coming. I wanted them to be there before I had to do that. Unbeknownst to me, they were there. Monica had talked them out of raiding the place just yet. She knew that I would get him talking. Don�t ask me how she knew that, I didn�t even know that.�
�How did she talk them out of raiding the place right then?�
Seri shrugged her shoulders. �Monica can talk a dog into fucking a cat.�
�Yeah, I get that. I swore I wasn�t talking to her and she had me talking about feelings�
�You have those?� Seri teased.
�Fuck you. What happened next?�
�Luck, we were in his room getting it on and he wanted me to bend over the back of a chair in his room when I saw the gun. He laughed and told me that it wasn�t loaded when I pointed it at his head. I was never so scared in my life. I stood naked in front of him shaking like a fucking earthquake.
I moved the gun and shot him in the foot. He dropped to the floor, giving me the opportunity check the chamber. I had three bullets, enough to make it out alive. That�s when I relaxed and remembered what I was there for. My nerves shifted gears and I was pissed, thinking about Lakota and what he put her through.
�Do you remember Lakota Strokes, you maggot?�
�Nope, don�t know any Lakota Strokes,� he smirked, holding his foot.
�Let me remind you,� Seri said, pointing the gun at his head.
He tried to grab it and I kicked him in the face.
�You used her to pay off a debt. You watched while she was gang raped by nine men. You shot her in the head when they were done with her. Ring any bells, fucker?�
�Oh, yeah, I do remember her. Hmmm, fine piece of ass, she was. You didn�t want her back after that. She would have been too fucked up. She was better off. It makes my dick hard thinking about those scared fucking eyes, looking up, and begging me not to kill her.�
�Oh, my God, Quill. Hearing him say that was like watching a tsunami coming toward me with nowhere to go. The thought of her lying naked on that cold, concrete floor in that dark warehouse flooded me like a mother fucker. I started shaking again, and he knew I was breaking. Thank God Houston burst in with his men once he had heard the gunshot through my wire.
He took the gun from my shaking hands and someone covered me with a trench coat. I spent the next three days locked in a room while being interrogated by none other than Houston himself.�
�And let me guess. He was so impressed with your work, he wanted you?�
�Yes. That pretty much sums it up. They had been after this guy for three years straight, and one little 20 year old kid brought him down for vengeance. I�ve been chasing bad guys ever since. I never even finished my schooling.�
�Do you like what you do?�
�No. Not so much. This wasn�t what I had in mind. I wanted to work with kids who were trending down the wrong path and help steer them in a better direction. I wanted to be a juvenile probation officer.�
Aquilla lay down and Seri followed right behind her.
�Seri?� Aquilla quietly said in the dark.
�Yeah?�
�You�re going to leave me in one more day.�
�Yeah, but I�m always going to be your girl. You�re stuck with me for life now.�
Aquilla fell asleep with a smile and a new sense of respect for Seri. She wasn�t the spoiled little rich kid that she had presumed her to be. She had a rough life without a mother or a father. She lost her only sister to a horrific murderer. She was as fucked up as Quill.

Chapter 15

�Either we finish reading today or I am taking your computer home with me tomorrow,� Seri warned as they dressed for breakfast the next morning.
�Let�s take it down to the lake after we eat,� Aquilla offered.
Aquilla had breakfast with the entire family out on the deck. She didn�t realize that her aunt, uncle and two cousins would be joining them, along with her grandparents. She wanted to leave and go sit in the sun with Seri and Julius. She didn�t want to entertain.
As soon as the table was clear, Seri gave her a look and a nod. Aquilla got the laptop, Seri got the blanket.
�Hey, where you guys going?� Monica called, pouting because she wasn�t invited.
�To the lake,� Seri called without turning, and throwing her hand up.
Monica stood beside Liz watching the two of them walk to the lake and spread the blanket.
�Hang in there. She�s leaving tomorrow,� Monica assured her, rubbing circles on her back.
Liz smiled a sad smile, wishing Aquilla wanted to spend the time with her that she did Seri.
Aquilla inserted the two passwords and went to the bookmarked page. They read in silence, only speaking when Aquilla asked her if she was ready before turning the page. They read a lot about the real Aquilla, and his mother. They both sniffed more than once. They read about different times that Julius had taken care of her, like when she was nine and had to have her tonsils removed.
They read two whole pages about their sex together. Julius went into quite the detail, like he wanted her to remember it too.
�Jesus, Seri. I�m horny now,� Quill admitted.
Seri laughed. �Yeah, I could use that now too,� she agreed, reading the very explicit details of his and Quill�s sex life.
Aquilla sat up from her laying position when she started reading the last of Julius�s message to her.
�Quill, this is going to be as hard for me as it is you. I am presuming that if you are reading this, you are back in New York with your family. Quill, you belong there. I want you to promise me that you will make the best of your life there. Don�t spend your time trying to find me. I want you to find a man when you are ready that will always be there for you. 
I need you to promise me, Quill. Don�t wait for me. I�m not looking for you. I�m letting you go. You deserve more than I am ever going to be able to give you. Be happy, Quill. Please, for me. I love you so much and you will always be my Quill, but I am done hurting you. I am done exposing you to the life that you don�t belong in. 
I�ll never forget you, baby. Not as long as I live. You will always be my Quill. Please know that I am doing this for you. This is the single hardest thing I have ever done in my life. I love you, and I will never forget our time together. I will go to my grave loving you.
Goodbye, baby.
Aquilla hadn�t even realized that she was crying. He was letting her go? He wasn�t coming for her? He didn�t want her to find him? He said goodbye. Did he really just say goodbye to her? She suddenly felt like she had inherited her mother�s asthma. There was no air. She couldn�t breathe.
�Quill?� Seri tried, placing her hand between her shoulder blades.
Aquilla stood up and wiped her face with her shirt. �He doesn�t want me,� she sobbed.
�He didn�t say that. He wants you to have more.�
�Oh God, Seri, now what? I can�t stay here.�
�Quill, sit down.�
�No! I don�t want to sit down. I want out of here!� Quill wailed, with her head back screaming to the top of her lungs.
�Quill, stop it. You�re going to have the whole place over here,� Seri tried, coming to her feet.
Aquilla dropped to her knees and cried. She couldn�t help it. Her whole reason for existing was gone.
�What the hell happened?� Monica yelled with Liz, Reese, and her Aunt Kerri right behind them.
�Julius, we were talking about Julius,� Seri lied.
�Why? You�re not supposed to be talking to her about that stuff,� Monica yelled.
�Don�t fucking touch me!� Aquilla screamed when her mother tried to comfort her. �I have to get out of here. Seri, get me the fuck out of here!!!!� she screamed. She was crazy. She was hysterical.
Seri didn�t have a choice. She had to calm her down. She took her to the ground with flailing arms and legs. Quill gave up after a few moments and sobbed into the freshly mowed grass with Seri�s elbow holding her head down. Seri eased up and held her as Aquilla threw herself in her arms and cried.
Aquilla stayed locked away in her room for the entire day. She wouldn�t eat, wouldn�t drink and did nothing but stare into space, wishing her life was over. She couldn�t comprehend what was happening. She couldn�t comprehend the fact that Julius didn�t want her.
Seri had to spend 20 minutes lying to Monica about their conversation. Monica was pissed. She felt that they had made a lot of progress and Seri had ruined it. She would be back at square one with her.
Seri showered just before nine and joined her in the now dark room. �Go take a shower, Quill.�
�No.�
�What are you going to do, Quill? Are you just going to turn into a cocoon and wither away?�
�I hope so,� Aquilla replied and turned away from her.
�Go take a shower and I will burn one with you.�
Aquilla opened her eyes. Hmmm. She would like to do that. She sat up. �I don�t need a shower,� she said, but did want to smoke.
�Yes, you do. I�m not sleeping with you till you do. I�ll sleep on the couch, and I�m not smoking with you till you do. Go take a shower,� Seri demanded again.
�You�re such a bitch,� Aquilla blurted, grabbing clothes from her bag.
Seri was leaning against the headboard when Aquilla returned. She handed her the lighter and joint as she scooted beside her.
They never spoke while they passed the joint back and forth.
�What am I supposed to do, Seri?� Aquilla finally spoke after refusing the joint. She�d had enough.
�What do you want to do, Quill?�
�What I want doesn�t want me.�
�I don�t know how we read the same thing. That�s not what I heard at all. He�s letting you go because he loves you, Quill. He wants more for you,� Seri explained.
�Have you ever been in love, Seri?� Quill asked, turning to face her.
Seri thought for a second. �Nah, I don�t really do the love thing.�
�Why not? Don�t you want to find that one special person that you can�t live without?�
�No. I�m good in the love department.�
�Why?�
�I don�t know, Quill. Monica says it�s a defense mechanism because I have lost so many people in my life that I loved. She says I have an array of shields covering me to keep from getting too close to anyone. I use men to my advantage.�
�For sex?�
�Yup,� Seri admitted. She knew she probably shouldn�t be disclosing this information to her. She needed guidance and direction.
�So you have sex on the first date?�
Seri snorted.
�What?�
�Nothing, Quill, we were talking about you, not me.�
�No. I want to know. I tell you everything. I even let you read about the things that Julius and I did. You have to tell me, Seri.�
�I don�t date either,� Seri honestly told her mater-of-factly.
�You don�t date, but you have sex with men? I don�t get it.�
�Look, Quill, I wouldn�t call myself normal in that department. I don�t date because I don�t want to know men on a personal basis, hell, I don�t even want to know their name.�
�You just want to fuck?�
�Yes. And don�t you dare tell Monica I confessed that to you. She is already furious with me because of your little meltdown earlier.�
�I�m sorry.�
�Just stay strong, Quill, I�ve never met anyone like you. You�ve got a lot going for you. You�ll find that special someone that you speak of. It doesn�t have to be Julius.�
Aquilla took a deep breath. She didn�t need that special someone. She would take Julius to her grave too. She wouldn�t love anyone like that, EVER. She�d be just like Seri. She would use them. That�s what she would do. Fuck�That would be her new love.
�What are you thinking about, Quill?�
�Nothing, you�re going to leave tomorrow.�
Seri smiled. �But I�m only a phone call away.�
�Are you still going to go after Julius?�
�I feel like Julius has somehow slipped through the cracks. He�s un-locatable.�
Aquilla laughed. �That is so not a word.�
�But it should be.
�Thanks, Seri, for everything. I can�t imagine going through this without you in my court. And even if I can be a bitch, I do appreciate all that you�ve done.�
�You�re welcome, Quill,� Seri smiled, sliding down into the covers. She hit Quill in the face with the extra pillow. �It was probably the orgasm, the fact that I brought you to your knees with a mind blowing orgasm,� she teased.
�Jesus, Seri. Stop doing that. You make me question my sexuality.�
Seri laughed as they both snuggled into bed.
<><><>
Seri got up and got the hell out of dodge before daylight. She couldn�t stand goodbyes. She would send her a text and tell her goodbye in a couple of hours.
Monica didn�t get that one last session she had wanted to get in with Quill because of her breakdown the day before, but told her she would see her three times the next week rather than the planned two. Aquilla was fine with it. She liked Monica.
Aquilla woke to the sound of a crow bellowing right outside her window. She grabbed Seri�s pillow and buried her head. She rose up when she felt the paper in her hand.
�Quill, I hate mushy goodbyes. Call me later,� was the extent of the note.
Aquilla smiled. Seri was gone. She knew she would talk to her and hopefully still see her, but it still wasn�t the same. She was going to miss her like crazy.
She sat up when she heard the tap on her door.
Liz smiled at her and she smiled back. �You okay?� Liz asked, still worried about the day before.
�Yes. I�m fine.�
�Do you want something to eat? We have to get going. Reese and Lil have cheerleading practice.�
�Yeah, I�m starving.� She was starving. She had refused to eat lunch or dinner the night before.
Liz smiled as Quill slid off the bed, pulled on a pair of shorts and flipped her long hair into a messy bun on the back of her head.
Aquilla felt a little ashamed as she walked out to the deck with her mom. The whole family was there. They had all witnessed her little episode and she was a little embarrassed by it. Nobody made her feel bad about it. They talked as if nothing had happened. Quill was glad, not that she thought any of them would have had the nerve to mention it, but still.
Quill ate two plates of the scrambled eggs and three slices of toast with her grandmother�s strawberry jam. It was delicious, either that or she was really that hungry.
Aquilla tried to get away without all the hugs. It didn�t work. They all went down the line and hugged her along with Reese and her mother. As soon as her Uncle Jake was finished, she jumped in the passenger seat. That was enough of that.
Aquilla was quiet all the way back to their house. She rolled her eyes more than once at the two giggly girls in the backseat. By the time the hour and half drive was over, she was ready to pull her hair out, or theirs. She and Seri did text back and forth several times, and she talked to her mother when she would ask a question, other than that, she stared blankly out the window.
<><><>
Aquilla settled in as much as she could. She spent most of her days alone in her room. She talked to Seri every single day, and met with Monica twice a week. Her mother asked her constantly to go places with them, practices, ball games, dinner, but she wasn�t interested. She wasn�t trying to be difficult, she just didn�t want to do the things with them that they wanted to do. She knew it wasn�t fair, and she was being unfairly angry at the wrong people. She just didn�t know who she should be angry at. Was it Julius for not wanting her? Was it her father for being involved in something that put them in danger? Was it Seri for bringing them down? Was it her mother for letting her be taken? She didn�t know. She was angry at so many people for uncontrollable reasons.
�You ready?� Liz asked, tapping on Quill�s bedroom door.
�I�m ready,� she said looking up from sliding on the new sneakers that she never asked for, �But I still think it�s stupid. I already graduated. I don�t need some aptitude test.�
�You did not graduate, Quill. We�ve talked about this. You have to graduate under Shelby Rimmer. Aquilla doesn�t exist here.�
�Whatever, let�s go,� Aquilla snapped, shoving past her mother. She was sick of having this conversation. She didn�t want to go to some stupid high school with a bunch of drama infested teenagers. They were making her. Her mother even had her dad call and talk to her about it. Like she would listen to him, anymore than her�as if.
�Quill, this test is very important. You need to go in here with all your bearings and do your best. If you don�t do well on this test, you could possibly start in the 10th or 11th grade,� Liz explained as she backed out of the drive.
Aquilla snorted. She wasn�t even going to respond. This lady had no clue. She was oblivious to the fact that she probably had more schooling than she did, and she had a degree. Aquilla�s father paid for only the best teachers and professors since she was four. She had half a notion to go in there and scribble in the circles in five minutes.
Aquilla was led to a room where a very old, frail, looking man sat at the front of the room. He looked sour with a grouchy expression. He nodded to the desk with the test and two sharpened pencils. He explained that she had one hour to complete it and could only use the provided blank pages for figuring, and wouldn�t be permitted to use a calculator. Aquilla didn�t reply and took her seat as her mother saw herself out.
Liz met Connor outside where he waited with coffee. He kissed her on the cheek and gestured toward the bench.
�I miss you,� he said.
�You just saw me two days ago,� she reminded him of their little rendezvous while Reese was at cheerleading practice.
�I want to see you every day. When are these girls going to stay with their father so that I can have you for a whole week?�
�I�m not sure. I don�t want to push Quill into doing anything she doesn�t want to do.�
�Quill doesn�t want to do anything.�
�What�s that supposed to mean?�
�Nothing, Liz, just that you are letting her control everything about you.�
�How so? You have no idea what this is like, Connor. She doesn�t talk to me. She stays locked away in her room. I offered to take her shopping for a new bedroom set the other day to get her out of the twin bed. She wouldn�t even do that. She is refusing to go to school. I don�t know what to do with her.�
Connor placed his arm around her shoulders and pulled her to him, kissing her blonde head. �I�m sorry. I know this has got to be hard for you, and I wish I had answers for you, but I don�t. I do, however, miss you.�
�Do you want to go get something to eat later?� Liz asked, looking up.
Connor kissed her lips. �I can�t. I have to go to my parents for my dad�s birthday. Do you want to come?�
�I will let you know. Reese is going to Lil�s, I�m sure. I just hate leaving Quill alone.�
�Isn�t Quill alone whether you are there or not?�
�Good point.�
Aquilla laid the pencil down 45 minutes later. This test was a joke. If that�s all she needed to graduate in the United States, she was a genius.
�You have 15 more minutes, maybe you want to go over some of the math problems,� the old man who she hadn�t bothered to learn his name suggested.
�Maybe I don�t,� she replied. �Am I done here?�
�Yes, you can be excused Miss Rimmer. We will mail your results.�
�Thanks, and its Miss Chavez,� Aquilla corrected as she exited the room.
Liz stood taken aback when Quill approached. She wasn�t expecting her yet.
�Quill, this is Connor Sheffield. He will be your math teacher.�
�I know who he is. I saw him leave the other night around three in the morning. You really don�t have to sneak out. You are grown adults,� she blurted, not mentioning the math teacher remark. He wouldn�t be teaching her anything. She wasn�t going there. �Can we go?�
Liz gave Connor a deep sigh as he kissed her on the cheek. �Let me know if you want me to pick you up,� he whispered.
�I�ll call you,� she answered, following Quill, who had turned her back and walked away.
�That was rather rude, Quill. You could have just said hello.�
�Why? He doesn�t want to know me anymore than I want to know him, and why do you sneak around to see him? I don�t get it.�
�It�s complicated. He�s Reese�s teacher. I don�t want to make things complicated for her.�
Aquilla rolled her eyes. �You use that as an excuse to keep from getting too close. You don�t want to make things complicated that you creating.�
�What is that supposed to mean?�
�I don�t know. Monica,� she accused. �Forget it.�
�How was the test?�
�Stupid.�
Liz didn�t reply. She couldn�t reply. Her patience was wearing thin. She needed to keep quiet to keep from saying something that she would regret later.
Aquilla heard the roaring coming from the nearby dirt track as she exited the car.
�I think I will go for a walk,� she decided.
�I�m not sure I like that, Quill,� Liz admitted.
Quill blew out a short puff of air. �You don�t like that I want to go for a walk? Would you rather I go up to my room and isolate myself for the night? I have my phone. I�ll be fine,� Aquilla assured her.
�Okay. I�m sorry. Do you want some lunch first?�
�No. I�m not hungry.�
Aquilla walked down the neighborhood sidewalk, removing her sweatshirt and tying it around her hips. She observed the neighborhood as she walked toward the noise. She smiled at two older ladies discussing flowers as she walked. Another man was talking to himself in a garage as he cussed at a lawnmower he was working on. Kids played in front yards and a dog barked at her from a fenced yard.
Quill crossed the street and followed the homemade sign reading Powder Valley. The graveled road was at least a mile long, leading to the track. She didn�t mind, and actually enjoyed it. It was a beautiful day out, and she liked being able to just go for a walk. Her father would have never permitted her to do that.
She sat on a log when she answered her cellphone.
�What�s up, brat?� Seri asked.
Aquilla smiled. �Not much, going for a walk. What are you up to?�
�Trying to do girl things.�
�Girl things?�
�Yeah, you know, dust, run the sweeper, laundry, all the shit girls are expected to do.�
�No, I really don�t know about that stuff. I had servants, remember?�
�Oh, yeah, I keep forgetting that you were a spoiled little rich bitch. How�d the test go?�
�It was gravy. I could have taken it with my eyes closed.�
�What is that noise?� Seri wanted to know.
�I�m on a gravel road where that race track is. I�m gonna walk back there and check it out.�
�Is it safe?�
�I don�t know. If it�s not, I�ll just have to kick some ass.�
Seri laughed. �Good point. Okay. Stay out of trouble. I�ll talk to you later.�
�Okay, see ya.�
Aquilla ignored the no trespassing sign during restricted hours. She walked through where you would stop and buy your tickets to get in and around the bleachers. She stood in front of the bleachers with her fingers clasped through the fence wire while she watched the one and only car.
She had never been to a race track, but was sure this was in the lower class of the sport. The only car that had a green number 18 looked more like a piece of junk than a race car. It spitted and sputtered as the guy tried to get it up to speed on the straight stretch.
She noticed a couple of other guys working on cars in the pits as the driver pulled right up to the fence. He killed the loud engine and slid out the window. She wondered why he climbed out the window rather than opening the door.
�Can I help you with something?� he asked.
�No. I was just watching,� she replied.
�You�re not really supposed to be here when were closed,� he smiled.
�Why? Do you own the place?� she smartly asked.
�Yeah, well, sort of, not really, my uncle owns it. Hey�I know you. You�re that kidnapped girl, Shelby Rimmer,� he announced, recognizing her from the news.
�I�m not Shelby Rimmer. My name�s Quill.�
�Patchette,� he offered, sticking his finger through the fence for a shake. It was the only thing that would fit.
Aquilla locked her index finger and quickly shook. �Patchette? What kind of name is that?�
�What kind of name is Quill?� he countered. She laughed. �Patchette�s my last name.�
�You don�t use your first name?�
�It�s Eugene. Would you?� he smiled.
�No, I would go by Patchette too.�
�Okay. Well, I guess its okay if you watch, just don�t steal anything, litter, graffiti or flush tampons down the toilet. I hate digging that nasty shit out.�
�Yeah, sure,� she laughed.
She sat on the bottom bleacher and watched as another car joined him. She found herself rooting for him as they drove neck and neck on the straight parts of the track. She wanted to watch a real race. It was exciting and she couldn�t imagine watching a track full of cars doing it.
Liz- You okay? She read the text.
Quill- yeah, fine.
Liz- I am going to head out for a friend�s birthday party. Do you want to come? 
Quill- No.
Liz- Okay. I won�t be late. Head back soon.
Fuck you.
Quill- Yeah, okay.
Quill started back about an hour later. She wanted to make sure her mother had plenty of time to leave before she got back. It looked like the guys were done running around the track anyway. They had both retired to the pits. She walked down the gravel road, pulling prairie grass and letting it run through her fingers as she walked.
Quill stepped to the side when she heard the loud exhaust, turning slightly to see a big white Ford with wide tires and lots of chrome.
�Need a ride?� Patchette asked, rolling down his window.
�No, thanks, I don�t live far from here,� she replied.
�Okay, come back tomorrow night and you can watch me take first,� he offered.
�Thanks, I might just do that,� she lied. She knew that her mother wasn�t going to let her walk there after dark. She should get her license.
Aquilla showered and lay on the couch, watching Law and Oder. She loved that show, and USA was having a marathon. She could watch all 15 seasons and never watch a rerun. The lead character, Olivia, reminded her of Seri, minus the fact that Seri was sinfully beautiful.
She loved being home alone. She could easily live alone. She felt content being home alone, and would find her own place in a heartbeat if she wasn�t under her mother�s custody. She made herself a can of vegetable and rice soup and sat on the sofa, engrossed in why this guy was killing college students.
It was only nine o�clock when Liz got home. Jesus. Why couldn�t she stay out longer? Quill was into her new favorite show and didn�t want to be interrupted by her mother�s need to talk. She was beginning to wish she hadn�t refused the television for her room.
�You could have stayed out later,� Quill assured her in a pleasant tone.
�I was afraid you�d get lonely. What are you doing?�
Hmmm, could she not see what she was doing? Did it really need an explanation?
�Just watching television.�
�You watch this show a lot,� Liz said, turning to the TV.
�Yeah, I love it. I think I should be a forensic scientist or something, maybe I�ll follow in Seri�s footsteps,� she added, turning back to her show.
�I think I would feel better if you followed in mine or your fathers,� Liz, admitted, slipping her heels to the floor. She didn�t like the thought of her doing what Seri did one bit.
�Hmm, let�s see,� she said, holding both hands in the air as scales. �I could be around a bunch of snot nose six year olds all day,� she said moving one hand higher or, �I could sit in an office and scheme up catchy phrases for advertising,� she countered, moving the other hand up right before dropping them both.
Liz didn�t reply. It was best she didn�t. �Your dad is coming to take you and Reese out for supper and a movie tomorrow night,� she explained instead.
�Great,� Quill replied sarcastically as she turned her attention back to her show.
<><><>
Aquilla, of course, hung out in her room the entire next day, waiting for her so called father to arrive and happily spend the evening with him and her annoying sister. Something had to give. She couldn�t take much more family bonding.
She called Seri and complained. Seri told her to stop being a baby and go spend the evening with her family.
�You said I could come and visit you for a week,� Aquilla reminded her.
�I did. I will talk to your mother this week and arrange it. It can�t be for a couple of weeks because of work stuff, but I promise, I will organize it.�
�I have to go. Liz is yelling for me. I�ll call you later,� Aquilla said.
�Alright, go have fun with your dad and sister,� Seri tried.
�Yeah, okay,� Aquilla replied with the best sarcastic tone she could muster.
�Dad, this party has been planned all summer. You always do this. You don�t show up for a month and then expect me to just drop my plans and do what you want when you show up out of the blue,� Reese complained as Quill descended the stairs.
�Your mother was supposed to tell you,� he countered.
�She did. LAST NIGHT! That�s hardly a notice.�
�I think you should let her go with her friends,� Quill coaxed, more for her benefit than Reese�s.
�Thanks,� Reese offered.
�Where is this party, and who�s going to be there?� he asked, giving in.
�It�s at Chloe�s house. A lot of people are going to be there and yes, it will be supervised. The boys have to leave by ten and the girls are all camping out.�
Emmanuel looked to Liz to see if he was doing the right thing. She stood with crossed arms and nodded.
�Fine,� he cracked.
�Yes!� Reese exclaimed, throwing her arms around his neck.
�Do you need a ride?� he asked, hugging her back and kissing her hair.
�No. I�m going to call Lil and tell her to stop and get me on her way. Thanks dad,� she added, disappearing upstairs to gather her things.
�Looks like it�s you and me, kid,� he said, turning to Quill.
�Do you mind if we don�t go out to eat or to a movie?� she asked.
�Not at all, did you have something in mind?�
�I kind of wanted to go to that race track and watch the race.�
Emmanuel raised his eyebrows in surprise. �Really? Okay, we can do that. I wish you would have told me. I would have gotten us tickets to a real race.�
�I�m fine with that one,� she assured him.
�Well, let�s go racing then,� he smiled. �You ready? We have time to eat before the race. I thought we would go to that little Italian place by the school, figured they would have more pasta and green stuff for you,� he joked about her vegetarian status.
�Yeah, I�m ready,� she said, grabbing her jacket.
�Are you staying in town tonight, Manny?� Liz asked.
�No, I have to head back. Why?�
�Just curious, if you�re home before me, lock the door,� Liz told Quill.
�Okay,� Quill replied, trying not to sound as sarcastic as she felt.
�Where are you going?� Emmanuel asked, turning to Liz.
Liz gave him a look without an answer, warning him that it was none of his business.
<><><>
Emmanuel didn�t let Quill have a nice quiet dinner. He talked her ear off, asked a million questions, and rattled on and on about his job that she thought sounded tedious and boring.
Aquilla was surprised by the amount of cars in line for the race. She didn�t think there would be that many people at a place like that.
Her dad paid their way in and followed her to the middle bleachers, front and center. She found herself looking to the pits for the green number 18. She didn�t see him, but there were so many cars down there now that he was probably in the middle or the other end or something.
The first race was some kind of like dune buggy cars that her dad explained were called midget cars. It was fast, loud and exciting. She loved it. The next race was a truck race, which she didn�t care for, and then finally, the stock cars, which her father had to also explain.
Aquilla saw the fluorescent green 18 against the white car door, but it wasn�t the same car. She wasn�t sure if it was Patchette or not. Maybe he was just practicing in an old car. This one looked nice, like a real race car should look.
She knew it was him when the announcer called out the names and the positions of the 21 cars.
�Sitting in the 4th position is Patch Eugene Patchette, but don�t let him hear you call him Eugene,� he announced. Aquilla smiled when she saw his middle finger out the side of his window net.
Aquilla felt like she was in a horror movie. The cars were so fast and she was silently rooting for Patchette. Her adrenalin was pumping like mad, watching the speed in front of her. Patchette was back and forth with car number 3. He would get around him and then get passed. Aquilla was inaudibly cussing and calling him an idiot every time he let the other guy pass him, always in turn four. Turn four, which on the last lap, he let number 3 do it again and came in second. What an idiot.
Aquilla�s dad asked if he wanted her to come in, seeing the dark house, and knowing her mother was probably with her teacher friend.
�No, I�m just going to take a shower and watch television. Thanks for taking me to the race. I enjoyed it,� she smiled.
He smiled back. �You�re welcome. I was thinking of not taking a shower. I think I might just plant grass seed in my hair and see what happens,� he teased.
Aquilla laughed and thanked him again.
She knew what he meant by the grass seed when she looked into the mirror. No wonder her mother complained about the dust. She looked like a raccoon and could feel the layer of dirt on her skin. She didn�t care. She loved it, and would be back there every Saturday night for the rest of the summer.

Chapter 16

Aquilla continued to do her own thing which consisted of Law and Order and reading everything she could about dirt track racing. She figured if she was going to become a regular, she may as well learn the game.
She was sitting out on the front porch reading on her laptop when her mother came out with a glass of lemonade and sat beside her, handing her one.
�Guess what I got in the mail today,� she smiled.
�What?� Aquilla asked, sipping her drink.
�Your test results. You�re kind of a genius,� she smiled, proudly.
�Does that mean I don�t have to go to school?� she asked, hopeful.
�Nope, I still want you to experience that,� she assured her.
Aquilla started to argue when Reese pulled up with Lil and her brother. Reese introduced her to Blain with a big smile. Quill could tell that she was crushing on him. VOMIT�
�Blain is a senior too, Quill,� Liz explained.
Aquilla only nodded. She already didn�t like him. He looked at her like he wanted to devour her. His wandering eyes didn�t go unnoticed. He was cute in a baby kind of cute. She wasn�t the least bit attracted to him. She suddenly wanted to go for a walk when she heard the roar of an engine in a distance.
�What are you doing, Reese?�
�We�re going to the movies.�
�You�re welcome to come along if you want,� Blain offered, smiling at Quill.
�Yeah, Quill. Why don�t you go hang out with your sister and her friends tonight?�
Reese�s disapproving look didn�t go unnoticed either. She didn�t want her to go, Quill could tell.
�No, I think I�m going to go for a walk,� she said, closing the laptop and walking in to get her shoes.
Liz followed her inside.
�I�m going to step out for a bit. You going to be okay here?� she asked.
Freaking Reese, who was two years younger, spent every waking moment running with her friends, and she was the one treated like the five year old.
�Yes. What is it that you think I am going to do?� she angrily asked. And why the hell did she think she had to hide her boyfriend? Aquilla could have cared less what she was doing.
�Nothing, Quill, I was just asking.�
�Sorry,� she said, tying her shoes.
She didn�t look at Blain, knowing he was watching her as she jumped the two steps and headed toward the track.
<><><>
Patchette wasn�t there. It was another car running laps. She felt a little disappointment for whatever reason. It wasn�t that she found him attractive or anything. She didn�t even really know what he looked like. He had been in some sort of jumpsuit the first and only time she had seen him.
She leaned against the fence with one shoulder as she watched the guy spin around the track.
�Hey feather,� she heard the male voice and turned to see Patchette in low rise jeans, wearing a t-shirt with the sides cut out. His hair was dark and sweaty, messy, probably from a helmet.
�Feather?� Aquilla asked.
He smiled, tilting his pack of M&Ms, letting them pour into his mouth.
�Sorry. I know it has something to do with a bird. I forget your name.�
Aquilla laughed. �Quill,� she offered. �Glad a made an impression,� she teased.
�Oh you did, just not your name,� he admitted, looking her up and down, not trying to be discrete about it.
He took a step toward her and offered his candy.
�No thanks. I saw you race the other night,� she admitted.
�You did?� he asked surprised. �You were here?�
�Yeah, you did okay,� she said, not sounding impressed.
�Okay? I came in second. That�s more than okay. There were 21 cars on that track,� he informed, nodding toward the track.
�But you could have taken first if you wouldn�t have been riding the outside of turn four. I was watching you. You took the inside of every turn except that one,� she nodded, �and that was the only one he was able to pass you, pretty stupid when it�s the last turn before the finish line, eh?�
�How many races have you attended?� he asked, sitting on the bottom bleacher, resting his elbows on his knees.
Quill noticed the bulkiness in his arms. �One,� she smiled, sitting beside him.
�Then you�re an expert,� he assured her, bumping her shoulder.
He smelled of manly sweat and some sort of lingering cologne.
�Wanna go for a ride?� he asked.
�On the track?� she asked, a little too excited.
�Yeah, where else did you think I was talking about?�
�Hell yeah,� she exclaimed, not trying to hide the excitement.
He smiled and stood, leading her back around the bleachers by his hand on the small of her back.
�Where are we going, I thought we were going down there?�
�We are,� he nodded toward the dirt bike. �You didn�t think we were going to walk all the way down there did you?�
She shrugged. �I just walked two miles to get here,� she replied.
Patchette threw his long leg over first and started the bike. He nodded to the back of the seat after kick starting the bike.
Aquilla kept her hands on her legs until he told her to hold on. She gripped his tight abs and he tromped on the throttle, bringing the front wheel off the ground. She screamed and tightened her grip.
He laughed. �Don�t worry, I�m not going to wreck you.�
Patchette drove them to the middle of the pits where a few other guys stood around talking about engines.
�Quill, this is Ricky, Kemp, and Chaz,� Patchette said, nodding to each one of his friends. They were all friendly to her and she was happily surprised that they didn�t ask about her kidnapping and being all over the news.
�I�m going to take Quill for a ride,� he informed them.
The one that he introduced as Ricky tossed her a helmet. �You should probably wear that if you�re riding with Patchette,� he assured her.
�Fuck you, where�d you come in Saturday night?� Patchette asked.
�My sway bar broke,� Ricky said as an excuse.
�I�m not going to wreck you, but put it on anyway,� he ordered.

Patchette started out slow, only picking up speed on the straight stretch.
�You ready for some speed?� he asked, smiling over at her.
She nodded with a big smile.
He smiled back and gunned the gas pedal. Her head was gravity forced to the back of the seat. She squealed in pure adrenalin excitement.
He did five, very fast laps before slowing down.
�That was fucking awesome!� she exclaimed.
He laughed. �And you have a potty mouth,� he countered.
�I do have a potty mouth. I can�t help it.�
�What do you mean you can�t help it? You can�t help what you say?�
�I could. I don�t want to. I love the word fuck,� she admitted, staring at him with narrowed eyes. What the fuck was she doing? Was she attracted to this guy?
He laughed. �I�m glad you�re honest,� he said, sliding out the window and coming to her side. He unsnapped the net window and took her hand to help her out. �I like to fuck to, I mean the word fuck,� he rephrased in a low voice.
�I like to do that too,� she replied in her own sensual tone, as she placed her hands on his shoulders and slid down his body, climbing out. She noticed the shocked expression that he was trying to hide. She didn�t care. She wasn�t playing this small town damsel game. She was who she was, and if he didn�t like it, she would move on. Kemp was pretty cute.
Aquilla hung out with the four guys all afternoon, mostly watching them work on cars and talk about engine parts that she had no clue what they were. She and Patchette stared at each other more than once. Okay. She was definitely attracted or horny, but nonetheless, he would do.
By seven o�clock, the two of them were alone in the pits as the sun started to disappear behind the trees. Patchette leaned against his car with crossed ankles. He removed his ball cap and ran his fingers through his hair.
�You�re only 17,� he said, studying her.
�I�m 18. Shelby Rimmer is 17. I haven�t been her since I was three,� she assured him, leaning against the car parked beside his. �How old are you?�
�23, and you�re still 17, according to your parents, who I am sure wouldn�t approve of me.�
Aquilla boldly walked toward him, leaning into his body and looked up to him. �I don�t really tell my parents anything about me,� she assured him. �We don�t really talk at all, actually.�
�What are you doing here, Quill?� he asked, looking down at her.
�You want the truth or would you rather I lie?� she asked.
�Truth, always.�
She ran her hand behind his neck, playing with his curls. �Remember our conversation about fucking earlier?� she asked. She didn�t care. She wasn�t doing the whole love, emotional shit again. She wanted one thing and he could give it to her.
�Jesus, girl!� he exclaimed, ducking away from her.
She snorted. �Yeah, I kind of figured as much. I�ll see you around,� she said, turning to leave.
He grabbed her wrist. �Slow down, Quill,� he softly spoke. He wasn�t sure why he did it. It wasn�t what was on his mind at all, but he bent and kissed her lips, softly at first and then more forcefully. She parted her lips and brushed his lip with her tongue. He moaned and devoured her mouth with his tongue.
She didn�t feel the fireworks or get that jittery feeling in her stomach like she did when Julius kissed her. She wondered if she would ever have that feeling again.
Patchette pulled away, and stared into her blue eyes. �I�m not going to fuck you,� he assured her in a low tone.
�Okay,� she said nonchalantly, shrugging her shoulders. She didn�t care. He wasn�t the only guy around there.
�Let me take you out to eat or something,� he offered. He couldn�t help it. He wasn�t raised that way. He wasn�t about to bend her over the hood of his car and fuck her. Plus, he had questions. Was she this promiscuous because of something that happened to her while she was with her captor?
Fuck. She didn�t want to go eat with him. She just wanted the sex. That�s what Seri did. She wanted to do that too. �It�s okay, Patch. You don�t have to wine and dine me. I get it. Don�t worry about it. I should go.�
�Will you come back tomorrow?� he asked.
�Don�t you work?� she asked, wondering why he spent all of his time at the track.
He laughed. �Yeah, I work. I keep the grounds mowed, the track up, the restrooms clean and working, pay the bills, order all the food for the concession stand, and whatever else needs done around here.�
�Where�s your uncle?� she wondered.
�He lives in Michigan; he doesn�t really come around here much anymore.�
�Oh,� she wasn�t sure what to say. She was, however, sure that she had just insulted him.
�Come on. I�ll give you a lift,� he said, gesturing toward his big truck. He must make money. He had a nice truck.
Aquilla hopped in, having to climb up into the thing. It was huge.
He drove her to her door. She was glad that the lights were still off. She didn�t want to have to explain him to her mother. It would have been bad. She was sure she wouldn�t have been able to keep from telling her to mind her own business.
�You coming around tomorrow?� he asked before she hopped down.
�Maybe,� she replied. She wasn�t working on his or anyone else�s clock, although she knew she would go.
He smirked. �I�ll see ya later.�
�See ya.�
<><><>
Aquilla did see him the next day, and the next and the next. She didn�t go for the gold again, and decided to back off a little. She�d win. She wasn�t expecting to like him as much as she did. He was funny, cute, and raced cars, which she found extremely sexy.
�Go out with me tomorrow night,� he coaxed before letting her out of the truck on Thursday night.
�Go out with you where?� she asked, seeing the porch light and then her mother�s nosey eyes through a crack in the curtain.
�I don�t know. We�ll go eat a steak or something.�
�Um, I don�t really eat meat,� she explained.
�Fine, we�ll go eat rabbit food. Go out with me,� he begged.
�Where do you live?�
�Over on Whirl. I�m not taking you there,� he assured her.
�Why, you live with your mommy or something?� she teased.
�No. I live in a house. I�m afraid of you. I can�t be alone with you.�
Aquilla laughed. She moved over and kissed his neck. �You should be afraid of me,� she whispered hot words to his neck, hoping like hell her mother couldn�t see in the dark truck. �Pick me up at seven,� she ordered, and slid out of his truck.
�Who was that, Quill?� Liz asked still standing at the door waiting for her to come in.
�Just a guy from the track, he�s taking me out to eat tomorrow evening.�
�Don�t you think we should discuss this? Who is he?�
Oh boy. Here it comes. �No. I don�t think we need to discuss anything. I assure you, I can take care of myself.�
�Quill, I�m not going to let you just go off in some truck with a guy that I don�t know.�
�It�s Eugene Patchette,� Reese offered. �He runs the track. Blain says he�s a pothead.�
Really? Fucker wasn�t sharing with her.
�I know who he is, and he probably is a pothead. His uncle Mack was always a pothead. I went to school with him. No. Quill, you�re not going out with him.�
Aquilla snorted and walked up the steps. �Try to stop me,� she said with a vengeance and continued on her way.
She showered and then saw the four missed calls from Seri. She was going to dress and call her back. Seri didn�t give her time.
�What the hell, Quill? I thought things were going good there,� Seri started as soon as Quill answered.
�Let me guess. Liz called you?�
�Yes, she did. You�re not going out with that guy. Your mother says he�s a druggy.�
�My mother doesn�t even know him. And furthermore, he�s never done anything in front of me, so how does she know anything? She knew his uncle.�
�Who is this guy, Quill? I thought you told me everything.�
�He�s just a guy that I have been hanging out with at the track. He�s nice.�
�Do you like him? It didn�t take you long to get over Julius. What the hell?�
�Fuck you, Seri. Julius doesn�t want me. I like him just fine. Is he my can�t live without guy? Fuck no. I�m going to use him, just like you do. He�s going to fuck me tomorrow night whether he wants to or not.�
�Shit, Quill. Don�t do that,� Seri begged. She knew she shouldn�t have disclosed that information. Monica was going to kill her.
�Why? You do.�
�And I�m not normal. Give the Blain guy a try. Your mom said he was hot on your tail, and he was cute. Go out with him. His dad is a dentist.�
�Fuck that. That boy wouldn�t know what to do with me.�
�How old is this guy, Quill?�
�23, what does that have to do with anything?�
�Let me come and get you tomorrow and you can hang out with me for a week.�
�Okay, and I will just wait a week before I fuck Patch. Stop it, Seri. I�m a big girl; I can take care of myself.�
�You�re going to go let some grown man use you for a piece of ass, Quill?� Seri yelled, trying to talk some since into her thick skull.
�No. That�s not what I�m doing. I�m going to use him, just like you do, Seri. What? Now you�re a hypocrite?�
�Oh my God, Quill. Will you stop with that? You�re better than that. Don�t degrade yourself like that.�
�I�ll call you tomorrow. I want to get dressed.�
�Quill, please don�t do this.�
�Goodbye Seri.�
Really??? Seri was going to jump on the bandwagon now too. Grrrr.
Quill wanted to stay in her room and not go back downstairs, but she was starving and the shared bag of Frito�s with Patch had worn off a long time ago.
She went to the refrigerator and took out a yogurt and peeled a banana, of course Liz had to follow.
�Can we talk about this, Quill?�
�Talk about what? It�s dinner for God�s sake. What do you think I am going to do? I grew up with drugs, I know what drugs are. I probably know more about them than you do, and if its sex you�re worried about, you really shouldn�t be. That too, I am sure I know more about than you do.�
�Quill, you don�t have to be disrespectful to me. I didn�t come in here to tell you that you couldn�t go. I came in to tell you I�d like to meet him first.�
Well, fuck.
Aquilla sighed and dropped to the chair in front of her mom.
�I�m sorry. I just get mad when you try to tell me what to do. I don�t need that.�
�I am your mother, Quill. I�ve given as much as I can give. Do you honestly think I like calling you Quill? I hate it. You�re not Quill. You are Shelby Rimmer. I have given you your way with that. I don�t mention how much I despise the man that took you because I know that you loved him. I don�t say one word about this Julius guy, and I am sure you know so much about sex, thank you to Julius Chavez. I�m doing all I know to do here, Quill, which is pretty much give you your way.�
Quill suddenly felt guilty. It wouldn�t last. She�d learned that pretty quickly. She�d be back to being Quill the very next morning, but at that given moment, she did feel bad. She knew her mother was trying to bend over backwards to please her, and she squashed it every chance she got.
�I�m sorry. He�s a nice guy, and I swear I have never seen him doing drugs. He doesn�t seem like the type to me,� she replied, not that she knew what type of people did drugs. She smoked weed with Seri and she worked for the feds. She smoked weed with Monica and she worked for the feds and had a PhD.
�Can I meet him? And, I would like to know where he is taking you.�
�Sure. I�ll tell him he has to come to the door, and I don�t know where he is taking me. He said something about rabbit food.�
Liz smiled and patted her hand. �Would you like to go shopping tomorrow for a new outfit for your date?�
�Hmmm, maybe, yeah I think I would. Thanks,� she offered, dipping her banana into the yogurt.
�Why do you do that? That�s so gross,� Liz assured her.
Quill laughed and did it again.
<><><>
Great, the whole fucking family had to tag along. Quill was pissed when she witnessed the conversation over breakfast. Not only was Reese tagging along, so was her dumb little friend. Not just Lil, some girls named Molly, Shawna, Jena, and Sierra too. Not to mention the boys, including none other than Blain. Quill didn�t want to go anymore.
She didn�t understand. Her mother wanted to spend quality time with her but was making her go hang out with a bunch of teenagers. Yeah, forget the fact that she was a teenager herself; she didn�t see it that way.
�Relax, Quill. Blain and Lil are picking Reese up, and you and I are going in my car,� Liz said, easing the trepidation that she could read all over her face.
�What? I don�t care,� she lied. �Can I get my driver�s license?� she asked, standing to pour more coffee.
�I wish you wouldn�t drink coffee, you�re going to stunt your growth, and we can talk to your dad about getting your license.�
�I�ve always drank coffee, and why do we need to talk to him? He doesn�t even live here.�
�Your father and I have always discussed things like that. Just because he doesn�t live here doesn�t mean he�s still not your father.�
�I said I wanted bacon for breakfast. Why isn�t there any bacon?� Reese interrupted.
�Quill doesn�t like bacon and it�s not good for you anyway.�
Reese rolled her eyes. She was so sick of everyone bowing down to Quill. �Of course,� she sarcastically spoke. �Let�s stop eating pizza too. You know how much I hate that.�
�Fuck you, Reese. Eat fucking bacon. I could care less what you do,� Quill snapped.
�Shelby!� Liz yelled.
�Don�t fucking call me that!� Aquilla turned with a reprisal glare.
�You stop talking like that. We don�t use that kind of language in this house, and by George, you�re not going to either!� Liz had enough. She cracked. She couldn�t help it. She had been doing everything under the sun to please this girl, nothing worked. Nothing she did seemed to get through to her.
�Oh, okay, LIZ�I will just use words like by George,� Aquilla retaliated, slamming her chair into the table. She stormed out of the kitchen and up to the bedroom that she hated.
She dug into the closet and pulled the thick envelope full of money from a jacket pocket. She hadn�t touched it since she hid it there when Seri was still there. She ran her thumb over the hundred dollar bills, wondering how much money was in a one inch stack of hundred dollar bills. She was sure it was enough to get her the hell out of here.
Aquilla shoved the envelope in the back of her jeans and ignored her ringing phone with the word DAD displayed across the screen. Of course, call the man you call my father. Fuck this shit. Fuck all of you.
She ignored Seri�s and then Monica�s calls as she shoved her cellphone in her pocket and walked downstairs.
�You�re not leaving this house, Quill,� Liz warned.
�Yes, I am,� she demanded, going to the door.
�Really? You think your fuck buddy is going to stop me. I could kill him with my bare hands,� she assured her, seeing the black pickup truck pull into the drive.
�Quill, stop this. We don�t need to do this,� Liz begged.
�Let her go!� Reese yelled.
�What�s going on, Quill?� Connor asked from the door.
She really called her boyfriend to come and calm her down. Quill couldn�t believe that she called him. What did she think he was going to do?
�It�s obvious that I�m not wanted here. Just let me leave, and you can get on with your happy little family.�
�You�re not leaving, Quill,� Liz stood her ground.
Aquilla shook her head in total outright disbelief. Who the fuck did she think she was?
�Reese, your ride is here,� Liz announced, looking past Connor.
�I�m not leaving you here with her,� Reese determined.
What the fuck? Was she really afraid that Quill would hurt her? Stupid little cunt.
�Seri�s on her way to get her for few days. I�m fine. Go be with your friends,� Liz coaxed, wanting her out of there and away from the Quill drama.
Aquilla couldn�t believe it. She walked past Reese, deciding to go back to her room. �Yeah, Reese, I�m going to go with Seri for a few days. Don�t worry about it, it�s what she does. When the going gets tough, she pawns her kids off on somebody else to deal with.�
Reese swung at her and of course Quill was a lot faster. She grabbed her arm, spun her around and lifted her arm toward her shoulder blades.
�AHHH!� Reese squealed in pain.
�Let her go, Quill!� Connor demanded, coming after her.
Quill let her go and tossed her toward Connor.
�Don�t fucking touch me,� she demanded in a karate stance, ready to take him down.
�I�m not going to touch you, Quill. Calm down and go to your room.�
�Humph, I think you may just be the smartest one in the whole fucking bunch,� Quill replied, turned on her heels and went upstairs. She heard her mother tell Reese to go again. She hesitated, listening at the door. She heard her mother sob, and knew that Connor was holding her. She quietly moved to the top of step to listen.
�I don�t know what to do, Connor,� Liz cried.
�What happened?� he asked, stroking her hair.
�I have no idea. She and Reese got into it and she just went off. She�s right, Connor. I don�t want Seri to come and get her now. I don�t want her to think that I am shoving my responsibility off on someone else.�
�Let her go for a couple days. That doesn�t mean you are passing your responsibility on someone else. It just means you need a breather.�
Aquilla hid her stack of bills back in the jacket pocket and stayed in her room until she saw Seri pull up about an hour later. She watched Connor get in his truck and leave when Seri arrived. She cracked her bedroom door to listen to the bullshit that her mother was going to disclose to Seri.
�What the hell happened, Liz?� Seri asked, closing the door.
�I have no idea, Seri. She was fine. We were planning on going shopping for her date with this thug that I don�t approve of. Nothing good hangs out at that track, but I wasn�t going to stop her. I asked her if she wanted to go shopping for her date and she said she did. She and Reese got into it at breakfast and she just exploded.� Liz spent 20 minutes telling her the things Quill had said and done.
�I was almost afraid of her for a second, Seri. Does she fight?�
Seri made a grunt noise. �That girl should be made to register those damn arms and legs as lethal. I�m going to go talk to her,� Seri announced. Quill closed her door and sat on her bed. Seri didn�t knock and slammed her door as she entered. She was pissed.
�What the fuck is wrong with you?�
�Don�t, Seri. This has nothing to do with you.�
�Pack a bag,� Seri demanded. She couldn�t talk to her yet. She was too mad.
Aquilla could tell she was pissed. She had never seen her so pissed. She did as she was told and threw some clothes into her bag. Shit. She wished she would have gotten the money from the jacket. What if she decided to run and not come back? Could she take the heavy jacket without Seri being suspicious? It was the middle of June and unneeded. No. She couldn�t take it without Seri being guarded. She would ask.
�Quill, I will see you in a couple of days. I�m not pawning you off on anyone. I want you here. I love you so much, and I want things to be good between us,� Liz said, holding both her shoulders for her to look at her. Quill wouldn�t do it. She kept a clinched jaw with her eyes turned toward the fire mantel and all of Reese�s happy little growing up portraits.
Quill moved around her without a word and walked out to Seri�s car.
�I�ll call you,� Seri assured her.
Seri didn�t say a word for at least 20 minutes.
Quill texted Patch while she waited for the silence to be over.
Quill � Sorry� Rain check.
Patch � What? Why?
Quill � Had to go to New York for a few days.
Patch � You�re not going to watch me race tomorrow?
Quill � Not unless you�re going to be on TV. We�ll get together next week.
Patch � Can I call you later?
Quill � Probably, I will text you.
�Who are you texting?� Seri finally spoke.
�What? You�re talking to me now?�
�I shouldn�t be. What the hell, Quill?�
�I cussed a little, big fucking deal. You talk like that all the time.�
�Not around your mother, and you did more than just say a couple of bad words. Did you grab Reese and put her in a Kimura?�
�She fucking swung at me. Why are you taking their side? You weren�t even there. I put her in a Kimura to keep from hurting her.�
�And what did you say for her to want to swing at you.�
Well fuck�.
�Nothing, just forget it.�
�You know that temper is going to get you into a whole heap of trouble, don�t you.�
Aquilla didn�t want to be with Seri anymore. She didn�t want to be with anyone. Why couldn�t she just be 18? She stared out the window and refused to answer any more of Seri�s stupid questions. Seri gave up after a bit and turned the radio up loud, blaring Molly Hatchett.
Seri bypassed the busy part of New York City and pulled into a parking garage of an older, tall building.
�You live here? I thought you live in the city?� Quill asked, surprised by the slum looking neighborhood.
�I never told you I live in the city. I told you that I lived in Coral. It�s still part of the city, just out a bit. What do you want to eat? I�m starving,� Seri asked, as they exited the car.
�I don�t care,� she replied, deciding that she too was starving.
�Let�s take your bags in and we�ll go across the street to Bangers,� Seri offered.
�Bangers?�
�Yeah, it�s a Japanese joint with a sushi bar.�

Chapter 17

�Monica is picking you up tomorrow. You�re staying overnight with her,� Seri informed, drying her hair on a towel as she exited the only bathroom.
�Why? I don�t want to stay with her.�
�You know what, Quill? Despite the fact that Romano Chavez gave you everything you ever wanted, it doesn�t work that way. You don�t get everything you want. Try earning something for once in your life, like respect,� Seri snapped. She had enough of the spoiled little Quill too.
�You don�t know shit about what I had growing up. I never watched a movie until I was 14. I never went to a park my entire life. When I asked to go play at a park that we passed when I was six, my father had a swing set installed inside the house where I would be safe. I never stepped foot into a gymnasium, played with other kids, ate a fucking slice of pizza, don�t you fucking make assumptions that you have no clue about.�
�You can do anything you want to do now, Quill. I don�t understand why you have to be so disrespectful to your mother. She is trying, you�re not,� Seri accused, taking a joint from a small wooden box on a nearby bookshelf. She sat beside Quill on the sofa and lit it. �Stop trying to come off as a badass and accept your family,� Seri pleaded, handing her the lit joint.
Aquilla hit it and slumped back on the sofa.
They smoked almost the whole thing while Seri tried her best to get through to her.
�I still don�t want to stay at Monica�s. Why can�t I just go talk to her and come back here?�
�I don�t know. I�m not the doctor. Monica wants you to stay with her.�
�Whatever,� Aquilla pouted.
�No, Quill. It�s not whatever. The world doesn�t revolve around you.�
�Why do you keep saying shit like that? I don�t think it does. I just don�t want to be a fucking Rimmer.�
�That. That right there is why I keep saying shit like that. You are a Rimmer, Quill. That is your family, like it or not.�
�I choose not. I�m tired. Where am I sleeping?�
�I only have one bed. You�re either sleeping with me or you can have the sofa.�
�I�m not sleeping out here without you. You don�t live in the best neighborhood.�
�I can take care of myself,� Seri assured her.
�And so can I,� Aquilla retorted and left her for a shower.
<><><>
Seri had no groceries at all. The two of them ate a bagel at one of the local shops, and had a salad from McDonalds for lunch. Aquilla was still complaining when Monica picked her up at six.
�Stop whining. I�ll see you tomorrow afternoon,� Seri chastised.
�When am I going back to my mom�s?�
�I thought you didn�t want to go there.�
�I don�t, but I have a guy and an agenda there.�
�You�re ridiculous. Stay the fuck away from that guy.�
�Why? Because Liz thinks he�s a loser?�
Seri shook her head defeated. �Go, go talk to Monica. I have no idea what to even say to you anymore. She just texted. She�s waiting for you downstairs.
<><><>
Monica�s apartment was a lot nicer than Seri�s. She had nice things, two bedrooms with their own baths, sleek designs in every room, and her living area was spacious with nice furnishings, unlike Seri�s furniture that looked to be used.
Monica made her get comfortable and drilled her for two straight hours on what had gotten into her, why she reacted the way she had, what she expected to come from her episode, and what she would try to do when she felt the urge to go off like that again.
They were just getting ready to go out to a nice restaurant when Monica got a call. She had an emergency hostage situation and had to go to work. Aquilla begged her to take her with her. She wanted to see if it was like Law and Order, but Monica refused.
She gave Quill her key to Seri�s apartment and promised that she would take her out on the town the following night.
Aquilla got out and she sped away. She looked down the sidewalks and thought about going for a walk, but decided against it. She didn�t know if Monica had called or not, maybe Seri would want to go for a walk.
<><><>
Seri moaned as he devoured her mouth with his tongue. She had no idea why she loved kissing this guy. She didn�t do the kissing. She did with him. She did everything with him.
He moved his mouth to her perfect breast and sucked gently on her nipple as she sensually rocked back and forth on his waist. For whatever reason, the new fascination with this guy did a lot of things to her that she wasn�t used to. She didn�t know why she felt some sort of emotional attraction to him. She never did before, but she loved it. She loved everything about him, and loved the baffling after-sex lying in his arms thing.
Aquilla unlocked the door to the empty apartment. Seri wasn�t home. Well, maybe she was. She heard her in her room. Was that a moan? She wondered and opened the door. She stood frozen, unable to get her feet to move. What the fuck. Was this real?
�Close the door, Quill!!� Seri had to yell after jumping from the guy�s waist. She didn�t bother covering herself, but her friend certainly did.
Aquilla walked back to the living room and sat dumbfounded on the sofa.
�Quill, this isn�t what it looks like,� her father tried.
Aquilla put her hands in the air to stop him. She didn�t want to hear about it. Her dad?! She was in shock and wasn�t sure how to process what she had just walked into.
�Just go, Manny. I�ll call you later,� Seri ordered.
Emmanuel didn�t know what to do, let alone what to say to her. He took Seri�s advice and got the hell out of there.
�What are you doing here? Where�s Mo?�
�She had an emergency. What is he doing here?� she retaliated.
Seri tightened the string on her robe and sat down across from her. �I don�t know, Quill,� she replied. She didn�t know what to say to her either, and she was sure that Monica would be dead once she got her hands on her. She could have at least called and warned her.
�You don�t know? You were on top of my father. You don�t know? I don�t get it, Seri. You don�t do men. You use men to fuck you and that�s it. You told me that, Seri. How did my father end up here tonight? Has he been here before?�
�Yes, Quill. He�s been here practically every night for the past couple of weeks,� Seri told her honestly. It may not have always been the best idea, but she hadn�t lied to her yet. She wasn�t going to start now.
�Why?�
Seri ran her fingers through her long hair. �I don�t know, Quill. I like him. A lot,� she added.
�You like him? I don�t get it. When did this happen?�
�I guess when we were together at your mothers.�
�You fucked him in my mom�s house?�
Shit. Now would be a good time to lie.
�Yes, Quill. Well, sort of. It was in the garage.�
Aquilla stood up and spun in a couple of circles. The one person that she was supposed to be able to count on had betrayed her. She wasn�t sure how to feel about the whole situation. Did she care? She wasn�t sure, but was sure that it bothered her for whatever reason. Maybe it was because she was ruining her image of her. She was going to be just like her. Fuck �em and leave �em. She was messing everything up.
�But you don�t do this,� Quill repeated again.
�Believe me. I know this. I had no intentions of it ever happening after that night on the freezer. But, it did. I don�t know how to explain it, Quill. Your dad is not like anyone I�ve ever been with. He�s nice. He makes me feel, I don�t know, special, pretty, sexy; he makes me feel good, Quill.�
�You�re all those things without my dad. You could have anyone you wanted, and you know that.�
�I could, but right now, for whatever reason, I don�t want to be with anyone else.�
�Oh my God, Seri, are you in love with him?�
Seri groaned and ran her hand over her face, rubbing vigorously. �I don�t fucking know, Quill.�
�Wow,� Quill exclaimed in a puff of air as she sank back to the sofa.
�Quill, I am so sorry. I knew this was a bad idea. I tried to tell Manny it was a bad idea.�
�Isn�t he a little old for you?�
�I don�t really care about that. He�s 37, I just turned 27.�
�My mom will freak and then die from an asthma attack.�
�She knows, Quill.�
�Okay, maybe I will be the one to die from an asthma attack. What do you mean she knows?�
�I talked to her. I wanted to make sure she was okay with it before it went any further.�
�Fuck, Seri. You told my mom before me?�
�I�m sorry, Quill. I was going to tell you.�
�Yeah, as soon as you got caught with your pants down. I want to go back to my mom�s.�
�No, Quill. You don�t have to do that. I won�t see him while you�re here. I promise.�
Quill stood to go to the bathroom. She needed to step away from Seri. That problem that she and Monica had been talking about all day was starting to surface. �You won�t see him while I am here? What about if I don�t want you to see him, period? You were supposed to be detached from that, Seri. I don�t want to relate you to any part of my family,� Aquilla explained as she left her stunned and mute.
Seri never thought about that. She never thought about anything. What the fuck was she doing? She didn�t do this shit.
Aquilla closed the bathroom door and splashed cool water on her face. She sat on the toilet and did something she never thought she would do.
�Hey, baby,� Liz answered.
�Come and get me,� Aquilla requested in a sob. Shit. She didn�t want to cry. Why the fuck was she crying?
�What�s wrong, sweetie?�
�I just want to come home,� Aquilla said, trying to pull herself together.
�Okay. I�m on my way. I�ll be there as soon as I can,� Liz promised.
Aquilla hung out in the bathroom for as long as Seri would leave her alone, knowing it would take her mother an hour and a half to get there.
�Quill, please come out and talk to me.�
Quill opened the door and went to Seri�s room and started throwing clothes in her bag.
�Quill, please don�t leave like this.�
�It smells like sex in here,� Quill stated, ignoring her.
�It does not. Let�s go burn one and talk.�
�Does my dad know that you do that with me?�
�Fuck, no. Are you crazy?�
�Does he know that you do it?�
�Yes, he does know that.�
�Does he do it with you?�
�Quill.�
Quill snorted and shook her head. Nothing in her entire existence seemed plausible anymore. Not one goddamned thing. Nobody was who she thought they were. The one person that she knew would always be there for her wasn�t. Hell, she wasn�t even who she presumed her to be. Whatever, it didn�t matter. She didn�t need any of them, not even Seri.
�I�m going to wait outside.�
�Quill, wait.�
�I�ll see ya around, Sarah,� Aquilla said, putting her in her rightful existence.
Aquilla sat outside on the stoop, waiting for her mother. She couldn�t get there quick enough.
<><><>
�Quill, I�m sorry about what happened yesterday. I know you�re fighting a difficult battle, and I want to help you,� Liz finally spoke after fifteen minutes.
Aquilla only smiled over at her with a sad weak smile.
�What do you want, Quill? How can I help?� Liz asked, sincerely.
�Find Julius for me,� Aquilla answered in a monotonous voice, staring back to the guardrail along the highway.
Liz didn�t speak. She didn�t know what to say. She drove in silence until Aquilla finally spoke an hour later.
�How can you be okay with her doing your husband?� she asked, turning to her mother with constricted eyes.
�Quill, he�s not my husband. We�ve been divorced for over 12 years. I�m fine with him seeing Seri.�
�Her name�s Sarah,� Aquilla proclaimed.
�I�m actually glad that he is dating someone. He hasn�t really been in a relationship since we divorced,� Liz stated, ignoring her remark about Seri. She knew she was just angry with her. �And I kind of like Seri. I think she is capable of pulling the need to work out of him. She�s a lot more exciting, I�m sure, than I ever was.�
�She�s not who you think she is. She�s done things,� Aquilla assured her.
�Like what?�
Aquilla was so close to telling her about their little sexual encounter, her smoking weed with her, and revealing her secret about fucking men for her own pleasure. She didn�t. She was still a Chavez even if she was furious with her. She would be loyal because she said she would.
�Never mind,� Aquilla deflated. �Can I see Patch tonight?�
Liz took a deep breath. She didn�t like it. She didn�t like it one bit. �Yes, Quill.�
<><><>
�Where�s Reese?� Quill wanted to know when she opened the door to the empty house.
�With Lil, I dropped her there when you called for me to come and get you.�
�She could have come. I�m not mad at her. I�m not mad at anyone. I just, I don�t know. I overreacted,� she admitted.
Liz smiled at her. �I�m glad you called me,� she said, wanting to walk to her and give her a hug. She didn�t. She knew Quill didn�t work that way and refrained.
�I�m going to take a shower,� Quill informed and walked away.
She sat on her bed and called Patch.
�I thought you were going to call me last night?� he answered.
�I got busy. I�m back. Pick me up before the race.�
�That was a quick trip. I thought you were going to be gone for a couple of days.�
�Yeah well, I�m back. You picking me up or what? I need to grab a shower.�
�Just text me when you�re ready. I�m already at the track. I�ll come get you.�
�Okay. See you in a little while.�
�Quill! I�m going to run after your sister. I�ll be back in a few minutes,� Liz called upstairs.
�Okay!� she called back.
Aquilla showered, blow dried her hair, added makeup and lip gloss and dressed in black skinny jeans, Black boots with big silver buckles and a white shirt on top of a red camisole. She looked hot without looking too over dressed for the tracks. The boots helped.
�I�ll see ya later,� Quill told her mother after texting Patch.
�Are you seriously letting her go out after yesterday?� Reese yelled. �I would be grounded for a month for acting like that.�
�Hey, Reese,� Quill said as Liz held her breath waiting for the storm. �I am sorry about all of that. I thought a lot about it last night after I went to bed. I�ve never thought about you in all of this mess. I�m sure me coming here has had a major impact on your life as well. I shouldn�t have gone off on you like I did, and if you ever want to talk about it, I�m here. I�ve learned some really stupid tricks from Monica these past few weeks,� she teased with a crooked grin.
Liz breathed a sigh of relief, settling the wheeze in her lungs.
�Thanks.� Reese replied, a little taken aback. She wasn�t expecting an apology.
�What time will you be home, Quill?� Liz asked.
�Is there a certain time you prefer I be home?� she asked.
Liz was shocked. �Midnight?�
�What? I have to be home by ten; that�s not fair,� Lil moaned.
�You�re still 15. You�re curfew is ten. We�ll rehash that in about three more years. I thought you wanted pizza,� Liz said, happy. She really felt happy for the first time in weeks that night.
�I can do midnight. See ya later,� Quill called as she saw the white truck pull into the drive.
�You expect me to take you in the pits looking like that?� Patch asked as he walked around to open the door for Quill.
�Why? Am I overdressed?�
�Yeah, I have a sweatshirt you can throw over you, and you look way too hot for me to have to pass you every lap. I�ll lose for sure,� he teased, waved at her mother standing at the door and moved behind the wheel. He was so happy that Quill didn�t make him go to the door like she had said he had to do. He didn�t do well meeting parents.
Quill stood close to Patch as they watched the first couple of races from the pits. She leaned into his front and he wrapped his arms around her, taking in her scent and the softness of her blonde hair. Aquilla was feeling overheated and didn�t want to watch the race anymore. She secretly wished Patch�s car would break down or something.
<><><>
�What do you want to do now?� Patch asked as he drove them from the track toward the main road.
�I have two hours before I have to be home, but I kind of have a confession,� she announced, moving to the middle of the bench seat.
�You do?� Patch asked, feeling overly sensitive to her being so close to him.
�Yeah, it was my fault you blew a head gasket in the second lap.�
He laughed. �It was, eh?�
�Yeah, I was secretly wishing you would break down so that we could get out of there.�
�I knew you were trouble,� he teased. �Do you want to go to my place for a while?�
�Yes,� she rasped in a low tone as her hand met the inside of his leg.
�Quill, you�re still only 17,� Patch reminded her.
�I told you, Quill�s 18. Shelby Rimmer is 17. Do you really care? Are you going to turn down a night of fucking with me because of a few months?�
�Girl, why you gotta talk like that? Were you abused when you were abducted?�
Aquilla snickered. �You think because I like to fuck it automatically makes me a product of a sex slave or something?�
�I don�t know. I�ve never met anyone like you. Not even the girls my age are as blunt about it as you are. I�m kind of afraid of you.�
Quill moved close to him and kissed just in front of his ear. �You should be afraid,� she whispered hot words. �And�No, I was a virgin up until a few months ago.
Patch couldn�t get home fast enough. He had been sporting a hard on for three hours. He would be afraid. He didn�t mind at all.
He held her hand and fumbled with the keys, trying to get the damn thing to go in the hole. She laughed at him.
�It�s not funny. You�ve got me so fucking flustered, I can�t find the hole.�
�Don�t worry. I�ll make sure you find the hole.�
�You�re fucking evil. I think I�m in love with you.�
�No you�re not. You�re in lust with me. I�ll take care of that too,� she said as the door finally popped open.
�I�ve got to grab a shower. You want something to drink?�
�Sure.�
�I have milk and beer,� he smiled an apologetic smile.
�Beer.�
�Your mother will smell it on you,� he worried.
�Will you stop worrying about my mother? We don�t have that kind of relationship.�
�Okay, you can have beer. I�ll hurry,� he said, rushing off to shower away the grease and grime from working on his car all afternoon.
Aquilla removed his too big sweatshirt and looked around his house. It was an old house. The kitchen still had metal cabinets. She had no idea what era it was from, but was sure it was old. The kitchen table had some sort of laminate over it with chairs covered in an orange vinyl.
He had newer living room furniture and a nice flat screen television. She laughed when she saw the X-box console with at least 50 games. It caused her to think about Julius. She was sure he never played a video game in his life. Her father would never let them have anything like that. He said it was unhealthy. She snorted thinking about it. It was unhealthy for them to play video games, but was perfectly conducive to raise his son to run drugs and train chattels.
Aquilla chugged her beer, trying not to lose her nerve. She could do this. She could keep up the cool courtesan act. She knew she didn�t want to fuck this guy. She wanted Julius. That wasn�t going to happen. She could go home and take care of it herself or let this guy take care of it for her. She chose the latter.
Patch walked behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist as she gazed at the photo of his family, two boys, a mom, dad and a big dog. He kissed the back of her neck waiting for her to ask about them. She didn�t. She didn�t care. She wasn�t there to get to know him. She took a step away from him and asked. �Do you have any weed?�
�I�m not smoking weed with you,� he demanded.
�You won�t smoke a joint with me, but you�ll fuck me?� Aquilla asked, tilting her head and studying him.
�Fine, I�ll get you high,� he cracked, walking back to his bedroom and bringing back a joint. Aquilla was hoping that it would help with the nerves. It did. She felt relaxed and ready to take control.
Patch leaned over and tried to kiss her on the sofa. She stood up, towering over him.
�What?� he asked confused. Did she change her mind?
Aquilla removed her over shirt. �Did I say you could kiss me?�
�Um, do I have to ask?�
�No. I�ll tell you what to do. We clear on that?� she asked, toeing off her boots.
�You think you have to tell me what to do? I�ve been around the block a time or two, little girl. I�m pretty sure I know what to do,� he offered. Was this girl for real? Did she really think she was going to teach him something? What the hell?
Aquilla ignored him and continued to remove her clothing. �I didn�t say that you didn�t know what to do. I was just stating the fact that we�re doing this on my terms,� she insisted, slipping her camisole over her head. Patch was speechless, never had he ever. He watched her remove her clothes while his mouth lay agape. He couldn�t do shit. She was controlling his mind or some shit. His body wouldn�t seem to do what his mind was telling him to do.
Aquilla stood naked in front of him as his eyes went to her bare pussy. �You want to touch me, don�t you Patch?� she asked in some sort of enticing voice.
�Uh-huh,� he managed, staring between her legs.
�Go ahead,� she beckoned.
Patch slid his middle finger through the slit of her wet pussy with a moan. Fuck, she was wet. She was fucking searing hot.
�You like my pussy, Patch?� she asked, tousling his hair.
�Fuck, Quill,� he moaned, looking up to her.
She smiled a deviant grin. �Lick it, Patch,� she ordered, placing her foot beside his leg, spreading herself for him.
He moved closer to her with his mouth, closing his eyes with a whimper as he tasted her.
�Don�t close your eyes, Patch,� she ordered. His eyes instantly darted open. No wonder Julius loved his job. Her adrenalin surge had been replaced with a form of euphoria that thrilled her. She loved controlling his strings. The stupid boy would have done anything she asked at that moment. She fucking loved it.
Aquilla pulled away and sat on the sofa, spreading her legs, inviting him to continue. He couldn�t move. He stared over at her dazed.
�Get on your knees Patch,� she directed. He did. She moaned as he stroked his tongue up her pleats. Fuck. She didn�t want to come yet. She was enjoying her little game and the power she was dangling over his head.
�Right here, Patch,� she ordered spreading her lips with her fingers. He abided and teased her throbbing nub, sucking lightly until she was writhing and calling out in ecstasy.
Aquilla was done. She was satisfied and didn�t need to go any further with him. Could she get away with that? Doubtful, she had been tormenting him all night.
Aquilla lay naked beneath him as he thrust in and out of her. She felt distant, detached from what was going on. She stared at the ceiling, waiting for it to be over. It didn�t feel like it did when Julius�s body lay naked on top of hers. There were no emotions involved, and she found herself wondering if she was creating her own array of shields to keep from feeling anything. She just wanted him to be done.
Patch was surprised by her sudden demeanor. He was expecting a wild ride after her powerful persona before. Nothing, she just laid there. No motion, no noises, and she didn�t even touch him. Her hands remained above her head as he thrust in and out of her.
Finally, after five whole minutes that seemed like a hundred, he broke, filling the condom with his load. Aquilla breathed a sigh of relief, happy that it was over as he grunted and shoved deep into her.
�I have to go,� she abruptly stated, sliding herself from beneath him.
�Why? You still have an hour before you have to be home,� he asked, not understanding where she had gone. She wasn�t the same girl that he brought into his house just an hour before.
�I�m just ready to go. I can call my mom if you don�t want to take me.�
�No. I�ll take you,� he, confusingly, offered. She dressed in record time and slid the boots on, omitting the buckles and leaving them dangling from the side.
<><><>
Aquilla got out of his truck quickly. �I�ll see ya around,� she said, not looking at him.
�Quill,� he called, stopping her. She looked up. He raised his hands animated in a question. �What the hell? You�ll see me around? Are you coming to the track tomorrow?�
�I don�t know. I�ll text you,� she replied, closing the door.
Patch backed out of the drive, bewildered. What the fuck? That girl was psycho.
Aquilla opened the door to her mother and Connor on the sofa. Thank god they were clothed, although Liz did quickly sit up and pull her shirt down.
�Hey,� Aquilla said, speedily walking toward the stairs.
�Hi, you�re early, everything okay?�
�Yeah, fine. I�m going to bed,� she stated without looking back.
�I should go talk to her,� Liz warmly smiled at Connor.
�Okay,� he agreed, kissing her. �Call me before you go to bed.�
�I will,� she replied, walking him to the door.
�Call me if you need me,� he said, pulling her into a hug and kissing her forehead.
Aquilla went right to the shower. She adjusted the water as hot as she could stand it, trying to wash away the filth. How did Seri use men like that? It didn�t work for her. She felt disgusted, nauseated, and abominably repulsive. She was sure she wouldn�t be hanging out at the track anymore. Ugh!!! She couldn�t stand the creepy feeling. Maybe she didn�t want to be just like Seri.
Liz waited forever on the top step for her to get out. What the hell was she doing in there?
�Are you crying, Quill?� Liz asked as she walked from the bathroom to her room, wrapped in a big fluffy towel.
�No,� Quill snapped. Liz followed.
�Do you want to talk?�
�No, I�m fine,� Quill lied. She wasn�t fine. She just wanted Julius. She ignored her mother and unbiasedly removed the towel, pulled on clean panties and a t-shirt.
Liz sat on the other bed and watched as she crawled into her twin size bed.
�We really should get you a bigger bed,� Liz spoke, trying to break the barrier. Quill only smiled, wanting her to leave. She didn�t want to be sociable with her. She didn�t even want her to be her mother. Why couldn�t she just leave her alone?
�Quill, what can I do to make this easier for you?� Liz quietly spoke. It broke her heart to see her going through this. She would do anything to take it away from her.
�I�ve already told you what I want. Nobody can get that for me. I�m fine,� Aquilla replied and rolled away from her mother.
Liz stood to leave her. �Goodnight, baby,� she said, kissing her head and brushing her wet hair from her face. Liz grabbed the wet towel on the floor and left without a word from Quill.
As soon as she was gone, Quill covered head and let the tears fall. She wasn�t even sure why she was crying. It wasn�t going to help anything. If only her tears could magically reach Julius. He wouldn�t let he cry. He would come for her. Her Patch distraction sure as hell didn�t work. Now what? She fought the urge to text Seri. She didn�t need her either.

Chapter 18

Aquilla went the rest of the summer without talking to Seri. She ignored her texts or just replied with one simple word. She wasn�t really mad at her any more. She just felt like she lied to her, kept things from her, and wasn�t who she had presumed her to be. They evidently weren�t as close as Aquilla had thought they were.
Aquilla stopped going to the track and ignored Patch�s calls and texts. He finally took the hint and deleted her from his contacts. She did the same. She spent hours in front of the TV, watching episode after episode of Law and Order. Once she was caught up to the present, she moved on to CSI Miami.
She did her best to get along with her mother and her immature sister, which really consisted of staying away from them both. She did finally go shopping with her mother and picked out a new bedroom suit. She did get fairly excited about that. She couldn�t believe the money that her mother had spent on her. Seri had warned her when she first got there about her mother not having the money that she was used to, and not to expect her to be able to spend like her father had.
She still missed Julius something fierce, but it did get easier day by day. She thought of him often, mostly when she was alone in her bed. She spent a whole quiet day, helping her mother move out the old furniture and getting it ready for the painters, who would transform it over the two days they had planned to spend at the lake.
She liked the lake and spent more alone time walking around it or just sitting on the dock, watching the boats. She was a little excited to get back to her room and see how the new light gray walls with black trim turned out. She was even excited to get rid of the ugly green carpet and walk across the new black, tan, and gray shag that she had picked out.
Reese, of course, had to drag her friend Lil along, but at least she had figured out how to fill her phone with lots of loud music to drown them out during the ride, which she did.
�Wow! I love it,� Liz exclaimed as they entered the empty bedroom.
Quill smiled. She loved it too, although she was going to have to sleep in the downstairs bedroom next to her mother�s for the night. Her new furniture wouldn�t arrive until the following day. They could have stayed at the lake for another day, but Reese and Lil had practice.
Quill hated that room. She tossed and turned all night, not to mention she had to listen to her mother trying to stifle moans after Connor snuck in.
�You look tired,� Liz said, placing a plate full of warm bagels on the table.
�I am. I didn�t sleep very well downstairs.�
�Really? I always slept well in that bed.�
�It wasn�t the bed as much as you and Connor.�
Liz�s face instantly turned red. Aquilla laughed. �I�m just messing with you, but you are kind of noisy. I still don�t understand why he comes late at night and leaves before daylight. You are allowed to date and have sex.�
�Shhh,� Liz warned when Reese entered the kitchen.
�What?� she instantly wanted to know.
�Nothing, are we school shopping today or not?� Liz asked, winking at Quill. Quill smiled.
�Can Lil come?�
Quill bit her tongue. Did she have to drag that girl with them everywhere they went?
�No, not today, I�m spending the day with my two girls, without Lil.�
�But, I need her to help me pick out clothes. How am I supposed to know what she got, if she doesn�t come with me?�
�No, Reese, now drop it. Your dad is coming tomorrow to pick you girls up and take you for a week before school starts, we have to get this done�today. No Lil.�
�I don�t want to go there,� Quill assured her. She didn�t want to see Seri, and knew she would. It was bad enough having to listen to Monica talk about her, at least that too was only every other week now. All she had to do was behave herself, tell Monica what she wanted to hear, and appear happy. She would only have to listen to her through the phone once school started.
Ugh, school. She still couldn�t believe that they were making her do this, but had quit putting up a fight weeks ago. She was fighting a losing battle.
Liz kissed Quill on top of the head. �You�re going to your dad�s. I�m going away for a week before I too start school. I�m going to get a shower,� she said, disappearing before she had to discuss it anymore.
�It�s actually kind of fun there. I�ll show you around if dad lets us run around by ourselves. He lets me when Lil comes.�
Quill smiled. Great, that was just what she wanted to do; run the streets of New York with Reese.
�I�ll go to the symphony with you if you want,� Reese offered. That piqued her interest.

Quill didn�t have to worry about asking for too much while they went from store to store at the mall. Reese was a crazy spender. She never once looked at prices, and Liz never said anything to her, well except once. She wanted a $125.00 belt. Liz refused. Quill actually had a good time and was excited about her new clothes, and couldn�t wait to get home and see the new furniture and put her new attire away. Connor was at the house waiting for the delivery team to arrive while they shopped.
Quill was exhausted and hungry by the time they left the mall. Liz informed them of one more stop and Quill whined. �I can�t go anymore. I�m tired and I need food.�
�Me too,� Reese joined in on the complaining from the backseat.
�Quill, you have no bed clothes. You have to pick out bedding or you�re going to be sleeping downstairs again,� Liz explained, pulling into the parking lot of a bedding store.
�No way, I would sleep on the floor first,� she joked, getting a little excited about her new d�cor. She�d never gotten to shop like that. She had to sit at the table with her father and order from online stores or catalogues.
Connor met them in the drive to help carry the many packages inside the house.
�Hope you ladies are hungry. I�ve got Chines coming for you,� he said, kissing Liz�s cheek. �Pizza for you, and pasta and salad for you,� he announced, looking at Quill.
�Yes!� both girls yelled at the same time and then smiled at their simultaneous expressions.
Aquilla had a full belly, a hot bath, new pajamas, and she absolutely loved her new room. The bedding that she had picked out was all white with one black Quill in a large print in the center of the bed. Her mom hung the curtains while she bathed and helped her hang two black mirrors with tiny white feathers in the corners. She couldn�t wait to crawl into her bed. She didn�t ever remember being so tired.
<><><>
Liz spent the next morning packing for her weeklong trip with Connor. Quill was sure they were only going to the lake house, but didn�t ask. She packed her own bag for the week and waited in front for her dad.
She couldn�t believe it when he pulled up with Seri. She wasn�t expecting to see her that soon.
�Hey kiddo,� Seri spoke as her dad put their things in the back of his fancy SUV.
�Hey,� Quill coolly replied and climbed into the backseat, closing the door.
She inserted her ear buds and ignored the chatter coming from Reese�s mouth.
<><><>
Fuck, they could have least told her she would be sharing a room with Ms. Chatterbox. She hated this trip more and more.
�Can we go down to the pool?� Reese asked five minutes after being in the upscale apartment.
�You�re dad has to work for a little bit. I�ll go down with you,� Seri offered.
�I�ll just wait here,� Quill declined.
�Come on, Quill. Please,� Seri begged, hoping to get her alone and talk to her.
�Go swim for a little while. I will be down in an hour. I promise,� her dad assured her, rubbing circles on her back.
Quill stepped away. Yuck. Fine she would go, just stop with all the mushy shit.
All three girls changed and rode the elevator down from the ninth floor. Quill stood toward the front, ignoring Seri, who with Chatterbox beside her, seemed to have found a new friend. Reese didn�t mind at all that her dad was dating Seri. Quill fucking hated it. She felt like she replaced her for him.
Reese ran right to the pool. �Dumb girl,� Quill said under her breath as the water from Reese�s over exaggerated jump splashed her.
�You�re just meaner than the south side of Chicago,� Seri accused, hearing the comment.
Quill gave her a disgusted look and continued to a nearby chase lounge. Seri followed.
�Are you ever going to talk to me again? I miss you, Quill,� Seri confessed, sitting at the end of her chair. Quill wanted to kick her off.
�We don�t need to talk. What are you even doing here? Don�t you work anymore?�
�Yeah, I have been working on a case close to home. Can we talk about this, Quill?�
�Talk about what? Are you fucking my dad? Who else you fucking, Sarah?�
�Quill, stop, this isn�t about you. It isn�t about you and me. I didn�t mean to fall in love with your dad.�
�In love�.How fucking sweet is that?�
�You�re ridiculous, Quill. Grow up. Why can�t you just be happy for me?�
�You were supposed to be my friend. Not his. We did things, Seri. We share secrets that nobody knows about. You ruined that.�
�I didn�t ruin anything, Quill, and we�re still friends. We still share those secrets. Don�t let this come between us,� Seri begged.
�You let this come between us. I don�t understand how you just changed over one summer. What happened to fuck em and leave em?�
�You�re dad isn�t like that, QI tried. Believe me, I tried. I never planned on seeing him again once I got back to New York.�
�Then why did you?�
�He knew that I lived about an hour away from here. He showed up at the little sushi bar one evening and we sat out on the sidewalk and ate and talked. I don�t know, Quill. He makes me happy. Can�t you be happy for me?�
�I thought you didn�t want a man.�
�I thought that too. Maybe the saying that there�s someone for everyone really is true. I�ve never felt like this before, Quill. The first time that your father touched me, I knew. I knew something wasn�t right. It didn�t feel like it was supposed to. It didn�t feel like I was isolated. I was with him fully and completely. It scared the hell out of me, Quill.�
Quill crossed her arms and took a deep breath. She knew what she was talking about. She knew exactly what she was talking about. She felt that way with Julius. Would she ever feel that way again? She couldn�t help but wonder.
�Please forgive me. I love you, Quill,� Seri begged.
�I still feel like you traded me off,� Quill pouted, giving in.
�Come here, you little brat,� Seri said, pulling her by her wrist for a hug. �Stop calling me Sarah, would you?�
Quill laughed and somewhat hugged her back. �What does my dad call you?�
�Sarah, but I�m always going to be your Seri. Got it?� she asked, pulling away and holding her shoulders as she sternly stared at her.
�Okay,� Aquilla agreed.
�You just made me very happy,� Seri assured her. �Come on, let�s get in the pool.�
Seri, Quill and Reese played around in the water for about an hour before Manny joined them. He held his finger over his lips telling Quill to be quiet as he snuck up behind Seri. Quill smiled at his playfulness as he jumped right behind her, causing her to scream. Seri�s arms automatically went around his neck. She dropped them just as quickly, not wanting to make it awkward for Quill.
<><><>
Emmanuel had a hell of a time trying to find a restaurant for his two vegetarians. He finally found an Italian restaurant that could get them in. They walked the streets afterward, licking gigantic ice cream cones. Quill couldn�t help but notice how happy Seri seemed to be with her dad. They couldn�t keep their hands off of each other. It caused her to miss Julius. She hadn�t been thinking about him lately. Seeing Seri happy with her dad made her think about him.
Seri picked a movie and all four of them scrunched together on the sofa, Quill and Reese on the ends. Seri held Manny�s hand and placed her other one over Quills leg.
Once the movie was almost over, Quill sent Seri, sitting right next to her, a text.
Quill � get me high.
Seri quickly closed out of it, giving her an ARE YOU CRAZY? Look.
Quill � I�m walking out to the terrace. Come out there.
Quill got up and walked out to the balcony as soon as the credits started to roll. Manny went to the shower, and Reese was off to call Lil.
�I don�t have anything, Quill,� Seri whispered, walking out to meet her.
�You�re a liar. You do too. Just let me hit it a couple of times.�
�Quill, I don�t have anything. I swear. It�s at my place.�
�Then let�s go there.�
�It�s an hour away.�
�So, what else are you going to do besides go to bed with my dad?�
�I kind of like that idea right there. I don�t need to do anything else.�
�Come on, Seri. Please,� Quill begged.
�Quill, I can�t do that shit with you anymore. I�m dating your dad.�
�Oh, don�t you even try to pull that shit. You�re not my mother. Don�t try to act like you are just because you�re fucking my dad.�
�Quill, your dad would kill me if he found out I smoked weed with you.�
�He�s not going to find out. Do you really think I�m going to go tell him?�
�I fucking hate you,� Seri exclaimed, walking back inside. Quill knew what she was doing. She smiled a victory smile and waited for her to come back with something.
�I knew you loved me,� Quill smirked, taking the half a joint from her.
�I�m not staying out here with you. If you get busted, YOU brought it with you.�
�Uh-uh, you�re burning with me,� Quill insisted, grabbing her by the back of the shirt. �Just stand at the door and keep an eye out.�
Quill and Seri smoked as fast as they could all the way down to nothing.
�Go brush your teeth and spray shit on you,� Seri demanded.
Quill kissed her cheek. �Thanks, I needed that,� she said, slipping around her. She avoided eye contact with her father as he walked from the master suit.
�You smell like weed,� Manny accused, walking behind Seri and wrapping his arms around her.
�Hmmm, you smell good enough to eat,� she countered.
�And I really wish you wouldn�t smoke that stuff with my daughter,� Manny busted.
Shit�
�I�m sorry, that girl is evil. I had to,� Seri apologized, hoping he wasn�t mad.
Manny laughed. Phew�.
<><><>
Quill showered and climbed into the bed with Reese. At least it was a king sized bed. She wouldn�t have to sleep close to her. Reese hung up with Lil and turned the magazine she had been flipping through.
�Look at this guy, Quill,� Reese said, turning the page toward her to see the most ridiculous, skinny guy, wearing purple pants she�d ever seen.
Quill burst out laughing. She laughed so hard she was moving from the bed and sitting on the floor. That, in turn, made Reese laugh and she too was doubled over in pain.
Seri rolled her eyes as her and Manny went to the master suite. That girl couldn�t hold her weed to save her ass.
Aquilla and Reese spent the next day at the pool while Manny went to his office. Seri was with them briefly but had to go when she got a tip on whatever it was she was working on.
Manny took them all to the New York Symphony that night. Aquilla loved it. She had emotions being pulled that she never knew existed. She could tell that the rest of her party was bored and wasn�t being drawn by the music the way she was. She didn�t care. She ignored them and was amazed by the sound radiating from the dome. The sound of 18 flutes engaged together created a sound like no other.
She couldn�t stop talking about it as they walked down the city-lit sidewalk.
�We should go to a concert,� Reese decided. She would much rather be banging her head to some rock music.
�Have you ever been to a concert, Quill?� Manny asked, looking back at her trailing behind checking out the storefront windows.
�What do you think?� she sarcastically replied.
�Quill, stop it. How�s he supposed to know how you were raised,� Seri chastised her attitude.
�No, Manny, I�ve never been to a concert. Will you please take me?� Quill retorted with the fakest smile she could muster.
Manny laughed. �I would love to take you girls to a concert. Find something going on, Reese,� he beckoned.
Reese was already on her phone, looking for an upcoming concert. �Lady Ga Ga is playing Friday night,� she announced.
�Count me out,� Seri assured.
�Oh My God! Katy Perry�s playing Thursday. Can we go, dad?� she asked, excited. �Never mind�sold out,� she added, disappointed. �There�s nothing this week.�
�Well, find something coming up. We�ll plan it in a couple of weeks.�
�We start school in two weeks,� she reminded him.
�You�re only an hour and a half away, Reese. Find something on a weekend,� Manny explained.
�Are you working tomorrow, Seri?� Quill asked, still trailing behind.
�Nope, spending the whole day with you two. What do you want to do?�
�SHOP!!� Reese yelled.
�Quill?� Seri asked, needing her input.
�Yeah, we can shop. I kind of wanted to go in that store back there,� she said, pointing with her thumb.
�That Gothic store?� Manny asked.
�I don�t know what it is. I just saw a really cool studded belt that I liked.�
�We might need your credit card,� Seri smiled up at him.
Manny smiled back. He loved having Seri on his right arm. Her arm looped through his was a perfect fit. �You�re going to have to earn it,� he quietly spoke where only she could hear.
�I�ll show you earn it,� she threatened.
<><><>
The girls got a late start on their shopping journey. Neither Quill nor Reese would get out of bed. They stayed up late watching movies together in the shared bed. Seri was starving and was tired of waiting. By the time they got started, it was after lunch. She protested when Reese wanted to go in a store right off the bat.
�No way, not until we eat,� Seri demanded. �We�ll hit it on the way back.�
Reese had a giant slice of pizza and Seri and Quill both had salads. Reese gave them both a hard time as she stretched the cheese from her pizza, telling them they were idiots and didn�t know what they were missing.
They came out empty handed in the first two stores and then Quill bought the $92.00 belt. Manny was going to kill Seri. She was sure of it, but damn. She couldn�t tell the girl no. She was just getting ready to text him and ask what her limit should be, when she felt the sharp object prodding her back. She froze and looked up to see Quill and Reese a couple of feet in front of her.
�Did you really think you were going to send me to jail? You dumb little cunt,� the voice growled in her ear. �Tell your little girlfriends there to walk in this store, and I promise not to hurt them,� he demanded, holding her to him by her hair with what she knew was a gun in her back.
�Quill, walk in this store,� Seri said with a shaken voice.
Quill looked back. She knew what was going on. She sensed it. Reese had no clue. She was looking in the storefront, gazing at a display full of really cool Jewelry.
�Why would we want to go into a harmonica store?� Reese questioned, looking up at the sign that Seri was demanding they enter.
�Go, Quill,� Seri demanded, reading the look on her face.
Reese looked too, sensing something wasn�t right when she saw the guy behind Seri.
�Come on, Reese,� Quill demanded, walking back toward Seri. The guy looked dead in her eyes as she turned her back to enter the store. He had no idea where the hell she came from or how the hell she got to him that quick. It was like a flash of light, and then he felt it when she jumped in the air and her foot came right down on the side of his leg. The breaking sound was horrific, but not as horrifying as the sound of the gun. Quill saw the blood before Seri even hit the sidewalk.
Seri felt nothing for a few seconds. She thought maybe it had missed her at first, but then quickly changed her mind. The blood on her hand, the sudden pressure and then the excruciating pain that followed was unbearable. It felt like she was being branded by a hot poker.
Aquilla knew there were screams and people running, but it all happened so quickly that she couldn�t really comprehend what was going on. Seri hit the ground at precisely the same moment as the guy holding the gun and his leg in agony. He screamed in pain with a look that Quill will never forget. He was hurt, yet pissed. He aimed the gun right at her head, but again she was quicker and kicked it out of his hand, sending it sliding into the street of stopped traffic.
�Reese, call dad,� she demanded, going to Seri�s side.
�Fuck, Quill,� Seri yelled, holding her back. Quill moved her a little, to see where it had gone in. There was so much blood, and although it was to the right side, she was terrified that the bullet had hit an artery.
�You�re going to be okay, Seri,� Quill promised as she removed her t-shirt and applied pressure to her back. She didn�t even care that she was knelt beside her wearing nothing but her bra. It seemed like forever before they heard sirens, and they still seemed to be so far away.
�Quill,� Seri whimpered, letting her head drop.
Quill screamed at her. �Open your eyes, Seri!!! Open your fucking eyes!!!� She hadn�t even realized she had tears that were streaming down her face. Seri couldn�t die. She just couldn�t. She would have nobody without Seri.
�Quill, you�re going to be okay. I promise,� Seri gurgled.
�Don�t you die on me!!! Don�t you fucking die on me!!� she screamed as the paramedics pulled her away.
Someone grabbed her from behind when her shoe went across the bastard�s face that had shot Seri. He was still holding his leg, writhing in pain when his face was sent to the sidewalk by the heel of her foot. Quill dropped to her knees and wailed as someone wrapped a thin blanket around her naked body. She could only watch as the two guys and one woman worked to control the bleeding, get Seri on a stretcher and load her into the ambulance.
The girls were escorted to the hospital by a police officer. They had wanted to take them home, but Quill refused. She was going where Seri was, even if it meant death. She wouldn�t stay without her. She couldn�t.
Quill was covered in Seri�s blood. The hospital staff refused to let her enter through the waiting area, afraid of the chaos her bloody clothes would cause, and escorted her to a bathroom to clean up. She was given a blue scrub top to cover her bra.
Reese went with her, but was still in shock. What just happened? She watched in a daze as the blood ran from Quill�s arms into the basin and down the drain. Quill looked at her through the mirror.
�Can you grab me some paper towels?� Quill asked, trying to sound level and relieve the worry written all over Reese�s face. She bent and splashed the cool water on her face, staring at Seri�s blood being rinsed from her skin. Reese pulled towels from the receptacle and touched her on the arm with them, breaking the worry running through her own mind.
�Is she going to be okay, Quill?� Reese asked, worried. She liked Seri. She was glad that she was seeing her dad. He hadn�t dated in a long time, and the one time that he did get serious with a girl, Reese had hated her, and did everything she could to end it.
�I don�t know, Reese,� she spoke honestly. There was so much blood. She couldn�t keep her mind from going back in time, seeing her father�s blood, lying on that cold tiled floor. Seri couldn�t die. She just couldn�t.
Emmanuel was storming through the double doors, dressed in full business attire when the girls emerged.
�What the hell happened?� he asked Quill.
�Excuse me, sir. Are these your daughters?� the officer asked before Quill could explain.
�Yes,� he answered, turning to the uniformed cop.
�We need to get a statement from them. Can you please follow me?�
�I need to go to Sarah. Where is she?� he wanted to know. He didn�t give a flying fuck about his needed paperwork.
�We need to speak to the next of kin,� a nurse interrupted. �Are you her husband?� she asked Manny.
�No, but she lives with me,� he replied.
What the fuck? Seri never told Quill she was living with him. She didn�t even know him. The thought crossed her mind that she was going to kill her, but was quickly washed away with guilt. She may already be dead.
�Do you know of any family that we can call?� she asked.
Manny turned to Quill. They hadn�t talked about her family. Why hadn�t they talked about her family?
�I�m her sister,� Quill lied.
The cop turned his attention to Quill. She wasn�t his sister. They all knew who Sarah Strokes was. Her sister was murdered.
�How is she?� Quill asked, ignoring the officer�s scrutiny.
�Come with me,� the nurse nodded.
All but the officer followed her to a small room with four chairs. He waited in the hall. �Please sit down,� she offered. They all sat, except for Manny. He couldn�t sit. He had to know what was going on. His nerves wouldn�t allow him to sit.
�Sara was shot with a hollow point bullet,� she began to explain. �These bullets are designed to expand upon hitting the body and may fragment. They are designed to stay in the body and not exit. They are the most lethal.�
This wasn�t sounding good. Aquilla wrung her hands as she listened.
�The entirety of the bullet�s kinetic energy is transferred to the body which causes___.�
�We don�t give a shit about the anatomy of a gunshot wound. How is she?� Aquilla demanded to know, wanting her to cut the analysis and tell them if she was dead or alive.
�She�s in surgery. It may appear that she lost a lot of blood, but she really didn�t, not on the outside anyway. The bullet is lodged in her left kidney.�
�She doesn�t need two kidneys,� Quill assured her.
�He hadn�t started on the kidney yet when I left the operating room. She has internal bleeding that they are trying to get under control first.� The nurse stood to leave. �I will keep you updated as the surgery progresses,� she smiled.
The officer took her place and had both girls write out statements in their own words.
�Was this guy someone she has been after?� Quill asked.
�I�m sure you know that I can�t discuss that with you,� he smiled a warm smile. He wasn�t going to tell her anything. She felt the vengeance that Seri described to her when her sister was murdered. She understood full well what the tattoo reading the word meant now. She felt it. It was so strong. If Seri died, she would go after this guy and everyone involved. She would. She promised herself.
Liz showed up a couple hours later. She felt the need to be there. She couldn�t believe that her girls just witnessed a shooting, especially at such a close range and with someone they cared about.
Reese ran to her, threw her arms around her and sobbed. The fear, anxiety and the distress of what she had just gone through came flooding out as soon as she saw her mother. Connor was by her side, not about to let her come alone.
�Are you doing okay?� Liz asked Quill once Reese calmed.
�Yeah, I�m fine,� she lied. She wasn�t fine. The one and only person she felt she needed in her life, was on an operating table and she didn�t know what was going on. Nobody had said a word since the nurse had updated them two hours before. She said she would keep them posted. She lied.
That was the longest four hours of Quill�s life. She couldn�t do anything but pace back and forth while she constantly went to the desk to ask for an update, getting the same answer every time. �We�ll let you know as soon as we know,� the same nurse repeated herself over and over.

Chapter 19

Seri didn�t look alive at all. She looked as dead as dead could be. Quill glanced at the machines beeping around the room. She hated that sound. It was the worst sound she had ever heard in her life. Her lips were dry and cracked and there was a tube taped to the side of her mouth, running down her throat. Her eyes were closed and looked like they were covered in some sort of thick Vaseline or something.
Manny looked over to her standing on the other side of the bed. She looked scared, and for the first time since she�d come home, Manny�s heart ached for her. She truly was his daughter. Why did it take this moment for him to realize how much he loved her?
�She�s going to be okay, Quill. I promise,� he tried to reassure her.
�Is she?� Quill asked, snapping her head around to the nurse.
�She�s going to be fine. She�s got a long road ahead of her, but from what I hear, she�s a tough one.�
�She is,� Quill admitted the truth.
Quill refused to leave. She was going to be right there when she woke. She didn�t care that the nurse tried to tell her that they weren�t going to let her wake up for at least 24 hours. She was staying right there. She wasn�t leaving without a fight. Manny wasn�t leaving either. He too was determined to be right there when she woke.
Reese left with her mother. She loved Seri, but hated hospitals. She always had, ever since she watched her Grandma Phyllis wither away from stomach cancer, right there in that very hospital. She wouldn�t even walk back to see Seri. She was leaving and would be kept updated via text message.
�Are you hungry?� Manny asked as the two of them were left alone in the deafening, beeping room.
�No,� Aquilla replied. She couldn�t eat.
�How about a bowl of fruit or something?�
�How about just coffee,� she countered.
�Coffee will stunt your growth,� he smiled. �Black?� he asked, standing.
�Yes, please.�
Quill took the opportunity to go to Seri�s side.
�Seri?� she softly spoke. �Can you hear me?� She had no clue weather she could hear her or not. �I�m sorry, Seri,� she apologized, taking her small frail hand with the needle stuck in the top of it. �I�m sorry I let you get shot. I shouldn�t have been walking in front of you. I should have been aware of our surroundings. I�ve always done that. I�ve been trained to do that since I was three. I�m sorry I let my guard down, Seri. Please be okay. I can�t be here without you. Seri? Can you hear me?� she asked again.
�If you come out of this, I promise I will do better and stop being so difficult to everyone, including you,� Quill promised. �I�ll even suck up this whole school thing and do that too. Please, Seri wake up.� Quill�s eyes widened when she felt Seri�s hand tighten around hers. Could she hear her? Shit. She just promised to go to school. Maybe she wasn�t coherent and it was only a reaction to the meds or something.
Aquilla sat quietly, slumped in her chair, listening to the sounds that she would never forget. The white walls felt like they were closing in on her as she thought about the room. How many people had been in that room? How many people had died there? She was sure it was a lot. The convoluted room smelled of antiseptic, clean like ozone or something, something else she would never forget. It was one of those smells that would stick with you through all of life. You would forget all about it until you smelled it again, and would be right quick to remember why.
Quill dozed off to the sounds of the phlegmatic room around three in the morning. She wasn�t sure if she had really fallen asleep or not. She stayed collapsed, feigning sleep as she listened to her father talk to Seri from the side of her bed.
He begged her to be okay as much as Quill had. He told her that he loved her. She should have said that. Why didn�t she tell Seri that she loved her? He reminded her of their plans to go to Aspen Colorado in the spring, plans to move from the apartment building, and plans to go sky diving. She wanted to go sky diving with Seri. Why didn�t she make plans to do that with her?
Quill could tell that her dad did love Seri. He loved her like she loved Julius. She knew, had she opened her eyes, he would be holding her hand. She didn�t. She lay still with her eyes closed and listened to the intimate conversation.
Quill didn�t see how anyone could sleep in that place. Someone was constantly coming in the room. It�s a good thing Seri was out cold. She would have probably kicked someone in the teeth. The doctor was even there at five in the morning. Didn�t anyone sleep around that place?
Aquilla and Manny stood at precisely the same moment when he entered, both eager to get a real apprise. He checked her vitals and flipped through the charts that the nurses had been updating throughout the night.
�She seems to be holding her own,� he explained, scribbling notes on the clipboard. �There was a lot of damage due to the way the bullet expanded. She was in good hands. I think we have her all patched up and just need to let her heal now.�
�She�s going to be okay?� Quill asked in desperation.
�She�ll be fine,� he smiled. �We�re going to remove the tube from her throat in a couple of hours. She�ll wake up then.�
�Why does she have that? Can�t she breathe?� Quill inquisitively asked.
�She can, however, during surgery, muscles are totally relaxed, and this includes respiratory muscles as well, so oxygen has to be supplied to the body until the effects of the relaxants wear off. We haven�t let them wear off yet. She�s been pretty sedated since she came in. She can breathe just fine, I promise,� he added.
�Do you want some breakfast?� Manny asked, placing his arm around her shoulders. She let him for the first time since she had come there. She didn�t feel the need to step away from the affection.
�I am hungry,� she decided.
�Let�s walk down to the cafeteria and eat some of this lovely hospital food,� he offered with a smile and a tease.
Quill noticed the kiss to Seri�s head before he left her.
<><><>
Seri gagged. Her head felt like it was going to explode and there was something being ripped from her throat. She was going to be sick. What was happening? Why did everything seem so distant and far away?
�Sarah? Sarah? Sarah?� she heard her name being called. Why were they calling her? What did they want? Her eyes were so heavy; she couldn�t seem to get them to open long enough to find out.
�Seri?� she heard again. This voice was familiar. She knew this voice. Say it again�
�Seri? Can you hear me?� Quill called.
Seri opened her eyes. It was a familiar voice. �Quill,� she said, hoarsely, trying to smile. That didn�t work either. Why were her muscles betraying her? Damn, her throat hurt.
�You scared the fuck out of me,� Quill accused.
�Watch your mouth,� Seri smiled as much as she could. �I didn�t die,� Seri exclaimed, like it had just dawned on her.
�I would have killed you if you died,� Quill assured her.
�Hunter? Did he get away?� Seri alarmingly asked when she remembered the guy that had shot her.
�No, he didn�t get away. Quill here made sure of that,� Manny said from the other side of the bed.
She turned to him with eyes that Quill was sure were full of love.
�Hi, baby,� he said, kissing her lips.
She smiled. She was so in love with this man. How? Why?
�What did you do, Quill?� Seri asked, turning back to her.
Quill modestly shrugged her shoulders. �From what I hear, I broke his leg in a couple different places, and somehow my shoe sent him to surgery for a broken face. I swear I don�t know how it got there.�
�Quill, don�t you ever do that again!� Seri demanded, trying to sit up. It didn�t work. Her muscles weren�t ready to do that just yet. �Don�t you ever go after someone with a gun again. Do you understand me?�
�Yeah, Seri, like I was going to let him take you away at gunpoint, really?�
�You could have been killed, Quill. Just because you fight like nobody I�ve ever met in my life, doesn�t mean you�re invincible to a bullet. Promise me, Quill.�
�I can�t promise that unless you promise to stop chasing bad guys. I don�t want you to do that anymore, Seri. You may not have had anything to lose before, but you do now. You have people that love you and need you. You promise me that you will stop doing what you�re doing and I will promise you not to step in front of a bullet for you.�
�I agree with Quill. You need a new occupation. Maybe painting little mushroom ceramics or something,� Manny established.
Seri smiled. They loved her. She had two some ones that cared about her. It felt�.unfamiliar and comforting.
Quill left them shortly after, giving them the alone time she knew they needed. She walked down the hall and peeked through a set of locked double doors. She noticed the police officer sitting in a chair right outside one of the doors. She knew who was in there. She pushed on the locked door. Thank God it was locked. She was sure she could easily spend the rest of her life in prison had she been able to get to that son of a bitch.
<><><>
Seri spent nine days in the hospital. She was so happy to be getting out of there. She hadn�t been that still in her life. She couldn�t take it for one more day, not if she wanted to keep her sanity intact anyway. Quill stayed the entire time. She did leave with her father to shower and sleep, but spent every day right there with her while Manny worked. Neither of them thought it possible to become closer than they already were. They did.
Quill also became closer with Reese, via text message. Quill too was bored sitting in that hospital room and spent countless hours learning the internet on her phone, texting back and forth with Reese, and even her mother.
Seri was still extremely sore and struggled to sit in the wheelchair to finally be wheeled to freedom. Quill carried her bag while Manny fetched the car.
�I think I should just stay here in New York, Seri,� Quill decided as they waited in front of the hospital for her dad.
�You�re going to school in two days. Your mother will be here this afternoon to get you,� Seri reminded her.
�I don�t want to go to school. Why won�t anyone listen to me?�
�Oh, no, you promised me if I would be okay, you�d go.�
Quill looked down at her puzzled. �I did not,� she denied.
�You did to. I was out of it, but you did. I know you did. You�re going to school and doing something safe with your life. No more Law and Order shows,� she demanded.
�Where have you been for the last nine days? I�m done with that show. I like Criminal Intent now.�
�You are going to be a teacher like your mom, or maybe an orch dork. You could come here and play in the symphony.�
<><><>
Quill hated this day. It was stupid. She didn�t want to go to high school. Why hadn�t she pushed to get her license? She had to be let out by her mother. Reese ran off as soon as she was out of the car, giggly running to Lil and her other friends.
The school was huge. She�d be lost before first period. She didn�t know anyone. She felt stupid walking down the hall alone, and then she couldn�t get the stupid locker opened. What the fuck. She knew the combination, she just couldn�t figure out the turn sequence.
�Need some help?� Blaine smiled down at her.
Great, just who she wanted to deal with.
�Yes, thank you.�
She gave Blain the number written inside her notebook and he explained the order to her. She did it herself and wouldn�t need his assistance in the future.
�Let me see your schedule,� he requested.
She handed it over, and watched his eyebrows rise as he studied it. �You�re pretty smart. We only have one class together,� he said, disappointed.
�Yeah, well how about you just tell me how to get to the first one,� she retorted.
�Homeroom, up one floor and make a right, first door on the right, and then your next one is just across the hall. I am on that floor too, first period. If I see you in the hall, I�ll direct you to your next one, and then your third period band is right down there on the left,� he pointed.
She thanked him, deposited her things in her locker, and sighed a deep breath as she made her way to home room.
Mrs. Martin made a big fuss about her in front of the entire class, asking her how she was, how she was transitioning, being back with her family, and about the request to be called Quill rather than her given name.
Shut the fuck up, stupid bitch. Quill stood there, answering her questions with one word, wanting the fuck away from her. She didn�t look toward the class full of quiet eyes studying her and stared at her new boots. Big Mouth Martin finally pointed to the only empty seat in the back of the room, right next to a girl who knew only the color black. Even her hair was as black as black could be. Her eyes were thickened with black eye shadow. Her jeans, which Quill could tell were baggy, were black; her tight t-shirt was black with a lighter shade of black, and the tattoos running up her arm were black. Great.
�Whisper,� the girl spoke, leaning over to her desk as she sat.
�Excuse me?� Quill questioned. Was she telling her to whisper? The girl was whacked. She wasn�t even talking.
�The name, its Whisper,� she said, introducing herself.
�Oh, sorry, Quill.�
�Quill? Cool name. Where�d you get it?�
Fuck. Please shoot me now�.
�It was just given to me. I don�t know.�
�You know the quill is the strongest part of a bird. Without a strong quill, a bird couldn�t fly,� she offered.
It didn�t sound weird when Seri had told her that same thing, but this girl was just fucking creepy. Quill didn�t reply, and only smiled, glad that the teacher had started talking and taking names.
First period was no better. She only saw two other students from her homeroom and endured the whispers and stares of the kidnapped girl. This fucking sucked.
Band was her favorite. The class ended way too soon. She still kept to herself and was a little bored at what the band teacher was teaching, but nonetheless, it was her favorite so far.
She was surprised when she went to fourth period, advanced calculus, to see Whisper in that class. She would have never guessed. Whisper waved her arm for her to join her in the back of the class. Could she pretend not to see her and take the empty seat right in front? No. She was too afraid of being called on during class. She didn�t want that. She was drawing enough attention just being the kidnapped girl from the television.
�Hey, how�s it going?� Whisper asked.
�Oh, it�s going,� Quill replied in a dreadful tone, taking the unwanted seat next to her unwanted friend.
�I�d like to tell you it gets better, but it doesn�t. This fucking place reeks with upper-class snobs,� she explained.
Quill laughed a little. She hadn�t heard anyone use her language, except Seri of course.
Quill sat alone outside during lunch. Reese texted and ask how things were going. She lied and said fine. She suffered the sexy smiles and stares from Blain during English class and rushed out ahead of him as soon as the bell rang. She hated school. What was she thinking when she longed to go to a school just like that growing up?
By the end of the day she was agitated, bored, fed up with the constant kidnapping questions and just wanted the hell out of the brick building.
She blew out a disgusted breath of air when she was finally set free for the day. Reese had to stay after school for cheerleading practice and her mother wasn�t there to get her. Monica stood leaned against her car with her arms crossed and a smile.
Fuck. She should have known Monica would want to have a session after being in a real school for the first time in her life.
�Hi, how was your first day?�
�Hey, Mo. It fucking sucked, and that�s putting it mildly,� she assured her, throwing her backpack to the back seat.
�Want to go to the park and talk?� Monica asked, moving behind the wheel.
�Only if you have a big fat one for me,� Quill countered.
�How about a big fat lip?�
�You have to have something, Mo. I�m not kidding. If ever I needed it, it�s now.�
�Was it really that bad?�
�Do you have anything on you or not?� Quill asked, annoyed, reverting her question.
�No, and I wouldn�t give it to you if I did.�
�How�s Seri?� Quill wanted to know, giving up on the whole concept of getting stoned.
�She�s doing well. I was just over there this morning. She looks good, starting to go a little stir crazy, I think.�
�Did you know about her and my dad?�
�Yes. She talked to me about it. She wanted to tell you, Quill. She was going to tell you. She was pissed at me for just dropping you off that night and letting you find out that way. How do you feel about that?�
What the fuck was her problem? Why did everything have to be about feelings? Feelings had nothing to do with anything. It was fucking life. Like it or not.
�I feeeeeeeeeel like you ask about my feeeeeeeelings way too much,� Quill smartly explained.
�It�s what I do. Are you upset about the relationship between your dad and Seri?�
�No, I�m not, I don�t give a shit what either of them do,� she snapped. She really didn�t want to do this now. She was okay with the relationship between her dad and Seri. She wasn�t at first. She felt like he was taking Seri from her, but she was fine with it now. They truly were in love. Quill could tell. That didn�t change the fact that she didn�t need to talk about everything.
�We need to talk about the shooting, Quill,� Monica guaranteed.
Quill closed her eyes and rolled her neck, trying to relieve the stress from her day and now from Monica.
�Fine, Monica. Let�s fucking talk about the shooting. What would you like to know? Would you like for me to tell you about my feeeeeeeelings�..�
�Well aren�t you just a barrel full of meanness today.�
�I�m sorry. I wish you would have called. I really don�t feel like doing this today,� Quill apologized. She didn�t mean to be nasty to Monica. She just wanted to go home to her room and block out the entire day.
�Fine, we won�t talk about anything today. Let�s go find something to eat, and we�ll just hang out for bit.�
Aquilla agreed. She didn�t want to do that either, but found it best just to appease her so she would take her home and leave her the hell alone.
The first day of school turned into the first week. Quill didn�t like it any more than the first day. She hated it. She was bored out of her mind. The work was too easy. Nothing held her attention and she even hated band. The teacher never did get to anything more challenging. She dropped out after the first week and took up another boring study hall instead. Mr. Debias begged her to stay in his class. He had never had so much talent in his class in all his years of teaching. She declined. She wasn�t one to be persuaded into doing things she didn�t like to do.
Whisper continued to try and be her friend, and Aquilla continued to ignore her as much as possible. It didn�t work. The only things the two of them had in common were they were both loaners and tended to stick to themselves.
Aquilla walked out to the courtyard for lunch two weeks into school. She didn�t care that the air had taken a sudden turn and it was cold. She needed that time to get away from all the immaturity and, of course, Blain. The guy couldn�t take a hint.
Aquilla noticed Whisper walking off school property toward a patch of trees. She wondered what she was up to and why she was going into the woods. Should she follow? Fuck no. She didn�t care. However, her curiosity got the best of her.
�Hey, Whisper!� she called
Whisper shushed her and waved her to follow. Quill did.
�What are you doing?� she asked, walking to a clearing where Whisper sat on a log.
�I�m going to fucking burn one before I have to deal with the rest of this day,� Whisper assured her.
Fucking A. �You smoke?� Quill asked.
�How the fuck do you think I tolerate this place?� she asked, taking the little ivory bowl from her bag.
�You�re going to share right?� Quill hoped.
�I knew you were a stoner,� Whisper alleged.
Quill only smiled and sat beside her. Whisper ended up packing the bowl twice before they felt they had enough. Okay. Quill liked Whisper. She was officially her new best friend. They were laughing about people in their classes, teachers, lunch food, and even Blain, the star quarterback.
�That boy has been sniffing you since you came here,� Whisper claimed.
�He has been sniffing me ever since the day my little sister brought him to our house. Yuck. I would never touch that shit.�
�Are you a virgin?� Whisper asked.
Quill laughed. Weed always made her laugh. �No, are you?�
�No, but I�ve never been with any of these loser.�
�Oh yeah? Where do you hang out if you don�t hang out with kids from school?�
�The yard.�
�The yard?� Quill asked with raised eyebrows.
�Yeah, let�s ditch the rest of the day. I�ll show you.�
Quill was sure this was going to award her an extra session with Monica, a call from her dad, a lecture from her mother, and a bitch fest with Seri. She didn�t care. She was happy to ditch West Field High.
�Okay,� Quill agreed. �Are we walking?�
�Fuck no. I drive, but we have to hurry before the bell rings.�
They gathered their things and Quill followed her to her�.Her what!! Her BMW?
�This is your car?� Quill asked.
�Yeah,� Whisper modestly replied.
Quill got in and Whisper sped away.
�Can you get me some of that?� Quill asked.
�You got money?�
�Yeah, if you stop by my house.�
�I can do that, and yes I can get it for you. I�ll introduce you to Sed. He�s my go to guy.�
Quill was suddenly a lot happier. Her only regret was the fact that she had blown this girl off for two weeks.
Quill ran into her house and took a crisp one hundred dollar bill from her hiding place. She took the steps two at a time, crumpling the bill up as she descended.
The yard happened to be a junk yard. Whisper drove them deep into the piles of rubbish to the far corner. It was a tin building or garage or something, Quill wasn�t sure what it was.
�Girl, you daddy gonna tan your hide,� a guy wearing all black too assured her.
�Yeah, whatever, this is my friend Quill,� she introduced.
�This that girl you been talking about, the kidnapped one,� he alleged.
Sed needed a good dose of English lessons. He too was covered in tattoos, wore a loop in his eyebrow and a barbell in his tongue. Quill couldn�t help but notice the tattoo of the feather going up the inside of his arm. It had writing under it but she couldn�t tell what it said. She wanted a closer look.
Quill hung out in the dirty building for about an hour before her phone was ringing. Mom flashed across her screen. She was expecting it. She was sure the school had called her.
�I�m fine. I just needed to get out of there,� Quill answered.
�Quill, you can�t just leave school. There are procedures. Where are you?�
�Just hanging out with a friend, I�m sorry, I couldn�t take it anymore. I�ll be home by the time you are.�
�This can�t happen again, Quill. Conner saved you from three days of detention. He told the principle that you were sick.�
�I don�t need Conner to lie for me. I can handle my own affairs.�
�Quill, I am a teacher. I work for this district. I can�t be getting calls like this. I don�t want you skipping school. Do I make myself clear?�
�Yeah, sure, I�ll see you later.�
Quill spent the afternoon with her two new friends. They sampled the weed that she would be taking home from Sed. She, of course, laughed more than any normal person, and was glad that she stopped being prejudice and decided to hang out with Whisper.
�Where�d you get your tattoo, Sed?� she finally asked.
�All of �em comed from Sam, he the best around.�
�Can I see the one on your forearm?� she asked.
Sed held out his arm as she studied it. She had to have one. No doubt about it, she needed a quill embedded permanently in her skin. The words that she couldn�t make out before said, �I am, I simply am.�
�Whose Sam?� she wanted to know. Sam needed to tattoo her body.
�He�s in your Current Affairs class,� Whisper offered.
She knew who he was. He too was covered in tats. �You think he�ll give me one?�
�He would love to. He gonna open up his own shop in LA, soon as he graduate,� Sed explained.
�Come around on Saturday. I�ll give him a call,� Whisper said.
�Can you pick me up?� Quill asked. She knew her mother would never drop her off at this junk yard for the day. She would have to lie to her about her whereabouts.
<><><>
Aquilla was pissed the next day at school. Whisper had gotten three days detention. She wanted the detention too. She would have rather been there than sitting alone outside. She tried to stay in the lunch room one day, but Blain decided to sit with her. She couldn�t stand the high school hottie that all the girls seemed to lust after.
She had to argue with her mother Saturday morning to go hang out with her friends. Big mouth Reese had told her that Whisper was a trouble maker and she smoked pot. Liz didn�t want her hanging out with that crowd. Seri called too. Liz always fucking did that. Every time Quill looked at her wrong, she was calling Seri. Quill, of course, didn�t listen. She was going. She was getting a tattoo.
�Who are her parents, Quill?� Liz wanted to know.
�I don�t know who her parents are. I haven�t met them yet. Why are you making this such a big deal?� Quill asked, annoyed, staring out the window, silently begging for Whisper to hurry the hell up.
�I like to know who my kids are with and what they are up to,� Liz countered.
Quill blew out a puff of air, willing herself to keep her mouth shut. Was she for real? She spent 14 years not knowing where she was, and she was going to make an issue over an afternoon.
�I�ll call or text you later,� Quill promised, seeing the fancy BMW pull into the drive.
Liz stared after her. What else was she supposed to do?
Quill had the best day she�d had since she was forced to live with her mother. They smoked so much weed and laughed the entire day. The tattoo hurt like a mother fucker, but she loved it as she stared at it through the mirror on her dresser later that night. It was in the exact same place as Seri�s, minus the word vengeance. Hers too said one simple word, �Julius.�
By the end of September, Quill didn�t like her new school any more than she had. She hated it more, actually. The only thing she did like about it was Whisper and Sam now too. At least she had him during one of her classes.
Blain asked her to the homecoming dance and she, of course, declined. She wouldn�t be going to any high school dance. She did have to fight with her mother over that too. She was excited to take her two girls dress shopping. Quill opted out of the shopping day and, instead, hung out at the yard getting stoned with her friends.
She was pissed again the following weekend. She didn�t care about the homecoming football game. She didn�t care about football, or Reese cheering. She did care that her dad and Seri were coming. She hadn�t seen Seri in almost a month. She would have put up a bigger fight had Seri not been coming to watch Reese and the game too.

Chapter 20

Aquilla showered and entered her room wearing a towel. �You scared the fuck out of me. What are you doing here?� Quill yelled, jumping at the sight of Seri sprawled across her bed with a big smile.
�I missed the fuck out of you. That�s what I�m doing here. Do you have a problem with that?�
Quill smiled. �No, but only because I missed the fuck out of you too.�
Quill slid on a pair of panties, dropping the towel.
�Quill! What the hell did you do?� Seri yelled, coming off the bed.
�What?�
Seri spun her around to see if her eyes were playing tricks on her. Quill wasn�t as slick as she had thought. She forgot about the mirror right behind her.
�Your parents are going to freak. They�re going to blame me,� she worried, especially Manny, he saw her tattoo often. Liz might not know about it. Okay. She could handle Manny as long as Liz didn�t catch wind of it. �Where the hell did you get that? You�re not even 18, and I know your mother didn�t sign for it.�
�A friend did it, and my parents aren�t going to find out, and neither is Monica,� she warned.
�Why the hell would you do that, Quill? Why would you put his name on your body?�
�You already know why. I love him. I�m always going to love him. Even if I never see him again, I will still love him, and the quill signifies that I will always love you unless you don�t stop bitching at me about it.�
�Sometimes I curse the day I ever met you,� Seri claimed.
�Whatever. If you would have never met me, you�d be dead, very lonely, and you wouldn�t be fucking my dad.�
�Yeah, well, about your dad,� Seri smiled, holding up her ring finger.
Aquilla�s mouth automatically fell open. �He proposed to you?�
�Yup, and I said yes.�
�Oh my God, Seri, I don�t even know you. You don�t even know him,� she remembered their short romance.
�Relax, I�m not marrying him tomorrow.�
�When?�
Seri shrugged her shoulders. �A year or so, I don�t know.�
Aquilla pulled out her baggy hidden in the closet.
�Celebrate?� she asked, dangling the bag in the air.
�Where the hell did you get that?� Seri scolded.
�A friend, twist us one before we go to this stupid game,� she coaxed, tossing the little pack of papers.
�No. We�re not doing this. I can�t believe you bought a bag of weed. How much are you smoking, Quill?� Seri wanted to know, worried. What the hell did she do? She created a monster.
Aquilla took the bag and sat down beside Seri. �Yes, we are doing this, and I smoke it about every day. How often do you smoke, Seri?� Quill asked with cross-eyes as she licked the paper closed. �Come over to the window,� she nodded.
Seri followed, shaking her head in disbelief. They smoked about half of it while discussing Seri marrying her father.
�You�ve known him for like a minute, Seri. I can�t believe he bought you a ring,� Quill said in disbelief.
�I know. Me either. I was floored; I wasn�t expecting it�at all.
�You�re not my Seri anymore. I don�t know who the hell you are,� Quill assured her.
�I am your Seri. I will always be your Seri and I am madly in love with your father.�
�Well, one good thing about it, as long as you are with my dad, you�re never going to leave me. Does that mean I get to call you Mommy Seri?�
�I wouldn�t leave you even if I didn�t love your dad, and fuck no. Don�t you ever call me mommy. Where did you get that shit? You need to hook me up.�
�I�ll send you home with some. There�s Visine in my nightstand drawer,� Quill offered, looking at Seri�s eyes. Her mom might be gullible enough to miss it, but her father wouldn�t. He would be giving them both the look.
<><><>
It was a good damn thing Seri was at that game with her. It was fucking cold out. Quill was missing her tropical island more and more. She had a feeling she wasn�t going to like winter in the north. She hated it already and it was only down to 50. She couldn�t imagine 20 or even 0. She would freeze to death.
She and Seri sat on the bleachers beside each other, huddled together talking. Neither of them cared about the game and discussed their lives. Quill told her all about Whisper, and how she judged her on her looks. She told her about going to her house and almost falling over at the sight of the mansion. Her parents were apparently both successful lawyers. Whisper spent a lot of time alone or at the yard.
Seri told her about Monica constantly thinking she needed to talk about the shooting, her recent resume for an all-girls correction facility and the new house that she and Manny had put an offer on.
�I need to run to the car. Come with me,� Seri beckoned.
�Where you guys going? Don�t you want to see this? We just intercepted,� Manny exclaimed, not understanding how they could not be into this game. It was intense.
�I need to run to the car. We�ll be back,� Seri explained.
�Why are you going to the car?�
�My purse is in there.�
Manny tilted his hips for his wallet. �Do you need some money?� he asked, thinking they were going for drinks or snacks.
�No. I don�t need money. I need a tampon.�
�Oh,� he said, looking around her to the field. He just had to ask.
Quill and Seri made their way through the dark multitude of cars. Theirs was parked toward the back in the grassy part. The game was a big deal and people came from everywhere to watch the Bobcats go up against the Lions. It wasn�t such a big deal to either of them. Seri laughed when Quill stepped into a pothole, landing her right on her butt.
Quill didn�t even have time to see what happened. She could hear Seri�s muffled scream and turned in the direction of the shrill. Her eyes darted, trying to focus on the two silhouettes. She could tell that he had one hand over her mouth and the other one held a gun with a narrow rod on the end. Quill knew it to be a silencer. The game was so noisy. Nobody would hear the gunshot. This couldn�t be happening again. How the hell did Seri keep getting held at gun point? People go lifetimes without ever being held up, and Seri just happened to be the once in a blue moon, or twice.
Quill could do nothing this time. She wasn�t close enough to do anything. What did he want? She had to react, but how?
�Quill?� she heard the voice.
Her feet felt like butter in the sun. They were going to collapse below her legs. Her stomach found a nice tight knot and made its way to her throat.
�Julius?� she managed to mutter.
He didn�t speak. He just stared. He couldn�t speak. She couldn�t speak. It was him. Julius was there. He came for her. She knew he would.
�Julius, let her go,� Quill finally remembered the gun being held to Seri�s head.
�What are you doing with her, Quill?� Julius didn�t understand. Why would she be with the bitch that split them up?
�She�s my friend, Julius. Please let her go,� Aquilla begged, taking a step toward him.
�Your friend!?! She�s not your friend, Quill. You know what she did. She deserves to die.�
�Julius, NO! PLEASE! I�m begging you. Let her go. For me,� she tried.
�How can you say she is your friend? She shot your own father. She�s a cold blooded murderer, Quill.�
�No, she didn�t. She didn�t kill anyone, Julius. She only did what she had to do.�
Julius let go of Seri and shoved her in front of him with the gun now in the exact same place she had just been shot.
�Tell her!� he demanded, shoving the gun in her back. �Fucking tell her who pulled the trigger,� he demanded.
Tell her what? �Seri,� Quill questioned. �What is he talking about?�
�I�m sorry, Quill.�
Quill looked into her eyes with pure confusion. �You shot him?�
�Quill, he pulled a gun. Either I shot him or he was going to shoot me. I wanted to tell you.�
�But you didn�t.�
�Now can I do away with her?� Julius asked.
�No. Let her go,� Aquilla demanded again. What the fuck just happened? It was all too much. Julius was there. He was right in front of her. Seri shot and killed her father?
�She�ll come after us, Quill. We can�t just leave her.�
�Come after us?� Quill asked in a daze. Did he come to take her away? What about Seri, her mom, her dad, and Reese. What would Whisper think?
�Yes, we can�t just leave her.�
�Quill, listen to me,� Seri tried, right before Julius sent a left hook right into her ribcage. Seri hit the ground. She�d been sucker punched there a hundred times, never had it ever felt like that.
�Julius, you idiot!� Quill yelled, dropping to her side. She was worried he did something to her injury.
�Let�s get out of here, Quill,� he ordered, �before I do blow her head off.�
Quill looked up to him. He wanted her to leave with him?
�Quill, please listen to me,� Seri begged. �Do not get in that car with him. Please, Quill.�
�I have to, Seri. I don�t belong here. I belong with Julius,� Quill spoke softly, kneeling beside her on the damp grass.
�Quill, no you don�t. You belong right here with your family who loves you. Please don�t do this, Quill.�
�Come on, Quill,� Julius warned. He didn�t like being exposed out in the open like he was. He needed to get his Quill and get the hell out of there.
�I�ll call you. I promise,� Quill said as Julius pulled her to her feet.
�Quill, no, Quill, stop!� Seri yelled. She managed to get to her feet, holding her side, and to his window before he pulled away.
�Julius, you�re off the radar. Nobody�s looking for you. All charges have been dropped. If you take her, you�ll go down. I will fucking take you down. Don�t take her. I�m begging you. She�s doing well here. Leave her alone. Please.�
�You expect me to believe a word you say? I will always be under the radar. I�m a Chavez.�
�No. I swear. All charges were dropped after your note to Quill was read. Quill, please get out!� she begged.
�Seri I am fine, Julius would never hurt me. I will call you, I promise.�
�Quill!!!!� Seri screamed after the taillights.
Julius made it as far as the next dirt road and pulled in. It wasn�t his plan. His plan was to get her as far away from there as he could. He couldn�t help it. He had to. He shoved the car in park and reached for her. She came to her knees and threw herself in his arms. He rubbed her back as she sobbed in the crook of his neck.
It was him. It was really Julius. She couldn�t believe it. She couldn�t stop crying. His arms, his smell, his hands, and everything about him were real. Julius pulled her away from him and kissed her lips. �God, I missed you.�
Quill couldn�t stop crying. This was what she wanted. This was what she had been waiting months on. Why did she feel so sad? Why did her family�s faces keep lingering in her mind? She didn�t care about them. Did she?
�We have to go, baby,� he said, sliding her away so that he could put the car in gear.
They drove in silence, both deep in their own thoughts for around 20 minutes.
�Throw it out the window, Quill,� Julius demanded when her cellphone rang.
�Julius, I have to answer it. Let me talk to her. I don�t want them to call the cops.�
�Quill, the cops are already there,� he assured her.
�No. They�re not like that. They love me. Please, Julius. Let me answer.�
Julius didn�t reply. He sighed, a deep breath and turned his attention to the road.
�Mom, I�m fine. I promise,� Quill answered. She could hear the wheeze in her mother�s lungs before she ever spoke.
�Quill, where are you?�
�We�re on the road. I�m not sure where we are going, but I will call you. I promise.�
�Quill, get out of that car. NOW!� her father yelled, frantically taking the phone from Liz. Seri stood helplessly watching. She felt horrible for not being able to stop him.
�Dad, I�m fine. I will keep you updated, okay?�
�No. Quill, it�s not okay. I�m giving him one hour to have you standing in this front door and I�m calling the cops.�
�Please don�t do that. I am fine. I belong with Julius. Please try to understand that.�
�Quill, you belong right here with your family, and Seri. For God�s sakes, Quill, please don�t do this.�
�Don�t call the cops, Dad. I will call you in an hour.� Quill hung up. What was she supposed to say? She was hurting her family� again.
�You call them mom and dad, Quill?�
�I didn�t until recently.�
�Do you want to stay, Quill?� Julius asked with a hurt tone. He never thought about her being okay and happy. She haunted him. He tried. He really did. He had a nice house in Spain, all the money he would ever need, and even women that he turned away. He couldn�t get her out of his head. He thought for sure she was miserable and missing him. Did she miss him? Maybe this was a mistake.
�No, Julius. I want to be with you. You left me. You told me to let you go,� she reminded him of the fact.
He grinned at her. �You got my computer first, didn�t you?� he hadn�t realized she got to it before that fucking bitch, Seri.
�Of course I did. I�m a Chavez,� she bragged.
Julius drove them to an isolated cabin deep in the woods. She had no idea where they were. She wasn�t even sure if they were in the same county.
�How did you find me, Julius?� she asked once they were inside the tiny little cabin.
�I�m a Chavez,� he smiled, taking her in his arms. She was so confused. He felt so right. She felt like she belonged right there with him, forever. Why did she feel like she belonged with her family too? She wanted them both. That would never be possible. Could her life take on anymore turns? This was fucking ridiculous.
Aquilla spent two hours explaining how Seri went from a chattel to an FBI agent to the man she loved. Julius held her in his arms, kissing her head as she explained how Seri had become her best friend. Julius tried to understand. He just couldn�t. He knew she was the one that pulled the trigger. How could Quill befriend her after all that she had done to destroy his family? He wasn�t as forgiving. Had she walked to her car alone, she would be dead right now. There was no doubt about that. He was sure of it.
Quill texted Seri several times, trying to get her to understand. They hadn�t called the cops yet, only because Seri talked them out of it. She knew they would run if they had to. She didn�t want that. Monica tried to call, but she didn�t answer. Quill knew Monica too well. She would negotiate her right out of her location. Quill wasn�t taking that chance. She texted her and told her that she was fine.
Julius explained where he had been for the past few months. He was laying low, going by the name of Mason Strong, the name that his father had left for him to claim money that he would need. Quill asked about Valdez. Julius hadn�t heard a word from him since he left Quill alone with her friends and their ice cream cones.
Quill texted Seri and her mother around eleven, begging once again for them to please not call the cops and promised that she just needed a couple of days to figure things out. Liz thought it absurd, but backed down at Seri�s request. Liz was also afraid that she would run. She wasn�t sure she could handle that again.
Seri could have had her phone tracked had she wanted to. It would have taken all of five minutes for her friend Tina to locate her whereabouts. She didn�t disclose that information. She knew Quill. Quill wouldn�t just walk out of their lives. Would she?

For whatever reason, Quill was nervous after they both had showered. She thought about this night for months. She had touched Julius many times. Why did she feel so anxious about going to bed with him?
�You okay?� Julius asked, taking her in his arms.
�Yes, I�m fine.�
�You don�t seem fine. I�m worried that I made a mistake. Should I have left you alone, Quill?� he asked, moving her blonde hair behind her back and lightly kissing her neck.
�No,� she panted, closing her eyes as her emotions took over from the feel of his lips.
Julius moved down her chest with soft kisses. She moaned as she felt the snap of her jeans being pulled apart. Her breathing picked up right along with her heart. She moaned again as she felt his fingers slide through the elastic of her panties, and he hadn�t even touched her yet.
�Are you okay with this, Quill?� he asked, walking her backwards toward the only bed, hoping like hell she was. He needed her. He needed her so much. He had to be close to her, feel her and show her how much he loved her.
�Yes,� she whimpered, pulling herself back on her elbows. She didn�t know if she was okay with it or not. She did know the familiar feeling between her legs whenever he was around was present. She knew she was wet. She could feel it. She could feel the pulsating throb, yearning to be touched.
�Take your shirt off, baby,� he whispered, staring at her with eyes of pure lust.
She removed her shirt. He took it upon himself to remove her jeans and panties together. �You�re so fucking beautiful, Quill,� he said, gazing at her naked body.
Quill didn�t respond with words. She couldn�t. She just needed to be touched. She needed him to touch her right that second.
�What are you fighting with, Quill?� he asked, still towering above her.
�You, Julius, I need you.�
�What do you need, baby?�
�I need you to come to me, Julius,� Quill requested, closing her eyes, trying to hold back the tears.
�Open your eyes, Quill,� he demanded. He could see the pain. He hated it.
�Fuck, baby,� he moaned as he slid two fingers as deep as he could go inside of her.
�You knew, Julius,� she blurted out as his finger dipped inside of her again. The constant flow of thoughts wouldn�t stop.
�Knew what?�
�You knew I was taken from my family,� she whimpered again as he thrust into her, letting his fingers drag over her wet throbbing nub.
�I did, Quill.�
�Why didn�t you help me?� she panted.
�I helped the only way I knew how, Quill.�
�Fuck, Julius,� she said with tears flowing down the sides of her eyes.
He thrust his fingers frantically in and out of her while his thumb satisfied her clitoris. She dropped from her elbows and let go. Julius was moving inside of her before she had a chance to come down.
�I�m sorry, Quill.�
�I don�t understand all of this. Why is this happening?� she asked as Julius made love to her.
�Shhh, I�m here, baby. I�m always going to be here, and I promise I am never going anywhere again.�
�Why didn�t you tell me?� she asked as she cried a river of tears.
�I didn�t know how, Quill. I wanted to. I wanted to so many times. I was selfish. I didn�t want to lose you.�
Aquilla cried as the two of them became one, making love with more sensations than her emotions could handle. She loved him so much. She was sure of that. She would never love another man the way she loved him, but did that make it right? She hurt. Her heart bled in pain as her mind reeled and she let Julius take her, claiming her as his.
�Julius,� Quill cried beneath him.
�Hmm?� he mumbled, thrusting in and out of her.
�I love you.�
Julius kissed her lips and then the tears streaming down her face. �I love you too, Quill. It�s okay. I�m not going to be mad at you.�
�I don�t want to lose you.�
�I can�t be with you here, baby.�
�What will happen to you? Where will you go?�
Julius kissed the tears again, tasting the salty drops on his tongue. �Don�t worry about me. I will be fine.�
Aquilla cried, not understanding her body. How could she be ready to climax when her heart was so heavy? She found satisfying relief while she cried in paralyzed, powerless pain. The anguish that she felt was nothing she had ever felt in her life, not when she lost her father, and not when she thought she lost Seri. Nothing compared to this. She was going to lose Julius.
Julius held her in his arms, neither of them speaking. There were no words. He was feeling it too. He regretted coming after her. He should have left her alone. He had worried for months over nothing. Aquilla Chavez died in a car accident when she was four. Shelby Rimmer wasn�t his to claim. She never was. She had a family that loved her. He chose to let her go the last time, this was different. The choice wasn�t his. It belonged to her.
<><><>
Aquilla didn�t look back. She couldn�t. She walked up her sidewalk to her house with tears flooding her face. She ignored the neighbor raking leaves when he asked if she was okay. She kept walking. She had to.
�Liz!� Seri called, staring out the window. She wanted to go to her. She needed to go to her, but Liz needed to go more. Quill needed Liz to go.
Liz ran to her with her own tears. She came back. She came back on her own. Breathe Liz. Breathe. Aquilla threw herself in her mother�s arms and wailed, breaking the barrier that had been between them; 14 years of buildup, 4 months of walls and animosity were released in a single embrace on the front lawn.
Manny slid his arm around Seri�s waist as she quickly wiped away her own escaping tears. Jesus. What was this family doing to her? She didn�t cry.
Manny had to head home for an early meeting, but promised to be back on the road as soon as it was over. Quill didn�t want Seri to leave. She needed her mom, but needed her friend more. She knew there would be tears. There would be lots of tears, and she felt better releasing them with Seri than her mother for whatever reason.
Liz brought her up a grilled cheese and a bowl of soup while Seri showered. She sat it on her nightstand and rubbed her back as she lay curled into a tight ball, trying to tell herself that she did the right thing. She made the right choice. Didn�t she? She didn�t know. She kept going back and forth, arguing with herself, trying to figure it all out.
Quill sat up and rubbed her face, running her fingers through her hair. She breathed in a deep breath and smiled a weak smile at her mother.
�Thank you,� she said, taking the plate with her sandwich.
�You�re welcome, Sweetie. I�m so glad you came home.�
Quill tried to keep the sob from fleeing. The lump in her throat made it impossible to swallow the bite of sandwich in her mouth. Liz took the plate and pulled her close as she cried and cried and cried. It would stop. How much could a 17 year old girl go through before she just quit? Quit caring, quit trying, and just quit breathing. That had to feel better than this. Liz didn�t speak. She only held her as she let go of the emotions, crushing her heart until Seri entered.
Liz looked up to her with tears in her own eyes and waved her hand for her to take her place. She had to get out of there. She couldn�t stand to see her daughter hurting the way she was. Seri slid in and took her place as Liz saw herself out, wiping tears. She didn�t care if Monica wasn�t her therapist. She was calling her. She needed Connor, and because Quill couldn�t have Julius, she didn�t feel like she deserved him either. That wasn�t right. Was it?
�I�m okay,� Quill finally said, pulling away and wiping her own tears with the inside of her nightshirt. �I need to get stoned, Seri,�
�Where is it?� she asked. Seri wasn�t about to give her a hard time about it. She would have probably been sloshed by now had she been in her shoes.
�In the back of my closet, the blue jacket,� she replied.
�This is a hell of a lot of money, Quill,� Seri said, holding the thick envelope in her hand. This girl was crazy. Where the hell did she get that much money?
�You can have it. I just need to get stoned,� she offered.
Seri placed it back into the jacket and retrieved the bag. She locked the door, opened the window, and twisted a joint on Quill�s desk.
�Where�d you get the money, Quill?� she asked, handing her the stick and the lighter.
�Please don�t be doing something illegal,� she begged
Quill snorted. �I snuck that from the house on Jamelia Lei,� she smiled, hitting the much needed relaxer.
�You really should be like a private investigator or something,� Seri assured her, taking the joint.
�I would probably get myself shot, like you did.�
�Good point. I think you should open a flower shop or something, maybe sell some greeting cards,� Seri smiled, dropping her arm over Quill�s shoulder. If someone had told her a year ago that she would be in love with a man and his daughter as much as she was, she would have had Monica deem her crazy.

Chapter 21

Aquilla continued against her will to go to the school that she hated. She never did figure out how to relate to the other students. She stuck to herself and, of course, Whisper and her junkyard friends. She refused any extracurricular activities, dances, pep rallies or ballgames. She did, however, take Reese, and even annoying Lil, dress shopping for a couple of the dances.
She still missed Julius like crazy, and he haunted her every waking moment. Why couldn�t she just have him there? Was he back in Spain? Was he still going by the name Mason Strong? She wondered after only three weeks of seeing him if he would move on. Would it be easier for him than it was her?
�Quill, I don�t like you hanging out at that junkyard. What do you do there?� Liz complained after their Saturday afternoon shopping trip to the grocery store.
�Nothing, we just hang out and listen to music and stuff. I�m not doing anything bad, Mom,� she assured her. She wasn�t really, just smoking a little weed here and there.
�I�m going out to eat with Connor later. How long are you going to have my car?� Liz asked, giving in. She had to. What else was she supposed to do? It wasn�t like Quill had friends knocking down the door. She didn�t want her to sit home alone, and as far as she knew, she was telling the truth. Until she had some proof to go with her suspicions, she would trust her.
�I don�t know. Why can�t he pick you up?� She really needed to get her own car. She had the money; she could do it, but how would she explain that?
�I suppose he can, but I still want to know what time you�re going to be home.�
�I don�t know. I am almost 18, remember? And it�s Saturday night.�
�You�re not drinking and driving are you, Quill?�
�Oh My God! No, I�m not drinking and driving. I promise. What time do you want me home?�
�Nine!� Liz teased, sort of.
�Midnight,� Quill countered.
�I don�t like it, but okay. Behave, and if you ever need me to come and get you because you have been drinking, I will. Don�t ever think you can�t call me.�
�Mom, I�m not going to be drinking.�
<><><>
Quill and her friends sat around the dirty garage and listened to music, talked, laughed and, of course, passed a couple of joints.
�What is wrong with you?� Whisper asked at Quill blanking out again for the 10th time.
�Uh? Oh, I was just thinking.�
�Obliviously, what�s on your mind tonight?� Whisper asked.
Oh, just my Julius that won�t leave my mind. �Nothing, I think I�m going to take off. I�ll call you later.�
�What? Why? It�s only nine. What are you going to do?�
�I don�t know, just go home. I�m kind of tired and I need to start on that report for stupid Mr. Praider.�
�It�s Saturday night. You�re not doing homework.� Whisper protested.
Quill smiled and stood from the old truck seat. �It�s due Monday,� she reminded her. �I�ll call you later.�
Quill drove the couple miles home in silence. She even reached over and turned off the music. If she started on the report tonight, she could have it done by the following day. She thought about what she was going to write about. Someone famous in history she would like to meet. Hmmm? Maybe Adolf Hitler. Nah, Mr. Praider probably wouldn�t appreciate the things that she would do to him. Helen Keller, yeah. She would have loved to have met her, just for the simple fact that she leaped over hurdles that the majority of people would have turned and walked away from.
Quill did very well in school. Although she still didn�t want to go, and thought it stupid, she did well. The funny part is that she insisted that Reese do well too. Liz loved to see the two of them sprawled on each other�s beds doing homework together or sitting at the table while Quill helped Reese with the geometry that she insisted she couldn�t do. Quill made sure that she could do it. She would even stop her in the halls to ask her how she did on a quiz or a test.
Quill pulled into the driveway, noticing the dark house. Her mom was still with Connor and, of course, Reese was with Lil. She stuck the key in the front door and looked up cautiously when the door wasn�t locked. Her mother would never leave the house unlocked. She hung the keys on its rightful hook and dropped her jacket and bag to the sofa. That�s when she heard the creak on the hardwood floor. Someone was in the house. She was scared all of a sudden.
Should she leave? Should she call the cops? Where was her phone? She placed her hand on her front pocket, feeling the phone. She was frozen in time, unable to move. Was the noise from upstairs? No. No. It sounded more like it was coming from the dining room. What did they want? She listened, not hearing anything. She was being paranoid. Nobody was in the house. Just stop it, Quill, she said out loud and flipped on the light. She walked to the kitchen for a yogurt and flipped that light on as well.
She took her favorite strawberry yogurt from the fridge and looked around the counter. Didn�t they buy bananas that afternoon? She could have sworn they did. She snickered when she saw them where they were always kept.
�Hey, what are you doing?� Seri answered Quill�s call.
Quill slid to the kitchen chair and dipped her banana in her yogurt. �Nothing just got home. What did the doctor say?� She wanted to know about her morning visit.
�He said I was as good as new, but he wants to do a hysterectomy.�
�Why? That doesn�t sound like good as new to me. What about having a baby?�
�You can�t have a baby if you don�t have a uterus, Quill�
�You�re such a bitch. What if you want to though?�
�I�m not going to want to. I wouldn�t be good at that, and besides, your dad says he�s too old to go through teenage girls again anyway.�
�But, what�s wrong with your uterus?�
�Mostly scar tissue. When the bullet fragmented that part of my body, my uterus was kind of in the way. He says I shouldn�t try to carry a baby.�
�Are you sure you never want to, though?�
�I�m sure. My little Quill is going to find a nice man and give me one to spoil rotten.�
Quill laughed. �If you marry my dad, that�s gonna make you a grandma,� she reminded her.
�Fuck you. I hate you.�
Quill laughed again. �You said it, not me.�
�Besides, if I don�t have a uterus, I don�t have to worry about that monthly thing anymore. I can have sex any time I want.�
�Yuck. You do remember that is my dad that you do that with, don�t you?�
Seri laughed. She sometimes forgot that fact. �Are you coming here next weekend?�
�I don�t know, for what?�
�Really, Quill? Your dad�s birthday, remember?�
�Oh, yeah, I forgot. Yeah, but I want to drive. You think I could get away with buying a car with all this money? I could say I found it or something.�
�NO! Don�t even try it.�
�Yeah, you�re probably right. I�ve got to go start a report. I�ll talk to you tomorrow.�
�Okay, and don�t go getting any bright ideas. Your dad wants to get you a car for graduation anyway.�
�That�s like months away.�
�You�ll live. Now be a good little girl and go do your homework.�
�You drive me crazy.�
�You drive me crazy and I love you; talk to you tomorrow.�
�Alright, see ya.�
Quill walked back to the living room to get her bag, head upstairs and start on her paper. She didn�t have time to scream, she just reacted. She felt the hand over her mouth and the next thing she remembered was the loud sound of the twice-her-sized-body hitting the hardwood floor and then the moan.
�Jesus, Quill,� Julius moaned.
�Julius!�
�Hi, baby,� Julius smiled up, holding his shoulder, which he wasn�t quite sure was dislocated yet or not. �Where�d you learn to fight like that?�
�You taught me, you big dumb idiot. You could have just said my name, might have saved your back a little. What the hell are you doing here? I thought you would be back in Spain by now.�
�I have been here all along,� he admitted, sitting up. �What the hell are you doing in that junkyard all the time?�
Quill helped him to his feet and fell into his arms as it hit her. Julius was there. He was really there. He didn�t leave her. He was there.
He wrapped his arms around her, pulling her into an emotional embrace. How was he supposed to just let her go? How was she supposed to let him go? She couldn�t. She didn�t want to.
�I can�t live without you, Quill,� Julius assured her, holding her face and kissing her lips.
�I don�t want you to, Julius. What do we do? I can�t just run away anymore.� She couldn�t do that either. She didn�t want to.
�We�ll figure it out.�
�I don�t want you to run anymore either, Julius. You don�t have to. Just keep clean and don�t do anything illegal. They won�t bother you. Seri promised that as long as they didn�t get word that you were transporting or training chattels, they would leave you alone. Do you have money, Julius?� she asked, rattling on and on. She couldn�t believe that he was there. Right there in her living room.
Julius let out a short puff of air. �My nose is clean, and I have money. You should know that.�
�Well, do something with it, Julius. Do something that�s not going to get you sent to prison.�
�I�m not sure I know how to do anything like that.�
�You can. You�re a smart man. I know for a fact that you had the same education as me. Father made sure of it. You can do something, Julius. Please. I don�t want you running anymore,� she begged.
Julius didn�t have time to respond when the headlights shined through the window.
�Shit, my mom is home.�
�I�ll go out the back door,� Julius decided. He didn�t want to get her in trouble, and he sure as hell didn�t want her mother to find him there.
�NO!� she almost yelled. �Go to my room. She won�t come up there.� Quill wasn�t about to let him leave. Not again. She was too afraid of not seeing him again. What if he disappeared again?
�And do what, Quill?�
�Just go, Julius. I�ll be up in a minute.�
<><><>
�You�re early. I didn�t expect you home yet,� Liz said, walking into the living room.
�I have a paper due Monday,� Quill replied. Liz smiled, proud of her passionate outtake on her school work.
�Want to eat ice cream first?� Liz asked.
�No, I just had a yogurt and a banana. I�m going to head up for the night. Is Reese coming home?� Quill wanted to know, worried about her being right across the hall from her.
�No. She�s staying with Lil. Why?�
�I was just curious. Goodnight.�
Liz smiled. �Goodnight, Sweetie.�
Julius was sitting on Quill�s bed with his elbows on his knees when Quill opened the door and locked it behind her. She pushed him to his back and he wrapped her in his arms. They had a lot of talking to do. They both knew it, but at that given moment, they only cared that they were together.
�How�d you get in here?� Quill asked, adjusting her body to his side while she kept her hand on his chest with his covering hers.
�Quill, I�m a Chavez,� he grinned. �I missed you.�
�I missed you too. You�ve been here all along?�
�Yes, you never told me what you were doing at that junkyard so much. Are you smoking weed, Quill?�
�What? Why would you ask that?� she feigned ignorance.
�I could smell it.�
�You were there? That close?�
�Yes. I don�t want you going there anymore, Quill.�
�They�re not bad people, Julius. They don�t do anything but smoke a little. I like it. It relaxes me.�
�I don�t like it. I don�t want you doing drugs, Quill. I mean it. No more weed.�
�Do you really think weed is a drug? Come on, Julius.�
�It is a drug. It is illegal, and I don�t want you doing it. Promise me.�
�No.�
�No?�
�No, Julius. I�m not going to promise you that. I am not addicted to weed. I only smoke it when I am stressed out. It helps. It doesn�t hurt anyone or anything.�
�I�m too in love with you, and missed you too much to fight about this right now, but, this conversation is not over.�
�What are we going to do, Julius?�
Julius didn�t answer. He kissed her. He didn�t know how to answer. He didn�t want to mess up the relationship she had with her family. They would never accept him. He knew that. She knew that, and nothing would change that fact.
Quill ran her hands up his strong chest and tried to unbuckle the belt to the erection she could feel on her hip. Julius stopped her.
�What are you doing? I�m not doing this in your mother�s house.�
�Yes, you are. She�s down stairs. She won�t come up here.�
Julius laughed at her. �You are a crazy girl, and no, I am not touching you here,� he demanded. �I�ve got to get out of here,� he assured her, sitting up. He did have to get out of there.
�What do you mean you have to get out of here? Where are you going to go? I want you to stay.�
�I can�t stay here, Quill. I�m not about to take that chance. Can you get away tomorrow?�
�Maybe, I don�t know. My mom thinks Sundays are family day. You know, homework, dinner together and then we usually watch television and eat popcorn or something.�
Julius smiled. �I�m glad things are good with you and your family.�
�Yeah, me too, but that doesn�t change the fact that you�re not leaving me again. EVER.�
�Neither one of your parents nor your best friend are ever going to accept me, you know that, Quill.�
�Then I will keep you hidden in my closet or something,� she teased, pulling herself across his lap.
He smiled up at her and softly kissed her lips. �I�ll live in your closet.�
�Get in there,� she demanded with a smile.
�Give me your cell number. I�ll text you and see if you can get away tomorrow.�
�But, I don�t want you to leave.�
�I have to, baby.�
�Promise me you won�t disappear.�
�I promise.�
<><><>
�Quill?� Liz questioned at breakfast.
�Uh?� Quill answered, looking up from the untouched bowl of oatmeal.
�I asked you if you got your paper done last night. You okay?�
Shit. She forgot about the paper.
�Oh, it�s almost done. Yeah, I�m fine.�
�You seem distracted this morning. Anything you want to talk about?�
�No. I�m just tired. I didn�t sleep very well last night.�
�You�re not sick, are you?�
�No, mom I�m fine.�
�Do you want to run after your sister for me?�
�Yeah, sure, is it okay if I don�t eat this? I�m not really hungry.�
Liz smiled. �You don�t have to eat.�
�When do you want me to get Reese?� Quill asked, standing from the table.
�I�ll call her. Knowing Reese, she�s still in bed.�
<><><>
Liz cleaned up the dishes, tidied the house and planned her Sunday diner. She was sitting at the kitchen table writing out bills when she heard the flute. Aquilla still amazed her. She never did like the flute. Her sister drove her crazy with it when they were growing up, but Quill, there was just something magical about the way she played it. She could literally melt your heart with her melodramatic tunes. She sat in a daze, staring blankly at the floor in front of her until her trance was broken by the sudden silenced flute.
�Hi,� Quill answered her phone.
�Good morning. Can you get away?� Julius asked, hoping like hell she could.
�I haven�t asked yet, but I will. Do you want me to meet you somewhere?�
�Just go for a walk around seven. Walk down that dirt road to that dirt track and I will pick you up.�
�Okay, I have to run after my sister, and eat dinner with my family and then I�ll leave. I�ll text you.�
�Quill?�
�Yeah?�
�I love you.�
Quill smiled. �I love you too, Julius. I�m glad you didn�t leave.�
<><><>
�Geesh, Quill. Are you starving?� Reese asked, as she shoved mashed potatoes in her mouth, scooping up corn with it.
�No. I�m just in a hurry. I�m going over to Whisper�s to work on a paper.�
�It�s your turn to clean up the dishes, and you said you would help me with my geometry,� Reese complained.
�If you trade me days and clean up the kitchen, I will help you when I get back,� Quill countered.
Reese took a deep breath, giving in. �Fine.�
Liz was disappointed, but didn�t say anything. She loved Sundays with her girls. It seemed like the only day they were all able to spend the entire day together. Oh well, she had papers to grade anyway. Maybe they could still watch the movie that she had rented later.
Quill texted Julius and told him to meet her at a nearby grocery store. It was too cold to walk anyway. Her mother wouldn�t buy it or she would at least complain about her catching a cold or something. It was better just to leave her mom�s car in the parking lot for a while.
�Brrr, take me back to the island,� Quill said, sliding into Julius�s car, and wondering where the hell he got a car.
�I would love to take you back to the island. Kiss me,� he smiled, happy to see her.
Quill smiled and kissed him, really kissed him, shoving her tongue down his throat, and pressing her body to his. Julius moaned in her mouth.
�Jesus, Quill,� he said, pulling away.
She laughed. �Take me somewhere that you can fuck me.�
�Stop talking like that. I don�t want to fuck you. I want to make love to you.�
�Fine, I guess I will settle for that,� she teasingly whined, moving to her side of the car so he could drive.
Julius only drove a couple of miles down the road and pulled into a driveway of a small house in a middle class neighborhood.
Quill looked at him confused. �Who lives here, Julius?�
�I do. I rented it a couple weeks ago, but I haven�t really had the chance to furnish it yet. I didn�t know how long you would want me here.�
�I want you forever and ever and ever and ever and�.�
�Okay,� he laughed, �I get it.�
�Do you at least have a bed?� Quill asked as Julius held her close to his body as he unlocked the quaint little house.
�I have a bed, some dishes, and some bathroom supplies, that is about it.�
�I just need the bed,� Quill assured him, spinning in his arms to kiss him.
He walked her back to the bedroom and she was removing clothes before he even had her to the bed.
�Damn, Quill. You�re like a wild woman.�
�That�s because I need sex in a baaaaad way,� she assured, letting her bra fall to the floor.
Julius laid her back and took the pink erect nipple between his lips. She moaned and squirmed beneath him. Quill tugged on his shirt, wanting to feel his strong body on hers. Julius lifted it over his head and popped the snap on her jeans.
�Fuck, Quill,� he whimpered as his fingers slid in her jeans to the wet pussy that he loved. She whimpered too. �Take your pants off, baby,� he whispered to her bare chest. Quill gladly obliged.
�Fuck, Julius. You�re going to make me cum,� Quill warned. He had barely touched her and she was finished. She was going to cum, no doubt about it.
�I love watching you cum,� Julius replied, watching her face as her eyes closed, her head swayed to the side, and her chest was pushed out as her back arched and she moaned. Julius smiled a small, proud of himself smile. He instantly dismissed the thought demanding her to open her eyes. He didn�t want that. For the first time in his life, he didn�t want to be in control. He wanted to please her, not himself. He wanted her how she was and not how he told her to be.
�Julius,� she moaned in pleasurable agony.
�Let go, baby,� he beckoned as he slid out of his own jeans. He had to, he was ready to explode himself. He removed his fingers, halting her on the brink of detonation. She panted heavily as he slowly moved into her. She moaned again, this time, in his mouth.
Julius pulled away and held himself above her. God, she was beautiful. He loved her so much, and making love to her, becoming one in a sea of emotion, caused him to feel how deep their love went. Was it taboo? Was it distasteful? Was it unacceptable? Probably, he didn�t care. He didn�t care what her family thought of him. He didn�t care what Seri thought of him. He loved her, and nobody could take that away from him. He wouldn�t let them. Not again. Not ever.
�What are you thinking about?� Quill asked as Julius moved in and out of her, towering above her.
�How much I love you,� he quietly said, staring deep into the pool blue eyes that burned his soul.
Quill didn�t reply. She couldn�t. She placed one hand on his bare chest and called out in pleasure. Julius could only stare at her expressional desire as she gave herself to him. Julius moved deep inside her, steadied himself abysmal in her core and suddenly pulled out, moaning his own gratifying pleasure as he spilled to her stomach.
�I hate when you do that,� Quill stated, watching him rub the head of his cock along her stomach, smearing his flow. He laughed.
�Would you rather I put it inside you?�
�Fuck, no. Which brings up a good point, if we are going to continue to do this, I need to get on some sort of birth control or you need to start wrapping it up.�
�I�m never wrapping it up with you. Make the appointment. I�ll take you,� he smiled.
�Am I going to see you tomorrow?� Quill asked.
�You sound like you�re leaving me. Are you leaving me, Quill?�
�I have to. I have a two page report due second period tomorrow and I haven�t even started on it yet. Reese needs my help with her homework too.�
�Do you want me to pick you up from school tomorrow?�
�No, Reese will see you. Pick me up at the junkyard.�
�I told you I didn�t want you going there.�
�I�m not going there. I�m telling my mom I am going there. You�re going to cum and get me.�

And so it became the routine. Quill saw Julius every day for the rest of the week. He wasn�t very pleased that she had to spend the weekend with her dad and Seri, but nonetheless, he couldn�t have been happier. He was working on a few things anyway. It would give him time to do some research and maybe even take a trip.
<><><>
�So, what are you going to do? Are you just going to not work? I can�t see you doing that, Seri,� Quill questioned as she sat on the toilet of her dad and Seri�s master bath, twisting a joint.
Seri took a deep breath, flipped on the exhaust fan and sat on the floor, leaning against the tub. �I don�t know. I got a nice severance check. I have some time to figure it out. Your dad wants to buy a house closer to you girls.�
�I don�t want you to do that. I would rather live here in the city. There�s nothing to do there unless you like to hang out at the dirt track or the junkyard, besides, Reese is going to leave for college in a couple years anyway. She wants to move here too.�
�Hmm,� Seri thought. It gave her something to think and talk to Manny about. She really didn�t want to move to a small town either. She was afraid of becoming bored and ruining what she and Manny had. She was happy in the city. And Monica was there.
�Tell me what you�ve been up to,� Seri beckoned, taking the joint from Quill.
�Why? What do you mean?� Quill asked, suspiciously.
�Quill? What the hell are you doing?� Seri asked, picking up on the nerves.
�What? I�m not doing anything.�
�You can�t lie to me. I�m like your Seeing Eye dog. I sense things.�
�Give me that joint. You don�t sense shit. I haven�t been up to anything, just going to school and hanging out with Whisper.�
�I don�t believe you.�
�Well, tough shit. That�s all I do.�
Seri studied her. She was lying, she could tell.
<><><>
Seri took them all out to a fancy restaurant for Manny�s birthday. It was almost November and New York was cold. Quill hated it, whining the whole time as they walked the sidewalk, peering in the windows at Christmas displayed on every corner.
�My fingers are going to fall off. Can we go now?� Quill whined for the millionth time.
�You�re fingers are not going to fall off. Forty degrees isn�t even cold,� Seri scolded. She was having fun with Manny and his girls. She loved Quill like no other, and had even become close with Reese, not close like Quill, but close in a special way. Nobody would ever impact her, the way Quill had, and she was sure she would never smoke weed with Reese.
�It is too cold, and your fingers aren�t freezing because my dad can�t seem to let go of your hand,� Quill complained from behind. Seri and Manny smiled at each other, it made her miss Julius. She wanted his hands to warm her.
�Wait till January, Quill,� Reese warned.
Quill had never seen snow, and didn�t care if she ever did. She wanted to be back in Jamelia Lei where the temperatures were consistent year-round. Eighty degree November�s not forty.
�Come on, you big baby. I�ll buy you a cup of hot chocolate,� Manny offered, pulling Quill to his body in a hug and kissing the top of her head.
He felt warm. God, she missed Julius.
�Will that make you happy?� he asked, teasing.

Chapter 22

�I knew it!� Seri accused, walking into the shared bedroom right after Quill got a shower. Quill was thankful for the warm fuzzy pajamas that her dad had bought her and Reese earlier that day.
�You knew what, weirdo?� Quill asked, sliding her arms through the button up flannel night shirt.
�Who are you seeing?�
�What? What the hell are you talking about?�
�I thought you told me everything. I didn�t think we kept secrets,� Seri accused.
�I do tell you everything. What the heck?�
�Oh, so you gave yourself that bite on your boob?� she questioned.
Well, shit.
�Yeah, I did.�
�Who did it, Quill? I thought we talked about this and after the Patch guy, you weren�t just going to jump into bed with just anyone anymore.�
�I didn�t just jump into bed with just anyone, just one someone.�
�Are you seeing this someone?�
�Sort of, I guess.�
�Is it someone at school?�
�Kind of.� Well, it kind of was. He did pick her up after school every day, just not at the school.
�Is it Blain?�
�Yuck, no way, I don�t see what everyone sees in him, besides; Reese thinks she is in love with him. I would never do that to her.�
�Then tell me who it is, damnit.�
�Nope,� Quill smirked.
Seri shot up and tossed her to the bed. Quill laughed, permitting her to tie her in a knot, letting her think she had the upper hand. She wasn�t sure yet whether she did or not. She would soon find out.
�Tell me,� Seri demanded, holding her head to the mattress.
Quill managed to get her leg up enough to sling her to her side, allowing her to take the lead. Seri got it right back.
�You too are like a couple teenage boys, scrapping in the back yard,� Manny accused, pulling Seri from Quill as they both laughed.
�You hold her, Dad,� Quill tormented.
�You�re telling me before you leave tomorrow,� Seri demanded with a squinted glare.
�I�d like to see you make me,� Quill countered.
�Get out of here before someone gets hurt,� Manny demanded, shoving Seri to the door.
Reese laughed when she came in, seeing the same ridiculous pajamas on Quill as her own. She, of course, had to have a picture for her Facebook page.
Quill rolled her eyes, but let her take the picture, appeasing her little sister.
<><><>
Quill wanted to leave first thing Sunday morning. She wanted to see Julius. She needed to see Julius, and the constant text messages just weren�t doing the trick. She didn�t want to meet Monica and her new man for breakfast. She didn�t care about her boyfriend. She wanted to see her own boyfriend, and knew she was going to have a hard enough time convincing her mother of letting her leave for a while the way it was.
�What is your problem?� Seri asked, tired of hearing her complain about going home. It wasn�t even quite a two hour drive.
�I have homework,� Quill lied. She didn�t have homework, Reese and her had done it Friday night when they went to bed.
�Yeah, at the junkyard,� Reese offered.
�You can�t do that,� Quill warned. �We�re sisters, blood sisters with the same mom and dad. You�re breaking the code of sisterhood. You have to take my side, and you�re not allowed to throw me under the bus,� Quill warned light heartedly.
�Sorry. Quill has lots of homework,� Reese assured Seri with a tilted head.
<><><>
It was almost eleven by the time they finally got on the road. Quill wanted to grow wings and fly. Her mother was never going to let her out. She would have lunch ready by two, and expect her to stay home with her. Quill knew it was going to be a fight.
�What did you think of Stanley, Quill?� Seri asked, turning in the passenger seat to look at her.
�Who the hell�s Stanley?�
Seri gave her a frown. �Monica�s boyfriend�..�
�Oh, I didn�t like him.�
Seri laughed.
�What? You asked my opinion, I gave it to you.�
�Why didn�t you like him? I like him.�
�Good for you. He called me the kidnapped girl.�
�Well, you are the kidnapped girl,� Seri reminded her.
�Fuck, you, Seri,� Quill mouthed with no words. She didn�t need words. Seri heard her loud and clear.
�You know you�re the apple of my eye, don�t you?� Seri asked.
�Yeah, and you�re the thorn in my ass.�
<><><>
Quill was right. She could smell something cooking as soon as they entered the house. Shit. She wanted out of there. Just an hour, that�s all she needed, one hour with him.
�You guys are staying for lunch,� Liz point blankly told Seri and Manny.
Are you serious? Quill was never going to get out of there. Manny sat on the sofa with Connor, turning his attention to the football game. Quill moaned and walked upstairs with her bag. She needed to smoke a little. Her family was stressing her out. Her mom and boyfriend weren�t supposed to get along with her dad and his fianc�. It wasn�t normal. Was it?
Quill locked her door, raised the window and chilled the instant the cool air poured through the screen. She hated winter, and it wasn�t even winter yet. She lit the joint and dialed Julius, alias JC on her phone.
�I didn�t think you were ever going to call. You home?� he asked.
�Yes, but my stupid family is having some sort of reunion. I can�t leave.�
�How long is this reunion going to last? I miss you. I haven�t kissed your lips in two days. I can�t smell you anymore.�
Quill laughed, holding smoke into her lungs. �What do I smell like?�
�You smell like Doritos. What are you doing?� Julius asked, catching the sound of her holding the smoke in her lungs as she talked.
She quickly blew it out the window. �Doritos? What the fuck?�
�I was kidding, but I wasn�t kidding about the last part. You�re smoking, aren�t you?�
�A little, why do I smell like Doritos?�
�You don�t smell like Doritos. You smell like Quill, bold, daring, audacious, cheeky, and sexy as hell, and I need to smell you.�
�I�m trying to get away. Why don�t you just meet me up the dirt road by the track after lunch? I will say I am going for a walk.�
�I don�t care where I meet you. I need to see you.�
�Okay, I have to go. My mom has lunch ready. I�ll text you.�
�Hurry up. I love you.�
�I love you too. I�ll see you in little while.�

Quill didn�t care about her mother�s famous vegetable lasagna. She wanted Seri and her dad to leave. She didn�t care about Connor. He could stay. He was a good decoy, a settling distraction.
�Why are you so antsy?� Seri asked Quill, who was fidgeting in her chair and fumbling with her cellphone.
�I�m not. I just have too much energy. I think I�ll go for a walk.�
Seri, suspiciously studied her. �You whined all day yesterday because you were cold, and you want to go for a walk?�
Quill gave her a dirty look, telling her to shut up. Seri let it go, for now. She�d find out what she was up to, which was something. �Let�s help your mom clean up,� Seri requested.
�It�s Reese�s turn.�
�No, I�ve got it. You guys can get on the road,� Liz insisted.
Quill waited for Seri and her dad to leave before venturing to meet Julius. She knew Seri. Seri would follow her. It�s a good thing she lived almost two hours away. She would have blown her cover in no time.
<><><>
Julius was already there, patiently waiting. He stepped out of his car and was leaning against the guardrail, watching her come to him. He smiled when she picked up her stride, seeing him sitting there with his arms and ankles crossed, looking way too fine.
She fell right into his arms and he wrapped her shivering body in his. �It�s about time. You can�t stay away from me for two days again. I miss you too much.�
�I didn�t want to stay away that long, but it�s going to happen again.�
�What do you mean?�
�Holidays I have to go to my dad�s for Thanksgiving and Christmas.�
�I don�t like your family.�
Quill pulled away when she heard the vehicle coming into the track. Shit. Patch. She looked at him as he looked at her. Was he going to stop? Please don�t stop.
Well, fuck.
�You know this is public property, Quill,� Patch said, rolling down his window.
�Yeah, we�ll leave,� she offered, wanting him to leave.
He smiled a crooked smile. �Glad to see you�ve moved on. I�ll see ya around.�
�Don�t ask,� Quill demanded, turning back to Julius.
�Who was that, Quill?�
�Let�s get in the car. I�m cold.�
�No, let�s not. What did he mean, you�ve moved on?�
�Nothing, Julius. Don�t do this. I thought you missed me.� Quill could sense the anger, knowing what he was thinking.
�Who the fuck is that guy, Quill?�
Yup, he was pissed.
�Just some guy I went out with back in the summer. It was nothing.�
�Did you fuck him?�
�Julius, don�t fucking do this. You left me. You let me go. Do you expect me to believe that you spent all of those months being celibate?�
�That is exactly what I did. I couldn�t even think about doing that. I was miserable without you. Apparently you weren�t feeling the same way.�
�You never had sex with anyone else?� Quill asked, shocked.
�No, but you did, didn�t you, Quill.�
�Yes, Julius, I did, but it wasn�t what I thought it was going to be. It wasn�t the same as it is with you.�
Julius ran his hand stressfully through his hair. She fucked this guy. This guy put his dick in her. He suddenly wanted to go rip his head off. �Did you get off?�
�No. Well, not during sex. I hated it. I just wanted him to stop.�
�But he got you off before the sex?� Julius asked, unbelieving.
�Yes.� What the hell? Why did any of this matter? He wasn�t there. He left her.
�How?�
�How what?�
�How did he make you fucking cum, Quill?� Julius yelled.
�Julius, stop this,� Quill tried.
�HOW!� he screamed.
�Julius�.�
�Did you let him finger fuck you, Quill? Is that how he got you off?�
�No. I mean, yeah I think he did that.�
�But he didn�t get you off with his fingers, did he? You let him lick your pussy. He fucking tasted you, didn�t he, Quill?�
Quill could feel the tears in her eyes. Why was he treating her this way? She didn�t like this Julius.
�I�m going home,� Quill said, turning to head back the way she came.
Julius grabbed her arm. �You fucking go home. You go home and cry to mommy. See if I give a fuck,� Julius said, getting right in her face.
�I hate you, Julius,� Quill quietly said with a shaky voice. She jerked her arm from his and practically ran down the dirt road, letting the tears escape.
Julius wanted to go after her. He wanted to stop her. He didn�t mean anything he said. Why the hell did he just make her feel this way? He couldn�t do it. He couldn�t go after her. He couldn�t do anything but picture that stupid fucker with his hands all over her.
<><><>
�Quill?� Liz questioned, sitting beside Connor on the sofa when she stormed into the house and upstairs.
Liz breathed a regretting breath and moved from Connor�s side. �I�ll be back,� she said, walking upstairs to find out what happened. She just went for a walk. She wasn�t gone thirty minutes. Now what?
Reese opened her own door after hearing Quill�s slam shut. She shrugged her shoulders at her mom�s questioning look.
�Quill? What�s going on?� Liz asked, sitting beside her, rubbing her sobbing shoulders.
�Nothing, leave me alone,� she demanded.
�Quill, something happened. You were fine when you left. Tell me what�s going on.�
�Julius, that�s what�s wrong. Julius.�
Great, she was going back there. She was doing so well after her last encounter with him. Liz was sure she was going to recover and realize that she didn�t need Julius. Things had been going really good. What the hell happened?
�Quill, it�ll get easier. I promise, baby. It just takes time.�
Quill snorted. �Will you please just leave me alone?�
Liz stood to leave her. What else was she going to do?
<><><>
�I�ve been trying to call you since last night. What�s wrong with your phone?� Whisper asked Quill in homeroom.
�Nothing, I shut it off.�
�Why?�
�I didn�t want to talk to anyone,� she coolly replied, got up and walked out of the class as soon as the bell rang. Whisper stared after her, wondering what was up her ass.
Quill sat alone at lunch and didn�t join her normal table with Whisper and Sed. She wasn�t trying to be rude. She just didn�t have the ambition to sit and small talk. She could barely keep up during class.
�Are you coming to the yard?� Whisper asked at her locker.
�No, not today, I�m not feeling the best,� Quill lied as the two girls walked toward the parking lot.
Quill saw him. She pretended not to, but she knew it was him. �You know. I think I will come over for a little while,� Quill said, changing her mind. She knew her mother wouldn�t be home for another hour or so, Reese would be at practice and Julius would be at her front door.
�Okay,� Whisper replied puzzled.
Quill jumped in the front seat of Whisper�s car and watched in her side mirror as Julius pulled out right behind them. Really? What the hell was he doing? Whisper carried on a one sided conversation while Quill watched Julius through the mirror.
�Pull over, Whisper,� Quill requested once they were off the main road.
�Why?� she asked, pulling to the side of the road.
�I need to go talk to this idiot following us.�
�Who is it?� Whisper asked, turning to see Julius pull right behind her.
�Just some guy, I�ll be right back.� Quill didn�t have the relationship with Whisper that she did with Seri. They didn�t talk about personal matters. Quill liked it that way. She was, however, going to have to explain who the hell Julius was now, somehow.
Freaking hell, it was cold outside. Quill walked back to the driver�s side of Julius�s car as he rolled down his window.
�What, Julius?� she shouted.
�Why isn�t your phone working?�
�My phone is working just fine. It�s turned off.�
�Get in the car, Quill.�
�Fuck you. I�m not listening to a word you say. What the hell are you even doing here? Go live in another country.�
�Go tell your friend you�ll see her later, and get your ass in this car so I can apologize my ass off for being such a douche.�
�Why should I?� Quill asked, letting her guard down.
�Because I love you, and I am a fucking idiot. Please come with me. I�ll even let you beat the shit out of me.�
Quill smiled a little. �Hang on,� she said, giving in and walking to get her backpack out of Whisper�s car.
�I�ll talk to you tomorrow, Whisper.�
�What? Why? Where you going? Who is that?� Whisper protested.
�I�ll tell you about it tomorrow. Promise,� she lied.

�I�m sorry, Quill,� Julius said as soon as Quill got in with a pout and crossed arms.
�You don�t have to treat me like that, Julius. I didn�t deserve that.�
�I know you didn�t, baby. I was just so fucking pissed off, thinking about another man touching you. I shot him in the head.�
�YOU WHAT!!!�
�Not really, Quill, but I wanted to.�
�Jesus, Julius. Don�t fucking do that, you just made my heart stop.�
Julius smiled. �Please forgive me, and please don�t let another man please you. That�s my job.�
�You weren�t here, Julius.�
�That�s what upsets me. I feel like you just moved on.�
�I didn�t just move on.� How the hell was she supposed to explain that she wanted to be a slut like Seri was? �I was just trying to distract myself from all the thoughts about you. I�m sorry. It was a onetime thing. I couldn�t be with him. I didn�t want to be with him.�
�I�m sorry. Will you forgive me?�
�Do I still get to kick your ass?�
�If you do it naked,� he smiled.
<><><>
�You bought furniture,� Quill stated as Julius unlocked the door.
�I bought you something too. Two somethings,� he smiled, retrieving the white paper sack from the side table.
Quill took the white bag and opened. �Sex toys?�
Julius smiled an ornery grin.
�I don�t forgive you that much yet. You didn�t buy this for me. You bought it for you.�
�Oh, but I promise to make you enjoy it as much as I do.�
�Why do good girls always fall in love with the bad boys?�
�You�re a bad girl. Why do good boys always fall for the bad girls?�
Quill laughed and shrugged her shoulders. �You taught me to be bad.�
�I�m sorry, Quill,� Julius apologized again. He felt horrible for making her feel the way he did.
�I�m over it, just don�t let it happen again,� she said, dropping the bag to the sofa and wrapping her arms around his neck. �I can�t stay long. I have a test tomorrow,� she whispered to his lips.
He kissed her, lightly. �Test on what?�
�Chemical equation of photosynthesis.�
�Yuck, I was going to volunteer to help you study, but I hated biology.�
�Yeah, I remember. You would never help me with biology.�
�But I taught you, you�re ABC�s, didn�t I?�
Quill laughed. �I don�t know. I can�t remember when I was that young.�
�I did. Had it not been for me, you wouldn�t even be able to read.�
�Shut up and take my clothes off,� Quill demanded between kisses.
�You want me to undress you?�
�Hmhmm.�
Julius didn�t waste time. He had her naked in front of him in record time. Quill circled him, wearing nothing but her birthday suit. She raised his shirt and he slid it over his head as her nails grazed his abs.
�I love you, Quill,� he whispered as he watched her fingers unsnap his jeans.
�Hmm, I love you too,� she replied, walking around him, kissing him lightly, his back, shoulder, arm, and then his chest while releasing his hardness to her hand. He had to place his hand on the back of the sofa to brace himself, as she lowered her body, taking him in her mouth, as much as she could.
Julius hissed at not only the feel, but also the sight of her caressing his balls and sliding his cock in and out of her mouth. Julius wanted to ram balls deep in her mouth. He was fighting his resisting hips to do just that. He couldn�t take it. God, she felt amazing. He pulled her up and led her to the bed, wanting to please her as well.
He scooted himself to the middle of the bed, stroking himself in his hand as she came to him. She loved watching him do that, she just went from wet to wetter in a fraction of a second. She was sure of it. Julius took her hand and guided her to straddle his face, wanting to taste her and hope that she continued what she had started in the living room.
Quill moaned as he stroked her with his tongue and lightly sucked on her nub, causing her to squirm above him. She stroked him in her hand a couple of times before leaning over and taking him in her mouth once again. Quill tried her best not to let go. She was enjoying the tantalizing feel of his tongue on her pussy, his finger in her ass and his cock in her mouth. She wasn�t even sure where it came from. She thought she was in control. She wasn�t. She squeezed his cock with her hand as her head dropped and she called out in pure ecstasy.
Julius flipped her off of him and rammed into her from behind. He fucked her, quick, fast and hard as she moaned the most god awful sounds. He fucking loved it. He held her hips, thrusting frantically in and out of her. She was going to cum again. She could feel it.
�Roll over, baby,� he demanded, pulling out of her. She did as she was told and watched as he stroked himself, moving her legs up, beckoning her to hold them up for him. He rubbed her juices in with his fingers before guiding the head of his cock inside of her. Quill held her legs up as they both watched his cock sliding in and out of her, gazing at each other, every so often.
As soon as Quill let go for the second time, Julius was done. He thrust deep in her, holding himself profoundly inside of her as her walls constricted around his cock, pulled out and spewed to her open sex.
�Rub it in, Quill,� he whispered in some sort of low raspy tone. She did. His lustful eyes watched as her fingers massaged his cum around her swollen nub. She moaned again, knowing she could cum again if she kept that up.
<><><>
�Let me out here, Julius. My mom�s home,� Quill said before Julius got too close to her house. She leaned over and kissed him. I�ll call you later.�
�I love you, and I am sorry for hurting you yesterday.�
�I love you too, and I forgave you after the second mind blowing orgasm. Please don�t mention it again,� she smiled with one more kiss.
Quill walked up the sidewalk with a smile. Liz was flipping through the mail as she entered.
�You okay? You look a little flushed. Are you running a fever?� Liz asked in her motherly, worried kind of way.
That�s because I just had amazing sex with the man I love. �Yeah, I�m fine. I�m going to go study. I have a test tomorrow,� Quill replied, unable to look her mother in the eye. Would she ever understand? Would Seri ever understand? Why couldn�t they just love him as much as she did?

Chapter 23

Quill continued to sneak around and see Julius every chance she got, which was practically every day. She avoided Seri�s questions and made sure that she didn�t have any fresh bites when she and Reese visited for Thanksgiving. Christmas was another story.
Quill had the weirdest family in the world. She was sure of it. Who stayed in a vacation home at the lake with their ex-husband and his fianc�? Connor was staying too. It was like one big happy family. Liz and Seri cooked in the kitchen of the cabin while Manny and Connor hung out watching sports. Who did that? Quill wasn�t complaining, she was just a little shell-shocked at the entire family under one roof.
Seri went in to wake Quill on Christmas morning, wanting to give her her gift in private. Quill was already up and in the shower. She sat on her bed to wait, glancing at the screen of her phone, displaying JC. She didn�t answer it, thinking JC must be the secret boy. Why wouldn�t Quill tell her about him? She thought they were closer than that, not understanding her need to keep it secret.
It was probably just the investigating in her blood, but she couldn�t resist. She picked up the phone, getting the locked keypad. She held it to the window and smiled at the smudge marks, 5 -2- 4 -3, it only took once for her to unlock it. She hesitated briefly, debating on whether or not to go to her messages.
Seri shook her head as she read the very detailed messages of Quill and JC talking about the amazing sex they had the day before, the toys that they played with, the anal sex that he thanked her for, the amazing blow job that she finished, completely, the numerous amounts of I love you�s, and the I don�t want to be without you during the holidays.
�JC�Julius Chavez,� Seri said out loud.
She moved back to the bed and tossed the phone to the bed where she stayed with her elbows on her knees, head down, waiting for Quill. She couldn�t believe it. She had been seeing him all along. She should have known. What the hell was she supposed to do? Manny would kill him, well, probably not. Julius could break him, but nonetheless. He would be pissed. What the hell was she thinking?
�Merry Christmas,� Quill said, coming in to the bedroom with wet hair, wrapped in a towel. �What�s wrong?� she asked, seeing the disappointment all over Seri�s face.
�Nothing�s wrong, Quill,� Seri said, dropping the wrapped gift on the bed. �Your family is waiting for you to come to breakfast and open gifts,� she stated with a long face, leaving her alone.
�What the fuck?� Quill said to her empty room. She sat on the bed and opened the box, not understanding what just happened. She held up the silver keychain, reading the inscription. (You and me � A single soul dwelling in two bodies).
Quill pulled her hair into a messy bun on top of her head and quickly dressed. She wanted to talk to Seri. Something just happened. Something was going on, but what? Seri stared at her with a look that Quill couldn�t read as she entered the dining room with the rest of her family.
Seri sipped her coffee, keeping her eyes on Quill while the family listened to Reese talk about cheerleading camp in� JUNE. Quill stared back with a puzzled look. She wasn�t interested in Christmas anymore. She wanted to know what the hell Seri�s problem was.
Quill endured the chatter around the table, and then moved to the living area around the massive Christmas tree that they all helped decorate the night before. Seri was fine then. They had a ball the night before.
As soon as the last gift was open, Seri stood and looked directly at Quill. �Bundle up, Quill, let�s go for a walk,� she demanded.
�Sarah?� Manny questioned. All eyes were on Seri, wondering what the attitude was about. Manny sensed it earlier, but refrained from saying anything, not wanting to ruin the gift exchange.
�We�re fine. I just want to talk to Quill ALONE.�
Quill slid on her boots and warm coat. Had the circumstances been different, she would have whined about the cold. She didn�t. Seri was pissed about something and she was anxious to find out what.
�What the hell, Seri?� Quill asked as soon as they were away from the house.
�How the fuck is Julius? Quill?�
Well, fuck.
�Um, excuse me?� What did she know?
�You�ve been seeing him this whole time, haven�t you?�
�What the hell are you talking about, Seri?�
�JC called while you were in the shower.�
�You talked to Julius?�
�No. I didn�t answer. I thought JC was the boyfriend from school that you lied to me about. It wasn�t until I read all of the text messages that I figured out that JC was actually Julius Chavez.�
�You went through my phone?� she almost asked how she got into it, but didn�t need to. Seri was trained to do shit like that.
�Yeah, Quill. I did. I can�t believe you.�
Quill didn�t know whether to be pissed or what the hell to think. �What do you want me to say, Seri? I love him. I�m going to be with him.�
�And are you just going to hide behind lies while you SEE him?�
�I don�t know.�
�What the hell, Quill? You could have told me.�
�Told you what? Oh, by the way, I�ve been sneaking around, seeing Julius. Would you have given me your blessing?�
�Fuck no. And neither would your mother and father.�
�Exactly my point, did you think I was actually going to tell you? You�re engaged to my dad. Do you keep secrets from him?�
�You know I don�t.�
�Hence the reason I didn�t tell you. Are you going to tell him now?�
�Jesus Christ, Quill. Fuck. I don�t know. He�s going to be livid. I can�t believe you put me in the middle of this shit.�
�I didn�t put you in the middle of anything. You shouldn�t go snooping through people�s phones if you don�t want the truth.�
�Where is he?�
�Why?�
�I just want to know. Is he living close to you?�
�Are you going to go after him?�
�No. I told you, his name is clear as long as he stays out of trouble.�
�He�s not getting into trouble. He�s not doing anything. He doesn�t even smoke weed, and gets mad at me for doing it. He�s clean.�
�So he is living near you?�
�Yes.�
Seri shook her head, un-fucking-believable. �Now, what the hell am I supposed to do?�
�Nothing, keep your mouth shut. I�ll be 18 in less than six months.�
�And then what, Quill? Are you going to run away with him?�
�I don�t know what, Seri. I love him. I can�t live without him. Can�t you understand that?�
Seri ran her gloved hands over her face. Yes. She could understand that. She felt it for the first time in her life with Manny. Her father understanding, that was going to be a different story.
�I�m so mad at you right now. Why couldn�t you go off to college and fall in love with someone that your father would approve of? I have to live with him.�
�I can�t fall in love with anyone else. Julius has owned my heart since I was a little girl. Julius and I have a bond that can�t be replaced by some guy in college. I don�t know how to get you to understand that. Julius and I are always going to be tied together. I can�t change that. I don�t want to change that.�
Seri placed her arm around Quill�s shoulders, trying to understand and be her friend, not the adult that she was turning into since Manny came into her life. �We�re still a single soul dwelling in two bodies,� Seri said, bumping her head with hers.
�Thanks, I loved that, but I don�t get it,� Quill questioned.
�Get what?�
�Why the keychain? Where�s the keys and the car? You told me my dad was going to buy me a car for Christmas.�
�Shit, Quill. You ruin everything. Why do you always have to put things together? You�re dad�s going to kill me.�
�I�m getting a car?� Quill asked excited.
�No. I didn�t say that.�
<><><>
Quill did get a new car, well not new, but new to her. It was a used white Honda CRV, and she loved it. She hated having to drive Reese to school every day, but loved not having to share her mom�s car. She spent a lot of weekends with Whisper (Julius), and Seri kept her secret. She was glad that Seri knew. Although she still didn�t like it, it was nice to have her friend to talk to when he pissed her off or she wanted to share something funny that they had done.
�Let�s go somewhere this weekend, Julius,� Quill suggested, wanting to get out of his house and do something outdoors now that the weather was cooperating. She really did hate winter, and would probably never get used to that.
�I can�t. I�m going out of town tomorrow.�
Quill sat up from, leaning on him on the sofa. �Where you going?�
Julius pulled her back to him. �It�s a secret. I can�t tell you.�
�No. Fuck that. We don�t have secrets. Where are you going? What are you up to?� she argued, pulling away again.
�Okay, it�s not a secret, just a surprise, and I�m not telling you, so lose the attitude. I�ll be back tomorrow night. You can come over then if you�re allowed.�
�Is it a surprise for me?�
�Yes. Now, stop. That�s all I�m saying.�
�I hate you, Julius Chavez.�
�I don�t care. I love you.�
�I�m going to graduate high school again next month,� Quill said, laughing at the fact.
�You are, and I am so proud of you.�
�Then what, Julius? My mom wants me to go to college.�
�Do you want to go to college?�
�No. I mean. Why would I need to? We�re rich, aren�t we?�
Julius laughed. �We have plenty of money. Now, get naked before you have to leave me.�
<><><>
Seri knew the voice before she ever turned around. Her heart dropped to her feet and her defenses automatically kicked in. Julius grabbed her arm and swung her around to keep from getting decked. He didn�t know who he was messing with. She was quicker than him and had her knee in his throat right there in the hallway of her and Manny�s apartment building.
�Jesus Christ, Seri,� he choked.
�What are you doing here? Where�s Quill?�
�Get the hell off me and I will tell you.�
Seri, cautiously moved off of him. �What do you want?�
�I wanted to talk to you about something.�
�Okay, talk.�
�Can we go somewhere?� he asked, not wanting to discuss business with her in the hallway. They would be lucky if someone hadn�t already called the cops.
�Is Quill okay?�
�Yes. Quill is fine. This isn�t about Quill, well not completely.�
�What�s it about?�
�Are we going to talk right here?� he asked, waving his hand animatedly in a circle.
�I guess we can get coffee.�
�I kind of wanted to show you something.�
�Show me what?�
�Oh my God, you�re worse than Quill. Trust me, will you?�
Seri laughed a nervous laugh. �Trust you?�
�Yes. Trust me. Move it,� he ordered, nodding toward the elevator.
<><><>
Seri had never seen Manny this mad before. She was almost afraid he was going to kick her out of their new home. He couldn�t believe that she lied to him all these months.
�I never lied to you, Manny,� Seri pled.
�You did lie to me, Sarah. You not telling me that my daughter has been seeing that low life for months is the same as lying.�
�He�s not a low life, and he loves your daughter. Manny, you�re not going to keep her from him.�
�You can�t seriously be defending that bastard.�
�I am defending him. Will you just hear me out?�
<><><>
One down, one to go. Seri was sure Liz would have an asthma attack and die right there on the floor.
�I�ve known for months, Sarah,� Liz explained, pouring them both a cup of coffee.
�You have?� Seri shockingly asked.
�Yup,� she replied, sitting in front of her at the table. �I can even show you his house.�
�You never said anything to Quill?� She couldn�t believe what she was hearing. She was sure she was going to take more from Liz than she had Manny, and then she was going to kick Julius�s ass for talking her into this shit. Liz wasn�t mad at all. She knew.
�No, I was waiting for her to tell me. I�m not going to ruin our relationship because she�s in love with a man that I�m not sure is good for her or not.�
�I know how you feel, but I honestly think he is good for her, and I know he loves her.�
Liz took a sad, deep breath. She already knew this fact. That�s why she hadn�t said anything. She wasn�t about to lose Quill over Julius. She wasn�t sure if she would ever be able to welcome him with open arms, but she would do what she had to do in order to keep her daughter close. She lost her once, she wasn�t about to lose her again.
�I just wish you weren�t going to take her to New York,� Liz voiced her concern. �She and Reese have become pretty close.�
�We�re not that far away, and Julius is going to keep the house here. They�ll be back.�
�I know that this is going to make Quill happier than anything. I�m not extremely happy about it myself, but I do understand. You have my blessing,� Liz offered.
Seri couldn�t have been happier. It did, however, make her want to body slam Manny after the way he acted. He had her scared shitless, telling her how Liz was going to blow her top. Now, all they had to do was get Quill to New York without too many questions. That would be a job for Julius. She wasn�t touching that one. She did her fair share of the dirty work.
<><><>
Of course, Julius had to pass the buck back to Seri. She should have known she would get suckered into this.
Quill wanted to go home. She didn�t care about this stupid graduation party. She didn�t want to be at the lake, and she would have much rather been staying with Julius than at the cabin. She had a graduation party once. She tried to tell her mother she didn�t need another one. Seri was the one that talked her into it, telling her that it meant a lot to her mom to do this for her. Quill had to walk away after a bit. Why was her mother crying like she was. Geesh. It wasn�t like she was getting married.
Seri followed her down to the lake, ready to get it over with. She might as well let her scream away from her family.
�Hey,� Seri said, plopping beside her on the ground.
�Hey,� Quill repeated, throwing a rock into the lake.
�How does it feel to finally be out of school?�
Quill looked at her with a tilt and a frown. �The same way it felt last year when I graduated.�
�Stop being so mean. This is a happy day, and I�m taking you back to New York with me in the morning.�
�No. You�re not. I�m spending the entire day with Julius. You guys already made me spend three days here. I�m going to Julius.�
�You�re going to New York. Your mom and Connor are going away for a few days now that school is out, Reese is going to cheerleading camp, and you and I are going to spend a few days together in New York,� Seri demanded, waiting for the blow that didn�t come.
�I can�t wait until I�m 18 and can tell you to go fuck yourself.�
Seri laughed. �You do that now.�
�But I�m going to mean it when I�m 18. Let�s burn one.�
Seri laughed again. Some things just never change.
<><><>
Quill � I�m not coming home for a few days. Quill texted Julius before going to bed.
JC � What do you mean? Yes, you are.
Quill � No, my parents are making me go to New York tomorrow.
JC � Why?
Quill � Because I am three. My mother and Connor are going away and they don�t want me home alone.
JC � Don�t worry about it. I�ll see you when you get back.
<><><>
Quill rode in the backseat and pouted the whole way. She didn�t even have the city to occupy her time now, not with the new house in the suburbs. She would be bored to death. She hated her life. Her life sucked. She glanced at her smartphone and groaned. It was only noon. What the hell was she supposed to do all day? Seri caught her frustration from the corner of her eye. She couldn�t wait to put her out of her misery.
�Please tell me we�re not stopping in the city,� Quill asked, wondering why they were parking right in downtown Manhattan.
�Are you in a hurry to get home?�
�Yeah, back to my home. Why do we have to stop here?�
�Your dad needs to meet a client real quick. It won�t take long.�
�Great. I�m hungry,� Quill whined, getting out of the car. She followed her dad and Seri, holding hands as they walked. She rolled her eyes, and dropped her head to her phone.
Quill � I hate New York. I hate being here. I want to be with you. She texted Julius, not paying attention to the looks Seri and Manny were exchanging.
JC � Why? What�s wrong?
Quill � Oh, I just have to tag along while my dad does work stuff. This is so stupid. Quill texted, while waiting for her dad to unlock a store front door.
Her interest piqued when they walked through a corridor and into a studio. The floor was covered in brand new mats. There was a full gym with every kind of equipment imaginable, along with a wall of mirrors. She didn�t understand when her dad flipped on the lights to the studio. Her eyes were playing tricks on her. She looked to the neon purple sign straight in front of them to Seri. What the hell was going on here? The sign changed colors and a deep blue replaced the purple. �Seri and Quill�s� it read. What the fuck?
�Do you like it?�
Quills head snapped to the sound of Julius�s voice. She was so confused. He was exposing himself right there. Right there in front of her dad. He was asking for it. Wasn�t he? What the hell? Quill looked to Seri and her dad, smiling and then�What? This was fucking crazy. Why were her mom, Reese, and Connor there?
Julius walked to her ghostly white face and wrapped her in his arms.
�Julius?� Quill questioned.
�What do you think, Quill?�
�Think about what? I don�t get it. Mom?� Quill said, turning to her. Somebody needed to give her some answers. Why was her family okay with Julius, standing right there? Why was her and Seri�s name on the wall of this studio?
Connor let go of Liz�s hand and she walked toward her. She even smiled and nodded at Julius. �You can�t move here until you turn 18. I�m not letting you go one day before I have to.�
�I�m moving here?�
�We�re moving here, and you and Seri are going to help train women to stand up for themselves, and never let what happened to Seri�s sister happen to another helpless female,� Julius explained.
�We�re?� Quill questioned. She was moving to New York with Julius and going into business with Seri?
�Yup,� Julius smiled. They did it. She had no clue.
�You were all in on this?� Quill asked, turning to her family. Everyone smiled and nodded.
�I hate all of you,� she assured them with tears in her eyes.
<><><>
Aquilla was given the facts while they all had dinner. She couldn�t believe Julius was eating at the same table as her family. Her mom smiled at her often, contented that she was so happy. She could see by the way the two of them looked at each other that they were indeed in love. Some might think it taboo, being how they grew up together. She did. She didn�t care anymore. If he loved her daughter, she loved him, and if he was going to take care of her, she could live with that.
<><><>
�Can we go back to the studio before we go home?� Quill asked, finally alone with Julius as he drove them to their new apartment. Quill was going to love it. He wanted to take her there, but gave in and let her go back to the studio, her studio.
�Yes, we can stop there first,� he obliged, reaching for her hand.
Quill walked him backwards, pulling his hand to toward the new mats with a look that he knew all too well.
�What are you doing Miss Quill?�
�Oh, you know,� she teased, pulling her tucked shirt from her jeans. �I just thought maybe we should try out these mats.� Quill lifted her shirt over her head and was just about to unfasten her bra.
�Quill!� Seri yelled, and on came the shirt.
�Jesus, Seri. How�d you get in here?�
Seri dangled her keys. �You keep that shit off my mats.�
�I�m not so sure you and my dad haven�t already initiated them. Where is my dad?�
�He took your mom and Connor to the hotel, and we did commence these mats.�
�Gross.�
Seri laughed, walking toward her with her hands out.
�Oh, you want to go?� Quill asked.
�No. I want to kick your skinny little ass. Why is it gross when I did it, but you were getting ready to do the same thing?�
Julius stood watching the two circle each other. Should he let them cat fight? Seri might get hurt. He taught Quill himself, then again, Seri did lay him flat in the hallway of that apartment building.
�Shoulders to the mat, three seconds,� Quill wagered.
�If I win?� Seri asked moving in.
�You get to lick my pussy,� Quill tormented. Seri had her flat on her back in a split second. Quill struggled, keeping her shoulders from touching the mat. �Do you want to win that bad?� she moaned, trying to get enough leverage to wrap her leg around her and throw her off.
�I do, my little, Quill. Somebody has to keep you in your place.� Seri moved just enough to get thrown to her back. Quill held her in a cradle, using all her might to get her shoulders to the mat.
Julius was beyond impressed. He jumped to the mat on his stomach and counted, hitting the mat to the count of one. Seri was back on her feet, but not for long. Quill moved in on a leg sweep, taking her down again. The two of them went at it for fifteen minutes straight, back and forth, back and forth, neither of them able to keep the other one down long enough for Julius to call it.
�I quit,� Quill panted, rolling to her back. Seri followed and panted alongside her.
�You�re one tough little bitch, you know?� Seri breathily said.
�Yeah, you�re not so bad yourself.�
�Are you two at it again?� Manny asked, coming to fetch Seri and take her home.
�No. We quit,� Quill assured him, sitting up.
�Can we go home now?� Manny asked, taking Seri�s hands and pulling her to her feet.
�Lock up, Julius,� Seri said, turning to him. �I�ll see you tomorrow, and stay the hell off my mats,� Seri warned with a finger and a smile toward Quill.
Julius pulled Quill to him on the mat. �I paid for the damn things,� he assured her.
�I don�t want to anymore, Julius. I�m all sweaty.�
�I love it,� he assured her, rolling her over and kissing her.
�Please, can we go home first,� she begged. Wherever the hell that was.
Julius groaned and pulled her to her feet. �You know I have this massive hard on going on right now, don�t you?�
�Why? All you did was kiss me.�
�I�ve had it since the two of you decided to climb all over each other.�
Quill looked at him with a hurt look.
�Oh, no, don�t you even think that. I didn�t mean it like that. I have no desires for Seri, none whatsoever.�
�You fucked her, Julius, more than once.�
�Don�t ruin this day with this, Quill. I�m too happy. Do you really think I would have done that had I known you and her would end up best friends, let alone that you would be here with your family, and she would be marrying your dad. It�s crazy, Quill. I couldn�t have predicted all of this in a million years.�
Quill smiled. He was right, and she too didn�t want to ruin their day. It was filled with too many happy memories, too many emotions. She knew that she couldn�t go where her mind wanted to go. She loved Julius more than anything, but she loved Seri too, and needed them both in her life. Jealously would cause too much animosity. She couldn�t go there.
�Let�s go home,� Julius said, taking her hand.
Quill fell in love with the apartment just like Julius knew she would. She felt like she was on top of the world when they walked out to the balcony, 112 stories up. It was amazing, and all of the tiny little lights were just like the song, they did make you feel brand new, and she did feel inspired. She couldn�t have been happier.
Julius moved behind her and wrapped her in his arms. �I love you,� he whispered to her neck.
She turned to him. �I love you too, and I can�t believe you did all of this. What if I didn�t want to live in New York? What if I wouldn�t have wanted to go into business Seri?�
�I knew you would be ecstatic to work with Seri.�
�I am.�
�And I knew you would live in China if it were with me.�
�I would. You�ve still got a hard on,� she teased, grinder into him.
�That�s because it�s waiting for you to get naked.�
�Take a shower with me.�
�If I take a shower with you, I am going to stick my dick in you.�
�Hmmm, Okay,� Quill beckoned.
Julius ran his fingers over his name on the small of her back, letting his fingers trace each letter, and then the quill. Quill turned her wet naked body to his and kissed her. Quill moved her hand down, stroking him as he kissed and sucked on her neck and then her breasts. She moaned, he moaned, and backed her against the shower wall. He lifted her legs around his waist and she guided him into her. He held her up with his hands and the wall, moving slowly in and out of her until they were both right there, Quill releasing first. Julius pulled out of her and they both looked down as he spewed on her stomach between them.
�I really need to get on the pill or something,� Quill decided, kissing him.
�You don�t like it when I do that?� he asked, kissing her back.
�Oh, I love it. I just don�t want you planting any seeds in there.�
<><><>
Quill spent her last 15 days of being a minor with her mother. She really spent 15 days being her daughter and became closer to her than she had allowed herself since she had come there. She even spent an afternoon with Connor, picking out a ring, hoping her mother said yes and would allow herself to be happy. She deserved to be happy. Quill was happy, Seri was happy and Liz deserved the same.
She talked to Seri every day, discussing the new studio. Quill couldn�t believe that Julius and Seri were turning people away or putting them on a waiting list. They were even going to be training the NYPD. Quill couldn�t believe that they were doing that, then again, they were all pretty aware of what Sarah Strokes was capable of.
Liz cried the entire day they packed up Quill�s room. She wasn�t ready to let her go. She lost too many years.
�Mom, will you stop? I�m not going to be that far away. I�ll see you all the time, and you can call me every day,� Quill tried, as her mom folded shirts, placing them in a box.
Liz only smiled. She knew she wasn�t too far away and she would see her, but it still wasn�t the same. Why couldn�t she have come home before she was so close to being 18?
Reese was sad too; she had gotten used to her being there. Who would help her with her homework? Liz assured her between Connor and herself, she would have plenty of help. It still wasn�t going to be the same. Quill made it fun.

�Liz, you�re going to see her for the grand opening on Saturday,� Julius argued, pulling her arms from around Quill.
�You let anything happen to her, and I will hunt you down myself,� Liz warned.
�Nothing is going to happen to her. I will take good care of her,� Julius promised, opening her car door and ushering her in before Liz hugged her again.
Quill waved out the back glass while her mom, Reese, and Connor all waved back.
�Is this real, Julius? Are we really doing this?� Quill asked, turning to him.
Julius smiled, took her hand and kissed her knuckles. �We are, baby.�
�Are you going to marry me?�
Julius laughed. �Someday.�

Epilogue

Aquilla loved living in the city. She loved their new apartment only two blocks from the studio. She loved being in business with Seri and never imagined she would ever be this happy. She smiled up at their neon pink sign every time they locked up Seri & Quill�s. The name was perfect, and after only two years of being in business, they were a hit. A big hit. They taught women how to stand up for themselves, kids how to escape a kidnapper and even the NYPD.
The cocky police officers were their favorite. There was always one, one that was pissed because he was being made to take the class being taught by two little girls; one that always thought he was going to put the girls in their place and, of course, one that always looked like an ass in front of his peers because he couldn�t. They would look at each other and smile when one of them would throw the arrogant ass to the red mats, flat on his back, usually accompanied by a painful moan.
�You sure you�re feeling okay? You haven�t been on the mats all week,� Seri accused, knowing Aquilla loved being in the center of the mat.
�I�m fine, and I have to. I�ve just been leaving the slamming to you.�
�Why?� Seri asked suspicious.
�Because, I hurt my shoulder a little.�
�You�re a liar. Something�s up, I can tell, Quill.�
�Nothing�s up. Go home.�
�What are you doing tonight? Your dad is cooking chicken on the grill. Do you want to come over?� Seri asked as Quill locked the front door.
�No, and you are such a traitor. I can�t believe you are eating that stuff. No feet� Remember our rule? We don�t eat anything with feet,� Quill reminded her.
�Chickens don�t really have feet.�
�They do too. What do you call them if you don�t call them chicken feet?� Aquilla argued.
�In China, they�re called Zhao.�
�We�re not in China, and you�re still a traitor. I�ll see you later,� Quill said as she turned to walk the two blocks to her apartment and Seri flagged her cab.
<><><>
�Hi,� Quill said, unlocking the door to their apartment, seeing Julius at the table with a slew of papers, folders and his laptop strung about the table. �What are you doing?� she asked, kissing him on the cheek.
Julius pushed the laptop to the side and pulled her in front of him. She tousled his hair and kissed his forehead. �I am keeping you and your sidekick�s books straight,� he answered. �You guys used eighty dollars more in electric last month.�
Quill laughed. �Does it matter? It�s probably from the two new juicers.�
�I was just telling you in case you cared about where your profits were going.�
�I don�t care about that stuff. That�s why I keep you around.�
�How was work? You look tired.�
�I am a little tired. I think I will go soak in the hot tub for a bit.�
�What are we doing this weekend?� Julius asked, slipping her socks off and rubbing the balls of her feet.
�Hmm, that feels amazing. I am having lunch with Whisper tomorrow and then I thought maybe we would go look at a house,� Quill announced, waiting for the reaction.
�What house? Why do you want to look at a house? You mean to move to?�
�Yes. It�s about a mile from my dad and Seri�s on two acres. It�s got a pool, a custom built playground, four bedrooms, three baths, and an amazing garage for you,� she added.
Julius looked up at her confused. He dropped her foot and stood between her legs.
Shit. She didn�t want him to stop doing that. He hadn�t touched the other foot yet.
�You want to move from our apartment? I thought you liked it here.�
�I love it here.�
�You�re not making any sense. Were you smoking that shit with Seri again?�
Quill laughed. �No. I just don�t think I want to raise a baby in the city.�
�You want to raise a baby?� Julius asked, still not getting it.
�I don�t think it�s a matter of wanting to raise a baby. We are GOING to raise a baby.�
�Quill?�
�I�ve told you for over two years that your birth control method was eventually going to catch up with you.�
�Quill?�
�Daddy?� Quill countered.
�Daddy?�
�Yes, Julius you�re going to be a daddy.�
�Are you fucking with me?�
�Uh-uh,� Quill muttered, biting her bottom lip.
�How do you know?�
�I�ve suspected it for about two weeks now. I went to the doctor this morning before we opened the studio.�
�Why didn�t you tell me?�
�I�m telling you now.�
�Does Seri know?�
�I think she does. Seri knows everything. She�s just waiting for me to tell her.�
�Quill?� Julius was in shock. He just couldn�t seem to get it to sink in.
Quill didn�t reply with words. She kissed him, showing him with the emotion behind it that she loved him, and they were going to be okay.
�We�re going to have a family?� he asked, pulling away.
�Yes, what do you think about that?� Quill asked his lips.
�I don�t know. I think. I think. I don�t know what the hell to think, Quill.�
�But you�re happy?� Quill asked.
�I am very happy, shocked as hell, but happy.�
�Phew, you had me worried there for a second.�
�Let�s go to this house you�re so excited about and do a drive by,� Julius suggested, excited.
�I�m tired. We have an appointment tomorrow afternoon.�
�Please,� Julius begged. �I�ll rub your feet, your legs, back, pussy,� he snuck in.
She laughed. �Fine, I�m holding you to it. All of it.�
<><><>
Shelby Seri Chavez was born on the coldest day of winter, weighing in at 5 pounds 7 ounces. Julius couldn�t have been happier. She was perfect. She had his dark hair and nose, but crystal blue eyes like her mommy. He hoped they stayed that way.
He had no sooner gotten them home and Quill settled on the couch of their new home when the entire family was at the door. Seri, Liz and Monica all fought over holding the tiny little baby while Manny stared at her. He was afraid of breaking her.
�I need you to move back to Connecticut so that I can take care of this little angle while you work,� Liz suggested.
Quill laughed. �I work here. You work there. How�s that going to work? Besides, her daddy is going to be here for her.�
�You�re not hiring someone?� Liz asked, alarmed. She didn�t like it. Julius couldn�t take care of a baby.
�No, Julius doesn�t want to. He�s going to be a fulltime daddy. He�s already an expert diaper changer and burper,� Quill said, smiling at him and the spit-up on his shoulder.
�I�m not sure I like it,� Liz admitted, kissing Shelby�s puffy little cheeks.
Quill knew the day they found out that she was a girl, she would be called Shelby. She owed her mother that much after putting her through hell for all those years, and then more when she moved home. Seri, of course, had to be in there too. Quill wasn�t sure she would have made it without Seri. No. She was sure she would have never made it.
<><><>
Julius stared at Quill, sleeping in their bed. She was exhausted and happy to be home in her own bed. Shelby peacefully slept beside her mother in her little bed. He couldn�t have dreamed he would be where he was standing in a million years.
He thought about his father and how much he would have loved being there for Quill and his granddaughter. He would have spoiled her rotten. He missed him, but was nonetheless, happier than he had ever been in his life. He was going to be the best daddy he could be, and as soon as Quill quit being so tenacious and walk down the aisle with him; he would be the best husband he could be.
He was fine being the stay at home dad, taking care of the books for her and Seri, and just being a daddy. He wanted more. Shelby was going to have someone her own age to grow up with.
�What are you doing?� Quill sleepily asked, seeing his silhouette with crossed arms leaned against the threshold of the bathroom.
�Thinking about how much I love you,� he softly replied.
Quill smiled. �I love you too. Come to bed with me.�
Julius sat on the bed beside her and held his finger in the tiny hand of his baby girl. His baby girl. It just seemed so surreal. Quill pulled herself up and wrapped her arms around him, burying her face in the crook of his neck.
�Stop worrying. You�re going to be fine.�
�What if I screw up? It�s crazy how much I love her, Quill.�
�You�re not going to screw up.�
�But what if I do?�
Quill placed her head on his chin and her hand on the side of his face. �You�re not going to screw up. You are going to be a great daddy, and she is going to love you as much as I do. I can already see you teaching her to kick ass.�
�She�s not going to have to worry about that. I�m never letting her out of my sight.�
�Come to bed with me,� Quill whispered to his lips. She was tired and knew that Shelby would want a bottle soon.
Julius slid out of his jeans and moved in behind her, holding her close with their baby right beside them.
�Julius?�
�Hmmm?�
�We�re a family.�
The End
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