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Chapter 1

Sunlight streamed through the private jet’s windows as we soared high above the skies. Clouds passed by in a hurry like someone had blown dandelion seeds all around. We were due to land in New York momentarily. I gave a stretch and yawned, prepared to be back home but I knew nothing would be the same. I had inherited a child who was now my sole responsibility as well as gaining what I considered an unlikely ally in the form of his uncle.
I watched Darien Kiriakis in the chair across from me. He was working on reports of some kind for his family’s business. One hand went to the collar of his shirt and with the swiftness of a viper, he unbuttoned it just a bit. I could see the smoothness of his collar bone and immediately imagined biting along the skin.
“Lana, what is it?”
Darien never looked up from his typing. I had no idea how he had known I was watching him. Maybe it was some unknown superpower of his that he possessed. Either way, I was impressed that he could tell that I was watching him. In truth, I had come to enjoy watching him but now I wondered if he had always been aware that my eyes had swayed to his form whenever he entered a room.
“Huh?”
“You’re watching me. I assumed you wanted something.” The clicking of his fingers continued against his keyboard.
“No,” a blush came over my face. I was sure if my chocolate-colored skin had been fair, I would have been the color of a tomato. 
“Mmmhmm,” he replied never taking his eyes away from his work.
I settled back into the plush seat of the jet and closed my eyes. The pilot came over the intercom and announced we would be landing in forty minutes. I took a deep breath and willed my mind to relax. Soon I had drifted back to sleep.
It seemed only minutes had passed before Darien was tapping my shoulder to wake me. I yawned and caught myself in the act. I was sure I needed a toothbrush at this very point in time.
“You’ve been exhausted,” he smiled. “You’re going to sleep good tonight in my penthouse.”
“I…I was thinking of staying at my old place.”
He looked taken aback. He stepped away and began to gather his things. I sighed and realized that I may have injured his feelings. Reaching out to touch him, I felt him pause under my hand. He looked back at me.
“I would love to stay with you tonight,” I said giving in.
A smile spread across his lips. “Good. Let’s go.”
It was so weird to think that I was the reason behind his smiling. When we had first met all those months ago, during the fall, I had hated this man’s guts. The pompous way in which he had inserted himself into my life. Darien had been a first-class asshole. Yet, here he was taking my hand in his and pulling me down the aisle of his private yet and off to his penthouse. Before him, I hadn’t known anyone that owned an entire car, let alone a penthouse.
A black town car was waiting to take us to our destination. Once we were safely tucked inside and spirited away, a feeling came over me. It wasn’t one that I could quite describe. I couldn’t place my finger on what was running all over my body.
Darien’s hand eased over my thigh and got my attention. Softly, his fingertips began to dance over my jean-clad legs until he had inched higher. I looked over at him, biting my lip softly.
“I’ll be busy most of the day tomorrow.”
“Me too. I’m going to meet with this lawyer and…”
Darien sighed and removed his hand. I didn’t know whether to be bothered by the action or not, so I resolved to not feel anything at all. I was starting to miss Alex and had made plans to facetime with Helena to see him.
After a moment, Darien spoke and I could tell he was trying to choose his words wisely. “My brother, Allanah. For all his trying….he wasn’t a good man. And he didn’t always keep the best company. Drinking and drugging. Running through women like a river.”
“Your point?”
“Lana…your sister already had you down on paper to take over caring for our nephew.”
My arms instinctively folded over my chest and I cut a look at Darien. “She was my blood.”
“And Mikos was mine…but again, terrible man. I just don’t want you getting your hopes up that things will be clearer than they were before.”
I rolled my eyes at him and looked away from the sight of him. Darien could never possibly hope to understand me or Dana. Everything that the two of us had gone through as children had shaped us into the women we’d grown into. I knew that it was important to the grieving process that I learn as much as I could about the last year of my sister’s life. Why had she given up Alex before she’d ever even held him? Had Dana loved Mikos? How had the two of them even met? I hoped that this lawyer would give me some shred of information, even if it was just a speck of knowledge.
I tucked strands of my loose hair behind my ears, my eyes burning with the need to cry. I held it together though.
Never let them see you cry!
Dana’s words rang in my ears. I swear all these years later I still thought she had been the strong one. She had been flawed; we all were. However, my sister had possessed the power to live life on her terms.
Darien and I fell into an uncomfortable silence as the car sped along the highway. It took us into Manhattan from JFK and the odd sensation of being back on American soil began to flood my senses. Damn, it just felt good to be home.
Street lights moved through the darkened vehicle and eventually I felt the car come to a stop. Someone was waiting to take our luggage up to the penthouse. I was quiet as I exited and brushed past Darien’s offer to help me out of the car.
A man held the door open for me and I went inside the building. I realized I didn’t know where I was going and that I still needed to wait for Alexander’s annoying ass uncle. He came by me and captured my hand in his and pulled me to the waiting elevator. Darien used his free hand to tap the up button and the elevator opened.
It launched us through the building made of steel and glass. Still, my hand continued to be held in his. I looked down at his olive skin enveloping my brown-colored flesh. I bet we made quite the sight, but this was New York. Everybody was on some different shit here. We wouldn’t even be a second thought. Maybe if we’d been down South where my mother had originated from in North Carolina.
Ding!
The sound pulled me from my thoughts, and we stepped off the elevator. The floor leading up to his penthouse was all red carpet. Even before we had left for Greece, I hadn’t been here. I bit my lip and felt myself being pulled along.
He opened the door and flicked on the lights. The entire interior was gorgeous and looked like no one had even lived here. It was also way bigger than my loft that probably cost me the same amount of money.
“Do you like?” He asked me as he took in my face and drew me in close and tried to kiss me.
“Nope, I’m pissed at you,” I said and pushed him away.
I went to stand over by the windows. We were surrounded by glass, completely. I bet he’d probably spent millions on this property. I felt him standing behind me and then I felt his lips begin to touch and caress the side of my neck. The feelings of annoyance and anger were starting to dissipate.
“I don’t like to see you upset, Lana,” the way he said my name still gave me chills. There had been a time in the world when I had detested him saying my name at all.
“Could have fooled me,” I rolled my eyes.
“I want you to have answers about your sister. I just don’t want you to be disappointed if there is nothing miraculous to be found.”
He turned me around then to meet his eyes. He tilted my chin up then and very slowly but surely, dipped his head down and captured my lips with his. I hated to admit how damn smitten I was with him. All those old feelings were becoming replaced by something I couldn’t quite put a name to.
The heat and passion that he brought into kissing me were undeniable. I melted into the hardness of his body. The way his lips moved over mines and the way he captured my face in between his hands ultimately, made me want to never kiss another man ever again. In fact, how had no other man ever captured my lips the way Darien did. His kisses made me forget when I was angry or when I was sad. They stirred something up inside of me and all I knew was that I had to have him. I wanted to take him deep inside my body and keep him there.
Forever.




Chapter 2

The restaurant across the street had delivered our takeout nearly twenty minutes ago. We had decided to go that route when we realized Darien he had forgotten to have his assistant in the New York office stock the fridge.
I had devoured the Cobb salad with Avocado and Ranch dressing within moments. Happily, I dropped the plastic container in the recycling bin and then went to sit on the plush gray-colored couch. Darien’s iPad was sitting there waiting as I checked the time. Greece was 7 hours ahead and so it was past midnight there.
I pouted playfully at the thought of not being able to tell Alex goodnight. Chances are, he’d been asleep for hours now, anyway. A yawn escaped from my throat. Even I was getting a little exhausted and could have probably used the rest. In the morning, I was going to meet with Dana’s lawyer. I didn’t know what secrets awaited me there, but I knew I would be signing off on a handsome inheritance for both Alex and me.
Darien came out of the bathroom, towel slung low across his hips, with just a hint of that V shape peering out and teasing my eyes. He looked like the ninth world wonder. I’d never tell him that, though. He had too many women ready to fawn all over him and jump at his command.
“See something you like?” He asked and smirked.
“You are not cute,” I replied, ready to go take my shower. I had given myself a sniff earlier and hot water and soap were much needed.
“Did you call, Helena?”
I rolled my eyes. “No, I know it’s too late and I didn’t want to wake them.”
“I’m extremely surprised,” he came closer and dropped a kiss on my lips.
“I have self-control,” the words escaped from my mouth and he kissed me again.
“Barely,” he nipped at my lips then walked away to go back into the bedroom.
I followed close behind ready for that shower. As Darien pulled on his clothes, I slipped into the glass structure and let the water beat down on me. My hair needed a good wash anyway. I figured while I was here, I could go and get someone to do it.
After lathering up and hitting all the important parts twice, I exited and began to dry off. When I came out of the bathroom, towel around my body I found it completely dark. The only light came from the bathroom. I instantly became nervous but soon made out the shape of Darien on his king-sized bed.
“What are you doing weirdo?” I asked softly still looking around and wanting an exit.
I could feel him watching every movement I made in the dark. It was that slow creeping feeling that started at the base of your spine, causing the hair to stand up on your arms. Darien was in an almost predatory mood. A sleek lion on the savannah, accessing the situation ready to pounce with a thunderous might.
“I want to introduce you to something.”
“Another one of your fire and ice games?” I asked and pulled the towel a little tighter around my still wet and dripping body.
He moved in the dark and I could see him get off the bed and come towards me. He had something in his hands. I realized that it was braided cord; they were colored in a deep purplish-red tint. He brought them up and held them to my face and eased them around my face and skin.
“Let the towel go,” he declared.
The blue towel that had soaked up water from my wet body pooled by my feet on his command. A whooshing sound was made as the cloth hit the floor and then there was only the sound of our breathing. My heart had sped up just a bit and I wondered if he could hear it.
He smiled down on me, his blue eyes almost seemed to glow from the bathroom light. I could see the fire and the intensity that lay there. It was waiting to take us both over as it often did when the two of us made love.
“I like when you obey,” the words danced in the air, but I said nothing. “Hold out your wrist. We’ll start there.”
I watched as he slowly at first slipped the velvet ropes around my wrist in a loop like fashion. Once they were tied in place and wrapped around my wrist, the velvet began its slow biting into the skin. It was almost like a slow burn. The robes began to wrap themselves around my body under the control of Darien’s hands.  I looked down; my breasts were protruding out through the bindings.
“I’ve never played this game with you before, Lana. Don’t be afraid though.”
My unbound legs carried me to the bed as I was led along by Darien’s much taller frame. He commanded me to sit on the bed and that flitter of fear went through me. Much like it had the first time he’d ever bound me up. There was something different about this time though. The bindings were different. They were more intricate and more beautiful in a way than the last time we’d done rope play. I could feel the coolness of the white duvet nipping into my ass, inviting me to search for a warmth that I wouldn’t find. My nipples were now even harder than before.
No this was different.
This was intricate and planned.
“The Japanese, have a word for this,” Darien said.
He was still standing and watching me analyzing the way the ropes had me held in place. Finally, I looked up into this face, watching him watch me.
“Will it hurt?”
“Only if you want it to,” he shrugged, getting down in between my legs.
The bindings were tight and starting dig into the flesh of my backs and sides. It felt like I had fire roaming all over my body. Darien eased me onto my back and then began to lick and taste at the flesh between my legs. He draped one of my legs over his shoulder and all I could do was moan.
“Fuck,” I said out loud.
“Here, you don’t have to whisper. You can be as loud as you want to be.”
“Mmm. Really?”
“Yes, Lana, really.”
“Good, put your fucking head back down there and make me cum,” my body strained against the bindings.
Every lick and swirl brought me closer and closer to my desired peak. I wanted nothing more than to cum all over his face. I wanted to douse him in my juices and smile when it was all over with. I could feel his fingers part my flesh roughly and I didn’t mind. He attacked the entire area with ferocity; and, I craved the attention he was giving me.
The moment his fingers slid into it felt like a hot knife slicing through butter; I was melting on the inside. I was starting to buck wildly on the bed and then just as quickly as he started, he stopped. Who had permitted him to stop so suddenly? I had just about been in reach of peaking and then he’d quit.
“Wh…what are you doing?” I gasped out trying to find the air to feel my lungs.
Suddenly, his hands gripped into my calves as he pulled me from the bed and down onto the floor. We were face to face, and I leaned out to kiss him, but he stopped me.
“No one has ever taken to all of this the way you have, Lana.”
“Mmmhmmm,” I replied not caring a damn about whoever else he’d been tying up.
I wanted him and I wanted him now. If it hadn’t been for these damn binding, I would have jumped his ass and rode him into the floor. My kitty was ready for him to open me up and pound into me. I wanted all of him inside of me and if I didn’t have it soon, I was going to lose my mind.
“Patience,” he whispered.
“Darieeeennn, you pick the weirdest damn times to want to talk.”
His hands eased down the length of my body, they were cold. Then instantly they were back up to my breast and slowly he began to roll my nipples in between his fingers. All I could do was arch into the pleasure and pain that his hand brought forth.
“Kinbaku…” he whispered and then leaned down to playfully nip at my lips.
“Kin-wha?” I asked.
“The Japanese word for what I’ve done to you. How,I’ve tied the ropes.”
“Mmmm, that’s nice. Darien, I need you to bend me over this bed and I need you to fuck my brains out. Okay?”
He let out the world’s loudest laugh and I rolled my eyes. Finally, he obliged though. Turning my body to the bed, I was able to lean forward and rest and waited until he entered me from behind. My God, it was like waiting for ice cream as a child on a hot summer day but felt even better. I felt him all the way to my core and he slid out and thrust back in; I wondered how I could ever let him go.




Chapter 3

I watched as Darien got dressed, quietly, from my spot on the bed. There was hardly any light peering through to determine that it was morning, yet. I yawned and stretched then rolled over to watch him put on his usual all black-attire, including a skinny black tie. He didn’t always wear a tie but when he did. I thought he looked as sexy Clark Kent.
“I’m going to rip that off later,” I called softly from the bed.
I guess I startled him because he jumped a little. “Sorry, did I wake you?”
“No, you’re fine.”
He smiled and then made his way over to the bed. He leaned down and kissed me fully on the lips. “You think you can rip a thousand-dollar Italian tie?”
“One, that’s a ridiculous amount of money for a piece of cloth. And two, I know I can, baby!”
He chuckled. “Meetings are scheduled for all day. I won’t be back until later tonight. I’m hoping that this merger will go quickly and easily. That this will be done in moments and not months.”
I shook my head and sat up, pulling the duvet we’d made love on all night closer around me. The ropes had been picked up and placed back in some unknown location. “You’ve been an uncle to an infant for months now and still no patience.”
“Yeah well, Cassie kind of screwed this up. We were set to buy and then she offended the owners of the company. Now they are thinking twice and want to meet with me personally.”
“Ol’ Cassie….offending people. Who would have thought?” I rolled my eyes at the mention of his trash ass cousin’s name.
“Don’t start, Allanah.”
I rolled my eyes again. “No, don’t you start Darien.”
He gave a huff then leaned over and kissed me again on the lips. “I’ll see you tonight, I gotta go.”
“Bye,” I said but he was already darting from the room and off to start his workday.
I flung myself back onto the plush bed and curled back up into a ball. Sleep began to overtake me again and I let it. I needed this rest and my meeting with the lawyer wasn’t for a few more hours. I think my nerves kept me from fully resting; I wanted to know what Shane Collinsworth knew about Dana.
Around eleven o’clock, the alarm on my iPhone went off and my hand found it tangled up in the sheets of the bed. I sighed sitting upright in the bed and gave stretch. My bones gave a much-needed crack and I went looking for my suitcase.
I found it by the door and flipped through a few pairs of black tights before finding black jeans. I selected a black top as well and that was the moment, I had decided that Darien and I had another thing other than Alex in common. We wore a lot of black clothing as if we had been in mourning all our lives. I headed off to take another shower and wash the sex from my body. I didn’t need to meet this lawyer smelling like I had been taking back shots half the night.
Eventually, I left the penthouse feeling cute and took a cab over to Collinsworth and associates. Taking a seat in the lobby, after the receptionist offered me some weak ass coffee, there was nothing left to do but stare at the carpet. She had assured me that he would be with me as soon as he could. I played a few games on my phone and went through the ten million photos of Alex I had on my phone. I stopped on one of him and Darien together and bit my lip. To the outside world, people would think they were father and son. I had seen a few pictures of Mikos around the Kiriakis mansion and he and Darien could have been twins. A shiver went through me and I closed out of the photos.
“You must be, Allanah,” a voice said and I turned to meet a very handsome Shane Collinsworth.
“I am,” I stood and shook his extended hand.
He wore a fresh grey suit with a pink tie. His shoes looked extra shiny and he had teeth as white as paint. His head freshly shaved gave him a black Mr. Clean type of look but there was a certain flair to him.  I couldn’t place my finger on it, exactly.
“Well, follow me on back,” he said and together we went into his back office.
Shane held the door open to his office for me. As I entered, I surveyed the landscape. It was neat and everything was in its place. The office was neat as a tack, and only a few things were out on his desk, with an Apple laptop that set open and waiting. Shane closed the door behind us and we then both took our seats.
“Allanah, it’s so good to finally meet you,” Shane spoke again and it kind of broke the slight tension in the room.
Honestly, I hadn’t noticed how on edge I was till his voice sliced through to my ears. He had a very kind voice.
“Yes, I’m happy to meet you as well. I’m a little nervous.”
I started to cough out of nowhere. It was that type of cough that was dry and heavy at the same time and you felt like your throat was closing up on you. Shane handed me a cup of water he had poured, and I took it from him. Sucking it down like it was water from the Holy Grail, I finished and held onto the cup.
“You okay?”
“Nerves,” I replied.
“Understandable. Okay, let’s get down to business.” He tapped the paperwork in front of him. “Once you sign these documents, the money will set up for you. You already sent your banking information over for us so, I’ll get these into the insurance company.”
“How did you meet my sister?”
The words tumbled from my lips and landed at Shane’s feet. He had answers to a few questions, and I needed to know the answers. I watched his face and he seemed taken aback by my demeanor. I wanted to know about Dana and what she been up to.
He took a breath, “Dana became a client through her employer.”
I frowned. “I wasn’t under the impression that she had a job.”
“She…she was employed.”
“By who?”
“I can’t release that information to you, unfortunately. Attorney-client privilege.”
Shane seemed to get nervous under my gaze. I wasn’t going to let up. I would be Darien’s left nut he knew more about Dana than anyone else. Leaning forward, I sized him up.
“Shane….me and you are going to get really familiar. I need to know what my sister was up to and why she decided to leave me with a baby that I didn’t even know she was having. Me and her son deserve to know.”
He continued to look nervous. “Look, all I really know is that she had to give up the baby…the company had said something about a baby being an inconvenience with her contract. I set up the agreement for both her and the father.”
“And?”
“And that’s it.”
“So, you knew Mikos too?”
He again looked extremely pensive. I don’t think he had planned on me wanting to delve into Dana and her life. I think he had thrown the money in my face and had hoped that would be the end of all this. Sweat appeared to form at his brow and I watched as he quickly dabbed at it. For all his pretending, Shane was still a child playing at being a lawyer. He was probably a year or two removed from law school.
I took a deep breath and realized that I had been leaning forward in the chair that I occupied. My skin was becoming heated and crazy Lana threatened to spew forth.
“Shane, I just want to know about my sister’s life. She has a child and I can’t tell them to much about the last year of her life.”
He regained control of himself as well and started to shuffle the papers. He placed them in front of me and then smiled. “Ms. Haughton, please sign the documents. This is what you need in order to get on with your life.”
I rolled my eyes and picked up a pen that sat in a cup holder. “Okay, you have literally been of no help.”
His face went stony and I decided to stop trying. If Shane, actually did know of something there was no way he was about to spill the beans. I stood up and so did he. I stood up at the same time he gathered the papers and stuck out my hand to shake his.
“It was nice to meet, you Allanah. You can expect the check to be split with half going into the trust for Alexander and the remaining going into your account.”
“Thanks for nothing,” I smiled and as our hands connected.
Something fell into my palm and I almost said something out loud, except I watched as Shane placed a finger over his lips as if shushing me. I frowned and looked down at what he had handed me and saw that it was a key on a keychain. I had no idea what it would lead to and I looked back into his face trying to determine if he was going to tell me.
“Maybe I should walk you out,” Shane said.
“Yes, my driver is waiting to take me back to my apartment.”
We exited out of the law firm’s back office, past the lobby and onto the busy street. Shane and I didn’t look at each other as he spoke. I could tell he was nervous, probably more nervous than anyone I’d ever met.
“I didn’t want to talk in there. Also, I’m super paranoid. I only knew Dana for a short period of time. She was involved with some shady people.”
“Oh God…’
“Be quiet and let me finish.”
“Sorry,” I fiddled with my hair wondering where my driver was. I peered around but my ears were still listening.
“The key is to an apartment in Manhattan, not too far from here. The rent had been paid up for two years but it’s coming to an end pretty quickly so you should get over there soon before anything disappears. I have no idea what’s in there.  Just know that Dana was forced to sign over the baby to you because the relationship she developed with his father was forbidden. The people she got into business with said she still owed on the contract she had with them.”
“Who are they?”
I watched as the town car parked right in front of us. I prepared myself to get into the car with these details that were being thrown my way about Dana. I was getting kind of overloaded.
“All Dana ever mentioned was one name, Miyazaki.”
“Huh?”
“That’s all I know. That was who she worked for and I get the feeling she didn’t even like mentioning that name.”
I watched Shane look around, paranoia creeping in and under his skin, for a moment before walking forward to get into the car. His eyes looked worried and I gave him a wave goodbye. “Thank you for all your help.”
The door of the car closed behind me and I could see Shane go back inside through the tinted windows. The office door that had his company name on it closed behind him and the car glided out into traffic. I checked my phone, and I guess I hoped for a text, Darien. I couldn’t figure out why I wanted or even expected that. I think I had started to crave that man’s attention. I wanted it; I wanted to feel something other than I had been feeling in the past. There had been trysts with other men; I’m pretty sure I had been involved with a married man but never cared to investigate.
I hadn’t loved any of those men though. I hadn’t felt what I was starting to feel with Darien. A small part of me that I kept tucked away, worried maybe it wouldn’t be returned. That the affections I was starting to develop, had developed, would be scoffed at.
My brain needed to shut off.
I would take those feeling and shove them into a closet. Darien and I had our arrangement in place. We would love and raise Alex and when that time came, we would step out of the role of mistress and master.
I looked the key over in my hand. I could figure out even more threads of what Dana’s life had been like. I wanted to desperately to solve the mystery of my sister; maybe it would free me.




Chapter 4

The driver dropped me off in front of the penthouse shortly. Once I safely back inside, I figured I would do a little research on the mysterious name that Shane hadn’t wanted to give. I had just gotten settled onto the couch, with the iPad, when a knock came on the door.
Frowning, I wondered who it could be. Darien had a key so he wouldn’t knock. Peering through the peephole, familiar blue eyes stared straight ahead. I rolled my eyes and popped the door open.
“Shouldn’t you be in London?”
Andrew Kiriakis stood on the other side of the door, grinning from ear to ear. “Hey sis, how are you?”
I closed the door behind him as he came in and gave a whistle. “Wow, Darien knows how to spend doesn’t he?”
“Sure seems that way. And you never answered my question.”
He turned back around to face me. “They’re having a tech conference here for the next few days. Mom told me that you guys were here. Wanted to stop in and see both you and Darien.”
We both crashed on the couch at the same time and I sat facing him. I picked the iPad back up, the metal cool on the tips of my fingers. Andrew looked around in a manner that told me he was bored to death.
“So what have you been doing since you left?” I asked.
“Not much. I started seeing someone,” he dropped the news casually.
“Oh,” I replied as Safari popped up into view. I had no idea where to start with that name I’d been given. I was just going to let Google do its magic.
“Yeah, she’s kind of a great girl. Tall, blonde, beautiful.” Andrew’s fingers clicked against his jean-clad thigh and I realized how different he dressed from his brother.
“Bringing her to meet Jocasta anytime soon?”
He frowned. “Hell no.”
“Why not?”
He continued to frown. “I said I was seeing her. I’m not marrying her.”
I put the iPad down onto my lap, slightly interested now. “Why not bring her to meet everyone? Your brother practically through me to the wolves.”
Andrew laughed loud and deep. “Darien would never have let anything happen to you. Plus, my mother actually likes and cares for you. You were family the moment Alex was in your arms.”
It was my turn to frown now. “What do you mean?”
“You’re family, Allanah. My brother cares for you and so does everyone else. It almost feels as though you’ve always been there.”
“I guess so,” Andrew was giving me pause at his words.
I didn’t want to think further on them and then opted to make coffee. Once Andrew agreed, I got up and went into the kitchen area and started to look for whatever I could find. Darien’s assistant had brought over groceries while I was out, thankfully.
Once I found the coffee and put it on, I came back and took a seat. Andrew was playing on his phone quietly but stopped once I sat down.
“So, tech week?”
“Yep,” he said.
“God this is kind of awkward,” I said referring to both of us. I hadn’t had much social interaction outside of Darien and the baby. My skills were severely lacking, and I was afraid at any moment I might try and feed him applesauce. Mentally, I chuckled. “Wanna know something crazy?”
“Always,” he replied, his interest peaked. I could tell by the way his eyebrows raised.
“I think I may have found something out about Dana and Mikos. I’m not exactly sure what. But I hadn’t seen Dana in about a year and a half. Then boom, she pops up pregnant with Alex and she’s in a coma.”
Andrew leaned forward. “Does Darien know?”
“Not yet. He hasn’t called me all day. And the lawyer seemed really spooked that I was asking questions. He wanted me to get the money Dana left me and go on with my life.”
“That is a bit odd.”
I nodded in agreement just as the coffee pot signaled it was done. I pulled down two coffee cups moments later and Andrew came over to sit at the counter. He took his with cream; I prefer just straight black. Sliding the coffee over to Andrew, I noted the time on the clock and wondered if I would hear from Darien at all today.
“Would you let it go? If it were you and you thought you could learn more about Mikos’s life?”
Andrew sipped then shrugged. “Mikos was a dick to me as a child. He had a mean streak in him….he tried to burn me one time. Held my face way to close to a fire but my mother stopped him. After that, she never left me alone near him.”
My eyes grew big and I gasped in shock. “Wow. That’s some intense shit.”
“Yup,” Andrew said. “But, maybe Dana saw something good in him. I say figure out what your sister was up to.”
I drank the rest of my coffee and finally, Andrew decided he was going to leave. He asked me to make sure to let Darien know that he’d come by and something about dinner.  I agreed and closed the door behind him.
I again checked the time with thoughts of Darien on my mind. Which then turned into wondering what my baby Alex was doing. This was the longest I’d ever been away from him. I was starting to kick myself because I was ready to get home to him.
To take my mind off slobbery kisses and the smell of baby powder on fresh clean skin, I started washing up the coffee mugs. When I was finished, I surveyed the apartment Darien owned and had furnished. The entire space was nothing but grey and concrete. There needed to be splashes of color and children’s artwork displayed everywhere.
I heard the door open and it snapped me from my thoughts. Darien’s dark head popped around the corner and when he saw me a smile graced his lips. I found myself smiling back.
“Hey gorgeous,” I saw that he had a bouquet of red roses in his hand along with a vase.
I was taken aback.  A girl didn’t get roses every day and I took them from him immediately and gave them a sharp inhale.
“How was your day?” I found myself asking, watching as he moved to put water in the vase.
“It was long. And stressful.”
“I know what’s good for that,” I shrugged and he cut his eyes over to me and I laughed loudly. “A massage you jerk. I’m not giving you a blow job or any sex to help you relieve stress.”
“But why not, I’ve been thinking about you all day.” His tone had turned dark and he was already starting to sport an erection.
JESUS CHRIST!
“Are you not mines?” He asked and came behind me just as I was putting the roses into the vase. 
His hands went to my shoulders first and then eased down my arms while he slowly pressed into my body. My only reaction was to let out a soft moan and push back into him. I felt him use one hand undo his pants and then next ease my tights down. My teeth bit into my plump lips as I awaited his every touch.
“Or maybe just taking you here and now up against the counter is what we both want and need.”
“Maybe,” I managed to get out. I was already getting slick between my legs.
He pushed me even further forward until my hands were splayed out on the cool granite, the coolness nipping at the underside flesh of my arms. Yup, right here and now he was going to take me and make me his in only a way that he could. I was going to take every single inch and I was going to enjoy it.
“Allanah, you didn’t answer me…” Darien state as he massaged my ass cheeks.
“Huh?” I had silently let my mind wander and had drifted off into another world. I was in anticipation of him pushing inside of me and filling me up to my core.
“Are you mines?”
I took a deep breath. I wasn’t about to go promising myself to some man. Me and Darien had been doing this dance for well over ten months. We still hardly knew anything about each other.
“Stop,” I managed to spit out just as his tongue darted in between my legs and bumped against my clit. The way he was palming my body, I don’t even know how I managed to get that out.
“I don’t want to,” he replied.
I felt him stand up though and the feel of his cock sent shudders through me. I wanted him so much. It was that type of want that made you ache all over until you finally got what you needed. If I wasn’t careful, I could become a fiend for Darien. I would want him at all hours of the day and night and I wouldn’t be able to stop myself.
“Why do you want me to be yours?” I asked suddenly.
“Because I do. You will always be mine, Allanah.”
He was still behind me and slowly moved my head to the side to gain access to my neck. He kissed the tender parts of me there and I fell back against him as his arm encircled me.
“I’m still your mistress?” I asked.
I couldn’t stop myself from asking the question, but I told myself I needed to hear the answer. I needed to make sure the line we had drawn in the sand all those many months ago, was still in place.
“Yes.”
Something went through me. It was a sharp shattering pain and it caused me to wince. There was the strong possibility that my heart was hurting a little bit at the sting of his words. I choked them down though. I had agreed to Darien’s terms. I had known from the very beginning what my role was in his life.
“We need to discuss an end date on that,” I replied and then tried to move away from him.
He stood looking extremely confused.
“But why?”
“This deal isn’t working for me any longer,” I replied. “I refuse to be a prisoner in this situation any longer.”
Darien pulled up his pants and shoved his still hard cock back inside. “Where in the hell is this coming from?”
I adjusted my clothes, briefly wondering was this about to term into an unneeded argument. Turning to go and sit down on the couch, I watched as he fiddled through the cabinets. He found a bottle of bourbon and poured himself a glass. I had rarely seen Darien go straight for a bottle.
“It’s not coming from anywhere, really,” I stated and fiddled with my cellphone.
“It’s not?”
“No.”
He drank the small amount of liquid that he had poured and then gave a huff. “Then why even say it?”
“You can’t expect me not to want to find someone else. I want to have my own family someday.”
I heard him growl, and the slam of the bourbon bottle rang in my ears. “You will fulfill the contract we had set in place Allanah. Alexander needs a mother and you are that. I am his father now as well. You will know no other lover but me. That is the end of the story.”
I took a deep breath. “Yeah okay, boy bye.”
“Don’t fucking boy bye, me, Allanah. I hate the American slang you use. You do it on purpose to confuse me and upset me. In fact, this entire exchange has opened a wound. The only thing that will soothe is your pretty mouth wrapped around my cock.”
I purposely avoided looking at him once he said that. I already could tell that he was still hard. The sound of his footsteps told me that he was on his way over and that we would be headed to the bedroom.
“I think it’s time, we introduced using a safe word, Lana. What do you think?”




Chapter 5

I lay there breathless and listened to the water from the shower beat down on Darien’s naked body. We had just finished having what had to be the kinkiest sex we’d ever had and a safe word had indeed been introduced. “Rose petal,” had been the words we had chosen but I can tell you that it hadn’t been used.
I might never use it.
Sex with Darien was more different than anything I had ever known or had wanted to know. He pushed me only a little bit at a time. Even though every moment was a little different, we both wound up completely satisfied.
Darien’s phone began to vibrate on the nightstand. Rolling over and reaching across to his side, I saw Cassie’s monkey ass texting. I still hadn’t learned my lesson about snooping because the last time I had, I wound up finding out that he had hooked up with her years ago.
The switch of curiosity flipped on in my head and I opened up the messages. I scrolled and scrolled and scrolled finding nothing but innocent chatter about business. Apparently, she had really screwed up the deal and she was super close to being fired it seemed. Earlier up, the conversation had turned to talk of me.
My eyes almost popped out my head and I watched the doorway to the bathroom to see what Darien was doing. It sounded like he was about start shampooing his hair from the splat sound the bottle had made. I swear, white folks really shampooed their hair a lot.
With the phone in my possession, I skimmed the conversation quietly. Cassie had gotten it in her head that I needed to be a better mother to Alex. That I shouldn’t have been waltzing around New York looking for secrets about Dana.
“Oh, this raggedy-ass bitch. Spread ya legs for everything but a quarter. Make me sick,” I muttered but it must have been loud.
“You okay?” Darien called from the shower and almost gave me a damn heart attack.
“Talking to myself,” I hollered back and that must have been enough to satisfy him because he didn’t say anything else.
Rolling my eyes, I exited the messages and put the phone back on the nightstand. I twisted it around until I felt like it was back in exactly the right spot. Pulling the covers up and around me, I got back to being comfortable. Darien joined me a few minutes later with a towel clutching at his hips. The man was a walking wet dream.
I licked my lips. “After dinner, I want to go and investigate Dana’s old apartment.”
“Is it wise to stir up old ghost, Lana?”
“It isn’t old to me. I just….I just want to find out what happened to her during the last year of her life. My sister is dead and she’s just as big of a mystery now as she was then.”
He sat down on the edge of the bed and watched me. I know I sounded crazy but I was running out of time. We would be going back to Greece in a few days and the apartment was going to be cleaned out soon. I looked away, feeling childish.
“Allanaaah…” he dragged my name out and turned my face to meet him. “Hey, look. If it’s that important to you, we’ll do it.”
“Really?”
“Yes. I want you to be happy. Let’s figure out what she was up to,” he leaned over and kissed me deep and hard on the lips.
“Tonight?”
He groaned inwardly, and I knew he was tired but I didn’t care. He would have to suck it up. Evidence could be disappearing as we spoke.
“Okay, let’s do it,” he replied but I was already on the other side of the room getting dressed.
“All black,” I said. “But comfortable.”
“We’re not staging a heist,” he declared but I knew he would go along with the plan.
Forty-five minutes later, Darien’s driver had driven us to my sister’s secret lair. I made him drop us a block away, just in case Lawyer Boy hadn’t been paranoid for no reason. Darien and I gripped each other’s hands and made our way to the brownstone. I fiddled for the key in my back pocket and tried to get it into the lock. I think it was nerves because I couldn’t get the damn key into the lock to save my life. Finally, Darien took pity and snatched the key.
“For someone who wanted to get over here so bad,” he yawned and the door popped open.
The woosh of air from inside the house covered both of us. It smelled like no one had been inside in a long time and I suspected that they hadn’t. I felt for the light switch inside and everything became illuminated. There was a staircase leading upwards and from where we stood I could see a living room and kitchen area. Looking over my shoulder at Darien, he gave me a reassuring smile and we ventured forward.
“I’ll take the upstairs,” I said. “You check down here. Holler if you find anything. We should probably be quick.”
Darien agreed and I jogged the steps. My stomach was rolling, and I was almost scared I was about to let my bowels go. I now knew how Smokey felt when Big Worm had tried to kill him. My anxiety was going through the roof. I took a deep breath and surveyed everything. It was just a bathroom and two bedrooms, one of which was empty.
Starting with the bathroom, I surveyed the checkered pattern tile. It was ugly and I know Dana had probably hated it. She had loved gold, not black and white. She had barely decorated the bathroom; a simple plain shower curtain hung and that was about it. I went through the medicine cabinet and found nothing but birth control pills. I rolled my eyes at that shit. Clearly, her ass hadn’t used them as they had never been opened.
“I’ma get myself trapped by one of these ballers,” I mimicked her in the mirror and came out of the bathroom.
Ever since we had been kids, Dana had wanted a rich husband or boyfriend. She didn’t care if the money was legal or not. Whatever she could do to get from point A to point B and made her life easier, she didn’t care. Now she was dead and I was caring for the best parts of her. I wish her ass was alive…I would have kicked her in her goddamn throat.
I was getting angry at my dead sister.
Again.
I made my way into her master bedroom, flipping on the light switch, and found it more to her style. Everything looked lavish. Like I said, gold everything down to the nightstands and the dresser drawers. The bed was a mess probably from the last time she had slept in it. Crashing down onto it like a ton of bricks, I tried to muster up some tears, but I couldn’t. I wished we hadn’t lost touch for the year and it still bothered me that I couldn’t remember why we’d fallen out.
A picture on her nightstand caught my eye. It was one I hadn’t seen in years and those tears that I hadn’t been able to find. They surfaced and they came bubbling up hard. By the time I took the photo in my hands and took a breath, I slid to the floor.
The photo was of my mother holding me as an infant, and Dana around age three, standing beside her. It was my first snow and my mother had looked so proud and loving. It had been before the drugs had taken their toll on her life.
“Lana,” came a whisper from the doorway.
I dried my eyes quickly. “I’m okay. Just found this.”
I waved the photograph in the air and Darien came to sit beside me. It seemed that he had found his own photo downstairs. My sister and a man sitting side by side at a dinner table with a man. She was of course dressed in a gold bodysuit, with big gold hoops and her lashes had been styled along with her natural hair. She looked beautiful. And then his eyes caught me.
“Mikos,” Darien said and then wrapped an arm around me.
We sat that way for a while, looking at the photos of our dead siblings. We were their polar opposites. Where they had been reckless, we were steadfast in being steady human beings.
“Find anything else?”
“Some coke,” he stated. “I through it out. It was probably his,” Darien shrugged. “I get the feeling they were maybe more in love than I had thought at first.”
“Well, at least we can give this photo to Alex when he asks about his real parents.”
“Someday, maybe.”
Darien kissed my forehead and then got to his feet. He helped me up. I dusted off myself and took one last look at the room. The nightstand again caught my eye and I realized I hadn’t searched the drawers.
“Let me check this nightstand and then we can go. I’m getting sleepy.”
“Same.”
Darien hung back and let me do my snooping thing. The nightstand drawer glided open at my touch. Inside, I found some more old photographs, her passport and a check stub that said Dana had made fifty thousand dollars over a year ago.
“Who in the fuck was she was working for?” I gathered the stuff and then showed Darien the stub.
His eyes grew wide with shock. And then, his face creased with anger. “Kobiyashi. Dana was working for the company that I’m in talks with buying.”
This didn’t mean a whole lot to me. “I’m a little lost.”
“There have been murmurs about this company being into darker things.”
He paused for a moment, unsure of how to proceed. “Things like prostitution.”
My eyebrow shot into my hairline. Some of the pieces of the puzzle weren’t exactly connecting but I knew I didn’t want to be in the house any longer. I was started to get the creeps as though me and Darien were being watched. Immediately, my eyes swung around the room causing everything to look suspect as hell. Anything could be a camera these days.
“Let’s go,” I said.
The walk back to the waiting car was brisk as our feet pounded into the pavement. Once, we had left out of the apartment with the few mementos we had of our siblings, I never looked back. What would be the need? I knew that it would probably all be gone in the morning or maybe the next day.
When we arrived back at Darien’s penthouse, I felt just a little lighter. He went into the kitchen and started fixing himself some coffee. I watched from the couch and fiddle on my phone. I had messages from Helena saying Alex was doing fine, although he was teething and fussing. I had no need to stay in New York any longer. I was ready to go home.
Then I caught myself.
Greece was now home.
“Helena says that Alex is teething pretty hard,” I said out loud.
Darien only mumbled from the kitchen. I could hear silverware being moved around, and then finally the pouring of coffee. The aroma filled the air.
“What’d you say?” I asked.
“I said, Andrew said he wants to have dinner. He just texted me.”
Darien came over with his coffee in hand. I realized he looked exhausted and I was sorry I had dragged him out on an adventure. He took a long drink of the hot elixir and then settled back onto the couch and pulled my feet into his lap.
“I’m sorry Alex isn’t well. We’ll be back before he knows it.”
“It’s already been too long…ooo,” I murmured as he hit a spot on my foot with his caressing. It felt so damn good to have his strong hands on my feet.
“Feels good?” The way he asked gave me chills. They traveled straight to the tips of my toes.
“Yes,” I said enjoying and wishing he’d never stop.
“Now, would you like to go to dinner with me and Andrew?”
I was thoughtful, Alex’s old babysitter had wanted to meet up. She had been keeping up with me here and there from a few Facebook posts. She had messaged me the day before about getting together before I left. I loved when people made an effort.
“Sounds like a plan, mind if I invite someone?”
“Sure, who?”
“Cindy…you know the girl you scared half to death when you tried to steal my nephew?”
Darien cut his eyes at me and I laughed so hard that he stopped massaging my feet. I shook them at him to get him to continue.
“I was an ass, Allanah,” Darien’s words were soft but sincere.
“Eh,” I replied. “You still are. We just like each other a little bit more now.”
That was when he surprised me, and lifted a toe to his mouth. Ever so gently he began to kiss inside the left side of my ankle. The flesh there almost seemed to blush.
“I more than like you….”




Chapter 6

We rolled up to the bar in Tribeca, and the thumping of salsa music was already coming from outside. I had no idea where in the hell Andrew had googled this fucking place but we’d let him pick. Darien shot me an annoyed look and I could tell he was about to be in a mood. He just needed a shot. Today hadn’t gone well in negotiations with the company he was trying to buy.
There wasn’t much of a line and then I saw Cindy standing there looking as lost as we felt. I took her in: black ankle jeans, Converse sneakers, and a shimmery gold top. She looked really cute with her thick winding curls pulled into a loose braid over her shoulder. Cindy was mixed like Alex, which is a reason why I think she had liked babysitting him as much as she had.
“Cindy!” I called out getting her attention as Darien clutched my hand in his.
“Allanah,” she returned and came over to see me.
Letting go of Darien’s hand, I hugged her tightly. It was crazy how much I had missed her because I didn’t have any friends. I hadn’t really thought about forming bonds with people because I was content with being lonely.
We stepped back from one another and then I decided to introduce her to Darien. He had a scowl planted so deeply on his face that I thought he’d scare her off. Cindy looked in between both me and Darien and smiled widely.
“Mr. Kiriakis, I remember you,” she came over and hugged him too. He looked shocked as he peered down on her; Cindy was a short petite female.
“Ahhh, yes, the baby sitter,” he said and she stepped away.
“Just my part-time gig,” she assured him. “I actually just landed a gig with a cool tech company. I’m doing a little bit of cybersecurity for them.”
Out the corner of my eye, I saw Andrew’s head pop out the door. I guessed he’d been inside already and had grown tired of waiting. “Oy, come on!”
Everyone turned to look at him. Andrew had been hanging out in Britain too long. I chuckled to myself. Every once in awhile, he’d say something like fish and chips and it would leave me scratching my head.
“Guess we better get in there,” Cindy said.
Darien groaned and Cindy led the way. I grabbed for his hand again and gave it a reassuring squeeze. He seemed to relax before entering the club. For me, this was nothing new as I had been a bartender for way longer than I should have been.
The table Andrew had chosen for us was near the dance floor. Cindy almost seemed to struggle to get up on a stool, but she did it. The music was vibrating over all of us and Andrew was feeling it the most. He had already ordered shots for us.
“Andrew, I’ve got a meeting tomorrow,” Darien turned up his nose at the site of the Lemon Drop.
“Brother, let loose. For once, I promise no one will die,” Andrew said.
I chuckled and Darien gave me a look. “Don’t do that.”
“Stop it,” I looked between the two of them. Clearly, Andrew was trying to bond with Darien. They hadn’t left things on that great of terms the last time we had seen each other. “I will drink with you.”
Andrew gave me a wink.
“Same,” Cindy said and then plopped her shot down. “That all you got? Cause I heard were on you tonight.”
Andrew let out a crazy loud laugh and waved a waitress over. “What’s your name, by the way, sweetheart?”
“I’m not you sweetheart,” Cindy replied with all the confidence in the world. Her eyes were sparkling as she took Andrew in. “But, its Cindy.”
As Andrew and Cindy struck up a conversation of their own, I watched sparks fly between the two of them. Darien still seemed to want to be anywhere but here. He had pulled out his phone and was scrolling over something. I leaned in close to him and whispered.
“Dance?”
He didn’t respond to my words and I felt kind of defeated. There were a ton of men and women on the floor dancing. I had worn a pair of stilettos and I would have felt perfectly comfortable grooving in here. Years prior, I had dated a Latin guy from Cuba and he had taught me a few moves here and there.
“Okay, your loss,” I quirked my eyebrows at him and then went out to find myself a dance partner.
The dance floor was packed but I found a little room and started hitting the basic steps I knew. I got a few looks, but I just kept working with what I knew.
Step.
Step.
Step.
Back.
Back.
Back.
I repeated this over and over then some guy asked me to dance. I cut a look over my shoulder and saw Darien looking. He made no moves to come out and dance himself, and Andrew and Cindy still seemed engrossed in their conversation.
“Mami, you looking good tonight,” the guy smiled. He had bout eight gold teeth in his mouth and was going bald. I had worn a red and black dress that stopped a little above the knees and the middle had dipped extremely low. I had to use double sided-tape to keep the dress in place because there was no bra underneath.
My new dancing partner spun me around the room. My hair was flipping about my shoulders and slowly he ground into me from behind, the music’s seductive beat edging him on. As his hands worked over my hips, I noticed that Darien was on his way over. The scowl had returned. He said nothing as he yanked me away. My dance partner said something in Spanish but Darien paid him no mind. Just pushed me into a darkened corner.
“This is what we do in clubs, Allanah?” He was up against me and his mouth on my ear so that I could hear him over the music.
“We were just dancing,” I replied.
“You know what you were doing.”
“Apparently, getting you hard,” I peered up at him through my mascara coated lashes.
He felt like marble in his pants as he pushed up against my stomach. He came down and captured my mouth in his. Darien didn’t like another man touching me; I couldn’t say for sure that I cared for it either. I had noticed it the first time with Andrew and our stupid kiss.
Heat hummed around my mouth from the ferocity of how he kissed me. It traveled all the way to in between my legs. I could feel how he was straining against me.
“We should go,” he said.
“But Andrew and Cindy…” I reminded him.
“They seemed preoccupied with each other,” he stated, now kissing the sides of my neck.
“It would be rude. Stop. We have all night for this.”
Gently, I pushed him back. I watched as he readjusted himself in his pants and we went back to join his brother and my guest. They hadn’t even noticed we were missing when we came back.
“Having fun, brother?” Andrew asked as soon as we sat down. There was a playful twinkle in his eyes.
“Always,” Darien replied and then leaned over and kissed my cheek.
“So, I haven’t even asked, how is my baby?” Cindy beamed at both me and Darien. “You two seem to be on better terms.”
“Alex is amazing. He’s coming up on his first birthday.”
“Oh, I wish I could come. If this new job will allow me some time off, I’ll get a flight.”
“Really?” I asked astonished.
“I wouldn’t miss it. You didn’t know, but Alex got me through a tough point. I was struggling with finishing my last few classes at Harvard.”
I had had no idea that Cindy was Ivy-League educated. I’d just thought she was some random babysitter a bunch of bartenders knew. I realized how closed off I really was. I hadn’t even really got to know her.
“I had no idea,” I said. “That’s amazing.”
“Ivy League, huh?” Andrew asked and seemed even more enamored.
I hoped she wasn’t about to become a notch on his belt. If he was anything like his brothers and I suspected he was, running through women was a thing. Hopefully, Cindy was smart enough to know when a man was just trying to get into her pants and when he genuinely wanted to get to know her.
We had about five more shots, and danced a little more. Darien warmed up and started talking more so. He and Andrew were getting along and clapping each other on the back. It made me smile. Finally, Cindy leaned across the table.
“So, the uncle huh?”
I bit my lip and looked at Darien. “Yeah. We’re just being…”
“In love?” she asked.
I was slightly taken aback. I had never said anything about love to that man. “Mmm…I don’t know.”
“Well, it’s pretty obvious he’s in love with you. Mr. Tall-dark-and-brooding has a type. And it’s you.”
Listening to Cindy’s words I blushed. Next thing I knew Darien was hugging me from behind and kissing my neck. I giggled and he whispered into my ear.
“What are you two talking about?” he nipped playfully.
“Nothing,” I leaned back into him. The feel of his arms enclosing me made me feel safe. I had never had that from a man.
He kissed my cheek as another round of drinks came. I was extremely content and happy at this moment. I wished it would last forever, but I knew it wouldn’t. I tried to push the feeling that something was going to happen soon away. I didn’t like carrying those feelings; that feeling that the other shoe was about to drop somehow. I needed to learn how to let that feeling go.




Chapter 7

Months later….
Darien was yelling from his study. I was supposed to be getting dressed and he was supposed to be getting Alex out of his room. Yet, he had started yelling at the top of his lungs, hard and deep. This was an unusual sound coming from his mouth. Darien never yelled. That was more of my department if I was being honest about; although, he had started to rub off on me.
I had leaned myself and my ears out into the hallway, being nosey and trying to hear the conversation better. I determined that it was a business call.  I heard the words reports and files and that was when I lost interest. Darien could run numbers in his head while making love to me. He could look over a million executive reports and remember what was going on three years ago to the decimal point. I had no interest and knew he’d be along shortly.
Just had to get through the day…
Coming back into the bedroom I now permanently shared with Darien, I had feverishly pinned up my hair into ponytail and noticed how badly my ends needed clipping. Ugh! Pushing the unneeded thoughts away because today wasn’t about me, I put on my pair of black Keds. Today, was about the coolest kid on two feet. Today was Alexander David Kiriakis’ first birthday. Jocasta had taken over planning every single detail for her first grandchild’s birthday.
If this party was going to be anything like Andrew’s coming home party… I instantly cringed at the thought of all that unnecessary finery. My mom had once gotten me a birthday cake. We hadn’t celebrated many birthdays growing up. My mom had either been nodding off or out trying to feed her habit.
We’d been smart, though. Me and Dana learned to survive early on. If our mother had come back with two hundred from tricking we would wait until she was asleep and take thirty. She never really caught on. She would never know that she made us survivors.
“You ready,” Darien peered around a corner.
“I am. Is he up?”
Darien stepped into view with Alex walking into the room. He had gone to get him out of his crib.
“There’s my big birthday boy!”
Alex saw me and his eyes went wide, and drool slid down. His cheeks were rosy and I saw a hint of Dana there. It was like a mischievous twinkle that was darting back and forth in his eyes. I took a deep breath and instantly went to scoop him up.
“Come on, we need to get up to the main house,” Darien chided.
“Do we have to go. So many people I’m sure are there, already?”
He leaned down and kissed my cheek. “Lana. Only a few family members. I made her cut the guest list down dramatically. Only family.”
I rolled my eyes as we strolled towards the door. “So, it’s just going to be us, your mother and about six hundred of your cousins huh?”
Darien ignored me and reached for the diaper bag sitting by the door. The click of the door told me that he was right behind me. Together we started the trek up towards the mansion that had belonged for hundreds of years to the Kiriakis family.
I still remembered the night of Andrew’s party. How Darien, in a fit of jealousy, had pulled me out of the house and down through this yard. He had been ready to make love to me. As Alex gurgled in my ear, and I smiled from ear to ear, I peered over at him. He was a good man and a good father to this kid. He could just be so damn serious sometimes.
He caught me staring. “Would you like me to take Alex?”
I smiled, “Sure.”
We made the transfer and I took the grey hued diaper bag that was embroidered with Alex’s monogram. It was something Jocasta had contacted a local shop about having made a few months ago for Alex. My fingers ran over the threads as I gave the bag a reassuring pat and kept pace with Darien’s long legs.
Once we were inside the house, and I saw that it was probably only two hundred people, here I relaxed. Balloons were raining from the ceiling, but white with the number one scrolled across them. Alex gleefully clapped his hands as his grandmother came straight to him. He went with ease into her arms, a smile still planted on his face.
Jocasta was dressed in a lovely looking dress, dark green and it seemed to flow about her. Gold threads shimmered in the light, along with all the gold jewelry she was wearing. S
“My Alex,” she exclaimed almost completely ignoring me and Darien.
“Jocasta, this is a lot of people,” I said timidly and looked around.
I didn’t recognize hardly anyone in the throngs of people. The gift table was piled high with things Alex probably wouldn’t need ever. Darien had given me free rein with his credit cards a long time ago and now I even had a small amount of my own money thanks to Dana.
“Allanah, enjoy the party, my dear. Darien make sure she has fun,” she said to her son. “I’m taking this one to visit with some state dignitaries.”
“Yes mother,” he leaned down and pecked her on the cheek.
I watched as my kiddo bounced out of sight with his overly excited grandmother and sighed. Alex was going to rub elbows with state dignitaries at the tender age of one. What a life he was already starting to lead. And here I was, in the last legs of my twenties and hadn’t accomplished anything. I didn’t exactly have a legacy that I was leaving behind, did I?
Darien left my side for a few moments and then returned with champagne. He kissed my forehead and smiled. “We are going to have fun, Allanah.”
I rolled my eyes at him in a more playful manner than usual. “Oh, are we now. I guess I just need Andrew here to liven up the party.”
“That boy,” Darien shook his head at the mention of his brother.
Andrew had opted out of the party and was instead back in England, trying to lay low. It hadn’t been working though. Paparazzi had spotted him in the south of France on a yacht with a British princess named Sophie. No one had even known that that was a thing. All we had ever heard from Andrew was that he was casually dating, but the photos of a naked princess and her playboy lover all over the gossip news channels had said differently. And let’s just say, Jocasta had not been pleased with her youngest son, at all.
I took a drink of my champagne and noticed Darien had become extremely stony looking. I turned in the direction of his gaze and followed his line of sight. Heads bounced and bobbed in the way and that’s when I saw the bane of my damn existence.
Cassandra Petrakas.
I couldn’t stand this bitch as far as I could throw her. She was a pretty awful ass person and I don’t know if Darien had ever sensed it but damn it I had. I watched as she realized we had both seen her and then this bitch did some shit I’ve only ever seen in rich people’s circles. She gave a hair flipped and then slowly raised her glass in the air to us as if to toast.
“Oh no this heffa did not just toast us,” I looked at Darien.
He didn’t look at me at all. His features remained stoic as if he were a gargoyle made of stone. He handed his champagne off to a waiter walking by.
“Stay here, Allanah.”
The eye roll I gave this man, when those words dripped from his moving lips, could have set a cathedral on fire somewhere. People tried to speak to him as he stalked by, but he was having none of it. My own feet itched to follow him because I hadn’t seen Cassie in a good long while. Something told me that she had not been invited to this party because Jocasta hated her as much as I did.
The smile that grew on Cassie’s face as my lover approached her. I wanted to rip her ass apart for breathing the same air as me. The way she was looking at Darien told me that she had come here strategically. That she had done this for a whole entire reason but I wasn’t sure what that reason was.
Once Darien reached her, he immediately grabbed her by her arm and hustled her snake-like ass out of the room. I looked around and gave them a few moments before I tossed my glass to a waiter and followed. I don’t know who in the hell Darien thought he was talking to when he told me to stay put. I was not the ONE, and I damn sure wasn’t the TWO! I think at this moment in time…Darien had me fucked up.
I bumped into a few people and almost tripped. I made it to the doors just as they slipped out into the front of the house where no one would see them. My blood began to scream because this was so weird to me. The urge to follow them and see what was about to transpire between them wouldn’t go away.
They’re still sleeping together!
I hated that little voice in the back of my head. It was saying all sorts of nasty things to me. It was causing me to question everything I thought I knew about Darien. He had said this affair was over with Cassie along time ago. I had never thought anything else until now.
I edged as close to the door as I could. It led out onto the front porch of the house. My hand slipped onto the brass knob, that was cool to the touch of my palm. Easing open an unfamiliar door wasn’t as easy as it seemed. It gave a slight creak and I almost pissed on myself and hoped they didn’t hear me. They didn’t because they were too busy shouting at each other.
“Cassie,” I heard Darien say. “What are you doing here?”
“You think you’re something, don’t you? You think you can just toss me to the side like I was never anything to begin with?”
I heard Darien take a very deep breath. “You need to go. And you need to do it now. Before I call the police, and have you escorted from the grounds.”
Cassie let out the loudest laugh I had ever heard. It was deep; a rumbling type of laugh that only a psycho could make, and it sent chills down my spine. “You think that little black bitch is your soulmate? I can see how you look at me still, Darien. In meetings. Thinking of all the times you fucked me on the board room tables. All the times you fucked me in that bed.”
Her voice dropped to an audible whisper but I didn’t care. Had Cassie just called me a black bitch? I had already whooped her ass once. Andrew had been the one to pull me off of her and saved her life. Now I was going to have to show out at a child’s birthday party and do it again.
Something stopped me though. That small bit of self-control that was still in my possession caused me to keep my body still and my mouth closed. Cassie’s talking ass wasn’t done. She had some shit she needed to get off her chest.
“I really don’t think about any of it, Cassie,” Darien said. “I’m sorry that you’re still carrying and holding on to things that we did together.”
“If Mikos was alive….” She let out a slight wail. It was a weird sound and I could tell she was on the verge of crying.
“But he’s not. He’s dead and it’s a fact that we’re all still facing. But you know as much as I do, that he was always, always searching for something and Cassie it wasn’t you. Please find a way to deal with your grief. As I told you earlier on the phone, your time at the company has come to an end. I’m giving you a generous severance package.”
For a moment neither of them said anything. And then she spoke, “So I am truly fired? There’s nothing I can do to change your mind?”
“No,” Darien’s voice had turned to ice and Cassie’s thin ass was about to start sliding.
“Hmm. I wanted this to end differently. But….I can see you leave me with absolutely no choice. Goodbye then, Darien.”
By this time I didn’t even care if they found out I had been eavesdropping. When Cassie pulled the door open, I was standing there looking at her. Her mascara had started to drip down her crazy looking face making swirly patterns and her strawberry blond hair had puffed up from some of the humidity dripping in off the ocean we were so close to.
She didn’t even seem to register that I was there and walked on completely past me and back towards the party. She disappeared out of view. Where in the hell did she think she was going? I stared after her for a moment until I felt Darien’s hand on my shoulder.
“I suppose you heard all of that?” He asked not even daunted by the fact that I hadn’t obeyed his command to stay where I was in the ballroom.
“Yes, I did. You fired that nut?”
“Let’s get back to the party and...”
The smell of smoke began to drift in from the door. I turned and looked out and on the horizon, I saw a hazy fog begging to cover the sky. We looked at each other before Darien dashed away and I followed behind him the steps of the house.
Dirt spun up around us and we both almost tripped over an olive branch that had fallen from a tree nearby. The unmistakable smell of smoke was filling the air and we could see from where we were that a fire had broken out at Darien’s cottage down the dirt path. He was already calling for help on his cellphone when others including Jocasta began to file out on the porch.
“What in the world is going on?” Darien’s mother asked once she reached us.
“We smelled smoke and came to look and ….” Darien shook his head and began yelling out directions in Greek.
“Where is Alex?” I asked.
“I took him into the nursery, he was getting fussy. Helena is with him.”
Jocasta stood and looked on with us, a look of worry on her face. I continued to watch the blaze as well. The fire department arrived within record time. Darien made me promise to stay put as the Hellenic Fire Service appeared on the scene.
I watched him walk down and feeling helpless decided to go check on Alex. A feeling of worry covered me as I watched our home burn. I had come to love the cottage and enjoyed living there with both Alex and Darien. It had been Alex’s first real home that offered him space to roam and grow and explore.
The nursery had been up the stair next to the room Dana had lived in while she had been taken care of. Some days I would bring Alex in to visit her and we would read to her while she slumbered. I know that he would never remember her or know who she was but I would have the memories for as long as I lived and I would tell him someday when he was ready to know her.
I gave a gentle peck on the door to alert Helena before opening. I peered in and my heart dropped into my chest as I found Helena slumped face down on the grey carpet in the room. A rushing feeling flew over me as I immediately came to her side.
“HELENA!” I screamed. “OH MY GOD, OH MY GOD!”
I tried to turn her over on to her back. Even though she was an older woman, she had some weight on her. My struggle paid off and she finally flipped onto her back. The black and white of the outfit she always wore seemed more wrinkled than normal.
I instantly checked for a pulse on her neck, her skin clammy to the touch. The faint thump, thump, thump of her heart beating away could be felt under my fingertips.  There was a little bit of color in her cheeks. I smacked at her face a bit trying to get her to stir.
She opened her eyes with a start and the first word out of her mouth was my child’s name. “Alexander…”
I became extremely shaken; why hadn’t I checked on Alex first? My thoughts were stumbling over themselves as I got up and went to his crib across the room. When I was met with the empty crib, I let out a blood-curdling scream, and an indescribable feeling began to settle into the pits of my stomach. I whirled around the room, my eyes searching looking for any sign of him.
Where was Alexander?




Chapter 8

I surveyed the living room we were sitting in. It was a more cozy room than I would have imagined being in this house and was tucked away near the kitchen. Hanging over the fire place was a large photo of Jocasta and her now dead husband in their youth. I could now see where all the Kiriakis men had gotten their extremely blue color from. I noticed a particular ring on Jocasta’s hand that she had so daintily draped over her husband’s shoulder. Aquamarine and two diamonds seemed to dance in the photo as though they were really there.
My ring…
The cottage had burned completely to the ground and Alexander was missing. I was trying everything in my power not to collapse and crumble into a thousand pieces. The only thing holding me together was Darien and his reassurances. Currently we were sitting on the couch, me and him wrapped up in each other.
Jocasta brought me a cup of tea, the party had been over for hours now. Uniformed police men were in and out of the house and walking the grounds. A detective had been called in and we were waiting for him to arrive.
I took in the blue and white colored tea cup. It felt like an entire weight in my hand. I knew it might calm me down but even the sip tasted too thick and hot. I could tell she had added a dab of honey to the mixture. I glanced at her out the corner of my eyes as I set the cup down on the medium sized glass coffee table in front of us.
“Thank you,” I said and tried to take a deep breath. Where was this detective?
“No need to thank me. I know your nerves are on edge as are mine.”
I watched as her own nerves worked up and she began to knead her hands. I could see the faint outline of where a wedding ring had probably resided. I looked away upon hearing someone enter the room. An older balding man with a suit and tie had come into the room, a scowl planted on his face. His suit seemed to be too tight on his body, and a button threatened to pop from the white shirt he wore, at any moment. This had to be the detective that the Hellenic Police had sent over.
“Good evening, apologies for coming so late to the scene,” he spoke. “I’m Detective Theseus Menzel.”
“About time!” Jocasta exclaimed as she spoke first. “My grandson is missing, and no one has said anything to us.”
“It was upon my instructions that no one say anything. I went to the hospital where Alexander’s nanny was. She was awake but stated that she was struck from behind. She blacked out afterwards.”
I let out a loud sigh. “Detective Menzel, I’m Alexander’s aunt. Are there any leads yet?”
He took a moment and I thought Darien was going to scream. I clutched at his hand and awaited the detective’s next words like they were the air I breathed.
“Mrs. Kiriakis has the estate on a great security feed. We had tech’s searching over the video feed. It appears a woman kidnapped the child.”
Me and Darien looked between each other. I was praying that it wasn’t who I thought it was. I knew damn well that she wouldn’t pull a stunt like this. That she wasn’t that crazy. Right? There was no way that she’d go off the rails and hurt a baby.
“I know that the guest list is extensive, but I was wondering if any of you might be able to take a look at the camera footage? Maybe identify who it is?” Menzel turned to a tech that I hadn’t even noticed.
It was a young girl with glasses. She took the laptop and sat it down on the coffee table that contained my now cold tea. She pressed play and stepped back near the detective as Jocasta, Darien and I watched with baited breath. For a few months the camera angle title Camera H that looked gray and grainy. The video sequence seemed to tick on and on into the ether of forever before there was any movement. Finally, about five minutes in, a woman with a child clutched in her arms came out of nowhere. She glanced up knowingly at the camera and gave the smile I hated so much.
I looked to Darien. “I knew it was that bitch! UGH! I hate how right I am about her.”
The detective came forward. “Do you know this woman?”
“Yes,” Darien spoke for the first time since the detective. The authoritative tone immediately took over. “Cassandra Petrakas was a former employee of Kiriakis Industries. She also grew up on the estate and probably knew it better than anyone.”
“Do you believe she would harm the child?” the detective had pulled out a pen and pad.
I watched him jot his notes down as Darien gave him as many details as he could. Darien seemed to know Cassie pretty damn well, right now to her having a birthmark behind her left ear. I rolled my eyes. I just wanted my child home and back in my arms. If we had just stayed in New York, none of this would have ever happened. Girl bye. My inner dialogue stayed putting me in my place. Cassie probably would have tried it sooner. Who in the hell knew what this nut job was thinking. I listened as Darien prattled on with details about where she might be. Apparently, she could have been any from Venezuela to Notre Dame in Paris.
I rubbed my temples and felt a headache coming on. I just wanted my child back. I was already forgetting what he smelled like. How was that even possible? He always smelled like a little bit of milk and applesauce. Did Cassie’s crazy ass even know that that was his favorite combination; and that he had to be rocked for just a few moments before he had to get down to explore again?
After the police got everything recorded from Darien and me, Jocasta announced that she was retiring to bed. Even though she knew she wouldn’t be able to sleep a wink. She had called every damn person she knew once it had been confirmed that it was Cassie that had taken Alexander. Jocasta assured me that there would be no place for her to hide. I only wished that I could calm my fears down.
There was hardly in moon out as I stood on the beach. I could hear the waves crashing out and back in the roar was deafining.
Goddamn it!
This was another instance of when I could have used my sister. Why was it I needed her now more than when we had been children. I looked for her even in my dreams but she wasn’t there. Not like when she’d told me to look for the papers. I wanted to ask for a sign. Anything that might tell me that she was with me and watching over Alexander from afar.
I felt a blanket being wrapped around my shoulders. I already knew who it; the smell of Darien’s cologne had announced him.
“Allanah?”
I turned my head to meet his gaze, defeat working its way through my posture. “Yes.”
“I’m sorry. I…..”
“Sorry about?”
He took a deep breath and I could tell he was eating the words and they were hard to digest. He wasn’t a man that apologized for things. People made apologies to him and that was how he had been raised. He was a prince of a man, Darien Nico Kiriakis. Handsome and strong, he was having to let his guard down with me and I’m sure a small piece of him regretted it.
“I’m sorry for all of it. I knew that Cassie wasn’t…”
“Wasn’t what? Fucking fond of me. And how YOU, let me emphasize that, YOU! Pushed me into your life. YOU demanded that I be your mistress. Relegated me to that position and now some nut job has our nephew.”
“Son,” Darien corrected me. His tone had turned, and it took me off guard.
“Before all the festivities happen…with the house and now the kidnapping…while I was in New York. I was getting paperwork ready for us to formally be his parents. All you had to do, was sign…if you wanted to….if you still want too.”
He looked away for a moment.
“Of course I want to be Alex’s mother. He’s my blood and its literally what keeps me going. I didn’t grow up with all of this family stuff. Not like you and ….Yes, I want to be Alex’s mom. More than anything in the world.”
He nodded and came close but didn’t touch me. Finally, I reached out to him and pulled lightly on his unusually non creased shirt. “Cassie’s gonna slip up. And we’re gonna find him. And were going to bring him home….wherever that is now.”
His arms wrapped around me. “Lana?”
“Yes,” I said as our eyes met, my chin now leaning on his chest.
I could feel the thumping of his steady beating heart against my face. His blue eyes almost seemed to glow like some Greek god under this moon. Yet, Darien was just a mortal man. He took a deep breath and the words that came out of his mouth surprised the fuck out of me. And believe me, I had been surprised about five times this day.
“I never thought that this would happen,” he spoke, and I wanted to interrupt him and naturally ask a question. He brushed some wind blown strands away and took my head into his hands. “I haven’t said this to anyone in a long time. I love you. I’m in love with you. I should have said it sooner. I shouldn’t have waited until something crazy happened.”
Hearing that someone loves you for the first time is memorable. It’s like trying to craft fine china and not knowing anything about china in the first place. You’re like a new born lamb stumbling around the alphabet trying to find the right letters and sounds to form the correct word.
“Oh you do now?” I smiled widely. “You love little old me? Mr. Big Bad Corporate Raider is in love with me, Allanah Brook Haughton.”
It got a grin out him once he let go of the breath he’d been holding. “You love me?”
I thought back to the very first time we had met on the roof top. Cindy had just called me to tell me that a stranger had showed up asking to see Alex. The very next moment I was meeting said stranger and collapsing into his arms. And as the darkness had taken me over, all I remembered was his strong arms catching me and his reassuring whisper, “I got you.”
“How do I know if I love you?” I asked playfully. “Is it when I lay there in bed with you and watch you sleep after you’ve had a long day at work. Or is it when I watch you interact with Alex and give him your full attention. Or did I fall in love with you when you gave me your mother’s wedding ring…”
“My mother thought that you would love it. She had stopped wearing it before we met.”
I glanced to my hand, the soft weight of the gold band and gems reflecting in the moonlight. He had given me a family heirloom. Sometimes, I forgot I was even wearing the damn thing and hadn’t really even thought about how special it was.
Until now.
Until he had said he loved me and my insides had started to swell and felt light as air. I had not idea that love could make you feel so woozy in the head. That it could make you feel like you were jumping through clouds and drowning at the same time.
Had there ever been other men? Of course. But none of those men had been in my life long enough to make a dent in my emotional cortex the way that Darien had. This man had imprinted himself onto the surface of my soul.
“I do love you.”
“For a moment, I was getting worried,” he smiled.
Darien was allowing me in. For a few moments he had let his guard down, let it slip away as we stood on the beach. I think we had become content for just a moment. We had shut out the world and gave ourselves five minutes to think and process emotions.
“We really need to get some rest, it has been a long day,” he spoke.
“I don’t think I can sleep. Knowing that Alex isn’t home and safe…”
I hadn’t even thought about food. The only thing I could remember having on my stomach was champagne and the tea Jocasta had served me. We began to walk from the beach and up towards the mansion and the ruins of Darien’s cottage. The smell of smoke was still thick and in the air.
“I know. But I’ve got people working on this. Alex will be safe and home…soon. Very soon.”
Praying to my dead sister that she was watching over him, and keeping him safe and warm, I continued on. Our walk through the grove of olive trees was quick and soon we were back in the main house. We had taken Darien’s bedroom that he had lived in for years until he had had the cottage built. The room contained a dresser and a single large king-sized bed.
After undressing and crawling into the coolness of fresh sheets, Darien pulled me close. I was so exhausted all I could do was let him. He curved into me and we both drifted off into a restless sleep. My dreams were all of Alexander and him being lost. I dreamed about him being in a boat floating out to sea, but I couldn’t get to him and there was a shadow in the background that he was floating too. I desperately tried to move my legs and get to him. Soon he was almost completely out of my view and I was left on the beach. I cried out in desperation for him, but he was gone.




Chapter 9

“Lana,” a whisper was washing over me and pulling me from my restless dreams. My eyes fluttered open and I found Darien leaning over top of me, his blue eyes glowing. They looked tired as if he’d hadn’t slept at all either. “It’s okay, Lana.”
“What’s wrong?” I asked and surveyed the room.
We were still in his childhood bedroom. This had not been a nightmare that I thought I would wake up from. This was indeed real life. That tangled feeling began to rise back up in my stomach.
“You were crying in you sleep, Lana. I had to wake you…” he lay back down and pulled me close. 
Darien’s touch was soothing as he ran his hands over my arms to try and appease my sadness and for a little while it worked. I continued to take comfort in his touch and eventually drifted back off into a slight slumber only when I was awoken by Darien talking softly.
“Where in the hell have you taken him, Cassie?”
My eyes flew wide open. Had the psycho bitch really actually called him? My blood began to pump and all reason was started to flow out of my body. Darien must have sensed that I was awake because he turned and met my eyes. The fire that burned behind those blue eyes was apparent and I almost felt some sort of sympathy for Cassie.
Almost.
His finger went to his lips that were already creased in frustration. I obeyed, even though I didn’t want to in the slightly. With a painstakingly slow flick of his wrist, Darien turned on the speaker phone to his iPhone. We both waited with baited breath for her to speak, for her to say something about Alex. For pretty much anything to happen. I needed this crazy ass woman to tell me what to do in order to get my child back and out of her clutches. The fact that she had ever touched my child.
I swore on the cloak of Jesus that the Hellenic Police had better find her first because when I finally caught up to her monkey ass, it was on and poppin. I was going to be wearing Timbs…because New York bitches could rock Timbs in any weather, on any continent and I was going to turn my foot sideways and shove it up her ass.
“Is that bitch with you?” Cassie voice came out of the speaker sounding irritated.
I controlled my tongue and said nothing. Finding Alex hung on every move we made. I would not fail him. I closed my eyes and bit the insides of my cheeks.
“No, Cass. She’s not. Cass…you gotta bring him home to us.”
She let out some inhuman wail. “Alex was supposed to be ours.”
“Whose, Cass?” Darien focused his eyes on mine. I immediately rolled my own and his finger went to his lips to remind me of what was at stake and to stay quiet.
“Mikos and I. He looks like his father so much.” Cassie gave a little bit of a sniffle.
“He’s gone, Cass. Is Alex okay?”
“Of course. I would never hurt the baby, Darien. You have to believe me. I would die first.”
Bitch, that can be arranged, I thought. Cassie has truly slid into some sort of psychosis and she was in desperate need of a clinical psychologist. There also need to be a padded white room for her to bounce her nutty self all over.
“Then where are you Cassie? Tell me, I’ll come to you. No police or anything like that. We’ll figure this out…together.”
Darien offered me a shrug and I gave him a look that said he new better. But I needed this to work so I continued keeping my cool. It was killing me, but I gritted my teeth together and bared it. For Alex, I thought.
“I don’t think I can do that, Darien. This child should…” Darien had played nice long enough.
“Cassandra, you need to return Alex. This has gone on long enough and its spiraling out of control. The police are looking for you. They know that you took him. That you assaulted Helena. That’s multiple charges. I understand that you’re hurting…but you are making things worse for yourself.”
“I…I have to go, Darien.”
The phone call ended.
“No, no, no. Get her back on the line. Please, please, please!” I reached for the phone and began rapidly redialing Cassie over and over again. She never answered.
Calmly, Darien took the phone from my hands and slipped onto the side of the bed. I was on my haunches looking crazed. Slowly, he pushed some of my hair away from my face.
“Don’t worry,” he said. “And you did great by keeping your calm.”
“What  do you mean don’t fucking worry. That crazy bitch has our kid…”
“I know, Allanah. And I told you I was taking care of it.”
A knock came on the door and Darien got up to answer it right away. His long legs took him across the room quickly. I figured it was someone bringing us breakfast. I glanced at the clock on the nightstand and it read twenty minutes after 11 o’clock. Around this time Alex was usually enjoying his applesauce. I hadn’t even heard him whimpering in the background or any signs that he was nearby.
“Hey, come on in,” I head Darien say and I gave a sigh.
“Hey, Lana,” came a familiar voice and it caused me to look up.
Instantly, I found the comfort of Cindy’s face. I had completely forgotten, in all the chaos that she was even supposed to be here for Alex’s birthday. Instantly, I got off the bed and went to her. Her embrace felt like home for some reason and she smelled like warm cinnamon.
Stepping apart, I could see the concern all over her beautiful face, her thick golden curls had been tied back and into place. It felts so damn good to see her; I was about to start crying all over again.
“I asked Cindy to come here. She arrived yesterday but with all the things that happened she had went back to her hotel.”
“I’m sorry, about this whole mess,” she said her voice was sincere.
“Not your fault. Thank you for being here anyway.”
“Well, I’m here for another reason.” She patted her side and I noticed for the first time that she had a bag on her side that contained a laptop. “Darien remembered that I’m basically a hacker. With Cassie still using the company cellphone and service is still viable… I was able to track her location. I’ve already sent the information to the cops. I traced her signal to a boat…”
Alex was on a boat. He was going to be found. I wanted to kiss the ground that Cindy walked on. I wanted to hug her so tight and never let her go. I made my way to the edge of the bed and took a few deep breaths.
“Cindy, is the best hacker I’ve ever seen work,” Darien said and came and sat down beside me. “She was up all night. I didn’t want to say anything to worry you and get your hopes up.”
He gave me a quick kiss on the cheek and wrapped an arm protectively around me.
“Honestly, Cassie made it pretty easy. Even if she’d hadn’t called she hadn’t turned off her company phone. Doesn’t seem like she thought this whole plan through,” Cindy smiled in our directions. 
“I can’t believe any of this has happened. I can’t wait to have Alex…” I trailed off and looked at Darien. “I guess home is here now, huh?”
“I have another house, Allanah. A place I keep in the city. We’ll go there once, Alex is back with us.”
Cindy’s cellphone began to ring and she took a moment and excused herself from the room. I took another deep breath, pushing away negative thoughts. All I wanted was for Alex to be walking around the room  and in my sight. I wanted to pick him up and hug him. I didn’t ever want to let him go again.
Darien let out a deep breath as well. “I just hope Cassie doesn’t try and fight the police or something crazy. I want this to end peacefully.”
“Same,” I replied even though truthfully, I was hoping they would kill her ass before I got to her.
“Let’s go get some food, maybe they’ve heard something,” Darien suggested and stood.
He extended his hand out to me and I took it. The night we met flashed in my head again briefly. I had sworn up and down that even if I some how managed to fall into bed with him…that I wouldn’t fall for him. Yet, I had fallen for him. Under that exterior of ice and steel lay the heart of someone who loved deeply. I knew that Darien would move heaven and earth for Alexander. He would have left no stone unturned until he had found our little ray of sunshine.
The steps that led down to the kitchen seemed to take forever. With every foot fall, all I could concentrate on was the thought that Alex might soon be home. By the time we had reached the kitchen, darkness seemed to have fallen over the entire house. Outside, had practically turned into night.
“A severe storm warning has been issued,” Cindy said.
She was sitting at the kitchen island with her laptop out. I came over and looked at her screen and saw that she was monitoring Cassie’s phone still. The little red dot was blinking away steadily. Cassie was probably blissfully unaware that the police were hot on her trail.
“I feel like we should be there when they get him,” I looked to Darien.
“It’s best we stay put, let them handle it.”
I nodded and bit my lip. The kitchen staff came and put food down with worried looks on their faces. The way the wind was whipping up outside, I could tell they wanted to go home for the day. Jocasta kept almost a full staff with a housekeeper on call twenty-four seven.  As someone who had worked for way to long as a bartender I understood the need to want to flee in the face of a storm.
They put meals in front of us. Eggs, bacon and some fruit juice had been prepared for us. I nibbled here and there. A sinking feeling, much like the wind outside, was whipping up over my being. I chewed and chewed, forcing the food down. Minutes ticked away into what seemed like eternity.
Finally Darien’s phone rang and it was Detective Menzel calling. He urged us to get to the police station as soon as possible. They had Alex in their custody. Joy erupted from every pore on my body.
“Thank you Jesus!” I cried out, my face becoming wet with emotion.
“We’ll be there as soon as possible,” I heard Darien say.
He hung up the phone.




Chapter 10

The buzzing of excitement at the police station was almost overwhelming. The lights in the place even seemed to bright as the storm of the century raged on outside. I sat in a chair nearby, holding Alexander as close as I could get him.
His little head bounced from this way and that, his blue eyes taking it all in. He had no clue that he had been kidnapped by a psychopath. He was waving hi and bye to uniformed officers that walked by and here and there. Darien was taking care of all the other details. I just wanted to be here with Alex.
A man with dark hair and Asian features sat down next to me. At first he said nothing and then turned to smile at me. I had no idea what was about to coast from his lips. He looked both scruffy and extremely dry to have just come from outside. Or maybe he had been waiting her all along. Did this man want something? My grip on Alex had intensified a bit and he wriggled as if trying to get down and get away from me. I relaxed but only slightly.
“How does it feel to have survived the kidnapping of the century?” he asked.
My head thrashed in his direction. “Excuse me?”
He whipped out a note pad and pen. “How does it feel to have Alexander returned to you? Are there any details on what happened to Cassandra Petrakas?”
Panic had started to set in. We had not gone to the media because we had wanted to handle this as privately as possible. Turning this into a media circus had never been a part of the plan.
“Get away from me!” I said through gritted teeth.
I stood up so fast I was sure I had given Alex a little bit of whiplash. “Bye-bye,” I heard him murmur slowly.
The reporter looked me over and smiled. “You think this is going to stop the story from going online. You and the boy’s uncle are going to be famous by the time the day is over. Think of the headlines, “Jealous ex-lover steals heir to Kiriakis fortune.” I’m going to win awards from this one.”
“Well you won’t be getting anything from me,” I stated and stormed off to find Darien.
How in the hell had a reporter found out about this? My eyes roamed all over the station. A few cops nodded her and there as Alex waved to just about all of them. No one in here could be trusted. Someone had leaked this story to reporters. Thankfully this hadn’t gone on any longer than it needed too.
Coming across Darien, I stood back and surveyed before approaching. He was in a conversation with Detective Menzel. The older gentleman was in yet another suit, brown in color and it looked like it was squeezing the life out of him. He looked exhausted like I felt.
The detective’s eyes landed on mine and Darien turned to see me. He gave half a smile and I came on over. Joining them in whatever conversation that seemed to have sucked all the energy out of the room.
“So where is Cassie?” I asked.
I wanted to hear what they planned on charging her with. I was hoping they would lock her up and throw away the key. I wanted her to die I a prison like Azkaban. I hoped nothing but horrible things happened to her for the pain she had just caused both me and Darien.
“We haven’t been able to recover a body,” Menzel stated.
I looked to Darien immediately. “Huh? Come again…”
“When we arrived on the scene, the water had already become extremely difficult. We were able to recover Alex but Ms. Petrakas fell into the water. We think she hit her head on something…in any case, we were unable to recover her body,” Darien cut the detective off.
“Allanah, it’s over. I was telling the detective that she probably drowned. I finished the paperwork. Let’s take our son and go home.”
Detective Menzel looked like he wanted to say something further but just nodded. “Yes, the two of you have been through much. Take the child home and rest. It’s over.”
On the way out of the station, I didn’t see the reporter. She had probably grabbed and empty room somewhere and already began to type of a sinister tale of lies and deception that would hit the Athens Times online in a few hours. I would not bring that sort of madness into Alex’s life. He wouldn’t ever know this had happened to him.
I clicked the straps into place, rain pelting away at my back half sticking out of the car. I gently kissed his head and positioned a bottle of milk in his hands. As he sucked down the milk on his own I thought about how I had wanted nothing more in this world than to be this kid’s mother. Alex had been given two but I had been chosen specifically for him.
The car glided along, with the windshield wipers wooshing. Darien was deep in thought as some lite jazz played through the car speakers. The rain seemed to pick up and get rapid; the car seemed to sense this and we slowly down a bit as traffic began to ease up.
“Penny for your thought…”
I looked over at him and took in that he had not shaved. He looked scruffy and worn out. We both could have used a shower. Maybe we would take one together.
“Don’t be mad but I’m thinking of Cassie.”
Of course you are, my inner dialogue flaired. He caught me as I rolled my eyes and turned to look out the window.
“Not in that way,” he said. “You forget Cassie and I grew up together. She had all the potential that me and my brothers had.”
“Shame she couldn’t stop fucking yall long enough to do her goddamn job. Right?”
He thumped the steering wheel. “That was a long time ago.”
I examined my nails. Feeling sorry for a crazy bitch that had snapped and took my child was not going to happen. Cassie was not going to get an inch of sympathy from me. I hoped the sea was dragging her ass all over the sea bottom.
“Can’t you feel anything past anger?”
Taking my eyes away from my nails that were in need of being done, “I think, Darien, you have me fucked up. In fact…I think you’ve had me fucked up for the absolute longest time. If you think I feel even an ounce of pity for the bitch…”
Alex made some sounds in the back of the car and I stopped. Biting the inside of my cheeks until I felt the sting and the taste of iron hit my tongue. Deep breaths came over me and tried to relax.
“I will never feel sorry for the Cassie’s of the world. She couldn’t have your brother and she could have you. Andrew was the only one with enough sense to never even involve himself with the dramatics.”
Darien’s eyes had returned to the slickened road. Clouds continued to roll on and on in the sky. It was as Zeus himself was angry with the mortals down here on Earth. Nothing could appease the appetite of this storm and I was glad when we finally turned onto the road that would get us back to the main house.
The white of the house seemed to turn shadowy due to the storm. I lay back against the seat of the car and tried to get a handle on my emotions while Darien had already exited and started getting Alexander out of the car.
“Grad the diaper bag,” he said and slammed the car door.
I took another deep breath. And then I took another. Reaching into the back of the car, I found what I was looking for and pulled it to the front then got out myself. Hugging the diaper bag to my chest I ran through the rain, avoiding a swampy puddle and made it to the porch of the house.
By the time I got inside, Jocasta and Cindy were cooing over Alex. I watched from the doorway as crawled around on the circular patterned carpet. Darien appeared with two cups of hot tea. He sat them down in front of them and then came over to me.
“Let’s go talk a little more calmly, please,” he took the diaper bag from me and sat it down beside the doorway.
We stepped into one of what had to be a thousand rooms. Light flickered on and I saw we were in a small version of a house library. In defense, my arms crossed themselves over my chest. Darien’s damp hair was hanging just over his eyebrows.
“What is there to talk about?” I asked.
“I just don’t want this hanging between us, Lana.”
The way he said my name was the same way he said it when he was on top of me, whispering his naughty thoughts into my ears. I would not be swayed.
“Cassie is always going to be hanging between us. You let her get away with a lot of shit for a long time. All in the name of grief. I get it…she loved your brother. But she stole my goddamn nephew.”
 Muscles flexed and corded under the shirt he wore as he scrubbed his hands over his face. “I don’t believe that’s true. I love you, Allanah. I don’t love Cassie. I never did. If we want to get really honest…”
I cut him off with a laugh and it made him pause. “Honest. Is that what we’re doing now. Being honest with each other. You mean the way you were honest with me before about Alex and the guardianship.”
Darien through up his hands at that one and backed away. He braced himself on a desk that was in the middle of the room. I could hear the roar of thunder outside; the weather was beginning to match my mood.
He took a long breath. “I was in the wrong about that. I should have never approached you that way.  I should have been a better man than to make you my mistress.”
“Yup,” I replied.
“Will you forgive me?” He turned around hopeful.
“I know we just got Alex back, I know this. But…I need some time away from you. I can take him with me.”
I needed to get out of here. I wanted to get away from all these emotions that I was feeling but I’m not sure it would be possible. I don’t think Darien would ever let me go. It wasn’t in his DNA. This family didn’t do letting go well. After the death of his father, who he never talked about, Jocasta had never remarried. She had said briefly in passing that she would never love someone the way she had loved Darien’s father.
“What will that solve?”
“Huh?”
“Getting away from me, what will it solve. The problems will still be there in the morning. We are both feeling emotions due to a kidnapping. Let’s process things.”
He came back to me and pulled me close. “Allanah, let me love you. The right way.”
I took a deep breath. “I don’t want to keep holding on to old shit.”
A peck of reassurance was placed on my head, and Darien’s arm enveloped me and I let him. If I kept going with this Cassie mess, she would win. I wouldn’t let her win. She was swimming at the bottom of the sea right now. It was where she deserved to be.
Me?
I deserved a small ounce of happiness and I was going to make sure that Alex wound up feeling that love as well. My mother had loved drugs more than she had ever loved me and Dana. Alex would never know what that was like. I would make sure that I was always present, and I knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that Darien would be the same way.
Going back into the living room where Jocasta and Cindy were, I found Alex still crawling around. The maids had started to clean up the water we had dripped all over the floor and pizza had been delivered. I always forgot they had delivery in Greece.
Darien and I both joined Alex on the floor and rolled around with him. He laughed and laughed and then a magical moment happened.
“Daada!” He cried and me and Darien looked to each other.
A while back we had placed a bet on if Alex would say mama or dada first. I had lost the bet naturally and owed him twenty dollars.
“Ugh!” I said outloud.
“You gone have to pay up, Lana,” Darien chuckled. “But I don’t want your money.”
I could see Cindy and Jocasta stop what they were talking about. Heat creeped over my neck and I knew I was probably beet red.
“What in the world are you talking about Darien?” Jocasta asked giving her son a knowing look.
It was Darien’s turn to blush but he played it off.
“Nothing mother,” he instead got up and grabbed a paper plate and a slice of pizza.
“So, Cindy, how long are you gonna be here. I want to spend some time with you. Me and Alex would love to take his first baby sitter to lunch,” I tried to change the subject.
“Actually, Andrew had texted me and asked the same thing,” she smiled and reached for a glass of soda. She took the longest drink in the world.
“Andrew?” Everyone asked simultaneously.
“Yeah. He said he was coming home to check on everyone and asked would I be around. I’m leaving in a few days so we said we’d grab dinner. No big deal.”
Cindy shrugged her shoulders and her big casual braid gave a bounce. She had turned a little red in the face; I was already planning on what I would wear to her and Andrew’s wedding if they turned out to be indeed a very big deal.
“Andrew, home! He hadn’t told me anything,” Jocasta muttered. “I will have the maids prepare his room at once. And Cindy, you must stay here tonight. The storm is to dangerous. I will have the maids make up the room across from Allanah and Darien’s.”
Jocasta got up and left the room and we continued to sit and talk for a few minutes longer until the subject of where we were going to live came up. The feelings of what Cassie had done still linger around me, but I pushed them away. Happiness was important. She couldn’t keep occupying space in my mind.
“I actually have another house, it’s a little further inland. We’ll be moving there within the week.”
“I can’t believe the cottage in gone,” Alex was now yanking on my hair as I tried to untangle his fingers.
“Yeah, I had that house built when I finished I up at Wharton. I wanted to be closer to my mother but have my own space.”
“Will you rebuild?” Cindy asked.
“Someday,” Darien answered. “I’ll make him a bottle and then get him put to bed. You two should stay up and catch up on things.”
I got the baby up and me and Cindy got him into the nursery. The very same one that he had been kidnapped from. A shudder went through me at the thought and Cindy seemed to pick up on it.
“I know Jocasta had new security codes installed and people were here all day putting in new locks and systems,” Cindy said and touched my shoulder.
A soiled diaper landed with a thud in the Diaper Genie. Alex seemed to be in no distress but damn if I wasn’t ready to fall apart. How did people recover after a kidnapping? This had only been for one day before he had been found. Some families went years with no answers on why someone would do this. I had been one of the lucky few to get their child back.
Darien came in with a bottle and took Alex from me. He gave me a kiss on the lips and me and Cindy departed. The house had become quiet and we felt like two mice sneaking around in the dark. The storm still seemed to be raging on outside.
“I think the wine cellar is down this way,” I said as we went back into the kitchen.
The was a wine cellar door was located near an outside door. I flipped on a light and we journeyed down. There were row and rows of handcrafted wine racks.
“I don’t know how you’re not a mess, I would have lost my shit by now,” Cindy said as we inspected bottles.
“I don’t know how I’m not either.”
“So, this Cassie chick, what the fuck was her deal?”
I had stooped low and was inspecting a bottle whose label read 2010. I pulled it from the shelf and rubbed at the golden label.
“This will require hella wine.”
Cindy nodded and was clearly ready for this tale.




Chapter 11

Me and Cindy had gotten comfy on the couch with a bottle of wine. The weather outside still hadn’t let up. Flashes of lightning had been dotting the sky. At one point I had looked over at a window and thought that I had seen a figure watching us. I had gasped in horror until Cindy assured me that there was no one there.
“Girl, relax. Your mind is playing tricks on you. You’re stressed out.”
Cindy poured me a large glass of wine and then we sat back and started drinking. She had some music playing on her phone and we had closed the living room doors so we could vibe in peace.
“I’m so glad you came here,” I said after a gulp. “You found my fucking kid.”
“I just sped things along, the cops would have found her.”
Another sip. “I doubt it. That detective couldn’t even dress himself. This has just been some crazy shit since I met this man.”
“I know but look at the two of you guys now,” she smiled.
“We said we loved each other for the first time last night. I think I’m still processing that and everything else.”
Cindy gasped. “A whole year and that’s just now coming out? I saw it months ago when we were at that club.”
I shrugged and reached for the wine bottle. It splashed a little as it landed in the glass. I could already feel the effects of the wine but I didn’t care. I’d clean up the table later. Some Beyonce was bumping now and I started to miss the days before I had become domesticated. The nights of working the bar seemed so long ago. It’s not like I had ever really had any friends…
“I never really had any friends back in New York,” I said quietly.
Cindy stopped drinking. “Well you have one now. I’m gonna forever be in love with that little boy. Alex is special. I knew it from the moment I held him for the first time.”
“Thanks girl,” I swiped at my mouth feeling wine running everywhere.
“This is some really good wine. Maybe I’ll make Andrew get me a bottle to take home.”
I narrowed my eyes. Was I drunk? “Mmm, yeah. You and Andrew seem right close.”
She giggled and then looked around before whispering, “We slept together that night.”
“Huh?”
“I don’t want to go into a bunch of details. I know he’s with that royal girl…we’re gonna be friends. I never expected that to happen that night, it just did. But yeah…friends.”
She didn’t seem like she was going to budge on the subject. Andrew wasn’t just coming into town for his nephew but probably also to see Cindy. I might have been born at night but it wasn’t last night.
“So finish telling me about Cassie. Like what was really her deal.”
The lights flickered at the mention of her name and shiver ran down my back. I fought back a yawn and divulged all the details on the crazy bitch that had stolen my nephew. When I had finished telling Cindy most of the story, including how she had been in love with both brothers and her curiosity had been satisfied, we both realized how late it had gotten.
“I’m going to crash,” Cindy said.
“I’ll be right behind. Gonna clean up this mess.”
After she disappeared from view, I collected both wine glasses and the empty dark bottle. Making my way to the kitchen on my tiptoes, I realized how much the wine and the down time with Cindy had relaxed me. I had been completely on edge.
A thought appeared in my head and I hurried back to the couch where I had left my phone. That reporter from earlier had surely put something onto the internet about this whole mess. I had forgotten in my haste to tell Darien about the guy.
I searched up and down for Cassandra Petrakas. I googled the Kiriakis name and Alex’s name and found nothing. The only mention I found to the entire incident was that a woman might have drowned in the Saronic Gulf about ten miles out.
Perhaps someone had killed the reporters story once it reached the editors desk. The Kiriakis family was extremely well known within the country and Jocasta had a lot of reach and pull. A sound caught my ears and I looked up to find Darien watching me.
“Are you coming to bed?” He asked.
He looked clean shaven and shower fresh. He had on an old tshirt and night pants. I wondered how long he had been there watching me before I noticed.
“Yeah, I just finished up,” I stood and made my way over to him.
“Mmm,” he dipped down and kissed me on the lips. “I want you.”
He could be so demanding.
“Really, right now? I need…” his lips on mine cut me off again.
Suddenly, the couch was beneath me and he was pulling my clothes from my body. I looked around and realized anyone could come by and see us.
“In here?”
He had already parted my legs and his tongue was mere inches from bringing me the pleasure we both knew I wanted. As soon as his tongue reached out and flicked at the bean between my legs, all thoughts of getting caught went away. In fact, who cared if they saw me getting fucked five ways to Sunday. A sliver of a thrill went through me.
Darien continued to suck and lick just like I liked it. Soon a few fingers joined in on his teasing. I was in heaven at having his mouth on my pussy. That basic part of me told the primal part of my brain that didn’t talk everyday that what Darien was doing to my body with his mouth was magic.
He came up for breath smiling. I had thrown my head back in delight, annoyed he had stopped. It seemed like he waited for a long time but in truth it was just mere moments. He ran his hands over my body and I was aware I had gained a little weight. My stomach had a little bit of a pudge, nothing I couldn’t fix once I started working out.
“You are so beautiful, Lana,” his hands moved from the soles of my feet to my calves.
Bringing each of my legs up, he kissed both sides of my thickening thighs with ease. He lowered them and then eased himself out of the cotton night pants he wore. In the light of the living room lamp, I could see the veins popping in his cock. Darien wanted nothing more than to shove inside of me. I reached between my legs and touched my pussy, my dew began to coat my fingers. I wanted him now. Hard and fast while the wine has me relaxed.
However, this was Darien we were talking about. Anything I wanted, this man would do the opposite of. He guided his hard dick to my wet slit and slowly rubbed the head of himself around. There was a slight wet sound like the gushing of Kraft’s mac and cheese being stirred up right after being microwaved.
“Mmmm,” I moaned and then bit down on my lip.
I remembered where I was and brought the volume down a notch. Darien only chuckled but continued just moving against me, ever so gently bumping against my clit. Finally when I could take no more he asked could he enter me.
Even if I had wanted to say no, my body had betrayed me. My juices seemed to be flowing, preparing my to take him into my cave. I was hot and ready like a damn Little Ceasar’s pizza. I covered my face with embarrassment of the thought.
Without warming he entered me.
“You are made for me, Allanah.”
“And I’m all yours.”
I moaned a little more as he pushed in and out of me. My legs had begun to inch back with my knees up by my ears. With each thrust and push, the couch seemed to squeak into oblivion, but Darien wouldn’t be deterred. Finally, he came, and spilled all over my stomach.
Breathing hard and heavy, Darien adjusted his pants and then went into the kitchen. I stayed put because I knew he was getting me a warm paper towel to clean up this mess. The smell of sex lingered in the air and I could see the beginning touches of the sun waking up and kissing the sky with color.
The heat of the paper towel on my stomach shook me from my thoughts. Darien stared down on me with a quietness in his eyes. He didn’t ask what I was thinking but instead seemed to know.
“Morning came quick.”
“It did. Maybe I can still get a few hours of rest.”
“Yes, of course. But at noon I’m taking you see the other house.”
I had almost forgotten his cottage didn’t exist anymore. Despite the circumstances to get me here, I had loved the cottage. It had been the first place that I had ever lived that felt like a real home. I was just glad nothing of importance had been in there that we couldn’t get back.
Hand in hand, Darien and I climbed the steps and found our way to the bedroom. Quietly, he made me undress again. How was he ready to take me again. I was already worn out from the last time. He seemed to sense what I was thinking.
“This is just for you,” he replied.
I fell back onto the bed and the comfort of a cool crisp sheet surrounded me.  I rolled my bottom lip between my teeth and peered up at him. Darien was peeling the old t-shirt from his body once again. He came over and began to take my clothes from my body as well.
“Just me?”
“Yes…”




Chapter 11

The new house was two stories and made of brick. Everything about this house spoke volumes about the type of person that would live here. To me, it was the second biggest house I had ever seen. Darien had through the years had the house upgraded to be extremely technology friendly. It made me think of that Disney movie, Smart House. I had wanted a house like that as a kid. Had Darien known that when he plopped the house key into my hand and told me welcome home?
We got comfortable and got into a rhythm and life resumed. Darien had to go into the office in the city and work on some things which left just me and Alex together. I, of course, didn’t mind at all. Spending time with Alex and planning our day was the best part of being his mom.
Helena was still on leave and trying to recover from Cassie bopping her over the head. She wouldn’t return for a few more weeks. Somehow, we were surviving like we had before I even knew a nanny was an option. I still missed Helena though, especially when I tried to use the bathroom in peace and quiet. Having a nanny was definitely handy for those moments in life.
“Where is my munchkin?” I giggled as I found Alex toddling around in the spacious living room. Toys were littering the room. Jocasta had certainly been shopping trying to replace some of the things that had been consumed by the fire.
“Ma-ma,” he smiled and reached for me.
“Kiddo, I have a feeling our conversations are going to get so much better. Now let’s have some lunch before we have a nap nap.”
Alex had started to recognize the word nap and he was not a fan. He instantly started to fret, and I tried to hush down his fears, by humming to him. Once he was strapped into the highchair in the kitchen, I turned on some cartoon and he clapped his hands. Darien had had a small t.v. installed for times like these.
I sliced some strawberries super thin, along with hotdogs. I prided myself on how thin I could get these hot dogs and fruits. I placed the food and Alex’s sippy cup on the tray right as the doorbell rang. I had no idea who could be at the damn door. Then I figured it might be Jocasta stopping by casually. She was that type of person, one who would be out shopping and spring by without a call.
I debated on taking Alex out of the highchair but decided against it. The door was in direct view of the kitchen and I’d see him fine. The door bell rang again and I almost tripped over a toy that I kicked in the opposite direction.
“Gotta clean up already,” I muttured reaching the door.
Upon opening it, I found a man with his back turned to me peering around. At the sound of the door quietly opening, he turned and I took in his features. He was the reporter from the police station. He was taller than I had realized as I starred up into his face.
“Ms. Haughton, how are you doing today?”
He was polite but his tone suggested something else. I couldn’t quite put my finger on it, but I didn’t care. I wanted him gone and off the property.
“I don’t know what you want, but I’m not giving an interview. What happened with Alex, I don’t want that in the press.”
He smiled and I noticed how unkempt he looked. His eyes even seemed tired but there was a danger that lurked behind them. As I tried to close the door, he immediately stopped it with his foot.
“I only want to talk, Ms. Haughton.”
I was still trying to close the door. He clearly knew that Darien was gone or else he would have asked for him as well. Like the slow creep of a serpent, the reporter’s hand appeared and with one good shove, he pushed the door wide open. I tried with all my might to keep him out but I wound up stumbling and falling backwards.
I landed with a thud and found him standing over me, looking around.
“Beautiful house, Ms. Haughton.”
Slowly, he closed the door behind him and clicked the lock into place.
“I need you to leave!!!” I screamed at him, still on the floor.
My thoughts were now on defending myself. He took pause for a moment and then reached down and picked me up. I shoved his hands away and realized that he had spotted, Alex in the process.
“I have something for you, Allanah.”
My breaths were coming out in gasps. I wanted nothing more than for this man to get out of our home. A thousand different ways to end his life were going through my mind. Mainly, I wanted to protect my child; no court would convict me for self defense. Darien had installed cameras all over this house. In fact, I was sure he was probably on his way home right by the way the house phone was ringing off the hook.
“I…I don’t want it.”
“Oh, but I think you do. Do you remember while you were in New York and Darien spent every waking moment trying to procure the company Kobiyashi…”
My face had started to frown and he started to laugh. I did remember but I didn’t care what this man was trying to peddle. Then I remembered, Dana had worked for the company that Darien had procured. I remembered the feeling of being watched while in Dana’s bedroom.
“Did you know my sister?”
BANG!
I jumped and turned to see what had happened. Alex was in the kitchen throwing shit around. The man seemed uninterested in Alex. Still, I wanted him to leave. Having an intruder in your house and you had no weapon to defend yourself was scary as hell.
“I didn’t know Dana personally,” he began to walk around the living room.
It had gone quiet; the phone had stopped ringing. Life seemed to be walking out of the room and a mood had settled over the house. If this man had been a Care Bear, he definitely would have been Grumpy Bear. A shiver went through my body as he turned his eyes on me again. For the time I noticed that he had a messenger attached to his body that held a laptop.
“Kobiyashi was my company, Ms. Haughton. I want to show you something.”
I watched as he went and set up like he had lived here his whole life. The Macbook was carefully placed on the large glass and iron coffee table that wasn’t toddler proof at all. We would be getting rid of it soon anyway.
He pecked away at the computer then looked up at me, eyes still tired and introduced himself. “Ms. Haughton, I have forgotten my manners. I am Tenchi Kobiyashi.”
The name didn’t ring any bells with me. Should it have? I tried to comb over my memories and my thoughts but I had never heard of him. Only his last name as the last tie to Dana that I could find.
“Here,” came Tenchi’s voice, it sounded solemn and tired.
“You need to leave,” I replied. It felt as though I had been standing in quicksand and afraid to move. “I don’t care about whatever it is you want to show me.”
Pointing to the door, I tried to keep my voice level. The point was to show no fear; he would not get the satisfaction of knowing that he had me shook as hell. Glancing towards the baby, he was still occupied with eating.
“Ms. Haughton,” the stranger rubbed the bridge of his nose as if he were suddenly exasperated with me. “Come and have a look, and then I will go.”
“No, you need to before I call the p…”
The quietness that had settled over the house was gone suddenly. It had been replaced by guttural sounds, screams of passion and the familiar voice of a man I knew to well. The words I had been about to say died on my lips and I found myself standing next to the couch where Tenchi Kobyashi sat.
On the screen was a young Japanese woman with long flowing hair, eyes wide and completely naked sitting in the middle of a bed. I took notes that the sheets were black and that the room was familiar. Someone had walked in front of the camera and all you could see was a chest. When they back away, there stood Darien looking a few years younger but definitely him. And definitely stark ass naked.
I couldn’t tear my eyes away. I watched as he moved in that predatory way and climbed onto the bed and began to tie velvet ropes around her body. Began to bind her up in the ways in which I had let him do my own body.
Then, just as suddenly as the movie had started it was paused with the click of a finger. Tenchi seemed hesitant at first and then he looked up at me. Before speaking he again rubbed the bridge of his nose and took a deep breath.
“I have made copies of the videos. There are several, Ms. Haughton. It’s amazing how tricky fate is. How kind it can be. You see the woman in the video…young and beautiful, frozen in time. That was my fiancé, Kikiyo. And Darien Kiriakis is responsible for her death.”
Yup! If a bitch hadn’t been shook before, I was shook to the core now. My stomach had dropped like a weight on a fishing line and hit the floor. I needed to use the bathroom.
With a heavy sigh he reached into his pant’s pocket and pulled out something that he sat down on the table. It was a tiny USB port and I could only imagine the horrors of what was on the disk drive. Whatever it was, Tenchi Kobiyashi wanted it to hurt Darien. Maybe, he even wanted it to destroy him.
He rose then and then looked into the kitchen. I followed his gaze and saw that Alex was still clapping as if shit wasn’t popping off in the living room.
“He took my family from me. Look at the footage, Ms. Haughton. You decide if he gets to keep his.”
With that this strange man departed from my new house, leaving no evidence of his existence behind except that of the flash drive. I needed to know what secrets it contained. What did he mean that Darien had been the cause of his fiance’s death?
My cell phone started vibrating in the kitchen. I retrieved it and picked up Alex at the same time. He was such a good baby; he wasn’t aware a man had just invaded our bubble.
“Hello?”
“I’ve been calling,” Darien said.
I composed myself. “Yeah, some reporter stopped by. Wanted information on the whole Alex kidnapping thing.”
Darien was quiet for a moment. “Are you sure. The cameras said different. I can have someone there in just a moment...”
“No. He’s gone now. And we’re fine, anyway.”
“Lana, you sound extremely shaken. I’m going to come home.”
“NO!”
Alex’s head snapped back and looked at me like I was insane. I probably was but no one needed to know that just now. I took a deep breath.
“Seriously, Darien, we’re fine. I’m gonna put Alex down for a nap and probably start dinner. Homemade pizza tonight, okay?”
“Are you sure?”
“Positive. I’ll see you this evening.”
“Okay,” he was just about to hang up. “Lana?”
“Yeah?”
“I love you.”
“I know,” I said and hung up.
The lie had just come naturally to me. I didn’t want to tell Darien that the reporter had been some upset ex fiancé of a woman he had been sleeping with. Clearly, he hadn’t recognized the man on camera. I needed to determine exactly what was on that flash drive before I made my next move. Tenchi’s words hung in the air.
You decide if he gets to keep his.
Humming a lullaby to Alex, I put the phone back onto the counter hoping I had fooled his uncle. He seemed to sense that nap time was on the way as we walked into his nursery. Luckily, he didn’t put up much of a fight and laid right down in his brand new crib. I hung around for a few moments and talked to him before I couldn’t take it anymore.
I snatched the hard drive from the table and went into Darien’s office. I had no idea if the computer in his office would even read the thumb drive but I was determined. If nothing else, I could call Cindy and tell her what was going on and she would help me figure it out. She would probably be thrilled to hack into another Kiriakis device for me.
I lucked out as the computer turned on and it didn’t require any sort of password. Praying to God and thanking Him for small miracles, I felt around for a USB drive spot and finally found one on the side of the monitor. With a slight snap the drive fit in perfect and the window came up stating that a drive had been connected to the port. It asked would I like to proceed.
Files upon files awaited me inside of the thumb drive. Video files that were dated for the years Darien would have been in college caught my eye. I started there first and opened them. They were all of him and Kikiyo having sex.
In each video the bindings became more and more intricate. It was as if she had guided him into this life style that he know practiced with me occasionally. I observed how very submissive she was to Darien, letting him be completely in control of every little way that he manipulated her body. He had done my body the same way.
My stomach started to boil a little bit. I couldn’t believe the shit I was viewing. Finally, I had to stop watching. When he had taken the riding crop out and had began to smack her ass and her mouth had started to form the perfect, “O” shapes.
I yanked the thumb drive from the port and stood up. My hands scrubbed over my face trying to wipe away some of the tension that had started to build up. Before long, I had started to get a headache. Checking on Alex, I found him deep asleep and smiling. Closing the door, I grabbed my phone and saw that Darien had called again but I didn’t call him back.
Taking our a pitcher of water from the fridge, I poured myself a glass of water. I probably needed something stronger than water and Advil but we were out of wine. Besides, it was too early in the day to even start drinking. Didn’t want to wind up like my mother and having substance abuse problems, now did I?
I found myself bracing myself on the edge of the kitchen sink, waiting for the pills I’d taken to work. My phone started buzzing and instantaneously, I knew it was Darien trying to check in. He wasn’t buying my story about nothing being wrong.
Lana, do you love me?
His text appeared on the screen when I tap the iPhones screen. He had never really asked me this before. He was a man that was extremely sure of himself. He would never question a person’s devotion to him. And yet, he had never thought that someone as devoted as Cassie would kidnap his nephew and soon to be adopted son.
I wanted to text back. Calm his fears down.
Silly question.
The dots started popping on my screen. It was the middle of a workday. He rarely texted me when he was busy.
But you didn’t answer. Have I done something?
My thumbs flew over the touchscreen. Don’t be crazy. Of course not.
The bubbles floated and then stopped.
Floated.
Stopped.
Floated.
I feel like you’re hiding something from me. What did that reporter say to you exactly?
“That is really rich coming from your secrets hiding ass,” I murmured knowing he couldn’t hear me. He couldn’t even see me as the security camera was only in the living room and front door areas of the house.
He said nothing. Just wanted more details about the kidnapping. Pepperoni on your pizza?
Darien’s reply text came quickly. Allanah, you wouldn’t lie to me would you?
You are being paranoid. Exactly what would this reporter have said to make you so crazy?
Darien said nothing after that. I put my phone on charge and went back into the office. I was determined to find exactly what it was that Tenchi had placed on the disk for me. He wanted me to find something on Darien and I needed to know exactly what had happened. Darien Kiriakis didn’t do paranoia, he was always cool calm and collected. Nothing ruffled that man’s feather. Nothing got under his skin; it had taken an infant to smile in his direction in order to illicit emotion. It had taken him a year to admit that he loved me outloud. Everything that he did was calculated down to the letter.
I looked to the aquamarine ring that I wore on my finger. I still wasn’t sure exactly why he had chosen to give me this ring but I knew that it meant a lot to him that I wore it every day.
The thumb drive slipped back into place within the port. Taking a deep breath, I scrolled the files until I reached the very last one that Mr. Kobiyashi had very generously titled Allanah Haughton. It was a video file. The cursor danced over and hovered over the file before I finally clicked it.
Darien and Kikiyo once again came into view. Kissing passionately in the room that I had now placed as the suite from Monaco where he had taken me for Aria’s wedding. Disgust swept over my body and hung in my throat.
My eyes followed his every movements as he wound rope around her body; she was practically hanging by her hands from the ceiling. And then she spoke in a soft voice and requested something I couldn’t quite here. Using the mouse, I dragged it back to that certain minute and then clicked play.
“Master, place the bag over my head. Please, I beg you.”
Her voice was tiny and petite just like she was. It was almost a squeaky sound that I found irritating.
“You must be patient. When I fuck you, I will place the bag over you head. Now be a good girl before I paddle you.” Darien’s voice was young sounding but thick and dripping with authority.
“I will not be a good girl,” Kikiyo spoke again. “Please, master the bag.”
“Fine, I will do it. I need to go and get the ice. You will wear it until I return.”
He place some sort of hood over Kikiyo’s face. Once she was fixed into place he walked off screen and perhaps out of the room. Moments passed by and I watched as she began to struggle and then the clip ended.
I sat there in shock.
Shock and disgust.
Basically, I had just sat and watched a snuff film that had involved the man I was in love with. He had never mentioned a Kikiyo or a Tenchi Kobiyashi. The trip to New York had actually spanned longer than needed, and Darien had never uttered a word about this woman.
I flipped back and forth in the closet and drawers. I pulled out sensible clothing and shoved into a suitcase. Breathing hard as I lugged the suitcase to the front porch, I noted the time. I probably had another twenty minutes before Darien got home, maybe a longer if someone stopped to get his attention on something. He came home by five o’clock on the dot most days.
Once Alexander was all the way square, I threw all our luggage into the black SUV that Darien had purchased me after our trip from New York. I had told him I didn’t want to rely on getting around with a driver. At the moment, my New York driver’s license still worked here but I was going to have to get it converted to a Greek one pretty soon.
I fiddled with the built in navigation, and even yelled “Hotel” at it. Finally, I figured it out and followed the root to my destination. Why had I just packed up and left. I hadn’t even left a note. I guess I just needed some time to myself to process the shit I had just seen on the thumb drive.
“Godddd motherrrrfucking damn it,” I screamed and swerved avoiding a pot hole. I had to have been about ten minutes into my drive when I whipped the car around. “Hold on Alex!”
Alex hadn’t been fussy before but he was stirring now. I whispered my apologies to my rough driving and turned into the driveway leading back up to the house. As I pulled in, I spotted Darien’s on black car and he was standing in the drive way, the door already ajar.
He looked both lost and like he had been waiting. He had already seen the car and I had no choice but to throw the bitch in park and get out of the car. I wanted to back out but it was already to late to do so. I wish I had never been so nosey. I wish that Tenchi Kobiyashi had never came bye this house and torn down my world.
“Lana, I …”
“What?!” I snapped at Darien.
He seemed taken aback but he definitely knew that something was up now. That I had been lying over the phone about everything being fine. The ding from the door being opened was the only thing that could be heard for a few moments before Alex started to cry.
Darien went into daddy mode immediately and went to the car to tend to the baby. My foot stamped the ground because I knew he would see the luggage and would find out I had definitely been on my way to stay somewhere else.
“Come here, my boy,” I heard him trying to soothe our kid. He walked past me and into the house, the smell of Armani Exchange filling my lungs.
“Fuck!” I muttered then reached into the car to turn it completely off. I couldn’t very well just leave the baby, now could I.
Storming back in, I slammed the door. Darien was already in the kitchen and had Alex’s crying under control. He was sucking down a bottle of milk and was being spoon fed something in between. Guilt ran over me. I would have fed him eventually, like when we got to the hotel.
I came into the kitchen and Darien didn’t pause his task. “Will you tell me what that man said to get you to leave me?”
His voice sounded somber. I had never heard him sound this way before. I took in his body language and it seemed to read defeat in a lot of way. Darien seemed ready to pull in on himself.
“What could that man have said to make me want to go?” I asked.
“I’m not sure,” he spoke. He finished feeding Alex the yogurt and then casually leaned against the kitchen island. “But I know you want to go. I can feel your desire to go. Not to mention Lana, you have bags packed already.”
“I feel like I’m going to have to fight you for Alex,” I said. “Here we are a year later and pretty much the same situation. We never signed the adoption papers. As far as I’m concerned, Alex is mine completely.”
He sighed and hung his head. Alex seemed to take notice of the tension and looked between us. His look seemed to be simple but I read it as, “Here this bitch go making shit difficult.”
“Can we talk before you do anything crazy?”
I rolled my eyes and gave a hard and heavy sigh. It looked as though I absolutely wasn’t going to leave this house at all. Darien tended to Alex including giving him a bath and rocking him to sleep. I made myself comfortable on the couch and turned on a movie. Something in black and white was playing and got comfortable.
I checked a few messages here and there on my phone. Nothing of importance had come through, and I hadn’t even heard from Cindy since she had returned home. I figured she had gotten busy and forgotten about us.
Forty-five minutes later, Darien cautiously approached the couch. I gestured for him to sit down and I pulled my legs up to get comfortable. He seemed unsure but finally sat down. He had unbuttoned the top of shirt, and a five o’clock shadow was coming in on his face. He looked like hell.
“When I saw that man on the camera in my office, I didn’t recognize him at first. Just knew that you might be in some sort of danger.” He started and his voice cracked. “I should have set up security. That was my mistake in the first place.”
“And then your dirty little secret wouldn’t have come out,” I spoke.
His head whipped in my direction. Pain contorted behind his eyes at the mention of what he had never told me. “Everyone has a past, Allanah.”
That was rich coming from someone who didn’t tell you a damn thing. A stranger from off the street had to barge in and tell you that the man you were fucking had killed his fiancé.
“Not like that they don’t” I replied. Was my blood pressure about to go through the roof. I wanted to scream my ass off. I wanted to tell him that I thought I hated him. I wanted to hit him for not telling me something like this.
“I assume that he told you?”
“You keep saying that this man told me something. Spit it the fuck out.”
My voice had went up a little louder than I wanted. Alex didn’t need to hear this bullshit, even though he was asleep and the nursery door was closed. I need wine. Why didn’t we have any fucking wine in this house. Or maybe, I needed a nice phat blunt! I hadn’t smoked in years but my God the smell of a Swisher being cut open would have been love right at this moment.
He took a deep breath. “Kikiyo.”
“Go on…”
He stood and started pacing then. I swear he’d broken out into a sweat as he dabbed at his forehead. “Okay….Kikiyo. I met her my sophomore year of college. She was a foreign exchange student. She introduced me to….I learned about…”
He kept pausing and mumbling. I had never been more frustrated with a situation in my life. I wanted to stop him. He actually seemed to be in some sort of pain but I wouldn’t take any pity on him.
“It’s how I learned about Kinbaku…”
“Huh?”
“Japanese bondage..kinbaku,” he didn’t want to look at me but he did. Those exquisite blue eyes that I had learned to love, they now seemed haunted. The shit that he had done with me in bed he had learned from another woman who had suffocated on film.
“Jesus H. Christ, you are really kind of fucked up aren’t you? Were you planning to ask me if I wanted a hood on my head as well. Glad we didn’t film our fucking.”
I face palmed myself and the words I had said reduced our sexual relationship down to nothing. How had he had sex with me for all these months and failed to mention any of this shit.
“Lana, I fucked up. I’m taking responsibility. I should have told you about all of this stuff but I didn’t so now we’re here. It doesn’t change that I love you. That I’ve loved you since I first saw you. I was cleared of all the charges with Kikiyo…what happened to her was an accident. Her brother never saw it that way.”
“Who is her brother?”
“Tenchi Kobiyashi…the man who came here. Cassie stirred all this shit up with trying to buy the company and then I succeeded. She knew there was a history there but the company was tanking so I decided to buy it…fucking Cassie!”
“Yeah fucking Cassie! She has been the driving force behind a lot of shit….not to mention the company had ties to Mikos and Dana.”
He paused. “That was a reason behind me wanting to buy it. I knew that Dana had worked for them…it was in some of the research I had procured on Mikos’ credit card bills that he wracked up. I knew that they had started to see each other outside of the cam room job she started up under the Kobiyashi Tech umbrella.”
I shook my head in disbelief. “Cassie clearly knew about this company’s connection to both of us.”
“But still, I won’t lay this all on Cassie. There was always the chance that this would stir things back up. I was young and dumb when all of that happened with Kikiyo. I dumb for not telling you.”
“So why didn’t you? Why didn’t you tell me before something like that came out…”
He came over and got down on his knees in front of me. It was so sudden, I let out a gasp. His blue eyes were pleading with me for some sort of forgiveness. He lay his head down in my lap and I stayed still for a moment before my hands threaded themselves through his hair. I couldn’t help how natural it felt to do this for this man.
“I didn’t want you to look at me the way you have…”
I took in his words as they managed to overpower me. Emotions came bubbling up to the surface and overtook me. Darien had been afraid to tell me his deepest secret.
“I hate that a stranger told me. I hate that I got scared and angry.”
He looked up into my face then and my hands dropped into my lap. He took them into his own hands.
“Afraid of me?”
“I don’t know. Afraid there might be more lies. Afraid I can’t handle shit like this. My mother retreated into drugs and let addiction take over her entire life because she couldn’t handle life.”
His fingers traced the insides of my palms. It tickled and the feeling traveled all the way up my arm until I wriggled my hand free.
“You are not your mother,” he stated.
“No.”
“And I’m not that idiot from over ten years ago, either. Allanah, I want to spend the rest of my life being a good man and hopefully a good husband to you.”
“Whoa…”
“If you want that. I know that I need both you and Alex in my life. Had no idea what was missing until I found the two of you. I’ll do whatever it is to keep you and him….”
He finally got out of the floor and sat back down beside me. I had this urge to suddenly pray. We had never been a religious family but my mom on occasion had gotten us dressed and taken us to a small church near our apartment. She had often told Dana and I that if she had prayed more to God then maybe she wouldn’t have had so many problems. We had never believed her because we had prayed a lot and still woke up everyday with an addict for a mother.
“Will you pray with me?” I took his hands into mines and he nodded that he would.
“Haven’t in a long time,” he said.
“Me either.”
We both bowed our heads and sat there for a few moments. I prayed silently that God would give us both direction and heal us from our pasts. That he would watch over Alex and guide him all his life. When we had both finished, Darien pulled me in close.
“I know that we’ve done intimate things…but I’ve never prayed with anyone before. That is how I know this is different from all the other times before. How I know that you are supposed to be in my life.”
“Maybe.”
He kissed the side of my cheek. “I never sought therapy, Allanah. I think we could both benefit from it.”
“I think we should try it. I think we should continue to try…”
He stood then. “I feel…”
I watched as he searched for the words to say, knowing that there was no human being on Earth that was innocent. We all made mistakes; sometimes, we all had the intentions to do right things would go wrong.
“Freed?” I asked.
“Yes…Lana, I think that might be what I’m feeling.”
He took a deep breath and held it. I watched his chest bloom out under the botton up shirt he wore. Slowly he released it.
“It’s getting late, I’ll cook dinner. And we can keep talking. I want to keep talking,” he said with a half smile.
He offered a quick peck on my cheek and then made his way into the kitchen. After a while the sound of pots and pans banging around became background noise. I pulled a blanket that was on the back of the couch over onto me and snuggled into it. I turned the movie up just a little bit and let my thoughts wander as the heroine of the black and white film danced with her lower in some jazz bar. It began to bore me and I switched channels and settled on the news.
My thoughts drifted and I found myself trying to figure out what I wanted form this relationship. Darien had apologized for the shit in his past but my own past was always coming into play as well. I had tried to bolt on him when shit had hit the fan. I would not be my mother; I would not run ever again when things got tough. Alex needed someone that he could rely on. He had only been on this spinning blue orb for a short while, for a year and his first set of parents hadn’t exactly set the bar very high.
The smell of the homemade pizza began to stir my senses. I had heard the oven click in the kitchen and knew that Darien had slid that bad boy into the oven. My stomach rumbled and I clearly couldn’t wait to eat.
The news anchor was speaking in English as I came back to reality. She was dressed in a mustard yellow top and had curls for days. Focusing not on her but that picture they always brought up to the side of their heads, I gasped so loudly that Darien flew into the living room.
“What, what’s a matter?”
“He’s dead! Apparently, it was a hit and run!”
“Who? Whose dead?”
I turned to Darien, a feeling settling into my stomach. I didn’t know if it was relief or worry but it was there and it didn’t want to leave.
“Tenchi Kobiyashi.”




Chapter 12

I knew it was wrong to speak ill of the dead, but well, Cassie had been a psychopath in life. Pretty sure nothing would have changed in death. Since the police’s search and rescue team hadn’t recovered a body after the kidnapping, her mother was holding a memorial service. Darien and I, had been invited to attend. Alexander was spending the night with Jocasta so we had the entire day to ourselves.
“We don’t have to go,” he had said to me. “We could do anything else but this.”
We were in the back of a town car headed towards the farthest side of Athens. Cassie and her mother whose name was Sarah had apart of a small Catholic church that from Darien had told me had probably fewer than twenty members.
“No, let’s do this.” I gave him a weak smile. “It will be how we get her out of our lives forever.”
In truth I had no idea why I wanted to go to this funeral so bad. Maybe I just wanted to see if crazy ran in the family. We reached the church in record time and took our seats in the back. Everyone was dressed in black and by everyone, I counted about ten people in the pews in front of us.
The priest was old and missing teeth; it was as though they were rotting out what few he had left in his mouth. Bile hit the back of my throat and I nearly vomited as I imagined what his breath smelled like. The entire service was performed in Greek, so I hardly understood a word of what was being said. Finally, it was over and me and Darien stood and tried not to be noticed. We were just about in the car when a voice called out.
“Mr. Kiriakis, please wait! Mr. Kiriakis!”
We turned to find a woman who looked a lot like Cassie but older and more grey hair calling out to Darien in English. It was going white like a fine snow covering concrete. She looked tired and seemed to be caving in on herself. Her skin seemed to hang to loosely; worry had probably eaten her up from the inside.
“Mrs. Petrakas,” Darien shook her hand and gave the old woman a kiss on the cheek.
Smiling weakly, “Thank you for coming. Both of you.”
I let them talk and soon the conversation switched into full blown Greek and I could no longer follow it. Slipping into the car, I simply waited. Darien would tell me what they talked about but I really didn’t care. My curiosity had been sated. Even in death, this girl hadn’t been loved. No one had wept heavily for her lost soul. It seemed evil but Cassie hadn’t deserved a funeral. What she deserved was that watery grave she now resided in.
The door opened and Darien slid in next to me and the driver drove us back into the city. This time we were stopping at a little café and having lunch. Thoughts of what I wanted to eat danced through my head when Darien spoke.
“Sarah is regretful of all the terrible things Cassie did to us,” his voice sounded controlled.
I examined my nails in a bored fashion not giving two shits about Sarah or her poor ass daughter.  Remembering all to well that Sarah wasn’t so innocent after going after Darien’s married uncle.
“Hey,” he reached over and captured my hand in his and brought it to his lips. They felt smooth and cool as they caressed over my brown flesh. “I think she’s genuine. She wants us to come over and have tea with her.”
Snatching my hand back like someone had tried to stab me with a hot poker, my eyes turned to slits. I was sure I looked like a pit viper but I didn’t care. Darien had lost his ever loving mind if he thought I was ever going to go near the mother of the woman who had caused me the greatest heart attack this century.
“Crack. You’re smoking that crack rock, aren’t you ?”
He sighed deeply. “I thought it would be a healing force, for us.”
“Darien….you didn’t even want to go to that long as funeral to begin with. Now you want to have tea with this woman.”
“And no, I’m not on crack rock as you put it!”
I threw my hands up in the air because I was two seconds from getting physical with him. Honestly, I didn’t want to ruin the mood. I didn’t want to argue with him. We had been doing a lot of that the last few days because of Cassie. I had vowed to let it go…until I hadn’t let it go. We’d recover from the arguments and make love like rabid dogs, and argue some more. I needed a break from him.
“You should go,” I looked at him.
His eyes sparked with wonder, maybe he thought I was being generous. “Really?”
“Really,” I stated.
“Is this a trap?”
I gave a laugh. “No. You should go, visit with her. She’s probably deeply depressed and could use the company.”
“Are you absolutely sure?”
“Yes.”
I rolled down the partition and Darien directed him in Greek to take us home. Twenty minutes later we were both exiting the car as he had decided to drive himself to Sarah’s house. He had said it was back in the direction of the little church but that he would be home soon. I checked the horizon and a storm seemed to be brewing.
“Be careful, looks like a storm,” I kissed his lips as he leaned through the window.
“Don’t worry,” he said softly. “I love you, Lana.”
“I love you too, Mr. Kiriakis.”
Watching him drive away, I stood in the drive for a few moments until he was out of sight. I began to plan what I would do with a kid free day. Secretly, I wanted to go and pick up Alex but decided against it. Jocasta had begged us to let her watch him while we attended the funeral.
I closed the door behind me and locked it into place. The nude colored heels I had worn to the funeral found themselves being chucked near the steps that led up to the bedrooms. Starting forward and into the living room I stepped in a puddle.
“Ugh,” I yelped and immediately began looking at the ceiling believing that a leak had sprung from somewhere. There was nothing there, but I leaned down to inspect the water and found that it appeared to be wet footprints.
I kept myself from gasping….there was someone in my fucking house! I had to get out of here but just as I was about to get up, I felt something crash over my skull and everything went dark.
Clearly, someone had knocked a bitch out from behind.




Chapter 13

My head was pounding like someone had turned on Megatron by Nicki Minaj inside of my brain. Trying to lift my head, I was nodding in and out until I felt something wet splash my face. Failing to focus my blurry as hell vision, the room spun.
“Poor American bitch,” a voice sneered. It was harsh and hard but there was a feminine quality about it.
Americans weren’t safe in the Dominican Republic or Greece these days. Trying to place the voice and focus my vision was causing nausea. I forced my stomach contents, that had consisted of eggs and bacon for breakfast, to say down.
The familiar burn of ropes biting into my flesh caught my attention as I tried not to struggle. Whoever, had used me like a pinata, didn’t need to know I was trying to work the knots to my hand loose.
“You did exactly what I thought you would do,” the voice spat again.
I could feel them pacing the floor in a harsh dance. Oh, they was mad, mad. Vanilla filled my senses and told me that I was still in the house. We were still in my house that I knew every single inch. On the countertop, there were five knives in a butcher block. My taser was located in the kitchen on top of the refrigerator.
“And what was that?”
My vision was clearing up but the room still seemed to move like a Van Gogh painting. My hair had come loose from the messy bun I had piled on top of my head earlier; it swung from side to side like those old glass beads people use to hang from their doors. Something cold come into contact with my temple and fear ran rampant through my body. Steel was caressing my face and finally, the voice matched the face as I realized that it was none other than Cassie who had tied me up.
“I knew you wouldn’t go see my mother with Darien. Told her that you’re a selfish cunt.”
WAP!
The butt of the gun chewed into my face, fast and furious like. I was going to have a bruise, but the pain stopped me from contemplating it too much. A howl escaped my red-painted lips. Moments passed before I regained my senses. I took note of the popcorn ceiling and how they angled. The walls of the living room had been painted a seafoam green color. I remembered telling Darien that I loved the color and that it made me feel happy for some reason.
“Selfish cunt.” Cassie hissed.
She was standing against a wall, while I was sitting on the living room couch. Her strawberry hair looked frazzled; her eyes wide with mania. Whatever was going on in her head, not even a therapist would be able to help her. Rough hints of dark blue draped over her body in the form of a dress. Who attempted the type of situation she had created wear some FUGLY looking jean dress?
“What’s it feel like to be a princess? To have a man dangling onto your every word?” She waved the gun around wildly. Flashes of silver danced in the air leaving light trails.
Some parts of me, wanted me to pray to Jesus Christ. It told me to beg Cassie for my life but I wasn’t doing that today. I wasn’t going to do that any day. Darien’s ass was off drinking tea with Cassie’s momma and I knew I was going to have to save my damn self. Black women were always saving the damn day anyway.
“I’m not a princess, Cassie,” I shook my head.
Slowly I had been maneuvering the ropes. Darien had tied me up enough that I knew my way around a good knot. Unfortunately for Cassie, this bitch didn’t know a good knot.
She stamped her foot with a thunderous force and the vibration traveled up even  own legs. “But YOU ARE! I sent a fucking idiot to tear you two apart. Tenchi Kobiyashi…laid every goddamn trail I could. And still the two of you remained together. Darien was supposed to be mine…I should have had his kids. He and Mikos belonged to me.”
“You ever thought he just wasn’t that into you?” I shrugged and knew that my words were baiting the hell out of her.
Cassie was very much a teeter-tottering and I was going to push her sanity to the very brink. Growing up with an addict for a mother, you were always tip toeing around and knew which buttons to push. Just because she was crazy and had a gun didn’t mean she was any different from the woman who had gave me life.
“He was into me just fine before you and that brat turned up,” she spat.
“But like really girl…did you think he was going to go the distance with you? You fucked him and his brother…” I shrugged, the pounding underneath my skull where she had bludgeoned me practically to death start beat like a Kanye West song.
Cassie took that as her cue to swing on me but she never got the chance to connect. The biting of the ropes had ceased as I had finally gotten my hands out of them. Wonderment filled her eyes but only for a moment as they soon filled with pain.
I head butted the hell out of her and started seeing stars myself but also noticed streams of velvet coming from her nose and her eyes watered immediately. She was once again stunned to the point she had dropped the gun. I kicked it to the far end of the room. The metal was muffled by the carpet but I didn’t want to give Cassie time to register it was gone. I slammed into her as she started wailing about her nose being broken.
Bitch, I’m gone break more than your nose!
The wind went right out of my lungs as I landed right on top of her. My fists started connecting but some how she bucked me off her and rolled away. She was more than likely searching for the gun.
“Oh no you don’t you STUPID BITCH,” I reached for her and only got her foot and tried to drag her backwards.
“I’M GOING TO KILL YOU! THEN DARIEN, AND JOCOSTA!”
Cassie was truly crazed. She gave a hard kick and her foot connected angrily with my stomach. I felt sick, I had been feeling queasy a lot lately but I pushed the thought away. She was not going to win.
She managed to get to her feet and went for the nearest object, a lamp. It landed with a thud over my head. This bitch was fucking up my house and I wasn’t going for it. I looked over my shoulder at the spot the lamp had landed and saw shards of glass had went gone everywhere.
“I’m so over this shit!”
Cassie in all her jean dress glory charged me but I’d spotted the gun. Somebody was going to get shot today and I had a feeling it was not going to be me. Bracing myself to be hit, Cassie crashed into me with all her might and we both went flying into a wall.
My head was still aching and she was landing some good punches but my eyes were on the prize. As soon as I got the chance after blocking her, I found a way to get the hell up out of the floor and dove across the room after the gun.
Once I had it cocked and loaded, I turned on her and caused her to pause. “No fucking fun when the rabbits got the gun.”
I had no real desire to kill Cassie but this bitch had tried me one too many times. She smiled and came forward.
“You’re not going to kill me!”
The Glock felt like a paperweight in my hand. That same old boyfriend who had shown me how to salsa had also shown me how to fire a gun if needed. It was now needed. I pulled the slide into position and shot that bitch slam through her foot like Quick had done Vera.
“Bitch I’m from New York! You fucking with a heavyweight!”
She stared at me in disbelief and her wails filled the air. “AAAAGHHHHHHHH!”
I was out of breath after all this shit as I slumped hard against a wall and slid to the floor. Cassie dropped to the floor want to cradle her foot but was unable too. She was crying but I kept the gun trained on her.
Once I regained my breath, I decided I’d call Detective Menzel and let him know I’d done his job for him. Some how this woman had survived the ocean but managed to get shot by little old me. I should have blown her ass away but Helena was still recouping and I didn’t think I’d be able to get blood out of all of the carpet without her help.
“And that shit had better not stain this carpet either!”
Cassie continued to writhe in pain. Making my way to the kitchen finally I went straight for the wine in the fridge. The glass I poured myself was more than two fingers full. My skull was still pounding but there was no trace of what she had knocked me over the head with.
After locating my cellphone I called both the detective and Darien.
“Cassie just tried to kill me,” I didn’t even give him a chance to say hello.
“Whh…are you sure it was her?”
I held the phone away from my ear and looked at it. If I could have reached through the device,  I would have. “Darien Kiriakis! Yes, its this crazy bitch.”
I leaned over and saw that she had passed out in the living room. The detective had sent out Hellenic EMS to the house. He had advised they would probably take ten minutes to reach us. Five minutes had already been spent trying to convince everyone Cassie had risen from the dead and had come to take vengeance on me.
“I….are you okay? I’m leaving from here now....I’m on the way.”
“I’m fine. She’s not. Currently she’s bleeding out on our carpet…..I shot her in the foot.”
“The foot?”
“Yup. See you when you get here.”
Lights had started to flash outside alerting me to paramedics arriving on the scene. Thoughts of lighting Cassie up with my taser one good time went through my mind as I opened the door. Deciding against it, I moved out of the way and let the first responders in to do their job. Then I waited outside for Darien to come home. It had been a hell of a day having a woman come back from the dead on the day of her funeral. Shit like this didn’t happen in New York. No. Only in Greece did something this epic happen.




Chapter 14

Three weeks later…
The sand was stirring up around feet as we watched Alex stumble on ahead of us. We were heading down to the beach even though it was extremely cold. Clouds rolled on into the sky into what seemed like forever. That was what the beach always felt like here, forever.
I had survived Cassie Petrakas and at any moment Lifetime was going to show up ready to tell my story. I hope they got the casting right because that second Prince Harry and Meghan Markle movie I had seen had been completely off.
“Are you sure you want to do this?” Darien asked.
The weight of the object in my arms told me that I needed to do this. We all needed to be freed from the cages that we had placed our cages. Some of them had been literal binding and some of them had been of own making.
“Yes,” I glanced at him quickly and then looked back to Alex who was getting far ahead.
My legs sped to keep up with him, as a wind whipped around us. Darien scooped him up and the kid started to try and smack him in the face. Alex had gotten kind of mean lately. If I had to send this kid to therapy because of his 24-hour kidnapping at the hands of the nut job, the bill was going to the police station. We were already slated for our own therapy session at the end of the month.
Water rushed to meet us as we neared the shoreline and ever so fleetingly dashed back out. The sun was starting to set and Alex noticed as he clapped with delight. Darien wrapped a free arm around my shoulders.
I took a breath as I looked down at Dana’s urn. The golden flecks were catching in the setting sun, dancing like diamonds. She had loved gold and I remembered that was why I had chosen this one in the first place. Darien had been the one suggest that we sprinkle her ashes somewhere she would have loved. I could think of no better place than the ocean. It had been our escape as children growing up in a home where there wasn’t much fun.
Ocean air filled my lungs as we stood, the tang of salt touching my tongue. “Alex won’t ever get to hear you say that you love him. Or know what it was like to hear your voice or hug you. But I got him, Dana. Darien and I got him. We don’t always know what’s right but….we are going to raise him to know who you were both of you. We won’t let him forget….I won’t forget, sister.”
Removing the lid, I turned the contents over and watched them fall until there was nothing left. A few specks spun up and away into a little wind cyclone that danced out of sight.              
“Alex lets get your momma and sister back up to the house,” Darien nudged me.
“Hey!” I said. “We don’t know what this kid is gonna be.”
With the urn in one hand, I rubbed my stomach. There was no bump to be seen or anywhere in sight under the sweater I wore just yet but a pregnancy test had confirmed it. All the queasiness I’d been feeling was me feeling pregnant. Things could have went so sideways during that fight with Cassie and I would have never known I was pregnant. Darien had been the first to notice it because I felt different to him, somehow softer. The notion had been dismissed until the Clear Blue test had clarified things for me. He had told me once that Alex was enough, that he was his heir. I think he’d just been afraid to love someone he hadn’t met yet. I’d always wanted a real family.
“Whatever it is…” he leaned down with Alex and captured my lips. “Just know, that I am ready for them.”
“And when we finally tell your mother…she’s gonna have us married by sundown,” I eyed him.
“Wouldn’t you rather be my wife than mistress anyway?”
Darien chuckled and I elbowed him in the ribs. “You’re lucky I agreed to be your mistress but wife doesn’t sound bad. Allanah Kiriakis has a ring to it.”
As we trudged back up the hill, the site of new construction greeted us. We were having the cottage rebuilt and moving back to this side of Athens. I had a plan for some of the money that Dana had left me. I wanted to fund a non-profit and help single mother’s by letting them live at the other house.
I captured Darien’s hand in my own. I didn’t believe in happily ever afters but this felt damn close. And if Cassie even thought about escaping from jail and trying me again, I’d be waiting with a baby glock. Peridot!
The End
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