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   One
 
    
 
   I brush my long, blonde, curly hair andhair I______________________________________________________________________________________________________________________ gaze at myself in the mirror, is this really what I look like at the age of twenty-two? I see myself every day and have an occasional glance in a mirror, but do I stop to look at the girl staring back? Her deep brown eyes and huge red lips are the first things that come to my attention, the golden waves of her curly hair as it hangs freely down her back, all this is evened out by her light golden skin that is glowing. Who is she? The thing that strikes me most in my reflection is the way my eyes stare back, as if they have something to say, it is as if there is a hidden depth and another layer to me. The truth is, that it’s just my story and me.
 
   "Alanna,” I hear my roommate shout as she pours in through the bathroom door. "Hey are you nearly done in here?” Sophie says, 
 
   "Yes, just one more second." 
 
   My roommate is from the city and she is very pretty some might say she is almost too pretty. She has a mass of thick, dark, straight hair, brown eyes and a skin tone so rich you would think she lived on a tropical island and not here in the cold winter of the East Hamptons. Sophie and I are currently staying in a small cottage-style house that I rented out while college is on break. Most of the time we live together in the college dorms of Columbia. From the very first time I met Sophie, I knew that we were destined to become friends. We met six years ago at a charity event held in my dad’s honor. My dad works for an advertising company in the city. There are huge client lists, all sorts of products and loads of boring parties. I cannot really say that they are my kind of thing, although I do make an appearance every so often to support my dad. 
 
   "Earth to Alanna," Sophie says, now looking annoyed. 
 
   “Sorry Sophie,” I say. 
 
   “You were doing it again.” 
 
   “I was?” I tend to have a wandering mind, and I do not think I have ever finished a conversation with anyone in my life. There are always a million things going round in my head at any one time. “How are you feeling about tonight?” I say trying to make up for ignoring her while I had my little thought bubble. 
 
   “These charity events aren’t always my kind of thing, but you know that tonight is one of those times I just have to go. I have to look my best, and try to show everyone including HIM, that I’m okay and that I’ve moved on.”
 
    "Sophie you have been doing so well and as for HIM, he is just a loser who didn’t know when he had a good thing, it’s only his loss.” 
 
   "I know Alanna but seriously how am I supposed to be okay with everything?” 
 
   "Sophie." I say in my most sympathetic voice. "Chace is one of those guys, who you can tell is never, with a capital N, going to stay with the one girl. Even this one now, that he thinks he is so head-over-heels for, eventually she will get boring. He will break up with her for some stupid reason - that only he could have. He will realize that he actually does not really care for her, and just as he said about you, she’s only a distraction, someone to look good on his arm, someone he can show off as a trophy- just to make the other trust fund babies of New York jealous and think Chace has one up on them.” 
 
   “Alanna I know that you’re right, but the kind of feelings I have for him don’t just go away. I fight every second of every day, just to try to stop myself from thinking about him.” 
 
   “Sophie you have to move on." 
 
   “I know, I know.” Poor Sophie, there is nothing worse than seeing my friend upset like this. I really could kill Chace for the way he has treated her. Sophie went out with Chace for about a year, their dads are business partners who  joint-own a hotel in the city, naturally they thought their kids would be great as an item and have pushed them together ever since they could walk. Every vacation they shared, the kids were always together, every party, every event - the two families were inseparable and from a very young age, Sophie has loved Chace. On paper he is perfect, standing at 6 ‘2”, his sandy blonde hair, his piercing blue eyes, his full lips and perfectly tanned skin, he is just an all-round nice looking boy. 
 
   But then they had one of the worst break ups in the history of bad break ups. They shared a small apartment on the edge of town and Sophie, like the little homemaker she is, had become almost the perfect little housewife. Everyone loved them as a couple, they complemented each other in every way possible and she was totally in love. Nevertheless, by the end of the year, there were all sorts of rumors about Chace and other girls, Sophie tried her best to ignore them until one night while she was out Christmas shopping in the city the worst happened.
 
    Sophie had asked me to go round to the apartment to feed her dog, as Chace was out of town:  she had run into an old friend from school, they had got into talking, and she would not be home for hours. However, Chace was actually home. I walked in and I could not believe my eyes: there he was with a girl in my best friend’s bed. And not with any girl - he was with one of Sophie’s best friends, Chelsea. I could not speak, I just stood there looking at them. What really shocked me the most was the look on Chaces face, it was as if he almost wanted someone to walk in and see him there with Chelsea: it was all a game to him.
 
    As quickly as my brain would function, I picked up the little white dog and ran out. Then I had to make one of the most difficult phone calls I’d ever made - I had to call my best friend and tell her that her boyfriend and her oldest girlfriend were together and that I had walked in and seen them. That it was their apartment and, that it looked as if, it had been going on for a while. And that he had been lying to her all that time, and her friend had done the worst thing a friend could ever do. 
 
   Sophie drove straight home and the fight began. Chace told her he had never cared about her anyway. He said she was a just an arrangement for the good of the business to show a united front. A purpose to make their rivals jealous, to show they had everything the best hotel, the entrepreneur son with the daughter of the hotel owner. The little trophy on his arm not only a front but also a business deal for the press, just a distraction, the one thing to put the hotel in the limelight. Therefore, the story is he says he cares for Chelsea but, unknown to her, he is using her just as he did my friend, he has now moved her into the same apartment and they are the golden couple whilst my friend hides away in shame.  
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Two
 
    
 
   When we arrive in the city for the party, the blinding lights of the press are there to greet us. As we step out of the limo, I have on my black, tight mini dress and my favorite shoes, my Christian Loubotins. My hair is curled and hanging down my back, I do not usually wear much make up; just a blush, one stroke of mascara and a little nude gloss and, of course, a spray of my hidden secret  my Chanel no5. 
 
   "Alanna I don’t think I can go through with this it’s too hard look at all the cameras."
 
    "Sweetie, you look amazing just go with the flow and you have nothing to be ashamed about, you are the best.”
 
    I wasn’t lying when I said she looked amazing she totally does, she has  on a long gold tight ball gown and her hair is pushed up into a high bun she does sometimes tend to go over the score with makeup but tonight she looks great.
 
    "Let’s go," I say as we make our way onto the red carpet in front of the building. In front of a camera Sophie is a natural, she has been at it for so long that it is like a second nature to her. Me. on the other hand, it is a little different I tend to stay away from the cameras but with Sophie by my side that is not possible. 
 
   "Alanna Hart over here,” 
 
   “Strike a pose.” I do my best as I shyly flash them a smile. Sophie on the other hand is not so shy; she always goes for the one hand on the hip, chin down, foot out pose. It really is all just for the cameras but sometimes I think that Sophie takes it a little too seriously. As we enter, I can see it is the usual crowd with a few new faces. Overall, there are around 150 guests and single-handedly I could name almost every one. Jake Harper CEO flies around on a private jet and tells everyone else what to do, Charles Vanderbilt thinks he owns the entire city, but really he is just a spoiled little man who is secretly in the closet and whose wife and daughter only care about the expensive gifts daddy brings home from Paris. 
 
   “Sophie, Marco is here," 
 
   "What no, don’t let him see you?”
 
    “It’s already too late he is walking over, get ready for another slanging match Alanna."
 
    "Hey," The tall dark guy says.
 
    "Hello Marco,” I say trying to sound cool. Marco gives Sophie a little nod.
 
    "Hi" Sophie adds.
 
    "So how’s it going, how have you been Alanna?"
 
    “Fine,” I say. 
 
   “I heard what happened before Christmas that must have.” However before he can finish I jump in. 
 
   "Look Marco that really has nothing to do with you, and as far as I’m concerned it was for the best. My friend was far too good for Chace he treated her with nothing but pure hatred and disrespect."
 
    “Alanna I was only going to say,”
 
    “Well don’t Marco, it’s just not.”
 
    "Just not what,"
 
    “It is nothing to do with you.”
 
    “But if you think Alanna, it is because you know that Chace is my friend, he tells me everything. So yeah it kind of has got to do with me."
 
    “Really you think it does, tell me this Marco, do you really think that it was a nice thing for Chace to do?”
 
    "Well."
 
    “Well what Marco?” I look out the corner of my eye and I see Sophie, she is standing next to me looking like she is about to cry, her smile has faded and her eyes look desperate, I can tell she hates every moment of this conversation. With my friend’s best interests at heart, I look at Marco, the tall, dark guy that makes me feel like I am a little doll even with 6-inch heels on. I look at his big dark eyes and thick wave of dark hair; you can certainly tell he has Italian roots. Even though he is good looking, there is something about him so arrogant, so full of himself and so self-involved, that I really find him rather repulsive. I turn to look at my friend and as I take her hand, she gives me, a quick smile. As we head away, I turn to look at Marco and simply say, "Bye."
 
   "Quickly Sophie," I say as we make our way to Ladies room. 
 
   "Alanna you didn’t have to do that." 
 
   “Do what?” I ask looking confused. 
 
   "Stand up for me like that.” 
 
   “Sophie, do not be silly you know I will always stand up for you, and anyway Marco is just an arrogant ass."
 
    “Alanna you always say that about him.”
 
    “It’s true you only have to look at him and the way walks over like he is god’s gift to women.”
 
    “Alanna do you ever stop to think that maybe Marco likes you?”
 
    “What? Likes me, how could that self-obsessed idiot like anyone other than himself?”
 
    “Alanna there is no use in me staring this conversation with you, because I know I will never win. But just think, he is always where you are, he always comes up to you first whenever he sees you and then if it’s not totally blind to see the way he looks at you, it’s like he is looking at what he wants, and with such passion.”
 
    “Stop Sophie, I am just not interested in Marco, never have, never will.”
 
    As we walk, up the stairs and into the main reception area, to look for the Ladies room. I cannot help but stop and look around the room at the surroundings in which this party is. It is really elegant and beautiful, there are huge flower displays, and the walls are gold and silver with painted charbs on them. The whole room is lit up with several chandeliers so big and over the top but simply gorgeous. The food lays in all its glory on massive white tables with gold Versace tablecloths. Huge silver platters all filled with the tiniest little canapés, Lined along the bar is Moet champagne in crystal ice buckets. At the back of the room, an elegant band is playing all dressed in tailored black suits and the women in white cocktail dresses. You have you hand to the organizers they really know how to throw a party together.
 
    “Here is the Ladies room Sophie.”
 
    As we walk in two older Ladies are on their way out and gossiping about one of their friends no less. 
 
   “Do want to some gloss Alanna?” 
 
   “No thanks Sophie I’m fine.” 
 
   “I can’t believe I’m actually here Alanna, I have been dreading this night for so       long and yet here I stand.” 
 
   “Tell me about it, I have forgotten how awful one of these parties can be.”
 
    “It’s just I know that they are here somewhere, and I know they are going to be rubbing my face in it.”
 
    “Sophie you know those two are made for each other, only she could do that to a friend and only he could make you love him like that, and then shatter everything, seriously they are not worth your thinking time.”
 
    “I know, but the other thing is that I know everyone here is thinking about it. Talking as if they know the facts, they look over see them so happy and all over each other. Then they look at me, standing alone looking glum and not wanting to be here.”
 
    “Sophie you always care too much what people think, and these people you know what they are, all fake, their fake smiles, their fakes laughs and fake interest in any one other than themselves. Talking about their million dollar homes and competing for who has the best car.”
 
    “Alanna I know all this, but it still doesn’t make it any easier knowing that everyone is talking about you.”
 
    “Do what I do, don’t let it bother you, it’s hard enough in life without worrying what other people think.”
 
    “I know you’re right and from now on, there will be no more tears, no more hiding away and I am going to go out there and enjoy the party have fun with my best friend.”
 
    “After all we are the hottest two socialites in the room tonight.”
 
    “I hate when you do that Alanna.”
 
    “Do what?”
 
    “When you make fun of all this”
 
    “Sophie it’s the only way I get through it.”
 
    We head back out and go straight to the bar. The bartender pours Sophie and me a glass of champagne each. We toast and listen to the soft music. I look over to my right and I spot HIM, he is standing with two other men and he is smiling from ear to ear. He has on his dark grey suit, his hair pushed back and he does look nice and, I can see why Sophie really liked him at first glance, there is nothing not to like. To Sophie’s despair and mine, he sees us and his smile quickly fades. I see him make a nod as he always does. 
 
   “Oh Alanna I still love him, look how gorgeous he is, I can’t help my feelings I want him”. 
 
   “Sophie, I know you do but he is not right for you and what he did, that was just too much.”
 
    Speaking of what he did, I see Chelsea. She is wearing a little blue dress way to tight and way too revealing, her auburn hair short and straight. She walks up to him gives him a kiss on the cheek and links into his arm. 
 
   “There is no doubting it now Alanna they are really an item.”
 
    “Sophie, don’t look over, let’s go.” As we start for the tables, I see Chace say something to Chelsea and to our dread I see him start to walk over. Before we can try move so we do not have to speak to him, he is there right next to us looking down with his eyes so blue that you think you could swim in them. 
 
   “Hello girls.” 
 
   “Hi Chace,” I hear Sophie say in a voice of total love. 
 
   “How have you been Sophie?” 
 
   “I have been okay Chace.” 
 
   “Yes considering.” I say a little harshly and Chace shifts looking very nervous. 
 
   "It’s a nice night out.”
 
    “Yeah it is a nice night." Sophie says. 
 
   "Look Chace,” I say staring him in the eye. “Is there something we can help you with?” 
 
   “I just thought I would say hello.” 
 
   “For what reason Chace, you made it clear that Sophie is not good enough. Why do you want to say hello? You have your little trophy over there, so go back to her and don’t bother us.”
 
    “Alanna I just… never mind enjoy the night.” He takes Sophie’s hand kisses it gently and he walks away. 
 
   As Sophie and I walk to take our seats for the speeches, I see Marco again this time he looks annoyed.
 
    “Alanna may I speak with you?” 
 
   “On you go.” Sophie says, “I will be fine.” 
 
   “Okay then.” I say hastily.
 
    Marco leads the way over to the side where it is quite and no one is around. “Alanna I need to ask you something.”
 
    “Okay, go ahead.” 
 
   “Why do you hate me so much?” 
 
   “Marco I don’t hate you.”
 
    “You certainly make it look like you do.”
 
    “Marco I don’t hate anyone, I really don’t.”
 
    “Why do you act that way around me?” 
 
   “I don’t feel I act any certain way around you.”
 
    “Yes, you do Alanna, you have a problem with me and I don’t know why, I don’t feel there is any reason for it and I need you tell me why.”
 
    “Why is it so important for me to like you?”
 
    “Don’t do that.”
 
    “Do what?” 
 
   “Turn the question right back around to me; answer me Alanna, once and for all why do you hate me?” He says rather loud. He is almost shouting his face is red and full of anger. Why do I bother you so much Marco? I think as I look at him. Why do you need me to like you, maybe Sophie is right maybe he does like me and perhaps he is a just a little boy with a crush. 
 
   "Alanna," he says looking impatient. 
 
   “Marco maybe I do give you a hard time, but the truth is I don’t really know you to hate you. Whenever we speak it does get a little heated, maybe we are just two people that don’t get on.” 
 
   “You don’t know me?”
 
    “Not really it’s not as if we are friends or anything.”
 
    “Will you let me show you who I am and get to know me?”
 
    “What?”
 
    “I am going to Venice for the New Year with my family I would love it if you would join me.”
 
    “You want me to go on a family trip with you, I am just after telling you  I don’t know you and that’s what you say.”
 
    “You can get to know me, I will show you my life and the real me. I’m not the fast car driving, douche bag you already know and hate.” 
 
   “I don’t hate you Marco.”
 
    “If that’s true then come away with me. I will show you Venice, take you shopping and buy you anything you want, please, don’t say no.”
 
    “Marco, do you realize how crazy you sound?”
 
    “I’m not crazy, just maybe a little crazy for you.” 
 
   “Marco I’m sorry, but I can’t it’s not my nature to run off with a boy to another country.”
 
    “Please don’t say that Alanna.”
 
    “I am sorry really I am but no I can’t go.” He looks sad a face I have never seen (before) he takes my hand and says. 
 
   "Alanna maybe one day you will open your eyes and see me here waiting for you and that I’m the right guy for you." I look at him and I walk away.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Three
 
    
 
   The next morning I wake and thoughts of last night are spinning round in my head, what was Marco thinking, asking me to go away with him, he is crazy.  Also, I cannot get over the nerve of Chace for thinking that he could just walk over and play nice. “Alanna,” I hear Sophie say.
 
    “I’m off into the city, do want to come?” I get out of bed and pull on my black and white silk robe. I rush down the stair to see Sophie standing there, in her tight skirt and buttoned-up blouse. 
 
   "Want to come?" 
 
   “I would love to, but I can’t, I have to go over to my parents apparently they have some news or something.”
 
    “Okay then Alanna, I will see you later then.”
 
    “Yeah have fun.”
 
    With a slight bang of the door, Sophie is gone, and I am alone again with my thoughts. I still cannot get over everything that happened last night, the sheer fact of Marco’s questions and how random they were. The crazy thing is that just ten minutes earlier we were having a heated discussion and in which I was really somewhat rude, how could he just ask me to go to Venice with him after that and I really feel that there is something wrong with him. I go over to the coffee pot and as I grab a cup I, notice Sophie has left me breakfast, waffles and strawberries fresh coffee and the morning paper. As I take a sip of the coffee, I see on the front page of the newspaper Sophie and I with the headline "hart of New York" I never get used to seeing my face in the paper. I open up to page three and I see the article about last night’s event. As I read through, I cannot believe what I am reading. 
 
   “Alanna Hart and Marco Marino are officially a couple and by looks of things they were having a lovers tiff on growers at the party said.”
 
    " I overheard them talking she was telling him she didn’t love him anymore and that their trip to Italy for New Year’s was off, she basically dumped the guy right there on the spot and the poor guy looked devastated."
 
    “Looks like Manhattan’s new it couple are over before they even started.”
 
    I hate the press, I take the newspaper and throw it in the bin, so wrong everything so wrong, I need to get away I need out of this bubble I can’t spend New Year’s here like this. I sometimes do hate New York and hate this life. I hate the fact everyone knows my name - I need out. I go upstairs through on my jeans and long-sleeved black shirt and my Loubotins grab, my purse and head for the door. I make my way to my car and I see there is a little red envelope on the window ledge. I go over and grab it. I open my car, jump in, and as I sit there I carefully open the envelope. Inside there is a little pink piece of paper and its reads.
 
    "I am still waiting, please change your mind. I have feelings for you I really like you please come with me to Venice all my love Marco." I take a deep breath thinking maybe what if it did. 
 
   When I arrive at my parents’ house, I see an unfamiliar car in the driveway. I push through the door and into the huge hallway. My mom has a very good taste in home decor everything is black and white, everything to match and everything so luxurious and glamorous. I hear talking in the kitchen so I make my way through. Sitting there, I see my dad, my mom and Penelope, my little sister with long golden blonde hair and huge brown eyes, not as big as mine but still very big. She is dressed in a little pink and white dress, her hair flowing and a beautiful smile on her face. 
 
   "Lanna,” She shouts rushing over to me. 
 
   “Oh Lanna it’s been ages.”
 
    “Yes Penelope it has and I am sorry, but hey look I brought you something.” 
 
    "What is it?"
 
    “Remember my little pink Chanel bag you love?”
 
    "Yes." she says too excited.
 
    “I brought it for you.” 
 
   “OH really Lanna I love it I love you.” She says taking the little bag and giving me a huge kiss. She bolts out of the room and upstairs to her room no doubt. 
 
   “Hello Alanna.” My mom and dad say. “How have you been?”
 
    “I’m fine whose car’s that in drive?”
 
    “Your father got me a new one do you like it? Did you see the paper this morning?”
 
    “Yes it’s nice, and yeah I saw the paper everything they are saying is lies.”
 
    “You know how they twist things and sweetie you look a little thin. Have you eaten today?”
 
    “Yeah Mom I have.”My mom is one of those moms who really worries but bless her I love my mom she is amazing. My dad walks over and says. 
 
   “Now sweetie I have a little something to ask you.”
 
    “Okay, go ahead.” I say as I sit on one of the chairs at the breakfast bar in the oversized kitchen. 
 
   “I know everything is going on here with the parties and all but I have to go out of town for new years and I was wondering if you want to join me.” 
 
   “Where are going?”
 
    “London.” “London, oh Dad of course yes I’m there when do we go?”
 
    “Is tomorrow too soon?”
 
    “No its fine, oh I can’t wait I am going straight home to pack. Finally I’m going to London.”
 
    “Okay, sweetie I will send you the flight details it’s an early flight tomorrow that okay?” 
 
   “Of course I am so excited.” I give my mom and dad a quick wave and shout goodbye to Penelope.
 
    I rush out the door and I jump in my little red Mini Cooper and head for home. I turn on the radio as I drive, I am so excited about London ever since I was able to talk I have just been so obsessed with everything British. I love every aspect of the country, the legends, the myths, which surround it and the history. The culture and off course I love the Royal family. It is just so amazing to think over there in, what can only be described by me as, the most beautiful country in the world, that Royalty actually exists. There is a Queen, there are princes and most of all there are castles. I know every American has a soft spot for the UK but me. It goes far beyond that, to me it is a real passion and my dad has always promised that one day he would take me to London and now that day is finally here. When I get home, I cannot contain my excitement. I rush up the stairs and find my Louis Vuitton suitcase. I fling open the suitcase on my bed and start looking in my closet for what I could possibly bring to London. Right, so it’s December and it is going to be cold over there, so think practical, right jeans, and just as I go to reach for them my iPhone bleeps and I have a new email from my dad 
 
   "Hey Lanna this is all the details for the trip to London." 
 
   FLIGHT VS67 NON STOP JFK-HEATHROW 
 
   VIRGIN ATLANTIC
 
   28/12/12 @ 6.30am
 
   FIRST CLASS 
 
   GATE 19 
 
   p.s do not be late sweetie! 
 
   I reply, Oh Dad how could I be late, I have been planning this trip my whole life, and I wouldn’t miss it for anything 
 
   P.s How long we going for, Lanna.  
 
   Right where was I, jeans I do not really know how long we are going for so it’s kind of hard to guess how many pairs I will need. I think it is best to take around seven if we are there for a week then I will have a pair for each day and if we go for less then I will have extra. That’s pants sorted out now sweaters, I am thinking turtlenecks and button up cashmere sweaters will be so right for the cold, bitter winter of the London streets. I grab a few, I mostly wear dark colors like black, dark deep rustic reds and navy which everyone always says goes great with my blonde hair and light but golden skin. Now shoes, obviously I bring my Loubotins, Jimmy Choos five pairs should be enough, and of course, my dark brown UGG boots but I will leave them out, as they are better for the airplane. Now evening wear, after all it is work for dad so I am thinking there will be a few events for us to attend. I go into the other side of my walk in closet and switch on the light and there they all are my dresses from the one I went to prom in and other high school dances in, to my Cotillion dress. They are all there and not one out of place not one that does not have some memory attached. I choose and few, a white one which is really flattering with a thin black belt that goes round the waist and another by Vera Wang and of course the only dress I love and have never worn the white and pink Chanel dress my mom bought me for Christmas. I throw in some other essentials hair dryer, products, make up etc. I leave out my black sweat suit for the plane.
 
   Beep, my phone again another email 
 
   Hi, Lanna sorry I forgot to say how long, we are away for 4 days, I have to go just now I am on a conference call so I will see you in morning and please sweetie try to get some sleep tonight
 
   I reply, 
 
   Okay Dad so excited I will try to sleep. See you in the morning Lanna.
 
   Now that I am all packed and ready to go I head down the stair and grab a snack. I switch on the TV and try to relax until the morning comes. I flick through the channels but nothing seems to take my fancy. I switch off the TV and grab my laptop from the coffee table. I switch it on and sign into my email account. I notice that Portia is online, she is one of my closest friends I went to school with she does not live out here in the Hamptons but instead she lives in the city. The upper west side to be exact in her mother’s hotel, Portia is a petite girl around 5’1” with a thick mass of light brown, wavy hair, that is always too perfect and never out of place. Her hazel eyes have a certain sparkle and her thin but pouted lips are always painted. She is always dressed in the most figure hugging dresses that really show of her curves. Overall, she is a lovely girl and one of the few that is a genuinely nice person. I open up the instant messenger chat box and send her a quick email. 
 
   Hey Portia how’s it going?
 
   Quickly she replies 
 
   Hi fine what about you did you have a nice Christmas?
 
   Alanna: Yes, it was great spent it with the family there is nothing better.
 
   Portia: Yeah, so I heard everything with Sophie she must be feeling a mess right now.
 
   Alanna: She is fine you know it has been hard for her after all she did love Chace and Chelsea was a best friend of hers, but she is as good as to be expected. 
 
   Portia: It was terrible thing for a friend do; I know it is bad for a boyfriend to cheat, but come on what Chelsea did was much worse than Chace.
 
   Alanna: I totally agree, Chace was always that sort of person and as hard as it is to except he cheated, Chelsea was a friend and it was unforgivable. 
 
   Portia: It is an awful situation, so I hear that you and hunky Italian Marco are a thing!
 
   Alanna: Yeah except we are not, 
 
   Portia: Everyone is saying that you are.  
 
   Alanna: There is nothing going on with me and Marco there never has and never will be. 
 
   Portia: The press has it wrong then. 
 
   Alanna: Very wrong, although he did ask me to go to Venice with him, 
 
   Portia: Wow, are you going.
 
   Alanna: No, I am going to London tomorrow with my dad.
 
   Portia: London you have always wanted to go it must be a dream come true.
 
   Alanna: Yeah it totally is. 
 
   Portia: What I would give go jet off to London it gives me goose bumps just thinking about it. 
 
   Alanna: Yes, I am super excited trip of a lifetime! 
 
   Portia: Yes it is.  
 
   Alanna: I better go and grab some dinner and head of to bed it is a 6.30 flight and I need sleep. 
 
   Portia: Have fun and I will see you when you get back. 
 
   Alanna: Yes, we will meet up for coffee or something. 
 
   Portia: p.s happy new year 
 
   Alanna: Happy New Year
 
   I log off and close up my laptop. I go over to the kitchen and have a raid through the fridge oh what looks good. I grab a pre-made chicken salad and can of coke and I sit down at the table. As I begin to eat my dinner, I think to myself, did Portia really think that Marco and me where an item? On the other hand, was she simply just fishing? That is the thing with Portia, although she is nice and everything else, there is a side to her that maybe is a little bit of a gossip. She does tend to spread rumors a lot and I am always very aware and careful of what I say to her. Knowing that whatever I say could end up on her blog or even worse in the hands of the press. 
 
   “Hi.”
 
    Sophie shouts as she pours in through the door with more Macy’s bags than I think I have ever seen in the arms of any one person.
 
    "Shop till you drop huh?"
 
    “Oh you could say that.” Sophie says with a little smile.
 
    “I have the most amazing news.”
 
    “Oh, do tell.”
 
    “You know how I always wanted to go London?”
 
    “I think everyone knows that Alanna.”
 
    “I’m going.”
 
    “When are you going?”
 
    “I am going tomorrow.”
 
    “Huh?”
 
    “Yes in the morning.”
 
    “Why are you going to London?” 
 
   “My dad has work, over there and he has asked me to go with him.” 
 
   “How long you going for?”
 
    “Four days.”
 
    “That’s wonderful really it is you must be so excited?”
 
    “I am.”
 
    “I bought you a little something today.”
 
    “You didn’t have to.”
 
    “No, but I wanted to, you have been so good to me recently and have helped me through a lot. I just wanted to show how much it’s appreciated.” She rummages through her bags and pulls out a little Tiffany box, she hands it to me and I carefully open the little blue packaging. I am surprised when I see the little silver locket; its round with carved roses on it and inside there is a picture of Sophie and me at the beach. 
 
   “Sophie it’s wonderful I love it, really its lovely thanks.”
 
    “I wanted to get you something special, you are amazing Alanna.” 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Four
 
    
 
   I am, finally here, sitting on the airplane first class heading to London. I cannot really contain myself with excitement. Although I am not really the best flyer in the world, in fact, usually I am a nervous wreck on an airplane and I cannot lie and say I am not felling the same way now. As the plane takes off and turns around on its way to London, I feel a sudden sense of unease, it is as if I am falling the plane starts to shudder and I nearly jump out of my seat. It shudders again and starts to shake I am terrified. I have a glass of water on my table and I see the water start to tipple out of the glass, oh my god this is scary. I see the airhostess and, perhaps it is just me, but she seems to have worried look on her face oh please do not let there be anything wrong with airplane, oh god please. Then all of a sudden the shuddering and shakes begin to fade off and I hear the captain through the microphone. 
 
   "Ladies and gentlemen, boys and girls, there was a lot of head wind there but luckily it seems to have cleared. We are looking at a nice, smooth flight with duration of just over seven hours, so sit back relax and enjoy the flight."
 
    “Oh thank god,” I say to dad who is a little preoccupied with paper work I do not even think he noticed the shudders.
 
    “Yeah sweetie fine” I shake my head in disbelief. How could he be so wrapped up in his paper work not to realize the plane was practically falling from the sky? Maybe, that is a little overreacted, any way he is just being dad and I am not going to let anything ruin my trip. I put on my headphones and search for a movie to watch. I see that the latest Twilight movie is on. I do not usually watch that kind of movie, but hey, I might as well. When the movie is over, it is time for lunch and I must say that, for airplane food, it is actually quite nice. Another hour passes and I cannot help but flick my little TV screen over to the sky map, I cannot resist seeing how far I am away from London my dream city. I see that it is just less than four hours to go until we land. I take out my iPod and start to listen to some tunes, and in the process, I must fall asleep. I am dreaming I am in London, I am at black tie event there are people all around, it is same kind of setting as the event in New York the other night but somehow more spectacular, more elegant, and more glamorous. I wake up to find one of the cabin crew speaking through the microphone.
 
    "Ladies and gentlemen, boys and girls, we are just under thirty minutes from Heathrow please if you need to use the facilities please, do so now."
 
    I rush up and look at my dad still sitting there with his paper work, he turns and smiles and says
 
    "Nearly there." I smile back.
 
    I undo my seatbelt and head for the bathroom, as I enter I catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror. I cannot look like that, my hair is a total mess; it is all sticking up and frizzy. I take it of the ponytail and try to smooth it out best I can. I look in my carry bag and find some smoothing serum, I run a few drops through my hair and quickly it bounces back and I decide to leave it loose. I also take out some green tea face wipes and give my face a quick wipe, I pop on some glowing moisturizer and quick dollop of lip balm and I am ready to go. I swiftly head back to my seat and just in time as the captain has turned on the seatbelt sign. As the plane is heading in to land, I brace myself, as landing is always one of the worst things I hate about being on an airplane. I am always terrified that the plane will hit something. The plane touches down I feel a sigh of relief not only that the plane has landed safely but I am in London finally.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Five
 
    
 
   We have now settled in our hotel and from what I have seen of London (the cab ride from the airport), it is exactly the way I pictured it. Historic, lively, and full of life, luxury, passion and London is a city of love. We are staying in London’s Knightsbridge area in the Sheraton Park Tower Hotel. My dad has booked three rooms, a separate one for him and me, and another for my dad’s business colleague, Julian, who has also come  on the trip. My room is ultra-modern with chic fittings and a wonderful view out into the city. I stand by the window and I gaze out, London, can only be described as the most beautiful city I have ever seen. It’s one thirty in the afternoon and I feel like I have to explore I grab a change of clothes and head for my dad’s room. 
 
   "Dad," I say as I open the door. He asked for extra keys for the rooms in case of emergencies 
 
   "How you liking London?"
 
    “It really is amazing; actually I was thinking about going out and maybe exploring the city a little bit.” My dad looks at me a gives a little cheeky smile 
 
   “Okay then sweetie, but please remember to take your cell and give me a quick text or email to let know your safe.”
 
    “I will Dad”
 
    “Lanna before I forget you must be back around six.”
 
    "Why." I say looking a little nervous 
 
   “Tonight is the gala; I thought you were going to come along?”
 
    “I wasn’t aware there was an event tonight.”
 
    “Yes all the local businesses will be there, it’s perfect for pitching the products to the market over here.”
 
    “Okay Dad don’t get all business with me, I will be there okay?”
 
    “Don’t forget.”
 
    “Don’t worry I won’t.” I say as I head out the door too excited to look back. I make my way down to the grand lobby and I feel mesmerized by the sheer luxury of the hotel. Everything is so shiny and glamorous, all white and gold with massive flower displays, huge windows with gold drapes hanging from them.
 
    "Good day love." The door attendant says as he opens it for me and here I am Alanna Hart out on the streets of London, swinging around as if I own the place. I really wish someone were here to pinch me. Even though I am on cloud nine, I still cannot escape the fact that I have no idea where to go, what do or how to get there. I walk further down the street and I spot a tourist information point. I do not really feel like going over and looking like the crazy American who cannot find her way around. However, I bite my lip and head over. There is a long tall stand of pamphlet’s and guide books I pick up one that has a picture of Buckingham palace on the front. I scan through a couple of the pages and it takes me no time to figure out that is where I want to go first. 
 
   "May I help you?" A small grey haired woman asks. 
 
   “Yes I really want to go see Buckingham palace but I’m not really sure how to get there or how far it is away?”
 
    “Okay love, I would say the best thing to do is yell a taxi down and the driver will take you there.” The grey haired woman says in an accent so strong I almost did not understand anything she said. 
 
   “Okay.” I say with smile. “Thanks.”
 
    "Wait" the woman says 
 
   “Yes mam?” I say with a little swiftness in my voice. 
 
   “Where are you from love?”
 
    “New York.” I say with a smile. 
 
   “The Big Apple.” 
 
   “Yeah,” I say trying to hold back a giggle.
 
    “London welcomes you love.”
 
    “Thanks.” I say turning away and heading down the street.
 
    “Oh mam I forgot where I will get a cab?”
 
    "If you walk down a little there is a taxi rank just wait there and one will come shortly."
 
    “Thanks again.” I turn a head down the street. Taxi rank, taxi rank, I look around but see nothing. I glance over the right and the taxi rank must be that long line of black cars I see. I go over to the first one and an older man is driving with dark black-greying hair
 
    "Hey sir, can you take me to Buckingham palace?"
 
    “Of course my love, hop in.” I sit in the taxi and I look out onto the city ahead and still cannot believe I am here.
 
    "Love, is it your first time in London?" 
 
   “Yes.”
 
    “Tell me what does your kind self think of our old town?”
 
    “I think it’s amazing.”
 
    “That’s good to hear, are you here on business or pleasure?” 
 
   “Um… a little bit of both.”
 
    “Do you have an English lover?”
 
    “No I’m here with my dad and I’m just out exploring before an event tonight.” “Which event are you going to? If you don’t mind me asking love”
 
    “I think it’s the met gala.”
 
    “Posh lots of powerful people attend there.”
 
    “Yeah I know.”
 
    “Is your father one of them, love?” I laugh. 
 
   “He is trying to pitch ideas to the market here.” 
 
   I do not why but I feel the need to tell this cab driver the whole story he just somehow makes me feel like I can talk to him about anything. It is a weird felling because no cab driver in New York would give a second thought to what you were saying, never mind be interested in your life. 
 
   “Love, make sure you look out for the rich playboys that attend, a pretty young girl like you will sure to be a target for them.”
 
    “I am used to it with the events I attend in the States.”
 
    “Yes I’m sure you are, but the young boys here they are a different story especially.” The driver trails off. 
 
   “Especially who?”
 
    “Nothing love just be careful that’s all.”
 
    “We are here love.” I look out of the window and I cannot believe my eyes! Is that really the palace am I finally here? 
 
   “That will be £15 love.”
 
    I search for my money in my bag still searching but I cannot seem to find a thing. No purse, no plastic wallet, no nothing. I start to panic and my face flushes hot with shame. 
 
   “Sir I can’t believe it but I must have left my cash in my hotel room I am really sorry I don’t know what I can do?”
 
    “Love if you have no money then there is only one thing for it.”
 
    I think of what this man is going to say; surely, he will not get the cops or something crazy like that. He turns fully around in his seat and stares straight into my face. 
 
   “Love, flash me a great big smile and we are even.”
 
    Therefore, without hesitation I give him by best smile, which I save for those special red carpet moments. Without a second thought the cab driver says, 
 
   "Hope you enjoy London love."
 
    I open the door and as my foot hits the ground, I look back at the driver and yet again flash him another smile.  
 
   I walk over to the gates of Buckingham palace and I am still in a state of shock that I am actually here. 
 
   BEEP.
 
   Oh, crap I hope it is not my dad hope I have not lost track of time. As I rummage in my bag I find my phone and slide to see it’s a message from Sophie its reads
 
   Hey, Alanna are you landed safely.
 
   I reply, Hey Sophie yes we landed safe just out exploring at the minute London is an amazing. 
 
   Sophie is quick to reply 
 
   Great what is it like? Are you having fun? 
 
   I reply, yes totally amazing having such a great time, but I have a boring event tonight I do not know how I will cope without you there. 
 
   You will be fine you are a natural and just think of all the cute British guy’s that will be there. 
 
   Yeah I suppose any way I will have to go just now, I will fill you in later okay.
 
   No problem enjoys! 
 
   I have a wander around the grounds of the castle and this sight to me is what only exists in fairytales. I think of all the wonderful nights spent in the castle, huge dinners and ballroom dancing the Queen in her finest surrounded by the princes and other royals. It gives me shivers as I look out at the castle. I check my watch and I see it is after three so I decide to head back to the hotel to get ready for tonight but with no money I guess the only thing do is start walking. I figure the hotel, is up this way I am quite good with direction and I did pay attention in the cab to the route in which we came. I remember that old post box; the yellow Mini Cooper that I saw parked at the side of the road. We definitely passed by those stores, and yes here is the tourist point that I visited today. I see the hotel and as I make my way up the steps. I take one look out onto the cold afternoon of the streets of London and yes, I am here. 
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   We arrive at the gala and it has similar routines of the ones back home. Everyone is dressed to impress. There are people gathered round talking, no doubt about the other guests. Elegant dining and ice buckets full of champagne, although most of the main features are the same; the one thing that remains different is the people. When I attend an event, I usually know everyone in the room but here everyone is a mystery, a blank canvas, not a single face I recognize. To them, they know everyone except the three strangers that have just walked in. My dad and Julian head off in search of some Mr Jenkins they have been talking about all night, as for me I head for the bar. 
 
   “What can I get you miss?”
 
    “Um diet coke please.” As the bartender hands me my drink I turn around and scan the entire room looking at the faces of the people who live in this amazing city. 
 
   "Oh my god" I say aloud, who is that? To what, I am referring, can only be described as a god. A tall, twenty-seven maybe twenty-eight year old, well-built light brown haired man, with mesmerizing green eyes. He is, without a doubt, the best looking, living person I have ever seen. His long slim legs even out his broad shoulders and the dark blue pin striped suit he is wearing, fits him like a glove. He moves a little closer and I get a better view. Looking at him again, I really cannot believe my eyes. His skin is so tanned and golden it looks like silk, his tousled hair pushed slightly back so you can really appreciate his face. His jaw is so refined and chiseled it would put Brad Pitt to shame. With lips so full and his eyes, I cannot explain it but somehow they look sad even though he is smiling. I hear his voice as he speaks to the other men he is with and it is so captivating that its sending chills down my spine. I stare at him and to my total despair, I see him heading towards the bar. He walks over and stands right next to me, I try not to stare but it is so hard and I am not the only one. As soon as he approached every women around stopped whatever they were doing to have a look at this man. He orders two double scotch on the rocks and waits tapping his long thin finger on the bar. I catch him looking at me with the corner of his eye; I try not to let him notice that I saw him. Then to my shock, he turns around and he is looking directly at me, his eyes lock on mine I cannot help but feel uneasy around him. 
 
   "Who are you?" He says a little abruptly.
 
    “Excuse me?”
 
    “You heard me.” I cannot help but feel stunned, is this guy being rude? 
 
   “Are you deaf who are you?”
 
    “I’m from out of town.”
 
    “I can see that but why are you here?” 
 
   If this was anyone else I would be straight in there giving back as good as I was getting but with this man, there is something stopping me. 
 
   “I, I, I’m Alanna.”
 
    “Was that so difficult?”
 
    “I don’t understand why are you being rude?”
 
    “I’m not being rude darling, just interested when I see a new face and tell me why your here?”
 
    “I’m here with my dad on business.”
 
    “A daddy’s girl,”
 
    “Excuse me?”
 
    “Are you a daddy’s girl?”
 
    “I’m not sure what you mean by that?”
 
    “I see I’m not going to get any answers from you am I?” 
 
   “Answers, I am sorry Sir but I don’t know you and I find it a little strange all these questions you’re asking.”
 
    “Oh you do? Tell me one thing darling,” He says leaning in and staring so deep into my eyes, I feel he can see my soul. 
 
   “Do I make you feel uneasy?” I lean back and straighten myself out.
 
    “Maybe a little,” 
 
   “Then I apologise,” He takes his drinks and heads back to his friends.
 
    What was that all about? I think to myself, as I turn round and face the bartender. I must have a look of despair on my face as the bartender notices it. 
 
   “Are you okay Miss?” I take a deep breath and let out a sigh. “Who was that?” I ask the guy behind the bar. 
 
   “Who that bloke you were talking to you?”
 
    “Yeah”
 
    “That’s Adrian Black.”
 
    “A little rude don’t you think?” I ask the bartender. 
 
   “I guess so, I mean he is a millionaire and I think, to be honest, the guy has issues.” “What kind of issues?”
 
    “I am not sure, all I know is, he has his own company James and Brooke’s enterprises over at the other side of town. He only comes here every few months and makes an appearance usually heading out the door with different blonde on his shoulder every time.”
 
    “So he has a girlfriend?”
 
    “No he doesn’t do girlfriends from what I heard, only girls for one or two dates then he takes them back to where ever he found them drops the off and doesn’t give them a second thought.”
 
    I find myself so interested in this man that I cannot believe myself. “Tell me more.” 
 
   “That’s pretty much all I know about him love, but if you ask me I think the bloke is messed up. All that money and power you know he is only twenty-five.”
 
    “I thought he looked older.” I say.
 
    “A lot of people say that, but I think he has had a hard life, there is something in the blokes eyes that says there’s more to him than meets the eye.”
 
    "Lanna," I hear my dad say.
 
    “Come over here.”
 
    He is waving me over while he stands with an older man and a woman with fair hair. As I walkover to my dad I have to pass Adrian Black. I try to walk fast but somehow my foot is stuck and I find myself tripping in towards him. Before I hit the ground, he is there and quickly grabs me. He pulls me up towards him and I look up at him the only word I can choke out is. 
 
   "Thanks" but he stops me, he looks at me and lightly says, 
 
   "You must be more careful, someone other than me might not have caught you then what would I do?"
 
    “Huh?” I say as he lets go of me. He says to the other men he is with. 
 
   "I must say goodnight now it’s time for me to go, Jeff I will see you Monday."
 
    I am just so mesmerized by his beauty that it is hard for me even to breathe he looks at me and says. 
 
   “Remember me.” 
 
   “Sweetie, are you Okay?” 
 
   “Yes I’m fine.”
 
    “Who was that you were talking to you?” 
 
   ”I have no idea just some man helped me when I fell.”
 
    “Anyway,” My dad’s says clearing his throat.
 
    “Mr Jenkins this is my daughter Alanna.”
 
    “Hi there darling it’s lovely to meet you at last, you know your father is always talking about you and saying what an amazing person you are. I must say I had no idea you were so pretty.”
 
    “Thanks.” I say blushing. 
 
   Mr Jenkins goes on for ages talking about the company, the business deals, and the politics and of course the weather. However, all I can think of is what Adrian Black was all about, what did he mean by his last words that he said to me? Was there something I was missing? Did I not notice something? Have I heard of him before? Does he know who I am? So many questions are going round in my head and I have to conclude that I have no answers, no words to describe him. 
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   When we arrive home, I feel so drained, I was quite alert all day and evening but now I think the time difference is staring to catch up with me. All I can think about right now is sleep. I make my way into the bathroom and quickly brush my teeth I splash some water on my face and scrunch my hair up into a loose bun and pull on my pajamas. I sink into the massive king bed and I feel like I am on top of the world. I feel a sense of achievement now I am here in London. It is not long before I fall into a deep sleep. 
 
   The next morning I awake to the sound of traffic and BEEP! My phone I open my eyes and to my shock I am in total alert. I jump up, grab my breakfast menu and my phone I slide to unlock to see I have a message from Sophie 
 
   Morning sleepyhead how was last night? 
 
   I reply, morning to you to or is that afternoon? Anyway last night was a mix of good and bad, my dad’s colleagues rattled on for hours talking about every boring thing you could imagine, however, there was an incident!
 
   Sophie’s replies almost immediately 
 
   What happened tell me everything?
 
   There I was minding my own business when this very gorgeous guy walks over and Sophie I am not talking Chace good looking but movie star looks and a presence that would make any one feel a sense of unease. Unexpectedly, he starts being rude saying where are you from, who are you what you doing here, let me tell you Sophie it was not pleasant!
 
   What a weirdo! Tell me more! Sophie replies. Therefore, I fill her in on the rest of the situation. To her dismay, she is even more shocked than I am. She cannot believe the nerve of him and what she cannot get her head around most and, this I feel the same way about, is how I acted around him not answering him back and letting him get to me and me powerless to fight back. What sticks in my head was something Sophie said 
 
   "Alanna maybe you have met your match."
 
    As Sophie and I say our goodbyes over text, I start looking on the menu to choose what I want for breakfast. 
 
   “I will have the bacon sandwich with cheese is that okay?” I ask the girl at the other end of the hotel phone. 
 
   "Yes that’s fine would you like some tea with that?”
 
    “Yes please that’s great.”
 
    “Okay Miss, your order will be with you shortly.” As I put down the phone there is a knock at the door. 
 
   "Dad just a minute" No one answers just another knock.
 
    “Okay I’m coming.” I open the door expecting to see my dad. Instead, I see a bellman with a huge bouquet of white roses. 
 
   “Miss Hart?”
 
    “Yes that’s me.” I say in a quiet voice. 
 
   “These are for you.” 
 
   “Who are they from?” 
 
   “I have no idea I just deliver.” The bellman says with an annoyed look as if he gets that question a lot. 
 
   “There is a card.”
 
    I take the flowers from the guy and sit them on the table in the middle of the room. I slip the card out from the slot and read what says. "Enjoy" I sigh. 
 
   “No luck?” The bellman asks. 
 
   “No nothing.”
 
    “Okay bye Miss." 
 
   The bellman says and walks away as I close the door behind him. I wonder about the flowers, who could send me these? Surely my dad would not, nor Julian and there is no one else I know in this city what a mystery. By 11am I am all dressed have had my breakfast and I am ready for the day ahead. I make sure I have my purse with money and my hotel key. I head out and onto the lobby and start for my dad’s room. I let myself in and see that there is no one around. As I turn, I see a little pink note stuck onto the mirror in the doorway. 
 
   "Lanna I have a meeting I will be a while so don’t wait for me, go out and have fun but please be safe, see you in the evening."
 
    Okay I think what to do today? I walk down the streets of London and I feel like I belong here. I feel like this is my home and that if all my family and friends where here I really could not see myself going back to the USA. I decide to go to the London eye today, instead of taking a cab I go on the big red London tour bus. It stops at all the sights and that way I can choose what I want to visit. I climb the stairs of the bus and find a seat up the front. I cannot say that I have ever been on a bus before and the ones in New York are nothing like the friendly and calmness of this one. I look out over the city and I cannot help but think what Adrian Black makes of all this. If he is one, of those people, that does not give a rat’s ass about anything other than himself. Possibly, he is kind and loves the city he lives in. I wonder if he has been to all these points of the city and I wonder what he thinks of them. On the other hand, maybe he is just like every New Yorker I know who cannot understand the appeal of the city. Maybe he lives here because he has to not out of choice. Maybe he wishes he could go away and never come back. There are so many possibilities running round in my head about him I can’t seem to figure him out which is really annoying as usually I am such a good judge of character but as for him I am completely lost for words. 
 
   I see my stop and there is the London eye. I get off the bus and make my way up to the entrance. Wow its huge is my first thought as I look up at the wonder. I pay my fare and climb into one of the capsules. There are a few other people on board, a woman and two little kids an older couple and red haired girl around the age of sixteen with her mom I am guessing. There are also a few young boys and a girl around my age with blonde hair hanging down her back. There is free space next to her so I go over and stand by her. As I gaze out at the city below, I turn my head I see the girl staring, so I look to her and give her a little smile she smiles back and says. 
 
   "It’s amazing isn’t it?"
 
    “Yes” I say. 
 
   “It really is.”
 
    “You are an American?”
 
    “Yes guilty.” I say, she gives a little smirk. 
 
   “Where about in the U-S are you from?”
 
    “New York.”
 
    “Wow, I have always wanted to go to New York it has always been a dream of mine.”
 
    “That’s funny my dream has always been to come to London.” The girl smiles and says, “I’m Jessica.” 
 
   “Alanna” I say.
 
    “Nice to meet you” The girl says.
 
    ”Are you here by yourself?” 
 
   “I’m in town with my dad and his business partner, but I’m sightseeing by myself my dad has meetings all day.”
 
    “That’s a shame.”
 
    “No its fine, I’m used to it.”
 
    “Yes but no one wants to be alone in a strange city surely?”
 
    “I do wish I had my friend here.”
 
    “How has your time been so far?”
 
    “It’s been amazing, except last night was kind of strange.”
 
    “Really what happened to you?” The girl asks and I do not know what it is but the people here. They are just so nice and I feel like I can openly talk to them about anything. The cab driver, the bartender last night, and now this girl, its shocked me as it’s something I would never do back home, but here I feel like it’s the only thing to do. I am so comfortable with it am I a different person over here? I fill the girl in on what happened last night and she does not seem so shocked. In fact, I think she understands I feel as if she maybe has been through the same thing. “This bloke what was his name?” 
 
   “Adrian Black.” I say and a sudden flash of his face flashes through my head. 
 
   “I see.” Jessica says looking down at the floor.
 
    “Do you know him?” I ask.
 
    “No one really knows him.” 
 
   “But you have heard of him then?”
 
    “Everyone in London has heard of him.”
 
    “What’s the story with him?” I ask, trying not to push the subject.
 
    “I met him a few months ago, I was waitressing at an event he was at and like everyone else I was mesmerized by his looks.”
 
    “Yeah tell me about it.” I say with a little smile.
 
    “Anyway to cut a long story short he came over to me and asked me to go for dinner with him and of course I said yes.”
 
    “So you dated him?” I ask. 
 
   “Not really when we got to dinner everything started off fine. He poured me wine and we talked, he started to ask me about my life and what my values were unsure of what he was going on about I asked him to explain what he meant by that he began to smile and said.”
 
    “Jessica I need to know, could you ever love someone who was bad? Someone who maybe came from the wrong side of things, caught a little offguard I said,”
 
    “It all depends on the person I guess.” 
 
   “Yes but do you think that person could be me?”
 
    “Unsure of what he was getting at and especially on a first date I looked at him and said.”
 
    "Maybe"
 
    “Tell me Jessica, have you had a boyfriend before?” 
 
   “Yes I have.”
 
    “May I ask how many?”
 
    “Around three,”
 
    “I see,”
 
    “He said looking down at the floor.”
 
    “Jessica it’s been a lovely night and I really enjoyed getting to know you, but I don’t think we will ever be anything, I think it’s time I took you home now.”
 
    “And without hesitation, he walked me to his car, when we arrived back at my house he drove away and I have never heard from him since.”
 
    “I don’t know what to say.” 
 
   “There is nothing to say he is just a strange bloke who I think knows exactly what he is looking for and I was just not it.”
 
    “I guess there really is more to him than there seems?”
 
    “Yes without a doubt, I feel the bloke has issues deep ones at that. Another thing that is weird he only goes out with girls that have blonde hair.”
 
    “Really”
 
    “He is in the local papers all the time here and never will you see him with a dark haired girl.” The ride comes full circle and I say to Jessica. 
 
   “Do you fancy going for a coffee?”
 
    “Absolutely I was just going to say.”
 
    We walk along the cold street and stumble upon a little cafe with union jacks all-round the windows. 
 
   “In here okay?” Jessica asks, 
 
   “Yes fine” I reply, we order two lattes and take our seats.
 
    “I just have to run to loo I won’t be sec.”
 
    “Sure.” 
 
   As I wait for Jessica to return I look round, the little cafe it is crowded with students sitting on their laptops and ipads no doubt studying. I cannot help but think about all the new information I have about Adrian Black. I cannot help but wonder what he is all about and what his story is, if I only knew. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Eight
 
    
 
   I lay on my bed reflecting on the day’s events. I cannot help but feel obsessed with it all. I yearn for the city of London; I never in a million years would have expected to be as bonded with a city as I am. As for Jessica, I really feel like I have made a friend for life. We have already exchanged phone numbers and email addresses. We have even made plans to meet up tomorrow for a spot of shopping. It is now 10.30pm and I grab my phone and have a quick look through my emails. I see one that jumps straight out at me. I have an email from Marco, shocked by this as I have never had an email from him before and I do not even know how he has my email address. Therefore, with anticipation I open his email to read, 
 
   Alanna look what you are missing
 
   I open the link in the email and its goes directly on to his Facebook, where he is standing on a beach with a brown-haired woman at each side of him, douche bag I think to myself, I start to compose a message back to him,
 
   Hi, Marco looks like you are having fun, but please remember to pay your friends -they look like they need the cash maybe to buy themselves some class and anyway darling look what you are missing. I send him a picture of me and Jessica on the London eye I finish my email by saying, 
 
   Marco all jokes aside I hope you are having, nice time, and happy New Year. 
 
   I hit send and go back to my inbox. I have so many emails and so many people wondering why I am out of town, as if it is a big deal. I quickly type out a message and hit multiple people’s names so I can answer them all at once. There, job done hopefully the vultures of New York will stay quiet for few days more. I put my phone on the side table next to the bed I get under the covers and start to fall asleep.
 
   Where am I? I am in a huge dark room filled with candles and slow soft music playing. There are paintings on the wall of some old aristocrats and a single table in the middle of the large room. A waiter takes my hand and leads me to the seat; he sits me down and pours me a glass of champagne. I turn around and there he is the same man I saw the other night at the gala. He is standing there in a dark blue suit his eyes almost alight. He sits down opposite me and I gaze towards him. He takes his glass holds it up to me and with a single movement, we clink the glasses together he whispers softly. 
 
   "To us”, and that was the first night I dreamt about Adrian Black. 
 
   I awake to the sound of Big Ben echoing through the city. I sit up on the bed and stare out at the walls within my room. I am reminded of the dream I had last night did I really dream about Adrian Black? Was it just one of those dreams where you think you know what you have dreamt but really, it was something completely different? My mind just spins round thinking of him. I reach over and grab my phone to check for any emails but there is none. Unaware I open up my internet browser on my phone I quickly type in Google and I think that maybe there is more information about him on the internet. I type in his name and hit search. Many Adrian Black’s pop onto the screen, from a doctor to an actor, but then finally, Adrian Black businessperson. That must be him; I open up the page and wait for my phone to load. Finally, it opens and right there in black and white I see him, with a dark navy pin stripped suit on his hair the same way as the other night, his eyes almost glowing, and his mouth broad and strong. I scroll down the page but all I see is stuff about business, his generous donations to the local orphanage. That came as quite a shock I never expected him to be the type to donate to charity. KNOCK! I jump off the bed and run to the door. As I open, I see another bellman, this time an older shorter fatter one than yesterday. 
 
   “Miss Hart?”
 
    “Yes.”
 
    “I have a delivery for you.”
 
    This time it is not white roses but red and pink ones a huge bouquet much larger than the ones that came yesterday. 
 
   “Sir, are you sure these are for me?” I ask, 
 
   “Yes miss they are for you.”
 
    “I don’t suppose you know who sent them do you?”
 
    “No idea love but I think there is a card.”
 
    I take the flowers from the man and sit them down onto the table next to the other ones. I turn and when the man goes to close the door, I hear him say, 
 
   “Maybe you have a secret admirer.”
 
    I let out a little giggle and the door closes with a slight bang. I reach into the flowers to lift out the card I notice a little Black box. I reach in, grab it, and carefully begin to open it to see a pair of diamond studded earrings. I lean back trying to take all this in. I open the card and the words again like yesterday simply say, 
 
   “Enjoy.”
 
    I sit on the bed trying to wrap my head round this. Why would someone send me flowers and most of all why would they send expensive diamond earrings? I am very bewildered by this. I hear another knock at the door and this time I hear my dad say, 
 
   “Lanna are you up yet.”
 
    I go over open the door and let my dad in. 
 
   “Morning Dad.”
 
    “Yes morning to you to, what’s all this” He says looking at the flowers. 
 
   “They came this morning I think it’s just a hotel thing.”
 
    “I never received any?” He says looking suspicious. 
 
   “They maybe thought I’m here alone and wanted to be nice you know what hotels are like.”
 
    I give him a little smile and quickly change the subject. 
 
   “What do you have on today?”
 
    “That’s actually what I came to talk to you about, the meetings yesterday didn’t go so well we had to cut them short. The main company we tried to sell our products to, backed out at the last minute. However there is another office in talks today and I’m afraid I have meetings again all day.”
 
    “I see.” I say little disappointed. 
 
   “Lanna I’m very sorry but I really don’t have any time to take you to all your favorite places and I feel so guilty because I know this has been your dream ever since you were a little girl. I am not able to share these memories with you.”
 
    “Dad,” I say with a smile. “I understand really I do, it’s fine anyway I have met this girl and today we are going shopping so really I’m fine there is no need for all the guilt, I am having a wonderful time, really it couldn’t be better.” 
 
   “I’m glad you are having fun and that’s great you have a friend here and someone to share this with.” I smile at him and he gently squeezes my hand he gets up and heads out of the room.   
 
   I look out the window trying to assess the weather and what outfit to wear today. I go over to my suitcase and pull and pair of skinny jeans, a black and gold cashmere sweater and of course my Loubotins. I brush my teeth, wash my face apply a little blush and gloss, spray my hair with hairspray and check myself in the mirror. I am looking fine for day of shopping around Oxford Street. I grab my bag and head out the door. I wait in the cold busy street for Jessica; we agreed we would meet at my hotel then take a cab to the stores. After about ten minutes of waiting, I see Jessica walking to towards me. Her hair blonde is beautiful and flowing down her back. I must say she really is a pretty girl, with her little round face and pale white skin. She is wearing a pair of black jeans, a brown leather jacket with a red vest underneath and a pair of tired Converse tennis shoes. Not typically, the kind of outfit you would expect for a day shopping around Oxford Street. London’s most high end and luxury brand paradise. However, Jessica can really carry it off. 
 
   “Hey,” she says as she walks over.
 
    “It’s freezing today.” I say wishing I had brought a jacket. 
 
   “Really, this I warm for a December day.” 
 
   “I would hate to see it on a cold day then.” I say and with a little giggle and we start for the taxi rank.
 
    We arrive at Oxford Street and it is crowded and full of people. There are so many tourists. I look around, and to my horror, I do not see any stores I recognize, I look to Jessica and say. 
 
   “Jessica, where are all the stores?”
 
    “Right here Alanna.” She says with smirk. 
 
   “But where’s Harrods and Chanel, Dior, those kind of stores?” 
 
   “I had no idea you were after the luxury brands, but Harrods is down the street, come on let’s go.” 
 
   We enter Harrods and I really am in a state of shock, for my entire life all I ever wanted was to be in this store. When I was twelve, Daisy and I my (best friend at the time), used to go to Macys every Saturday and we would stay there all day, pretending we were in London and that we were swanning around Harrods. Waiting for our prince charming to come and sweep us off our feet. After and few months of that behavior, the store manager began to get annoyed and every time she seen us come in, she would send out the security guard and we would be told not to enter the store. However, here in Harrods it seems so different. As I look over to my right, I see two little boys playing on the floor with small wooden trains. On the other side there is a little red haired girl sitting on the back of rocking horse. What really strikes me is the shop assistants really do not seem to mind at all. After a long day of shopping, I have bought excessively too much stuff, a new handbag for my mom, a little white gold bracelet for Penelope, a big huge bottle of my dad’s favorite cologne - quarter the price of back home. For Sophie a white Swarovski hair clasp, when I saw it I just knew it would look great against the deep dark richness of Sophie's hair. I really could not ask Jessica to take me shopping and not get her anything. Therefore, I got her a little bottle of Chanel no 5. We are now sitting in a little coffee shop just outside of Harrods sipping away at our lattes and cupcakes,
 
   “I really can’t thank you enough Jessica.” I say. 
 
   “No problem it’s been fun?”
 
    “Yes of course it has can’t you tell from the way I am smiling from ear to ear?”
 
    “It is a bit of a giveaway! What kind of events do have while you’re here in town?” Jessica asks looking a little shifty. 
 
   “There is one other party I think my dad has to attend then unfortunately I have to go home to New York.”
 
    “Party, what kind of party,” 
 
   “I think it has something to do with the TV networks over here, but if I said for sure I would only be lying.”
 
    “I take it your dad is quite a powerful man then?”
 
    “I guess you could say you that, but hey he’s just dad to me.”
 
    “I would love to have your life.”
 
    “What? No believe me you wouldn’t.” 
 
   “Yes I really would I could go to all the parties meet all the cool people dance all night and sip champagne, but for me as good as it gets is serving the champagne.”
 
    “Jessica you have an amazing life here in London do you go to college?”
 
    “That’s a bit of a long story.”
 
    “We have plenty of time.” I say with a little smile. 
 
   Jessica fills me in about her family life and the fact they have some money issues. Jessica has to work two jobs to pay off her student loan, she lives in a small flat (as she calls it) on the eastside of town, but she is always around this area as it is easier to find work. She has two brothers who are both older so she is the baby of the family. Her mom and dad live a quiet life filled by staying in and watching the TV. She also told me that she is never been anywhere in her life, never left the UK, she does not even have a passport. 
 
   “So you see Alanna why I would trade lives with you?”
 
    “I know that life is maybe a little sucky for you right now, however you live in the most wonderful city in the whole world, if I lived here there would be no way I would leave.” I say to Jessica hoping to make her feel a little better.
 
    “You say that Alanna but come on would you really trade with me?” 
 
   “I wouldn’t trade with anyone your life is unique to you however you live it.” I see her press a little smile through her lips. 
 
   “You sure have a gift for making things sound wonderful Alanna it’s like you see the good in everything.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Nine
 
    
 
   When I arrive back at the hotel, my dad and Julian are all suited, booted, and ready for the party tonight. As for me, I am not looking forward to tonight. I do not know what it is but I feel an urge of boycott ever since I heard Jessica’s words on how hard her life is. I cannot help but feel selfish and spoilt, knowing that anything I want is just a click away. It really is not fair for a young girl like Jessica working two jobs and slaving away as a waiter on her nights off. All the while, the kind of people I am sure she is waiting on do not even have a clue she exists. I am sure; they’re all wrapped up in their own lives of plastic surgery money, and jealousy no doubt of the person right next to them. Checking out what they are wearing, where they shop, dine and what car they drive; eyeing each other up talking behind their backs, and no doubt sleeping with their best friends husbands. Jessica seems like such a nice person and she does not deserve to have the struggles she has.
 
   “Lanna are you ready?” My dad says as he knocks on the bathroom door. 
 
   “Yes Dad I will be right out.” 
 
   After I came back from shopping, I decided to take a long bath to get all the stresses of the day away. I check myself in the mirror and open the bathroom door to see my dad there on his Blackberry talking very fast and not making any sense to me. 
 
   “I will make sure I do that Mr Jenkins see you soon.” Was all I could make out? “What was all that about?” 
 
   “It is nothing for you to worry about.”
 
    He links his arm into mine and we head for the party. We arrive and as soon as my dad is in through the door there is a slim, grey haired man who quickly whisks him away to the back to meet some other people and, yet again, I find myself alone standing in a room full of strangers. I look around, as I always do at one of these events but the person, the only person that I could possibly be looking for, is nowhere in sight. I walk over to the bar and ask for a coke, the bartender quickly gives me my drink and immediately asks me where I am from. So I let the guy know where I’m from, what I’m doing here and that tonight is my last night and not only is tonight my last night in my dream city, but I’m here basically alone on New Year’s eve. 
 
   “Don’t you have a boyfriend or something?” The guy asks. 
 
   “No boyfriend.” I say looking down at the bar. 
 
   “How is that possible?” 
 
   “Quite easy actually”
 
    “You must have tons of blokes after you?”
 
    “I don’t.”
 
    “Come on be truthful.”
 
    “I am there are no guys after me, well except maybe Marco.”
 
    “See I knew there had to be one, what’s he like?”
 
    “He is an ass.”
 
    “Ha.” The bartender laughs. “Did you date him?” 
 
   “No he is more the kind of guy that is like, let’s not do dates just come away with me to Venice with my entire family for New Year’s.” 
 
   “Wow he must really like you then if he feels the need to take you away with his family.”
 
    “No it’s not that he likes me, it’s more of chance to show off kind of thing.”
 
    “What?
 
   Yeah really”
 
    “I can’t say that I ever did that.”
 
    “Are you single?” I ask.
 
    “No I’m married going on two years this February.”
 
    “What is that like?” 
 
   “Ha.” The bartender laughs again. “It’s not without its difficult moments that’s for sure but we do the best we can and hopefully that’s enough.” 
 
   “So are you in love?”
 
    “Of course I am do, you really think I would be married to someone I didn’t love?”
 
    “No, not exactly but where I’m from people marry for reasons in which love is not even considered.” 
 
   “Is that so?”
 
    “Yes.” 
 
   “What reasons could you marry someone if not to love them?”
 
    “The usual money, cars, trips to Europe the chance to feel financially safe, so they don’t have to go through life wanting for anything. Everything is there handed to them on a plate and love who needs love when you drive a Bentley?”
 
    “Surely you don’t think like that do you?”
 
    I take a deep breath and let out a sigh. “Actually, I am the complete opposite of that; sometimes I don’t think I belong there. I feel when I speak with all the girls I grew up with, they are all planning their life’s out like it’s been chosen for them but as for me I don’t know what I want but I know it most definitely is not that.”
 
   The bar is soon so crowded that I feel a little uncomfortable with all these old drunk men around pushing one another out the way to get their drinks. Therefore, I take my drink and my little clutch bag and head for a wander around the party. I walk through the mass of people and I cannot help but think, although I am bored and feeling alone and am sick of waiting for midnight to happen, that this really is a lovely party. Everyone looks like there having such a good time. Laughing and joking, over by the band there are a few older couples dancing looking far more in love than anyone could ever imagine. I take a long walk round to the other side where I see some younger people. I lean back against the wall and try not to show that I am eavesdropping on their conversation. I listen to their words and I come to realize, that the conversations are the same boring, snobbishness of the parties of Manhattan, it is the same mindless concern for anyone other than themselves. I begin get bored and I walk back further towards the door and to my surprise is that? No, it cannot be, is it? Yes, it is, out the corner of my eye I can see Adrian Black. I try to shift over a little so I can see him in a clear light. He is with a dark haired man, I would say younger than he is, but what do I know I thought that Adrian Black looked much older than twenty-five. There is a blonde haired woman standing next to him not nearly pretty enough for him. He stands in all his perfection looking like he stepped off the pages of a magazine, running his fingers through his hair as he speaks to his friend. As I stare more, I can see the woman trying her best for his attention but nothing she seems to do, even in the slightest bit interests him. She flicks her hair touches his arm and lets out little soft giggles. However, there still no interest from him. I am beginning to think that maybe she is doomed for the same treatment that Jessica received from this man. He turns to her and starts to say something I cannot make out so I move a little closer and I hear him say. 
 
   “Cara, I really think it’s time you left now, don’t you?”
 
    The woman looks devastated and turns to look at him trying to fight back tears as she says to him in a shallow voice. 
 
   “You are messed up; don’t ever talk to me again.”
 
    He looks at her smugly and says, “You know what don’t worry, I really won’t even think about you again I got what I wanted and you know what you are to me.”
 
    The woman cannot contain her tears as she races out the door. I cannot help but think, who does this guy think he is? Does he care about anyone or anything? What is his problem? What is his story? I jump out of thought, as my dad rushes up to me and he says, 
 
   “Only ten more minutes.”
 
    “What’s then more minutes?” I say looking confused. 
 
   “New Year off course, really Lanna what goes on in that head of yours, I will never know.”
 
    “Right of course New Year’s,” I say.
 
    “Let’s get ready come on over to the bar.” My dad says as he rushes me to the bar area. 
 
   I take a seat at the front and wait for him to order the drinks but yet again, another grey haired man pulls him to one side. This one looks as if he is in his early sixties and in need of a gym membership. I take a sip of my champagne and wait for my dad to come back over. All the while I cannot help but look around to see if Adrian Black is anywhere in sight. I look round but I cannot see him. I turn to the other side and there he is standing at the other end of the bar. He has a glass of water in one hand and a Blackberry in the other. He has huge smirk on his face as he reads whatever is on the screen of the shiny Black phone. I look over at him and I really hope that he does not see me. I do not want to have a replay of what happened the other night. With what I just heard him say to that poor girl, I really do not think that he is the type of person that I feel comfortable talking with. Whom am I kidding? I think to myself. I am so drawn to him it is like a moth to flame. As much as I try not to stare but I really cannot help it he is just too good looking, it is somewhat annoying for someone to look that good. Oh, crap! I see him looking over. He has a look of shock on his face to see me sitting there glaring over at him. He takes a sip of water and makes his way over to me. Crap! I think to myself what does he want, what am I going to do, and most of all what am I going to say? 
 
   “Hello again” He says in a cool tone. 
 
   “Hi.” I say to him trying to sound just as cool.
 
    “What brings you here tonight?” I think of the last time I said I was with my dad and that awful are you a daddy’s girl flashes round in my mind. “I’m here for the party.” I say trying not to show the despair in my voice. 
 
   “I never introduced myself the other night, I’m Adrian Black.” He looks at me waiting for a reply.
 
    “Nice to meet you Adrian Black"
 
    “You are Alanna am I right?”
 
    How does he know my name? I must have blurted it out the other night whilst he was interrogating me. 
 
   “Yes that’s right my name is Alanna.”
 
    “You have a lovely name, it really suits you.” Is this guy for real,
 
    “It’s just a name it doesn’t define a person.”
 
    “I couldn’t agree more.” He says smirking. “Do you live in London?” I pause as I answer. 
 
   “N-o I am from New York.” 
 
   “I go there a lot on business.”
 
    “Yeah, London New York there are a lot of connections between the two cities.”
 
    “Yes and what is it that you do?” 
 
   “I am just about to start my second year at Columbia University,” I say as I think is this guy actually being nice. Is he showing interest? 
 
   “What is that you study?”
 
    “Social studies, I am hoping to be a graduate next year and go on to become a social worker or something along those lines. I want to help the kids of the city that are homeless and have come from broken homes, one day I hope to start a private orphanage, somewhere I can help every child find a loving home.” I say with pride.
 
    I can see his face change like what I just said was something that maybe he is passionate about also. I feel the urge to ask him but scared of what his reaction might be I choose not to. 
 
   “Alanna may I ask you something?”
 
   “Of course” I say with absolute poise.
 
    “Have you ever had a boyfriend?”
 
    That is the same thing he asked Jessica but for me I have to answer truthfully, I look up into his green eyes and say 
 
   “No Adrian I have not had any boyfriends.”
 
    I catch a little smirk on the guys face like that was the best thing he had heard all year. I feel a sudden nudge, I turn and my dad is right behind me. 
 
   “Lanna its time,” “seven, six, five, four, three, two, one.”
 
    “Happy new year,” I hear everyone in the room shout. 
 
   “Happy new year,” My dad says and he takes me in his arms and gives me a big hug.
 
    “Happy New Year, Dad.”
 
    My dad’s colleagues rush over to rejoice in the New Year’s celebrations. As for me I look over to Adrian Black, where he is standing with the dark haired man he looks over at me, and mouths. 
 
   “Happy New Year,” 
 
   I nod back in agreement and let out a smile as he turns and walks away I can’t help but think that guy  is such a mystery. 
 
   The next morning I wake up nice and early after all I only have a few hours before I have to start packing for home. I finish my breakfast and go over to the side table where my phone is. I slide open the top drawer of the table and pull out the two little white envelopes and the small round Black box. As I read the words, again I start to think of who could be sending me these gifts. The thing that strikes me most about this is no one knows I am here except from my mom and Sophie but they were just as puzzled by this as me. I take out the round earrings that it is clear to see is real diamonds they are white and princess cut. They must have cost a lot but who would send them? Then it hits me 
 
   “Marco.” 
 
   I cannot believe I never thought of it before. He knows I am in London and somehow found out where I am staying. It is he; he is the only person it can be. I sit on the bed and try to come to terms with what I have now found out. I sit and try think of reason for him sending me the gifts after I turned him down. It is now clear for me see he sent the gifts he simply said, 
 
   “Enjoy,”
 
    Each time trying to fool me into thinking, it was someone else. The email, which I have never received before, the phrase 
 
   “Look what you’re missing.”
 
    What he had said to me that night at the party 
 
   “I will take you shopping buy you anything you want.”
 
    That is the reason for the earrings a clue for me to edge closer into thinking it was he all the time. I reach over and grab my phone I quickly start to compose a text to Sophie, 
 
   Sophie I think I know who is sending me the flowers and the earrings its Marco it has to be him there is no one else. Text back when you get this all my love Alanna 
 
   I place my phone on my lap and sit patiently as I await Sophie’s reply. I don’t know what I am feeling right now if it’s a relief that I now have a suspect someone to point all my frustrations at or am I sad that maybe just maybe I wished that on some level it would have been someone else someone I didn’t know. At least then, I would not have to see their faces every day and wonder what they were thinking. BEEP my phone, I slide to unlock and see a message from Sophie, 
 
   Alanna you are right it must be him.
 
   I reply, but why, 
 
   It is obvious there is only one reason Alanna and that is that he cares about you. I went into the city yesterday and I ran into Elliot. He told me that Marco is having a terrible time over in Venice. Apparently, he is lying in his room all day and did not even come out to wish his family a ‘happy new year’. Elliot, thinks it is due the fact that he is pining away after some girl:  the girl is you Alanna. 
 
   I take a deep breath as I read her words for the third time. I do not understand why I have such an effect on Marco it is not as if we have any type of history. I reply, 
 
   Sophie I have no words to describe the way I feel right now. I simply just do not understand Marco at all. 
 
   BEEP! Another message from Sophie 
 
   So is your flight home today?
 
   Yes tonight at six, I am totally dreading the packing
 
   How was your night last night? Did you have a happy new year?
 
   I had the event with my dad it was boring without you however I did have a little fun! 
 
   Oh, do tell!
 
   Where do I start, I fill Sophie in on last night’s events not leaving out a single detail.
 
   I cannot believe someone like him exists how you can stand to be around him. 
 
   Sophie if you saw him you would see my reason.
 
   Even so, he sounds like an arrogant ass to me.
 
   Maybe he is but I feel that there is so much more to him. When I stared into his eyes, I felt as if there was pain in them maybe a traumatic experience or something. There is more than meets the eye with this one! 
 
   Sounds like you maybe have a little thing for him Alanna.
 
   No, I do not; I am just interested that is all.
 
   The sheer fact that you describe him as the most beautiful, living, breathing thing you have ever laid eyes on has nothing to do with it. 
 
   I feel a little stunned by Sophie’s words she is never as judgmental as this. I feel uneasy about the way this is going so I decide to change the subject. 
 
   Any way Sophie what has been going on since I have been away any news?
 
   No just the same old stories the same old cat fights the same old Manhattan!
 
   Does it ever change is there ever anything going on, that is not to benefit some ulterior motive?
 
   I guess not. Alanna it is time for me to go just now I am about to head out but I guess I will see you soon? 
 
   I will be home tonight or maybe in the morning I am not sure all I know is that I am dreading it!
 
   You will be fine! 
 
   I know see you when I see you! 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Ten
 
   After I am finished packing, I walk over to the window to have one last look at the streets of London. I see the tourist information point where I went on my first day. Over in the distance quite far away I can see the London eye, the place I had met Jessica. I look down at the sidewalk next to the door of the hotel and there is a black Lamborghini parked. As I look closer, I can see a man sitting on his phone. He looks familiar to me but where have I seen him before? I rack my brain but nothing. Then it hits me, it is the dark haired man, who I saw with Adrian Black last night. I am sure of it, I lean closer and yes, it is the guy from last night. I think why he is here. Maybe Adrian Black has been staying in this hotel, while I was here. Possibly the dark haired man is there sitting on his phone waiting for Adrian Black. I take a deep breath thinking shall I get out and talk to this man. I cannot, he would think I was crazy, right? On the other hand, maybe not, I try to convince myself that it is the only thing to do. With a walk so fast, that I almost trip again, but this time I stay fully balanced. I open the door and step out unknowing I step on something rather jagged, ouch my foot hurts, I look down and there is a single red rose lying at my door. I pick it up and look around for a card. However, this time there is no card, no bellman and no earrings just a simple red rose. I step back into the room and rush over to the window. There I see the black car still sitting there, but now there is not one man in the car but there are two and one may just be Adrian Black. As quickly as I can breathe, the car speeds away and all that I am left, with is this state of panic. I start to feel a little dizzy so I sit down on the bed, as I lay I think that Adrian Black may just be the one thing that I don’t have all the answers for. Sitting back up and as I wait for my eyes to clear, I reach over and grab my phone. I try to focus my eyes on the screen but it is too hard my eyes are full of fog. I shut them then open them again but still they are not clearing. I lay back down resting my head against the pillow I close my eyes again but this time for longer and I start to fall asleep. 
 
   I walk into a huge office where everything is white. There is massive white desk with a blonde haired man sitting behind it. As he sees me, he stands up to greet me. “Miss Hart please right this way Mr Black is waiting for you.” I follow the man up the long hallway and into a little room, where there is a water dispenser at one side and coffee machine the other. I look all around wondering what I am doing here what has Adrian Black been waiting for. 
 
   “Have a seat; Amanda will be in shortly to show you where to go.” 
 
   “Okay.” I say so quite I am surprised he heard me. I take a seat and wait patiently. 
 
   “Hello Alanna,” I hear a woman say as the door bursts open.
 
    “How are you today?”
 
    “A little confused,” I say, 
 
   “Why is that?” 
 
   “I have no idea why I am here.”
 
    “Why dear, you are here to see your husband Adrian.”
 
    “My husband, what when did that happen?”
 
    With a loud bang, I jolt up out of the bed and I am awake once again. I fix my hair a little and I go over to the door, I open it to find a bellman waiting there with a trolley for my suitcases. 
 
   “All ready to go miss?”
 
    “Is it that time already?”
 
    “Yes I am afraid so miss.”
 
    “Then come on in, I will just get my bags, I won’t be a second.”
 
    I go into the bathroom and pick up a few of the hair products, my toothbrush etc. I throw them into my wash bag and head out the room, all the while I cannot get that dream out of my head. I cannot believe I dreamt that Adrian Black was my husband, of all things how random. Still it was a dream that I did not want to wake from. I hand over all my suitcases to the bellman and check over the room in case I left anything behind. On the table, I can see the first bouquet of flowers and next to it the second, and there laying on the bed I see the single red rose that got me all flustered that I almost couldn’t see. I take one good long look out the window, where I was so sure that I saw Adrian Black. I close my eyes for a second and think back on his words. 
 
   “Remember me.” The one thing I was sure of was that I always would. 
 
   My dad, Julian and I all share a car to the airport. 
 
   “Did you enjoy London?” My dad asks. 
 
   “Yes.” I say.
 
   ” You look a little sad sweetie is there something wrong?”
 
    “No nothing’s wrong, I am just a little sad that we have to go home now that’s all.”
 
    “I know it was just a flying visit but London will always be here you can always come back you know?” My dad says in a sympathetic tone. 
 
   “I know but there is just something about now in London, that feels it may never be the same a second time you know?”
 
    “I can’t say that I do but I am pleased you enjoyed it Even if you don’t want to come home with me,” My dad says with a little smile. I let out a giggle and grab my dad’s hand. 
 
   “Thanks for an amazing trip.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Eleven
 
    
 
   I am now home and back to reality. Last night Sophie and I stayed up late talking about my trip and looking through pictures of London. Sophie was saying how much she wished she were there. All I could think of was that night when I first saw Adrian Black. The way I was so mesmerized by his looks, the cool aura of his presence will stay with me forever. 
 
   “Alanna you ready?”
 
    “Yes,” I say feeling so tired that I wish I did not have to go into the city. However, I really cannot put it off any longer. Sophie and I have to go to Columbia and pick up our class schedules for next semester. When we arrive, I go straight to the main office and ask for mine, but Sophie does not, she gets distracted by some girl and stands for ages discussing god knows what. 
 
   “Sophie.” I say a little too loudly, she turns around with a look of shock one her face. She turns back to the girl, says something, and starts to walk over to me. 
 
   “Alanna what’s wrong?”
 
    “Nothing,” I say quietly.  
 
   “Come on Alanna you all most brought the roof down I know there is something up?” 
 
   “I guess I am a little tired,” I say feeling guilty after my outburst.
 
    “Sorry Alanna I should have guessed, you had a long flight and you never slept much last night, I am sorry for dragging you along today.”
 
    “Never mind,” I say as I link into Sophie and we head for the main office once again. I wait outside as Sophie goes into the office. 
 
   “Alanna,” I hear someone shout. 
 
   “Alanna,” I hear again. I turn around to find Marco standing there. 
 
   “Oh Alanna your home,”
 
    “Yes Marco here I am.”
 
    “How was your trip?” He asks, and I cannot help but wonder is he fishing to see if I know that he sent the gifts? 
 
   “Yes it was great Marco and yours?”
 
    “Same old, nothing over exciting,”
 
    “It didn’t look that way from your photo Marco.”
 
    “Oh right, that was just another day at the beach for me,”
 
    “Alanna.” Marco says again giving me no time to reply to his previous comment. “Have you thought any about what I said to you before the New Year?”
 
    “Marco,” I say in a soft tone. “I can’t say that I have, I think it would be better if you know now, that I don’t think of you that way.” I see his face drain of color so I start again, “if you want we can try to be friends.” 
 
   “Friends?” he says looking annoyed. 
 
   “Alanna I have so many friends, do you really think I need another one?”
 
    “I don’t know, if you care about me in the way you say you do then friends should be enough.” 
 
   “No I don’t need you as a friend; I don’t need you at all if that’s all you’re going to be.” 
 
   “Marco, I really don’t want to upset you but I feel you need to know the truth. I don’t want to lead you on or give you false hope I am not that kind of girl.”
 
    “No you’re just the kind of girl that’s thinks you are above everyone and everything.”
 
    “No I am not.”
 
    “Marco, you know I don’t think like that, everyone knows I am not that type.”
 
    “Maybe Alanna you have everyone fooled.”
 
    “Don’t say that Marco, really why are you being like this?”
 
    “I am sick of you Alanna.”
 
    “Why are you sick of me because I won’t go out with you?” 
 
   “No,” 
 
   “Then, why Marco?”
 
    “You just annoy me Alanna.”
 
    “Marco I think this conversation is over.” I say as I turn my back to him. 
 
   “Alanna what was that all about?” Sophie says as she walks over.
 
    “Just Marco being Marco,” 
 
   “Still it didn’t look very pleasant,”
 
    “At least now he knows where he stands and hopefully he will get the message and won’t send any more gifts.” 
 
   Sophie and I stop at our favorite coffee shop while we are here in the city. As we sit and sip our lattes I can hear Sophie talking but have no clue what she is saying. 
 
   “Alanna what’s up with you?”
 
    “Nothing,” I say. 
 
   “Come on you have been acting strange all day I know when there is something bothering you.” Without me, even saying a word Sophie says, “It’s him isn’t it?” I look down at the table. “Alanna, why does he affect you so much?” 
 
   “I really don’t know, Sophie he just does.” 
 
   “What was so great about him apart from his looks?”
 
    “Everything, the way he moves, the way he talks, his eyes.”
 
    “What do think is going to happen with you and him Alanna?” 
 
   “I have no Idea, but I feel as if there is more to come. I cannot just let that be the last time I see him, I cannot go on not being around him. I can’t live my life not knowing what his story is; I know there is more there has to be.”
 
    “Alanna what can you do, he lives in London, did you ever stop to think this guy might be a weirdo?” 
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
    “Think about it Alanna, the guy only dates blondes your blonde, he asks every girl he dates how many boyfriends she has had. The guy seems as if he talks to girls like they are dirt, everyone you talked to in London told you he was messed up perhaps they are right.”
 
    “I don’t think he is messed up, he possibly has a few issues, but who hasn’t?”
 
    “Alanna listen to yourself, this is not you.”
 
    “Yes it is.”
 
    “I know you won’t want to hear this, but Alanna I am your friend and I wouldn’t be a very good one if I didn’t say this to you. But I think that you should forget him, he seems like he is trouble and Alanna you don’t need that in your life.”
 
    “Sophie I can’t forget him, don’t you think I have tried?”
 
    “Alanna you seem consumed by this guy.”
 
    With Sophie’s words, I look away and back to her again and I say. “I have never felt this way in my life.” Sophie shakes her head and turns away. I cannot believe Sophie’s reaction; I do not understand why she is acting this way. She has never even laid eyes on Adrian Black so why should she get to judge? I cannot help but think if this were Sophie, if she was the one who met him, then she would be acting in the very same way. 
 
   Twelve
 
    
 
   By the next morning, I feel much more rested and more like me. I rush into the bathroom and take a long hot shower. I blow dry my hair and quickly change into today’s outfit. I head down the stairs and pour myself a coffee. I take a seat and open up my laptop. As I scroll through my emails, I find one from Portia and with a little excitement; I open up the email to read,
 
   Hi, Alanna I hear your home from London how was your trip. We must catch up soon Portia. 
 
   I reply, Portia hi,
 
   Yes my trip was great I would love to catch up just say when, Alanna. I hit send and go back to my inbox, no more emails to reply to so I shut my laptop and slide it out in front of me. KNOCK! There is someone at the door, I go over and open it to find a deliveryman with a little red bag. 
 
   “Miss Hart.”
 
    “Yes,” I say looking surprised. I never thought that Marco would still be sending gifts after what had happened yesterday. I take the bag from the man and ask once again. 
 
   “I don’t suppose you know who this is from?” 
 
   “Miss, I do but I was told not to say.” 
 
   “Huh.”
 
    “Now if you would excuse me I must go.” 
 
   “Wait,” I shout. “You can’t just walk off, please tell me who is sending me these gifts.” 
 
   “I can’t miss, I would get sacked.”
 
    “Just one clue please Sir.” The man turns and walks over, “Miss there will be a lot more of this, every day in fact, I have been given a load of boxes, little bags flowers, chocolates that sort of stuff and I have to deliver one to you each day. In time, sooner than you think he will reveal himself to you.” 
 
   “What,” I choke out, “But why?” 
 
   “Isn’t it clear Miss, he loves you.”
 
    With that, the man is gone. I go back into the house. I take a seat in the living room and try to wrap my head around all this. Why was someone going to all this trouble? Why was I the recipient of these gestures? I try to compose myself as I hold the little red bag. I look inside and there are two little boxes. A black one and the other, is white with a love heart on the front. I open up the first box and what I find is a key. Not to a house but it looks like a key to a car. I lift out the key to have a closer look and there written on the other side are the words (Lamborghini). I quickly close the box and open the other one. I find a circular black diamond pendent hanging from a white gold diamond chain. I smile at the sight of the necklace but wonder about the car keys. It is an expensive luxury car and I could not imagine anyone giving one away as a gift, I rack my brain but there is no answer to why. I lift up the keys again and gaze at them, I have the key to Lamborghini, but the car is nowhere in sight.  
 
   Who is he? I wonder as I sip coffee, when it was just a few bouquets of flowers and pair of earrings, I was so sure that it was Marco. He was the only person I thought at the time, who could possibly be doing this. Somehow, now I do not feel as if there is any chance at all that it is Marco. He does not own a Lamborghini actually; I know that he does not even like them. The time and effort in which has been put into this whole thing speaks for itself. I have never known Marco to plan anything in life, let alone care enough about someone to go to all this trouble. I cannot lie and say that I am not a little worried about this. Although, it seems like a sweet thing that someone cares enough to send me all these little gifts and beautiful flowers. Out there, somewhere is the man that is doing this. How do I know that he is not a stalker? How do I know that he does not watch my house every night? Am I sure that this man is not dangerous? It all seems a little obsessive to me. However, I would be lying if I said I was not intrigued. An hour or so later, I am cooking dinner and I am feeling a little uneasy being in the house alone. Therefore, I have locked all the doors just in case. When Sophie comes home to find all the doors locked, I see that she is rather worried; I try my best not to let her see the fear that is inside me. So instead, I make her believe that my dad heard there was some weirdo on the loose and has insisted that I keep all my doors locked, all of the time. After all Sophie was a little judgmental yesterday when I was talking to her about Adrian Black, I really hate to think what she would make of all this. I have decided not to say anything to her. Whatever gifts I receive from now on, I will hide them up the stairs in an old shoebox under my bed. The only thing I will have to worry about is if Sophie answers the door to the deliveryman. If that does happen I will have to concoct a story so perfect that she simply has no doubts. 
 
   “Dinner smells good,”
 
    “Yeah it will be ready in ten minutes.”
 
    “I just had the most stressful day.” Sophie says holding her head in her hands. “What happened?” I say.
 
    “I had to go back over to Columbia today to pick up my revised schedule.”
 
    “Yes.” 
 
   “On my way out of the office I ran into Chelsea.”
 
    “Never,”
 
    “Yes it was the most painful conversation I think I have ever had in my entire life.” 
 
   “What did she say?” I ask.
 
    “Just saying she was sorry, she never meant to hurt me, but she loves Chace and she wishes that we could put all this behind us and try to move on.”
 
    “The cheek what does she thinks she is?”
 
    “I know but the worst thing is almost felt sorry for her.”
 
    "How could you possibly feel sorry for her?”
 
    “I just felt as if maybe she really didn’t mean to hurt me, maybe she and Chace are meant to be together and that I maybe have a different path to follow.” 
 
   “Sophie,” I begin to say but stop myself. 
 
   Is Sophie actually moving on from Chace? Has she finally come to terms with what happened? 
 
   “Sophie I think that is a really brave thing for you to do, it just shows that you are the much bigger person.” 
 
   “I have been moping around for weeks but somehow now, I feel at peace with everything. I don’t know if it was the whole New Year thing but I feel different Alanna.”
 
    I am so glad,” I say going over to her and giving her a hug. 
 
   “I really couldn’t have got through this without you Alanna.” I flash her simile. 
 
   After dinner I go up to my bedroom and switch on my laptop I lay back on my bed and log into my emails I look over to right of the screen and have a quick glance to see who Is online Jessica’s name sticks out at me so I open the instant message chat box and compose a message, 
 
   Alanna: Hi Jessica 
 
   I tap my finger rapidly on my laptop as I await a reply
 
   Jessica: Hello, Alanna how are you?
 
   Alanna: I am fine thanks, and you.
 
   Jessica: Working hard, are you glad to be home.
 
   Alanna: I have mixed feelings about it. 
 
   Jessica: Really, I thought you were missing your family and friends.
 
   Alanna: Yeah I was, but I think it had more to with the fact that it was New Year’s than anything else. 
 
   Jessica: I see. So how is your family?
 
   Alanna: Yeah-fine thanks and yours?
 
   Jessica: The same old routine over here, I wish I were in New York. 
 
   Alanna: Ha, have you been working any events recently?
 
   Jessica: I had one the other night it was a company’s ten-year anniversary party so that was worth the pay packet.
 
   Alanna: Was anyone in particular there? I ask trying to seem laid back about the question. 
 
   Jessica: Are you referring to Adrian Black?
 
   I pause as I type wondering if I should say yes or no. I go with the truth and type,
 
   Alanna: Yes him. 
 
   Jessica: Sorry Alanna but he was not there, actually I do not think anyone has seen him since the New Year!
 
   Alanna: Really, what ever happened to him?
 
   Jessica: He will be around somewhere, Alanna do not worry!
 
   Alanna: I am not worried, does he not have a company or something. How could he just disappear, I am sure he has many responsibilities?   
 
   Jessica: I don’t think he has disappeared, I hear of him going to France a lot so maybe he went there after the New Year for a bit of a break. Who knows he is a messed up bloke.
 
   Alanna: Everyone says he has issues, but why, I do not understand what is so bad about him.
 
   Jessica: The way the bloke acts for one thing, do you know there is not one bit of gossip or hearsay about his childhood. No one knows where he came from or what his parents are like. 
 
   Alanna: Perhaps he is just private about things like that. Tell me Jessica, when you first heard of him.
 
   Jessica: It was about three years ago when he started his own company. All the newspapers where raving about this self-made millionaire at the age of twenty-one.
 
   Alanna: When you first saw him, did you think there was more to him?
 
   Jessica: I definitely thought he was different from everyone else, I never expected him to look the way he does. 
 
   Alanna: If you look past his looks Jessica, do you not see sadness in his eyes?
 
   Jessica: I never thought about it.
 
   Alanna: I cannot figure him out. 
 
   Jessica: Does he puzzle you? 
 
   Alanna: Yes, more than anyone else ever has.  
 
   The next morning I awake much earlier than Sophie does so I can be the first to get the door. I pace up and down the living room as I wait for Sophie to come down the stairs, I cannot contain myself I wonder what today will bring. Sophie rushes down the stair and to my relief she says she is running late for a shopping trip with her mom. She opens the door and I run over, and look outside to see if there is anyone there. As Sophie jumps into her car, I can hear the sound of another car pulling up. I bite my lip and I try to wave off Sophie as quickly as I can so I do not have to explain anything today. My plan works and Sophie starts the engine and drives out of the driveway. I wait in the doorway-hoping see the small fair-haired man I saw yesterday. As I watch him walk up the drive, I feel my heart beating a little too fast, is today the day that I find out who he is? 
 
   “This is a good sign.” The man says laughing. 
 
   “Miss Hart, I think you know the drill by know, I have a little something for you.”
 
    I do not say a word instead; I just stand there looking at this man. He has a friendly smile on his face, I see him holding a white box. 
 
   “This is for you,” The man says, handing it to me. 
 
   “What is it?” I ask. 
 
   “I have no idea it’s just something he wants you to have.”
 
    “Sure why else would he send it?” I say a little sarcastic. “The box you gave me yesterday was keys to car, a Lamborghini.” 
 
   “I knew this guy was rich but a Lamborghini.” 
 
   “Sir, I am a little confused, he sends me keys but there is no car what is this man all about?” 
 
   “Miss, as I told you yesterday I really can’t tell you anything about him. He will let you know who he is when he is ready, until then you have to receive all the packages.”
 
    “Okay then.”
 
    “There is one other thing I was supposed to ask you today.” 
 
   “Are you happy?”
 
    “What?”
 
    “He wants to know if you are happy.”
 
    “You can tell him that I am not happy, I am sick of all the secrecy and the gifts, I can’t be bought.”
 
    “Miss I know this must be hard for you, but the way this guy feels about you is really special, he has never did anything like this in his life and I think he has been waiting all his life for you.”
 
    “All his life, how old is he?”
 
    “What?”
 
    “I said how old is he?” 
 
   “What does that matter?”
 
    “I really hope he is not some old weird guy that’s trying to buy younger girl affections.” 
 
   “Miss, he is most certainly not an old weird guy.”
 
    “Now I really have to go, I do have other deliveries you know besides you.”
 
    After I watch the man leave I go back into the house. I lock the door behind me and take a seat up at the kitchen. I put the box on the counter then start unwrapping the outer packaging. I slip off the cellophane wrapping to reveal a box. It is very clear to see what he has given me. A Blackberry, as I open the box I discover inside there is a little white envelope just like the ones on the flowers. Inside there is a note which reads, 
 
   “I don’t have your telephone number so here is a phone that only I have the number for please wait for my call.”
 
    I take out the white phone from the box to see that the phone is on. I begin to search through the phone, to see if there are any more clues as to who this is. I look in the messages but there is none. I look through the contacts but also there is none. There are no pictures, no emails no nothing on this phone; it is just a blank canvas. I lean back in my chair still not really taking all this in. It was hard enough to accept when it was, flowers and jewelry I was receiving, but now that this man has sent me a phone, I begin to think that this is getting more serious. 
 
   I try to do a few things around the house to distract myself from checking the phone every few minutes. I have already cleaned the kitchen and the living room. It is only after one, so I grab my purse and of course my new phone and head out the door. I make sure I lock the door behind me, still with that feeling of uneasiness. 
 
   I take a drive along the coastal route and park my car halfway along the beach. Whenever I feel like I need to think, this is always where I find myself ending up. I walk along the beach looking out at the water. As I gaze at the open sea, I feel immediately a sense of calm. I make my way further along the beach to the little white hut that sells cold refreshments. In the cold bitterness of winter, I decide to get a hot latte and a cinnamon waffle. I sit down at the nearest bench, next to an older woman she is sitting alone with a little black dog at her feet. Her face seems emotional as she stares out at the sea. I feel that maybe I am making her feel uneasy so I turn away and begin to eat my waffle. Somehow, I feel drawn to this woman, I do not really know what it is, but I feel like maybe she is familiar to me. I pick up courage and turn to face her. 
 
   “Excuse me mam, are you okay?”
 
    The woman turns to look at me but does not answer, so I decide to take a different approach I say. 
 
   “I just love the sea don’t you?”
 
    The woman looks again but still no answer. 
 
   “Do you come here a lot? I always seem to find myself here whenever I have something on my mind, is there anything on your mind mam?” 
 
   “I only come here when I need to think back,” she says in a rough voice. 
 
   “Do you want to talk?” I ask moving a little closer. 
 
   “No!” “You are just like him, always talking shut up go away, leave me alone!” 
 
   I jump up in surprise, I walk away but I glance back to her she really looks familiar but I just cannot place her anywhere.
 
   Driving home, I turn up the radio so loud I cannot hear myself think. However, after the day I have had, that is really all I want just now not to hear my thoughts. For they will be overtaken by the looming phone call I am so impatiently waiting for. As the car comes to halt at the red light, I take a glance in my rear view mirror. What is that? No it could not possibly be. I turn my head around, and gaze out the back window of the car and yes, what I see is what I thought, it is a black Lamborghini. I pause and think is this man following me? Am I in danger? As the light flashes to green, I push my foot down as far as it will go on the gas pedal. I try my best to dodge my way through the mid-afternoon traffic, all the while keeping one eye on the black shiny car that is I getting ever so close to me now. I just manage to catch the next light but the car behind does not. I whizz around the streets and start to go up the hill, if make a left turn here I can take a shortcut to my house. I make the turn and there it is my little brownstone cottage style house with a white picket fence and red blossoming roses climbing up the outer walls. My house is a little tired looking but certainly, that is part of its charm. I pull into the drive and Sophie’s car is not here. So as quickly, as my feet will carry me I run into the house, lock the door and breathe a sigh of relief. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Thirteen
 
    
 
   That night as I lay in my bed, with my new Blackberry under my pillow for safekeeping, I think of the woman that I saw today at the beach. How familiar her face looked. The way she spoke it was as if, real pain was in her voice. I have never met that woman before, so what was it about her that got me so interested, was it that she reminded me of someone? 
 
   I am back in my car only this time there is no way out, the black Lamborghini has me trapped. I look desperately for a way out but the car is so close to me it is hard for me to see any which way. I turn around and look out the back window only to see there is a long grey wall. I am trapped there is no way out. I look down at my lap where my phone is and to my horror, there is blood everywhere. All over my hands and on the seat next to me, the entire car is bursting with blood, and I try to get out but the wall is restricting me from doing so. I climb over onto the other seat where there is no wall, I push open the door and the white Blackberry begins to ring. Filled with terror and my hands stained with blood, I answer the phone. 
 
   “Hello,” I say in a shaken voice. 
 
   “Alanna,” I hear a harsh voice say. I cannot speak my lips are frozen. I turn around to see the door of the other car open, and the person who comes out is not who I expected. I wake suddenly with sweat pulsing from my body. I sit up straight and try to shake off the feeling I have. What was that? I look down to make sure there is no blood only to see my hands shaking too violently. I place my hand on my chest and feel it beat much too fast. What is happening to me? Why am I having dreams like this? I think that all the worry and dread about who this mystery man is, has started to take its toll on me. I look over to my alarm clock and see that it is 5.30am. It is much too early to get up but I need to use the bathroom after the dream I just had. I open the door switch the light on and look at myself in the mirror. The reflection I see is a mere shadow of the girl I used to know. Her big brown eyes have lost their sparkle and with big black circles underneath them. Her face is so pale and emotional, how could someone who loved her put her through so much? I get back into bed and try to fall asleep once again, and wish that the dream I just had does not reoccur. When I wake up at 7.30am all I feel is dread. Am I in for another day like the one I had yesterday? Something inside of me is telling me to be scared. I feel as if there is something about to happen. I get out of bed as if it is a chore. I slowly walk down the stairs and slump on the couch. 
 
   “Alanna are you okay? You look terrible.” Sophie says with a concerned look. 
 
   “Yes, I am alright, just had a bit of a rough night that’s all.”
 
    “Did you not sleep or something?”
 
    “I had a nightmare,” I say. 
 
   “Oh for heaven sake what was it about?” 
 
   I search for something to say I cannot tell Sophie the truth, knowing the way she would act. 
 
   “I can’t remember.” 
 
   “That’s the worst kind, when you wake all sweating and heart beating fast, oh it gives me the shivers just thinking about it.” 
 
   “What do you have on today?” I ask changing the subject in case I slip up and tell Sophie everything.
 
    “My dad needs some help at the hotel today.” 
 
   “That will be different; you haven’t worked there in a while.”
 
    “I know but I always feel a little strange whenever I do.” 
 
   “Being the boss’s daughter, it must be hard for them to take you seriously?”
 
    “I always feel like I have something to prove.”
 
    “It’s hard huh?”
 
    “It’s a job for sure.” 
 
   Sophie makes us both breakfast and then leaves for the city. As soon as Sophie is out of the door I make sure, I lock it behind her. I take the white phone out from the pocket of my silk robe. I have a look to see if there are any messages but there is none. I fancy another cup of coffee so I go over to the pot and pour myself a cup, KNOCK! 
 
   “Oh crap,” I shout aloud. 
 
   The knock came as such a shock that I have dropped the cup and the coffee pot and they are now laying all over the floor in a million pieces. I carefully step over the broken glass and make my way over to the door. I open the door and there he is the same little fair-haired deliveryman for the third day in a row. 
 
   “Miss, are you alright?” he says. 
 
   I look down at the ground and pull my robe a little tighter. 
 
   “Actually, all this has kind of started to take its toll a little bit.” 
 
   “You don’t say, for what it is worth I am sorry Miss if this has caused you any inconvenience.”
 
    “I know you are just doing your job, but to tell you the truth I am scared of all this.”
 
    “Why are you scared?”
 
    “Last night, I felt as if I was being followed by someone.”
 
    “Miss I can assure you that on one wants to hurt you or cause you pain in any way.”
 
    “Is that right?”
 
    “I used to be a cop, so do you really think I would be delivering these packages to you if I thought that you were in any type of danger?”
 
    “No,” I say. 
 
   “Today all I have for you is this letter.” 
 
   I go back into my house and sit up at the kitchen ignoring the mess that lies on the floor I open the plain white envelope to read. 
 
   Dear Alanna, 
 
   I cannot begin to describe the way you make me feel. I have tried to send you gifts and to show how much I care, but nothing I do seems to give me the satisfaction that I so desperately crave. From the first moment I laid eyes on you, I knew you were the one that I was waiting for. You must be thinking all this is a bit strange and that I am possibly playing a game with you. What you have to come to understand is that I have no idea how to act around a female. I never had a good relationship with the only female I have ever known my mother. Therefore, you must forgive me if I get it wrong. I want to treat you right and the only way I know how, is by sending you luxury gifts. I hope you will stick with me a little longer I could not bear the thought of not having you in my life. The only problem I have is that it is three thousand miles to you. 
 
    
 
   I walk up the stairs to my room and I read over the letter for a third time and still I do not seem to take in the words if have just read. Who could this be? I try to rack my brain to for a name but nothing comes to mind. My life right now seems like a haze, a mass of thick fog that never seems to clear. I just do not feel like myself. I carefully store the letter away in the shoebox under my bed. I would love nothing more than to discuss this with my friend Sophie, but fearing her reaction I have no one to turn to. I hear one of the phones that are lying on my bed go off, so I walk over and lift my iPhone but only to see there is no messages. I quickly lift the white phone and there it was my first message from the man that has got me rattled. 
 
   Alanna are you okay. I talked to my deliveryman and he said you were a little on edge, if there is anything I can do to ease your worry please feel free to ask. 
 
   I reply
 
    I do not know who you are. How can I be sure that you are not dangerous? 
 
   I would never harm you in any way; I know it must be difficult for you. You do not know who I am, but believe me there is a reason I do not want you to know.
 
   What is the reason? You must know you are not doing yourself any justice by keeping it from me.
 
   I feel there is no other way. 
 
   What would you say if I told you that I am no longer going to accept the gifts you send?
 
   Then I would just send more until you had no other choice but to accept them.  
 
   I will go to the police.
 
   What could they do, you do not know who I am. 
 
   I do not really like your tone, I think maybe you should stop all this. 
 
   Do you really want me to stop? 
 
   Maybe if you would just tell me who you are, then I could get to know you properly.
 
   I would love nothing more, than for you to get to know me. However If you knew who I was, then maybe you would not be so eager. 
 
   I would be, I want to get to know you.
 
   Before I could tell you, I would need you to do something for me first. 
 
   Okay, anything,
 
   Tell me about your childhood. 
 
   What would like to know?
 
   Was it nice?
 
   Yes.
 
   Did you ever have the feel of abandonment?
 
   No. 
 
   Could you ever love someone that was bad?
 
   I do not believe that any one is all-bad there is good in everyone on this earth It just takes one other person to see it.
 
   However, could you love them?
 
   Yes. 
 
   Then my name is Adrian Black.
 
   I almost fall to the ground, when finally I see the name of the person responsible for all this. I take my mind back to the night I first saw him remembering the way he looked. The way I felt under in his presence, the urge of anticipation, his eyes glowed and he infatuated me. It was as if I needed him before my life could be complete. I write back to him taking a deep breath. 
 
   Hello Adrian, that was not so hard now was it?
 
   You have no idea, are you surprised.
 
   Yes I am, how did you know where I lived?
 
   I have contacts and that type of thing is not that hard to find out.    
 
   I never expected it to be you, but I was kind of hoping it was.
 
   
  
 
Why would you want it to be me?
 
   I do not know, there is just something about you, I cannot explain it!
 
   I am bad Alanna, if you had any sense you would not even be talking back to me.
 
   You keep saying that but unless you give me a reason then no I will not stop.
 
   I cannot I care about you too much and for my own selfishness I do not want you to know.
 
   Then let us forget about it and if in your own time you want me know then you will.
 
   I would not be so sure Alanna. 
 
   Okay then tell me about your day?
 
   My day,
 
   Yes, I want to know what you do.
 
   I have my own company; my days mostly are at the office. 
 
   Okay what else. 
 
   There is nothing more to tell. 
 
   What is your family like?
 
   When I was twelve, I went into foster care. 
 
   I did not know I am sorry. 
 
   Do not be. 
 
   Did you stay there long?
 
   When I was fourteen, a man called Mr Jenkins adopted me. 
 
   Mr Jenkins? Where have I heard that name before? 
 
   I think I saw you talking to him at the Gala that night in London. 
 
   Really, that was your adoptive dad.
 
   Yes, his wife and he were so good to me, he showed me the business and by the age of twenty-one, I had my own company I really owe everything to them. Alanna I have never told anyone this before so please can you keep it to yourself.
 
   Off course, I will what happened to your biological parents.
 
   My father left when I was two and my mother, although she was around more she never wanted me. 
 
   That is awful; I could never imagine such a thing. 
 
   Alanna I do not want your pity. I have had to grow a thick skin and accept the fact the some children do not have what most do, a loving family. I do not wish to discuss this further okay.
 
   Okay, can I ask what your life is like now?
 
   Yes, ask me I would love you to know more about me.
 
   Do have any passions?
 
   I do.
 
   What are they?
 
   Besides you,
 
   Yes, I want to know about you.  
 
   I spend a lot of time in France. 
 
   I love Paris I have always wanted to go.
 
   Paris is nice, but I spend most of my time in the South. 
 
   Tell me more. 
 
   I own a property in St. Tropez; I stay Monday to Wednesday in London and the rest of week in France. 
 
   Do you not like London?
 
   I do, however, I would not stay there all the time. 
 
   That is how I feel about New York. 
 
   Yes you have the little house in the Hamptons am I right?
 
   Yes, it is not a luxury house but it does for when I need away from the bubble of the city. I am supposed to be asking the questions.
 
   Go on then.
 
   What type of things do you do while you are in St. Tropez?
 
   I am on my yacht most of the time, I love being out on the water and some days, I stay on the boat and do not return to the house. No one knows whom I am when I am there. I do not have to answer to anyone and I can put the business out of my mind. I crave that feeling every time I go back to London and when I do, I just take off once again.  
 
   Its sounds wonderful - being able to leave like that whenever you want.
 
   It is a different life for me over there, I do not have the pressures of the company instead I have the calmness and the freedom to do whatever I want. Now that you are here, I am even more thrilled about it because now I have someone to share it with, if you would let me.
 
   I would, but what about Mr Jenkins and his family do you not share it with them?
 
   I do but it is not the same as with you.
 
   Why,
 
   They are people who came into my life when it was bad and made it good. They have shaped me into the person I am and I will always be grateful for that. However, no other makes me feel the way you do. 
 
   I do not know how to respond, I never really expected all this from you. We only had a brief meeting in London, so I do not know what to think. 
 
   I understand that it must seem strange, but that first meeting I knew how I felt about you and it was that I wanted you. Thinking of you with another is like a dagger to my heart, I freeze and the pain stays every time that thought enters my head.
 
   I feel that I was drawn to you it cannot explain it.
 
   Do not try to, now is it my turn to ask the questions?
 
   Go ahead, 
 
   What is your life like?
 
   You already know I got to college at Columbia I stay in the dorms when I am not at my house in the Hamptons. My parents are Jack and Belle Hart I have a little sister called Penelope and my best friend is Sophie. Anything else? 
 
   Yes, do you have many friends?
 
   Yes, I have many friends. 
 
   Are any of them male?
 
   Yes,
 
   Would you say you are close to them?
 
   Yes, I guess so.
 
   Did you ever date any of them?
 
   No, I have not dated anyone before and especially not one of my friends.
 
   Okay is there any blokes that are after you?
 
   What do you mean?
 
   Well do any other men like you?
 
   I think there could be one. 
 
   Who is he?
 
   His name is Marco. 
 
   Tell me more please. 
 
   He goes to the same college as me. 
 
   How old is he?
 
   He is twenty-two, why do you want to know all this.
 
   I am just curious, it is a little hard to believe that someone like you has never had a boyfriend and it is even harder to believe, that no blokes are after you.
 
   The only person that shows interest in me is Marco.
 
   What kind of things does he do?
 
   It is hard to explain, because he never showed his feelings until before my trip to London.
 
   What did he say?
 
   He came over to me at a party and started talking to me about why I hate him so much. Then out of nowhere he asks me to go to Venice with him and his entire family.
 
   Do you hate him?
 
   No, I do not hate him. 
 
   Do you have feelings for him then?
 
   No, it is not like that. 
 
   Do you have feelings for anyone?
 
   Maybe just you, 
 
   Do you like me?
 
   Yes, 
 
   I there anything you wish to ask me?
 
   How do you feel about me?
 
   I feel like I cannot live without you. 
 
   Are you just saying all this or are you being truthful? 
 
   This is my truth, I feel like I love you. 
 
   I sigh as I read his words again, how do I reply to something like that. What do I say I do not want to offend him in anyway, but I still want him to know that yes I could feel the same way? Biting my lip, I reply, 
 
   Adrian, one day I will love you too.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Fourteen
 
    
 
   Adrian and I now talk on a regular basis, every day in fact and mostly at least five or six times each day. The new semester at Columbia has now started and Sophie and I have moved back into the college dorms. I find it so easy to slip back into college life. Sophie is still unaware that I have a mystery man and  definitely does not know I am talking to Adrian Black. Chace and Chelsea are still going strong and Sophie now has a boyfriend, therefore he now takes up a lot of her time. As for me, I love my life right now. I have an amazing guy that I talk to you and do not have to worry about all the pressures of everyone knowing about him. As for Marco, after countless emails with Adrian over the subject of whether or whether not Marco is into me, I have decided to stay well away from him. He still makes a fuss whenever we are in class together but I just try to ignore him, I really do not need him in my life. Now where do I start on Adrian Black? He is without a doubt the most interesting person I have ever met. He has really lived; he told me all about his trips around the world helping underprivileged kids. I cannot help but think of how wrong I was when I first met him. He told me he has stopped going out and looking for girls as he says he has found the one he wants. Although we are not officially together, I feel a sort of beholden to him. The gifts I still receive but it has shrunk to only one or two per week and not a daily occurrence like before. Although he says that there will be one arriving shortly that is not like the rest. He still talks of this dark secret he has and no matter how hard I try to get it out of him there is no way he is ever going to let me know what it is. I try the best I can to put it out of my mind and not think about it because if I did, would that be enough for me to stop caring about him? Care is what I cannot help but feel for him. I also cannot help but wonder if the texts and emails are all I am going to get from him. Although, he always says that one day soon he will come to New York and make me his wife. It is so hard to be so far away from him. I cannot help but feel a little obsessed with what he is doing. Even though I have only ever seen him, twice I feel like I know him and trust him. He opens up to me as he does with no other. I cannot explain him and he consumes me. Night falls on New York City and I lay on my bed, waiting for the little beeping sound that gets me so excited every time I hear it, a new message from Adrian. I think of how I wish to tell Sophie and everyone around me of the amazing thing that is going on in my life. I so desperately want to share this with someone and tonight, I may just do so. I will wait until Sophie comes home. She is out tonight with Dan, so I expect it to be late and then, I will tell her. I really hope she doesn’t get mad, I really want her to understand all this and hopefully she can be happy for me that I have found someone, that makes me feel like I am the most special thing that has ever walked the planet. That is what Adrian does; he has a way of compelling me, treating me as if I am the air that he breathes and without it, he would die.
 
   Sophie comes home and she looks like she really could not be happier. “Good night tonight?” I say as I give her a little smile. 
 
   “Oh Alanna it was amazing.” “I think I am in love.” I give out a little giggle. 
 
   “You know I owe it all to you, you were the one that got me out of bed every day, and you were the one that showed me that there was more to life than Chace. I really could not have done any of this without you.”
 
    “What are friends for?”
 
    Sophie rushes over and gives me a hug. I pull back a little from her and she suspects something is wrong. 
 
   “Are you okay Alanna?” 
 
   ”Yes I am fine but I do have something I need to tell you.”
 
    “Okay,”
 
    “Do you remember when I went to London?”
 
    “Of course,”
 
    “Do you remember the flowers and other things I was getting?”
 
    “Yes Alanna, what’s wrong?” 
 
   “Nothing, do you remember that we were sure that Marco was the one that sent them?” 
 
   “Yes Alanna, you are starting to scare me please get to the point.”
 
    “It wasn’t him.”
 
    “Who was it then?” 
 
   “When I got back to New York I didn’t tell you this but I was still getting the gifts.” 
 
   “What?” 
 
   “And I found out who it was that was sending them.” 
 
   “Then who is it?”
 
    “Do you remember that guy I saw in London?”
 
    “The unbelievably gorgeous one,”
 
    “Yes Sophie it was him it was Adrian Black.”
 
    “How did you find out it was him?”
 
    “He sent me a Blackberry and we began texting and he told me it was him.” 
 
   “This is too much Alanna, what are you going to do?”
 
    “What can I do?”
 
    “Are you still in contact with him?”
 
    “Yes, every day.”
 
    “And what is he like is he weird?” 
 
   “No Sophie, he is kind and generous and caring.”
 
    “Are you with him?” 
 
   “Not exactly, but I don’t want to be with anyone else.”
 
    “Alanna, if you feel that way about him and you feel the urge, to text or whatever you do with him and he makes you happy, then I am happy for you but please be careful.” 
 
   “I am, I always am.”
 
    I cannot describe the feeling I have; it is as if a weight has now been lifted off my shoulders. Now that Sophie knows I do not have to hide any more, I can be free to carry on my little thing with Adrian Black! 
 
   How did your friend take the news about us?
 
    Adrian says when I instant message him later on that night
 
   Alanna: She understood, but she did warn me to be careful of you. 
 
   Adrian: I am glad she did, what kind of friend would she be if she hadn’t?
 
   Alanna: She is the best friend anyone could hope for I did not feel right keeping this a secret from her.  
 
   Adrian: How was your day my love?
 
   Alanna: It was great but even better now I am talking to you. 
 
   Adrian: Did you see Marco at all today?
 
   Alanna: Yes, he was in a few of my classes today.
 
   Adrian: Did he talk to you again?
 
   Alanna: no it is the same as the other day, I walk into a room he walks out and I know that he is talking about me behind my back. However, I never thought he would carry this on for so long. 
 
   Adrian: I do not trust what you are telling me about him, Alanna please stay away from him. 
 
   Alanna: Adrian I do not go near him it is just class I cannot avoid him there. 
 
   Adrian: Why, do you not ask to move classes?
 
   Alanna: Adrian I cannot. 
 
   Adrian: Okay then, do you have any plans for tomorrow?
 
   Alanna: Just studying why,
 
   Adrian: I have something for you tomorrow and please when you see it try not be freaked out by it, Okay? 
 
   Alanna: What is it? 
 
   Adrian: There is a person coming to visit you tomorrow. 
 
   Alanna: What who, is it you?
 
   Adrian: I wish it was but no, it is not me. 
 
   Alanna: Then who is it Adrian?
 
   Adrian: My stepbrother Michael, 
 
   Alanna: Why would your stepbrother come to visit me?
 
   Adrian: I fear for your safety Alanna, I want him to look after you.
 
   Alanna: I do not need looking after. 
 
   Adrian: Yes, you do. 
 
   Alanna: Adrian why are you like this?
 
   Adrian: Like what.
 
   Alanna: Overprotective, 
 
   Adrian: I just care about you.
 
   Alanna: No Adrian there is more to it than that.
 
   Adrian: I could never live with myself if something happened to you. 
 
   Alanna: But what is going to happen to me?
 
   Adrian: I have enemies’, dark people you do not even want to know about. If they found out about you, I do not know what they would do.
 
   Alanna: Adrian you are making no sense what so ever, what kind of enemies do you have.
 
   Adrian: Alanna it is not for you to worry about but please let Michael, look after you and protect you. 
 
   Alanna: I guess there is no point in me trying to get the truth out of you, so okay then what time will he be here.     
 
   Adrian: Around twelve is that, okay.
 
   Alanna: Yes, I suppose but where is he going to stay?
 
   Adrian: I have arranged for him to stay in your dorm, do not worry I have sorted everything.
 
   Alanna: And Sophie, what will I tell her?
 
   Adrian: Tell her the truth Alanna; you care too much, what other people are going to say. 
 
   Alanna: I do not, but Sophie is my friend and I am just glad she handled finding out about you the way she did. However, as to how she will act about Michael I am not so sure.
 
   Adrian: Do not worry my love, now its late go get some sleep.
 
   Alanna: Goodnight Adrian Black,
 
   Adrian: Until next time baby, 
 
   The next morning, I wake to a loud knock at the door. I rise up wondering if Michael is early. I open the door to find Katharine staring down at me. 
 
   “Alanna come quick you have to see this.”
 
    Without hesitation, she pulls me out the door and into the hallway. 
 
   “What are we looking at exactly?” I say. 
 
   “Wait you will see.”
 
    “There,” I look around puzzled trying to see what she is fussing about and then I see him. The tall guy wearing a dark blue shirt and jeans, his are eyes piercing blue, and he has thick, black, straggly hair. He looks annoyed as he carries numerous bags and he struggles as he tries to nudge the old tired door of his room open. 
 
   “Michael,” I say. 
 
   “You know this guy.” Katharine says folding her arms. 
 
   “Yes I know him, he is the step brother of,” I pause. “Someone I know from London.” 
 
   “I like.” Katharine says with a huge smirk on her face. I let out a giggle and we go back into my room.  Katharine starts to tell me about her Brother Leo’s latest conquest. 
 
   “She has zero class,”
 
    “Katharine you never like any of your brother’s girlfriends, what’s so bad about this one?”
 
    “For starters she is a slut and I think half the guys in the dorms have gone out with her.” 
 
   “You don’t know that for sure and come on Leo is no saint.”
 
    “Far from it, but he’s my brother and I frankly don’t care what he does, but that doesn’t stop me from not wanting to see him get hurt.”
 
    “I love Leo but come on; he cheats on every girl he dates.”
 
    Leo is one of those people that are so lovable you can forgive him anything, and that is exactly what everyone does. I became friendly with Katharine and Leo when I started college. They are from Brooklyn; therefore, it is not hard to see why we never met. Our social paths did not exactly cross before college. They do get a lot of stick for it from the other students and that is horrendous why should they judge, why should they think themselves better? Katharine is one of the most beautiful girls I have ever laid eyes on. Five foot ten, shoulder length strawberry blonde hair, blue eyes, she  really is a stunning girl. She has her admirers but none of them is good enough to claim a stake on her. As for Leo, he shares some of Katharine’s looks but not as blessed, I would say. He is also a tall and has very blonde hair, with blue eyes but with a nose that is a little big for his face. Still the girls around here think that he is a god. 
 
   “When are you going to introduce me to your friend?” Katharine says as she moves over to my bed. 
 
   “You will meet him don’t worry.”
 
    “Is he staying for long then?”
 
    “To be honest, I am not sure how long he is staying.”
 
    “What’s his story?”
 
    “Don’t know.”
 
    “I thought you said he knew him?”
 
    “I know of him.”
 
    “So did you know he was coming?” 
 
   “Yes my friend from London told me last night.”
 
    “Which friend,”
 
    “A guy named Adrian Black.”
 
    “Oh, it’s a guy friend,” Katharine says with a naughty smile. 
 
   “Yes, the most amazing friend.”
 
    “Sounds like you are more than friends.”
 
    “Maybe, there is definitely something between us.” 
 
   “Oh Alanna, are you in love?”
 
    “I don’t know I have never felt this way before, I can’t describe the way I feel.” I hear a little knock at my door and it pushes open. 
 
   “Hello Alanna, my name is Michael, I am Adrian’s step brother,” he says in a cool British accent. 
 
   “Hi Michael, it’s nice to meet you, Adrian has told me about you.” 
 
   “Likewise,”
 
    “Sorry this is my friend Katharine.”
 
    “Hello Katharine, it’s also nice to meet to you.” Katharine cannot contain her smile. “I hate to seem rude, but may I have a moment with Alanna?” 
 
   “Of course.” says Katharine and with that  she heads out and shuts the door. 
 
   “Alanna has Adrian told you why I am here?”
 
    “I am sure you know what he is like, every question I ask, he only gives half an answer.” 
 
   “Yes I do rather dislike that about him. However, he has sent me here to watch over you.”
 
    “What does he think is going to happen to me?”
 
    “Adrian has a past that sometimes follows him around, and I guess he is just scared that it might catch up on him and retaliate, in the only way it can by hurting you.”
 
    “Why would anyone want to hurt me over Adrian, I just don’t get it?”
 
    “I know it’s hard for you to understand, but you realize that Adrian cares about you more than any other thing in his life.”
 
    “I know he tells me all the time, but what I can’t understand is why?”
 
    “Adrian has a really hard time trusting women, it’s mainly because of the way his mother treated him.”
 
    “I always ask him about his childhood but I always seem to have no luck in getting answers.” 
 
   “Alanna I must go just now I have a few calls to make and other stuff that needs doing, but would I be able to meet up with you later and we can discuss this further over dinner?”
 
    “Absolutely,”
 
    “I have your number I will text you later to confirm, okay?” 
 
   “Sure that’s fine see you later.” 
 
   Full of anticipation for tonight’s dinner with Michael, I decide I will go out for a coffee to try to kill some time. I wrap up warm and start for the streets of New York. As I pass buy the rows of elegant stores I think to what Adrian must feel when he buys the gifts for me. Whenever I ask him the reason for the gifts all he says, 
 
   “It’s because I want to treat you right.” 
 
   Somehow, that does not wash with me. I feel he maybe has another reason for it, something from his past that makes him the way he is. The more I hear about his secret past the more I want to know. When all I knew was  that there was something that maybe he did or something happened to him, I could accept that, but with all this talk about enemies and people coming after him, and with Michael now here to watch over me, it is a little unsettling. I take my regular seat by the window in the Starbucks as I always do. I sit and look out over the streets and at the people of New York. Remembering the way I felt about the streets of London. The cool, crisp air the history that oozes from within the sidewalks of the city, I look out again and what I see is surprising. Parked a few doors down on the opposite side of the street, I see the same black Lamborghini that followed me round the East Hamptons. Only this time I can see that there is a dark grey haired man in the driving seat. I am startled to see him look straight over at me, a rush of fear I felt that night comes flooding around my body. I quickly rise up and walk out into the street. As I walk, I take out my phone and dial Adrian’s number. I wait for him to answer. 
 
   “Alanna hello.” 
 
   “Adrian,” I say in such a quite tone. 
 
   “Are you okay what’s wrong.” I hear him shout. 
 
   “I think I am being followed.”
 
    “What, by who?” 
 
   “I don’t know Adrian.” 
 
   “Alanna you have to tell me right now, what do you see?” 
 
   “A black Lamborghini,” The phone goes quite at the sound of my words. “Adrian, are you still there?” 
 
   “I need you to go into the first public place you see and wait there for Michael.” 
 
   “Michael told me he had things to do, you can’t disturb him.”
 
    “Alanna what do think the purpose of Michael being there is? I can disturb him anytime I want and anyway why did he leave you?” Adrian sounds angry a voice I have not heard before. 
 
   “He didn’t know I was going out he left me in the dorms, we are going for dinner later on tonight.” 
 
   “Tell me Alanna how many times have you seen that car?” 
 
   “Twice I think,” “No wait I saw a similar one in London.” 
 
   “They know” 
 
   “Who knows?” 
 
   “Alanna do as I say.” I hear the desperation in his voice and I cannot help but think that maybe I should. “Okay Adrian.” 
 
   “I have to go get Michael on the phone, can you text me the address of where you are?” 
 
   “Adrian wait why did you send me the key to a Lamborghini?”
 
    “Alanna I didn’t.”
 
    “Then who did?”
 
    “I am guessing the same person that is in the car you see.”
 
    I turn around and the car is still sitting there. I feel a pang of fear crawl up my spine, why was someone following me. What did Adrian do that was so bad? Who is he? I go back into the Starbucks and wait for Michael to arrive. I order another latte and sit by the window. Adrian phoned me to say that Michael was on his way and he would be ten minutes. I took the time while I was waiting, to search the internet for some possible answer as to what Adrian could have done. I type in his name but nothing of any interest comes up. I try the name of Adrian’s company James and Brookes, to see who are his main rivals but still no luck. The only other name I can think to try is Mr Jenkins. I scroll through the pages and one thing that grabs my attention is that, Mr Jenkins has another son. One that is not Michael or Adrian, his name is Chad and according to this website, he had a falling out with the family and moved away to France. Could this be something of importance? 
 
   “Alanna,” I hear Michael say as sits down at the table. 
 
   “I am okay, a little bit shaken that’s all.”
 
    “What happened?”
 
    “There is a black Lamborghini; it has been following me for a while.”
 
    “And where is this car now?”
 
    “Over there if you turn around you will see it.”
 
    “Wait here.” Michael quickly gets up and races out the front door, as he does the car speeds away down the street and is out of sight.  I get up and go out to Michael. 
 
   “That’s not normal is it?”
 
    “No, its not,”
 
    “Let’s get you back to the dorms.”
 
    Michael is very quiet on the way back to Columbia. I try to break the silence. “Michael, do you know why this is happening?”
 
    “Alanna it’s not for me to tell you.” 
 
   “It’s clear to see that, I am in some kind of danger and all I get from you and Adrian, are vague non-answers to every question I ask.”
 
    “Alanna this is not my secret to tell.”
 
    “Whatever he did, must have been so bad that someone wants to kill him - am I right?” I say shouting.
 
    “Alanna they don’t want to kill him, it’s you they want to harm.” Michael shouts back.
 
    “Me, what did I do?”
 
    “It’s because Adrian cares about you.”
 
    “So they want to hurt him, by hurting me?” 
 
   “Now you finally get it,” he says a little too sarcastically. 
 
   “You have to understand that all this is new to me, I have never had to deal with anything like this before.”
 
    “How do you think Adrian feels he has had to live with this his entire life?” 
 
   There is nothing that I can I say back to him to. We walk in silence back to the dorms. When I walk in the though the door, I am faced with a whole lot of curious faces looking at Michael and me together. Not least, the one I cannot bear to look at right now Marco. I walk past him and I hear him say, 
 
   “Can we talk a minute?” I look to Michael and say, “It will only take a minute.”
 
    Marco leans against the pale yellow lockers with his arms folded, Michael stands near buy. “Alanna what has happened to us?” 
 
   “What do mean Marco, there were no us.”
 
    “You know what I mean, the little cute arguments we used to have.”
 
    “Okay Marco, I think you are little crazy if you thought they were cute, they were anything but.”
 
    “You don’t even talk to me anymore; I want to know what your problem is.”
 
    “Marco, I have had the worst day, so please can we talk about this some other time?” 
 
   “No, it’s now or never.”
 
    “Then I guess it’s never, goodbye Marco.” I try to walk away but I feel Marco’s hand pull me back and before I can breathe he has me pinned up against the lockers, there is about an inch between our faces and the look of rage that’s on his face is terrifying. 
 
   “Get off her now.” I hear Michael shout; he pulls Marco away from me and slightly pushes me to one side. I gasp not believing what has just happened. I look to Michael, and his hands are forcefully griped around Marco’s neck. 
 
   “If you ever touch her again,” 
 
   “What will you do huh?” Marco says in a voice that is too smug, 
 
   “I will kill you.”
 
    Michael takes my hand and marches me back to my room. “Adrian is right that bloke is trouble.” 
 
   “No Michael he’s really not, I just wound him up that’s all.”
 
    “Alanna he was about to hit you or something even worse, don’t you stick up for him.”
 
    “I am not sticking up for him, but don’t you think we have more to worry about than Marco?”
 
    “Maybe, but I will be telling Adrian about this.”
 
    “No please don’t?”
 
    “Why?” 
 
   “He has enough to worry about and I don’t want to give him any more stress.” 
 
   “Stress you think that this is stressful. Alanna you have no idea what he has been through.” 
 
   “No you are right I don’t because no one will tell me.” 
 
   “You don’t deserve to know.”
 
    “What?”
 
    “You heard me.” 
 
   “Why are you being like this?”
 
    “Like what Alanna, honest, cause that’s all I am being and I am honest when I say, that I wish Adrian never laid eyes on you.” 
 
   “Michael, what is wrong with you?”
 
    “Nothing wrong with me,” 
 
   “Then why are you saying these things?”
 
    “Because it’s the truth, if he had not met you, then none of this would be going on.” 
 
   “I was under the impression that this had been going on for a while, long before I came along.”
 
    “Yes it was, but you brought it back to the surface.”
 
    “What on earth are you talking about?”
 
    “If he hadn’t met you, then there would be no one for them to hurt. Adrian would be free to live his life.”
 
    “Surly you can’t blame me for that? How was I to know that there were people after him?”
 
    “You didn’t, but the second he sent you those gifts, you should have put a stop to it.” 
 
   “How could I?”
 
    “It would have been easy enough; you were just too desperate, to tell him to go away.”
 
    “How dare you say that, you don’t know me?”
 
    “No but I know your type and you always get what you want, as long as it’s in your best interests, tell me do you even care about him?”
 
    “Of course I do, how can you say a thing like that, you really think I would stay with him knowing that I am in danger if I didn’t care about him?”
 
    “I don’t know it’s like you say I don’t know you.”
 
    “Okay, you can leave, go on get out.”
 
    “Don’t worry I am gone.”
 
    He slams the door and I fall to my knees. I start to sob so violently, that I start to pant. I begin to feel short of breath, but I manage to pick myself up off the floor and go over to the table next to my bed, where I grab a bottle of water and the white Blackberry. I check to see if have any messages from Adrian, but there is none. I sit down on my bed and look over towards the mirror that sits on the dressing table across from the bed. Who is that girl, her face is so pale and gaunt? Tear-stained cheeks with no happiness in her eyes-only sadness. I pull myself together and take a hot shower. I do not want to worry Sophie when she gets in, so I put on one of my facemasks, put my earphones in try to, just for a little while forget everything. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Fifteen
 
    
 
   The next morning I wake  to find myself in tears. I must have been having a nightmare again, but this time I cannot remember it. 
 
   “Alanna, you are shaking.” 
 
   “I just had a bad dream, that’s all Sophie.”
 
    “No wonder you are having nightmares after what happened yesterday.”
 
    “How did you know about that?”
 
    “Everyone is talking about it.”
 
    “How did they find out?” 
 
   “Marco assaulted you right there in the hallway, with numerous witnesses how would everyone not know?” I feel relieved that it is the issue with Marco she is referring to and the other one.
 
    “Yes of course, but it really wasn’t as bad as that.”
 
    “No? What happened then, everyone is saying he was about to slap you.”
 
    “I don’t think he was, it was just one of the many heated arguments we have, and this time it got a little out of hand.”
 
    “How could a tall, muscular guy grab such a little delicate thing like you and with such fury?” 
 
   “I would rather just try to forget all about it now.”
 
    “I wonder what your Prince Charming would say about all this. I bet if he were here, then he would have knocked Marco’s front teeth out. Nevertheless, I hear he may have some competition for you.”
 
    “What?”
 
    “I heard some new guy jumped in and saved the day.”
 
    “No that’s no new guy, that’s Adrian Blacks step brother.” 
 
   “Wait what?” 
 
   “Yes, he is his step brother.”
 
    “I got that, but what is he doing here?”
 
    I know Adrian told me to tell Sophie the truth about Michael, but I just cannot, what would she say if she knew the truth. 
 
   “He is an exchange student from Oxford, and he relocated here for better work opportunities.”
 
    “Wow, what’s he like?”
 
    “He is okay.”
 
    “What just okay? Do you not like him or something?”
 
    “No he is a nice guy, I don’t really know him.”
 
    “Is he hot?”
 
    “Sophie.”
 
    “What, just wondering that’s all.” I shoot her a disapproving look. 
 
   “Well is he?”
 
    “I suppose so; you will see him around, you can decide for yourself! But let me warn you I think he is spoken for by Katharine, you should have seen her swooning over him.”
 
    “I don’t know what you take me for Alanna; I am with Dan now, so there will be no swooning on my part.”
 
    “We will see.” I say and both of us let out hysterical giggles.
 
    I start to take a shower but I hear my white phone buzzing in the background, so I shut off the water and go over to check the phone. I have a new message from Adrian; I take a deep breath as wait for the message to show. 
 
   Alanna my love, how are you feeling today?
 
   I am okay, a little shaken though. 
 
   I cannot begin to tell you how sorry I am for all this.
 
   I know you are. Have you spoken to Michael today?
 
   Yes, he told me what happened yesterday. 
 
   Really, what did he say?
 
   He told me you two had words, Alanna do you not like Michael? 
 
   He seems all right, but I think that it is Michael, who does not like me.
 
   He does like you, it is just he has a funny way of showing things; he prefers to be the cold outcast type than be the hero. 
 
   I suppose. 
 
   You seem like you have something on your mind what is it?
 
   I am having a hard time coming to terms with all this. I cannot understand why there is someone following me. You say it is because there is someone out to hurt you, but yet again, I do not know why.
 
   Alanna I wish I could tell you, but you will be safe with Michael, please stay close to him at all times. 
 
   I will, but please you have to give me something, I cannot go on not knowing a thing.
 
   Okay, Alanna,
 
   When I was a child, you know I did not have the best upbringing, my father left when I was two and Alice never got over it. She went from guy to guy sleeping around and staying out for days at a time, drinking. One time when I was six Alice locked me in the cupboard under the stairs, with nothing to eat and a single candle for light. All I remember was being so scared and cold and I was sure that she was never coming back.
 
   That is terrible Adrian, did she ever come back. 
 
   Yes, she came home three days later, with her face all covered in bruises. Her clothes were hanging from her and she stank so bad I could not stand near her. 
 
   Adrian I do not know what to say, I am so sorry that you had to go through that. 
 
   You said you wanted to know ,so here I am telling you. Can you not handle it? Are you seeing me differently now?
 
   Of course, not I am just a bit shocked please go on. 
 
   Things started to get a little better in the months after that, Alice got a job and started spending a little more time with me. She actually took me to the park and to me that was the best feeling in the world. Until one night, she got so drunk, that she striped herself naked and was lying on the floor. She looked as if she had passed out from drink, I tried to throw an old ripped sheet over her and to take away the alcohol she had. However, she was not asleep and what she did next I will never forget. She lifted a black leather belt that was sitting on the one chair we had in our living room, and began to hit me so hard on the back of my neck with it that I could not even cry with the pain. That was not the first time she had beat me, but it was one of the worst times. I still have the scares today and I will always remember that feeling of pain. Alanna I wish that I had never had to share these awful memories with you. 
 
   No, I am glad you did Adrian, now I can begin to understand the real you. It is all becoming clear now and I cannot thank you enough for sharing this with me. I know it must be so hard to think back on such a terrible event. 
 
   I have had so much pain and misery in my life, you are the one pure and honest thing I have ever had, and I do not feel like I deserve you.
 
   Do not think like that Adrian.               
 
   You know the reason I always go for blonde haired women. 
 
   I have no idea.
 
   It is because Alice had dark hair, and I never want to be reminded of her in anyway. I never had anything but pain and misery from her, and there is no way I could ever be with a dark haired girl, fearing they would do the same to me, as she did.     
 
   Then it is a good thing I have blonde hair, you know I would never hurt you? 
 
   I know you would not and even now, with all this dark stuff around me, you still do not even flinch and try to get away from me. Alanna I have never met anyone like you before, you are so pure and kind, I do not deserve you. I am not good enough for you.                                                         
 
   Adrian I told you not to think like that, I would not be here with you, if I thought you were not good enough. 
 
   I know that, but I do not see what you see in me. I am bad Alanna does all this not tell you that?
 
   I do not think you are bad, you cannot blame yourself for what she did to you, and you were just a child.  
 
   I know, but what I did it does not even bear to think about.
 
   Adrian what did you do?
 
   I cannot tell that part Alanna, It would be too much for you to accept.
 
   Let me be the judge of that.
 
   No, Alanna. 
 
   All right then.  
 
   Do you have any classes today? 
 
   No, I am studying all day. 
 
   I have to go just now I am late for a meeting; I will email you later on to check if you are okay. 
 
   Okay, then Adrian Black, 
 
   I cannot believe what Adrian has just told me, how awful it must have been for him. What kind of woman would do that to her son? I have no Idea what kind of person she must be, and I cannot begin to deal with how he must have felt. He was alone in the dark for three days, wondering if she would ever come home. The beatings she gave him were just unforgivable. I cannot hold back my tears as sit there and reflect on all this. I cannot help but feel grateful that my own childhood was as happy as it was. Sure, there were a few minor arguments between my mom  and dad, but never anything like that. When I was a child, I could have never imagined another child going through that. Adrian was so young at the time, there is no other way describe Adrian’s childhood but as abusive. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Sixteen
 
    
 
   The next few days consist mostly of studying and going all over town with Michael. The story is that Michael is an exchange student from Oxford and, other than being here to protect me, he is also here on business. Therefore, a lot of time I am trailing around companies and waiting outside offices, for him to finish whatever business he is doing. Unlike when we first met, Michael is not so talkative now. He barely speaks to me and when he does is just, 
 
   “Are you ready?” 
 
   “Let’s go,” and “come this way.” 
 
   I do not know what I did to offend him. For peace sake, I do not even attempt to ask him. Meanwhile Katharine is following him round like a little puppy dog. She said she cannot get over his looks and she would like to go out sometime with him. I feel that would not be such a good idea given his nature. He never says or does anything; he is always on his phone, talking to some client that he cannot get enough.  Although it is hard with him, I do feel safe around him. I have a sense of ease that I only ever have in his presence. I do not know what it is, but something about him just screams out safety. It is almost as if he is my own personal bodyguard, and he certainly has the physique for the job. Today he has me going to some meeting with him. So thinking that it might take a while, I pack my iPod and a magazine. He usually is here by now and he says that his meeting is at one. I go out to hallway, to check if he is anywhere in sight. I see him and he is leaning against the lockers talking to Katharine. He has a sneaky smirk on his face and Katharine is smiling from ear to ear. Not wanting to seem like a buzz kill, I walk over slowly and say to Michael. 
 
   “Don’t you have a meeting today?” He looks over at me, quickly straightening his face. 
 
   “Yes Alanna, I was just about to come get you.” He says in a harsh tone. 
 
   “May I remind you that Wall Street is at least a thirty minute cab ride away and its now 12.45.” 
 
   “They will have to wait then.” 
 
   I shake my head and walk back to my room. I close the door and put my head in my hands, what is his problem? I do not know why I am even wondering that, because I know what the answer is. He does not like me; he does not want to be here, he does not think that I am worth protecting. 
 
   “Alanna,” I hear as the door bursts open, I turn around and I see Michael standing in the doorway glaring at me. “Why did you do that?” 
 
   “Do what?” 
 
   “Come over and cause a scene like that,”
 
    “Cause a scene, what scene did I cause?”
 
    “That whole thing about me being late,”
 
    “You are late; I just thought maybe you lost track of time, so I came out to find you.” 
 
   “And this has nothing to do with the fact that I was standing there talking to Katharine?” 
 
   “No, not at all,”
 
    “I think its best you know, that I like her and I will be asking her out.” 
 
   “Okay that’s fine with me.” He pauses as he begins to talk, “I didn’t think you would approve of that?” 
 
   “Why wouldn’t I?”
 
    “Because of the way I have treated you.” 
 
   “Michael I know this is hard on you, you’re far away from home, you don’t like me, and being around me here probably feels like the last thing you want to be doing.”
 
    “I do like you, what I don’t like is this situation with Adrian.”
 
    “What do mean by that?” 
 
   “I feel like you would be better off without him in your life.”
 
    “What?”
 
    “The way you are in danger all the time, is not good for any relationship and especially not one with Adrian.” 
 
   “What does that mean? Why are you talking about him like this?”
 
    “I am not slating him in any way; I just want you to make the right choice.”
 
    “What choice?” 
 
   “There will be a time when you find out about Adrian and, when you do, please make the right choice.”
 
    “He has told me about his mother Alice,”
 
    “When, what did he tell you?” 
 
   “A few days ago, he told me how she drank a lot and beat him.”
 
    “Alanna, that’s not even a shadow of what happened.”
 
    “So are you saying that he is lying?” 
 
   “No he’s not lying, it’s just that’s not the full story.”
 
    “Then what is?”
 
    “Adrian has made it clear that he doesn’t want you to know, why do keep pushing this.” 
 
   “Because don’t you think that I deserve to know?”
 
    “Yes Alanna you do, but it’s not my secret to tell. I don’t wish to discuss this with you further, please don’t ask me about this anymore.” 
 
   “Fine I won’t”. 
 
   There is absolute silence during the cab ride to Michaels meeting. When we arrive at the shiny dark grey building, I feel as if I have been here before. Even though I am sure, I have not. We walk in the front door and there is a tall skinny dark haired man waiting by the front desk. 
 
   “Good day Mr Jenkins, we have been waiting.” The man says.
 
    He quickly escorts us along the massive white hall way and into the elevator. “That’s a pretty girl you have with you today, are you his girlfriend Miss?” I look over to the man, wondering why he would think I am with Michael. 
 
   “No I am not his girlfriend,” I say in a tone to icy for someone I just met.
 
    “Okay Miss; you will have to wait in here.” The man points over to a small room at the end of the hallway. There are glass doors so I can see that there is no one else in the room, which is a good thing. I feel there is nothing worse than sitting in a room with someone you don’t know, hoping that they won’t start small talk. On any other day that would not bother me but today, I really have no time for it. 
 
   “Wait in there, text me if you need anything.” I nod instead of forcing out words. 
 
   I walk along the hallway and push open the glass doors, there is a huge table in the middle of the small room, that has six small vases, all lined up with oversized bouquets of white lilies. There is a massive window at the back of the room, which looks over the city. I walk over, and I sit on the window ledge, as I look down at the streets below I see the black Lamborghini again, and this time there is no driver. I try to focus my thoughts as I wonder what to do for the best. Michael did say to text if I needed anything, I do not exactly need anything and I am already in his bad book. Do I really want to risk angering him more? I take a deep breath and think that I am in a public place, there is no way I could be in danger here, and how do I know that it is the same car? With no one sitting in the car, it could belong to anybody and I am sure there is more than one black Lamborghini in New York. I decide to take a seat over by the door, and then at least I will be able to see if there is anyone approaching. I take a seat on one of the black leather chairs, and not containing my nerves as my foot starts to tap violently against the plastic of the chair. I hear my phone, so I rummage in my bag until I find the white Blackberry. I see that I have a new email from Adrian. I open up the message, keeping one eye on the hallway.
 
   Adrian: Alanna my love how is your day?
 
   I do not want to alarm him about the car so I reply, 
 
   Alanna: Fine so far, how is yours?
 
   Adrian: I was working all day, are you with Michael?
 
   Alanna: Yes, he is in a meeting right now and I am just waiting for him. 
 
   Adrian: Please Alanna be careful, do not talk to anyone you do not know. 
 
   Alanna: I will not, I think Michael likes my friend Katharine; I caught them this morning chatting in the hall.
 
   Adrian: Is that what he is doing when he is supposed to be looking after you? 
 
   Alanna: No, he is looking after me, do not worry so much.
 
   Adrian: How is that possible for me?
 
   Alanna: You have to try, I am being careful and Michael is here, it is not good for you to worry. 
 
   Adrian: Alanna you are worrying about me, when it is you in danger.  
 
   I begin to type out a reply to Adrian, when I see the dark grey haired man from the Lamborghini I saw the other day, walking up towards the room I am sitting in. I shift nervously keeping my head down. The door opens and he walks in. He takes a good look at me and says, 
 
   “Miss Hart please can you come with me?”
 
    I look up at him with a look of despair on my face and my chest beating hard. “I won’t hurt you; I promise I just need to talk to you, okay?”
 
    “Then talk to me here, I am not going anywhere with you.” 
 
   “Please don’t make this difficult for me, if you have any sense then you will do as I say.”
 
    “I am with someone and he will be back soon, if I go with you then he will wonder where I have gone.”
 
    “I can assure you Miss that Michael Jenkins will not care that you have gone.” 
 
   “What, he is here to protect me, I think he will care.”
 
    “Protect you? The only person you need protecting from is Adrian Black.”
 
    “How do you know Adrian?” 
 
   “Miss, I will be happy to answer all your questions but please come with me.”
 
    I know this is wrong, but what if he is telling the truth, what if he is the one to tell me what Adrian’s secret is. Therefore, I lift my bag and head over to the door. The grey haired man takes me along to another hallway and into a dark office. 
 
   “Please have a seat.” I sit on one of the black chairs at the front of the big white desk. 
 
   “Now,” The man says as he opens one of the drawers, and pulls out a large brown envelope. “This must be difficult for you, but I need your cooperation. Anything that you know, you must tell me okay?”
 
    “Okay,” I say.
 
    He starts to open the envelope and brings out what looks like some photographs. “Have you ever seen this man before?” He shows me a picture of slightly older man with balding hair. 
 
   “No,”
 
    “Okay, what about this woman?”
 
    I am stunned because she does look familiar but where have I seen her before. Then I hits me, the picture is of the old woman from the beach, the one that was so rude to me. Only in this picture, she looks much younger. 
 
   “I don’t know her.” I say, feeling that to tell this man that I saw her near New York would be one of the worst things I could do. 
 
   “Okay then, what about this man do you know him?” He shows me a picture of Adrian; I cannot lie about this, he knows I know Adrian. “Yes I know of him.”
 
    “Miss, this man has done an unthinkable crime; he must be punished in the way the victim was, do you understand?”
 
    “I don’t because I don’t know what he did?”
 
    “He hasn’t told you then?” 
 
   “No,”
 
    “That’s odd, tell me Miss does he love you?” This man is staring to give me the creeps; there is no way I am letting him know how Adrian feels about me. “No he doesn’t love me.”
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
   “Yes I am positive, he doesn’t love me. He only sees me as someone to pass his time with.”
 
    “Miss, you would not be lying to me now would you?”
 
    “Sir, I know you have been following me for a while now. Tell me this; have you ever seen Adrian here in New York with me?”
 
    “No I haven’t,”
 
    “Doesn’t that tell you, that he doesn’t care about me?”
 
    “You don’t have to be around someone every day to love them.”
 
    “That’s true.”
 
    “Miss, I don’t think you understand the seriousness of this. There are people out there that want to kill you.”
 
    “Then why are you telling me this?”
 
    “Because young girls like you, are not really the type I feel like killing. Do you know how long I have been to trying to get them to let me have this talk with you?”
 
    “Why is so important for you to talk to me, if you want to kill me?”
 
    “I have a daughter about your age; I can’t bear the thought of anything happening to her. I wanted this time with you, to try to make you see sense that Adrian Black is bad for you.”
 
    “I don’t care about Adrian, really I don’t” I feel so guilty even thinking it let alone saying it. 
 
   “Miss, don’t say you weren’t warned.”
 
    “I am leaving now.”
 
    I get up and walk over to the door; I look back and say to the man that is sitting behind the desk. The same face that I am so terrified to look at the wrong way. 
 
   “Sir what would you do, if it was your daughter that knew Adrian, would you let them kill her?”
 
    “No, I would die first.”
 
    With that, I close the door. I begin to walk so quickly up the hallway, that I trip and everything in my bag is all over the floor. I rush to the floor and franticly try to put everything back in. As I do I hear Michael, “Alanna where have you been?” 
 
   “Michael, please get me out of here.”
 
    He rushes me down the stairs and out the door onto the streets. “What was all that about Alanna, where were you?” 
 
   “The guy from the Lamborghini came, and I went with him to an office at the other side of the hallway.”
 
    “Why would you do that, are you crazy?”
 
    “He said I basically had no choice, what could I do?”
 
    “Not go, you should have come and got me.”
 
    “I was scared. I didn’t know what to do.”
 
    “You are making this so hard for me Alanna, what do you think Adrian will say when he finds out?” 
 
   “Are you going to tell him?”
 
    “Of course, he will go crazy Alanna, you are so stupid.”
 
    “Hey please don’t shout at me.” My words choking out as I begin to cry.
 
    “Don’t do that Alanna.” I start to sob and to my surprise, Michael takes me in his arms and holds me tight but gentle at the same time. His arms are strong and wise; I catch the scent of his cologne, as the wind passes by. I feel safe in his arms, safer than I’ve ever felt before.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Seventeen
 
    
 
   Adrian called me later on that night, to ask me about what had happened today. When I finally told him, he got so angry and began to shout. 
 
   “Alanna, have you been listening to anything I have been saying? Why are you being so stupid? Why would you put your life at risk like that?”
 
    I said a few harsh words back to him, and I think we have had our first fight. Adrian has not texted or emailed in over four hours, and I cannot sleep wondering what one earth he is thinking, by staying mad at me for so long. I think back over the day’s events, and I my mind, is flashing back to the picture of the woman that I saw at the beach. I cannot seem to fit her in all this, who could she be? Why did she look so familiar to me in the first place? I feel so stressed about everything; I do not feel like myself. I have never been so distant with my family and friends. Everyone is beginning to see the strain that is on me. I am missing important events for my dad, and I have not seen Penelope since before I left for London. I know it’s terrible and I do wish I could spend more time with my family, but since I have to have Michael go everywhere with me, I don’t see how I can act normal around my family, without them suspecting something is wrong. It was hard enough for me to come clean to Sophie about Adrian; I cannot imagine telling her all this as well. The only person I can confide in is Adrian and right now, he is mad at me for what I did. I do not like the feeling of having him not talking to me. He is my world right now, I cannot ever think of not having him around me, even if it means that my life is in danger. I think that I am in love with him, something has changed and I feel that I do not only just care about him. The words in which he told me about his mother are stuck in my head forever. I will not be able to go one day, without thinking of the pain he has suffered. I know what ever his secret is, that it will not be enough for me to leave him. I know I have only laid eyes on him twice. I know that it all seems crazy, that I can fall in love with someone over texts and emails, but it is true I have, I love him, I love Adrian Black. 
 
   Sophie is home earlier than I had expected tonight. “You are home early?” I say as she walks in through the door. 
 
   “Dan had some family emergency he had to go deal with so here I am.”
 
    “How is everything going with you two?”
 
    “Everything is great, I really like him.” 
 
   “I am pleased to see you so happy.”
 
    “Speaking of happy, you don’t look so happy these days. Alanna is there something going on?” I wish I could tell Sophie everything. “No I am fine,”
 
    “Are you sure? I have never seen you look so pale, have you been sleeping okay?” 
 
   “Not really, it takes me forever to fall asleep and when I do I have nightmares.” 
 
   “What is causing you to have bad dreams?”
 
    “I am not sure; I am a little stressed right now about class and stuff.”
 
    “Are you still in contact with Adrian?” “Yes but we had our first fight tonight.” “What happened?” 
 
   “I did something that he asked me not to.”
 
    “What did you do Alanna?” 
 
   “It was silly, and I would rather not get back into it, he hasn’t talked to me in four hours.” 
 
   “Alanna I know you have feelings for this guy, and I know I said I was happy for you. But I am getting concerned now?”
 
    “Why?” 
 
   “It seems as if he is controlling you.”
 
    “What would make you say that?”
 
    “You never seem to go out anymore, you never see your family and you spend all your time with his step brother, it all seems a little weird Alanna?”
 
    “It’s not, I have just been showing Michael around, and I am going to make plans to meet up with my Mom.”
 
    “Even so, you have changed, it’s like you are someone else with him.”
 
    “I am not, I am still me, I have just grown up more that’s all.”
 
    “I don’t see you growing up; all I see is sadness when I look at you.”
 
    “I am not sad. I couldn’t be happier with Adrian.”
 
    “Tell me this, why don’t you see him?” 
 
   “He is busy all the time; he doesn’t get a moment to himself.”
 
    “But surely if he cared so much about you, he would make time to come and visit.” 
 
   “He would if he could.” 
 
   “You seem like he is the air you breathe, I just hope he feels the same way about you.”
 
    I lay on my bed as I hear Sophie run herself a bath. The talk I just had with Sophie has just confirmed that there is no way I could ever tell her the truth. 
 
   Morning arrives and I wake with a jolt out bed, to hear my phone buzzing. This time it is not Adrian, but it is my mom. Before I open her message, I check to see if there are any messages on my white phone, but there is still none from Adrian, he must still be mad. I open the text from my mom to read, 
 
   Alanna I will be in the city today, I would love it if we could meet up for a coffee. It feels like forever since I saw you last, let me know Mom. 
 
   My mom is right, it does feel like forever since I last saw her, so I quickly reply, 
 
   I know it has been ages, just text me the details and I will be there, all my love Alanna. 
 
   I look over to Sophie’s bed, but I see that she has left already. I get out of bed and go into the bathroom. As I catch my reflection in the mirror, I see that I really look horrific, there is no way I can let my mom see me like this. She would know something was wrong so I jump in the shower, and as I feel the hot dripping water on my back, I cannot help but think of Adrian and the way he is acting. I know I pushed the boundaries by talking to that man, but I really do feel that he is taking it a step too far. I switch off the shower and step over to the mirror once again. I rummage through my wash bags that lay on the counter; I find some under-the-eye, dark-circle remover and I pop on a few drops then begin again to look for more products to make myself look a little bit presentable. I use some blush and glowing moisturizer and then do my eyes. Finally I blow dry my hair and apply some lip-gloss. I get dressed in my best, as I do not really want to hear fashion advice of what I should and should not be wearing from my mom. I put on my best skinny jeans and a black, fitted, button up shirt, and for the first time in ages, I put on my Loubotins. I grab my bag, head out the door, and walk along to Michael’s room. I knock once on his door and I can hear voices scurrying around, so I knock again, I still hear the voices but no one comes to the door. I slowly open the door and make my way into the room. I walk quietly into the room, and what I see I knew was coming, but it is still awkward to witness. Right there, in front of my two eyes, I see Katharine standing over by the bathroom wearing one of Michael’s shirts, she is shocked when she sees me and she tries to explain. 
 
   “Alanna I am so sorry you had to find out this way,”
 
    “Katharine its fine, really there is no need to be sorry.”
 
    “Are you sure, I have been trying to keep this from you, because I wasn’t sure of     how would take this.”
 
    “Katharine its fine, I just came over to talk to Michael for a minute is that okay?” 
 
   “Of course Alanna and thanks again for understanding.”
 
    “No problem,” I say as I take Michael to one side. “Have you heard from Adrian today?” 
 
   “No I don’t think so, but I have been a little busy, so I haven’t checked my phone,” He says looking over to Katharine with a huge smirk on his face. “You look nice today, are you going somewhere?”
 
    “Yes I have plans to meet up with my mom, that’s what I was coming over to tell you.”
 
    “Can you wait till I get ready?”
 
    “You are not coming with me.” 
 
   “Oh yes I am, after yesterday do you really think I will let you out of my sight again?” 
 
   “How am I going to explain you to my mom?” 
 
   “I don’t care, but I am coming with you.”
 
    “No you are not, I won’t talk to anyone, and I won’t do anything.”
 
    “I don’t trust you Alanna,”
 
    “Please try, I need this time with mom. I have not seen her in so long. Please let me have this.”
 
    “You are really starting to annoy me you know that.”
 
    “Is that a yes?”
 
    “You keep your phone on at all times, you answer all my calls and you text me when you arrive and when you leave, is that understood?”
 
    “Yes, thanks Michael,” I say and I give him a kiss on the cheek. 
 
   “Go on then,” he says a little embarrassed. 
 
   I see my mom walking in the door and it hits me, how much I had missed her. With her short, blonde, bobbed hair which is never out of place. Her exquisite taste in fashion, my mom always wears dresses even when she is cleaning the house or taking out the trash. My mom is always immaculate in everything she does, from the way she walks to the way she talks, even when she is arguing with someone she remains elegant and a full of class. That is something I have always tried to take within my being, but never have I stayed so cool and refined as my mom. 
 
   ”Darling it’s been so long,” she says as she greets me with one kiss on each cheek. “I know it seems like it’s been forever.” 
 
   “How have you been my dear?”
 
    “I am fine Mom and how are Dad and Penelope?”
 
    “They are fine, although they are missing you like crazy since you moved back to the city, tell me how is college?” 
 
   “College is good,”
 
    “And Sophie how is she after everything with Chace?”
 
    “Sophie is great, she has a new boyfriend now Dan, he is so good for her and he is nothing like Chace, and that’s exactly what she needs.” 
 
   “That’s wonderful; are there any boys on the horizon for you?”
 
    “Mom, don’t start.”
 
    “I would like to see you with someone; life is too short to spend it alone.”
 
    “I am not alone, and to answer you previous question, there is someone.” 
 
   “Really, who is he?”
 
    “It’s this guy I met in London.”
 
    “I wasn’t aware that you met someone in London, tell me what’s he like?” 
 
   “He is amazing, but very different from everyone here.”
 
    “Good different?”
 
    “I believe so,”
 
    “Tell me more.”
 
    ”What does he do?” 
 
   “He owns his own company.” I see my mom’s face light up and she has a smile plastered on her perfect face. “Fantastic, and what does he look like?” 
 
   “You have never seen someone so beautiful,”
 
    “Has he got dark hair or fair?”
 
    “His hair is a light chocolate brown, his eyes are green and he has the most exquisite skin tone.”
 
    “Is he tall, short?”
 
    “No he is tall, very tall; in fact I think he is around 6’3”.”
 
    “He sounds wonderful, does he treat you right?”
 
    “Mom he is so caring, he wants to protect me all the time, is like he controls me but in a way that is so UNcontrolling, if you understand what I mean?”
 
    “No I don’t really understand, but I have never seen you this way before, you really seem as if you love him.”
 
    “I do so much, but I have never told him that.”
 
    “Then you must, if he is as amazing as you say then don’t let him get away.” 
 
   “Don’t worry I won’t.” 
 
   I really love this time I am spending with my mom. She has a way of making me laugh and not take things so seriously. I cannot say that I feel very well though, as I chat to my mom about everything you can mention, I get an almost dizzying feeling, everything seems to be spinning and I feel so warm. I try to focus my eyes at my mom, but everything is just a daze. My head starts to thump, I cannot keep my balance, and I fall to the floor. 
 
   “Alanna,” I faintly hear my mom say. I try to respond but words do not come out. “Help, someone help.” my mom shouts. 
 
   “I will call an ambulance Miss, don’t worry she will be fine.” I hear someone say but I cannot see a thing. I try again to speak, as my mom gently slaps my face trying to get me to wake up and respond. I still hear the panic in her voice, but it is starting to fade everything is going quiet, and slowly I feel myself falling into a deep sleep.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Eighteen
 
    
 
   “Where am I?” I think, as I open my eyes half to see a big room with pure white walls. There is a smell like chemicals; it is too bright so I close my eyes again. I try to shift myself up in the bed, but I feel to tired and drained that I cannot. Instead, I try to open my eyes fully, but it is hard, everything I see is covered with a thick haze. I close my eyes and open them again. 
 
   “Who are you?” I say, I cannot really see who it is all I can see is a black suit. “Alanna it’s me.” I hear in a soothing voice. As hard as it is to see clearly, I can still make out whom it is; my eyes come into focus and its Adrian that I see. 
 
   “Adrian, are you really here?” I have to ask fearing that this is all just another one of my dreams. 
 
   “Yes I am here Alanna, but please try to relax, don’t sit up, I will go get the doctor.” 
 
   “Adrian please wait, where am I?”
 
    “You are in the hospital; you passed out while you were out with your mother. Please don’t worry you are fine, you just need to rest lie back down and I will be right back.”
 
    “Okay,” I say lying down. 
 
   I rest my head against the pillow as I take in this environment. My mind spins and all I can think of is Adrian. He is actually here, I am talking to him and he is not just someone on the other end of a phone. I get another image of him in my mind as I think, is he still mad at me? Why would he come to New York, is he here to tell me that it is over? Adrian comes back in the room this time he is not alone. There is a young woman doctor and she is carrying a black folder, my mom is also with them. 
 
   “Miss Hart, how are you feeling?” The doctor says as she walks over to my bedside. 
 
   “I feel a little tired, and maybe a little drained, am I okay?”
 
    “Yes you are fine; however you have suffered from exhaustion.”
 
    “How long have I been here for?”
 
    “You came in a few hours ago, I need to run some tests and hopefully we can let you go home.”
 
    “Okay,”
 
    “I understand that you probably want to spend a few minutes with your family, I will give you a moment before I send in the nurse.” 
 
   “Thanks,” I say giving her a smile. 
 
   What I see next is so unreal that I cannot believe my eyes. Adrian walks over to me and gives me a soft kiss on my forehead. Feeling a pang of excitement, I quickly glance over to my mom who is standing at the back of the room. Her arms folded and her cheeks stained from her tears, there is a look of sadness in her eyes, and I feel so guilty for putting her through this. How she must have felt seeing me lying there on the floor of the coffee shop. I remember the panic in her voice, and the way she screamed out for help. That thought will stay with me forever. 
 
   “Alanna you really frightened me, are you sure you are feeling okay?”
 
    “Yes Mom I feel fine, I am just tired.”
 
    “I don’t understand where all this has come from, have you been overworked at college?” I cannot tell my mom the truth that I have not been sleeping, because I am scared for my life. 
 
   “I guess so, class has just been getting a bit much and I have been studying way too hard. I was staying up late and not sleeping much, and then waking up too early, I guess it has just taken its toll.”
 
    “Alanna you must look after yourself,” my mom says taking hold of my hand. “I will Mom.” 
 
   “Mrs Hart, is it too much to ask if I could please have a moment alone with Alanna?” Adrian says staring my mom in the eye.
 
    “Of course not, I will go get some coffee and phone your father, he is going out of his mind with worry.” Adrian gives my mom a nod of thanks and she makes her way out the door. 
 
   “Alanna I am so sorry,” Adrian immediately says. 
 
   “Why are you sorry, you didn’t do anything?”
 
    “It’s because of me you are in hospital.”
 
    “No its not, it’s my own fault I have not been sleeping, you mustn’t blame yourself.”
 
    “But I do, I am the reason that weren’t sleeping, you were scared and I can never forgive myself.”
 
    “You have to listen to me Adrian, none if this is your fault,” he gets closer to me and he bends his head down to my level. “Alanna, can you ever forgive me?” 
 
   “There is nothing to forgive, how did you know I was in hospital?”
 
    “Your mother rang your friend Sophie and she told Michael, when I heard all I could think of was getting here to see you.”
 
    “I can’t really believe you are actually here, I have longed to see you for so long.” 
 
   “I feel the same, and your beauty to me is breathtaking.” 
 
   “Now I know you are lying, I look a mess and you look so perfect.”
 
    “I am not perfect; you only have to look long enough at me to see that.”
 
    “But you are, and I am nothing compared to you.”
 
    “Alanna you are too good for me, I don’t feel that I am anything.”
 
    “Don’t be crazy.”
 
    “Excuse me Miss Hart, I am Rachel I will be carrying out some tests on you today,” the very pretty, fair haired nurse says to me, all the while she is glaring at Adrian. 
 
   “No problem,” I say keeping one eye on Adrian, to see if he is looking at the nurse in any way. However, he is not, he is just standing next to my bed looking at me. I cannot help but wonder what he sees in me, after all, he could have any girl he wants, what is so special about me? He turns to look at the nurse, and I see her almost stumble when he looks directly in her eyes. 
 
   “How long do you think Alanna will be in here for?” The nurse can hardly speak, but she manages to pull herself together as she says. “I will run a few tests and if everything is clear, I will write up the report for the doctor, and hopefully she will discharge her as soon as possible.”
 
    “Okay, If there is anything you need Alanna, I will be just outside please take good care of her Miss, she is my world.” Adrian says flashing the nurse a smile. The nurse can barely keep herself standing straight, as she watches him walk away. 
 
   “You are a lucky girl that is the most gorgeous guy I have ever seen. Where did you find him?” 
 
   “We met in London.” 
 
   “I have always wanted to go to London, what’s it like over there?”
 
    “It’s amazing.” 
 
   After the nurse is done with all the poking and asking me questions, I just feel like I want to go home. I have had enough of this hospital, I want to get out, and I want to be with Adrian. Once the doctor comes back, I am up and now trying my best to show her that I am okay, so she will let me go. 
 
   “Miss Hart your tests have all come back clear, however I do feel that you need some time to rest. I suggest that maybe you go away for a few days, and take some time to yourself.”
 
    “I was just thinking about going back to the dorms; do you think that would be a bad idea?”
 
    “Yes I feel that it would, after all if that’s the environment that has brought the stress to you, and then I do firmly suggest that you stay elsewhere for a few days.”
 
    “Alanna would you like to stay with me?” Adrian says trying to sound cool, but I know there is a touch of anxiety in his voice, as to what my answer might be. “Are you staying here in New York?”
 
    “Yes, I have suite at the Chatwal Hotel; you are most welcome to join me.”
 
    “I would love to, but I would have to stop my dorm to pack a few things, is that okay.”
 
    “Of course, my love.”
 
   As I sit next to Adrian in the cab ride to Columbia, I stare at him so much that I think that my eyes are going to fall out. I knew when I first saw him that he was beautiful, but now it is as if I am seeing him for the first time, and seeing his beauty for the first time again. His hair is so thick and pushed back, his eyes green and glowing, his strong jaw, the way he raises his eyebrows when he speaks, the way that his lips move, he is just mesmerizing to watch and I cannot help but find myself lost in his demeanor. I do not even think of what his secret may be. I am just so glad that he is here. When we walk in through the doors of Columbia, it is to a gaping of everyone, in the entirety of the building, staring at Adrian. Every girl, every boy, everyone, cannot help but stare at this tall handsome stranger. I pause, as I go to open the door of little room that Sophie and I share. 
 
   “Adrian, if Sophie doesn’t seem happy that you are here please don’t take it to heart. She is just looking out for me, okay?”
 
    “No problem, I will play nice,” he says and he cannot contain his smirk. 
 
   I walk into the room and Sophie, Katharine and Michael greet me. Adrian holds back until I am safely through the door. 
 
   “Alanna are you okay, we have been so worried,” Sophie says as she runs over to me, and grabs me. “Yes I am fine, please don’t worry.” Katharine also comes over and gives me a hug; Michael on the other hand, just gives a quick nod and says he is glad that I am okay. I break free from my friends embrace, and look to see where Adrian has gone. I turn around, to see him standing right behind me. 
 
   “Sophie, Katharine this is Adrian.”
 
    “Wow,” Katharine says, as she cannot contain the smile that has plastered her face. I shoot her a friendly glance, and turn to look at Sophie, who looks as if she is going to cry. All the while, I think she cannot get over Adrian’s looks. She finally manages to tear her eyes away from him to say.
 
    “I have heard so much about you; it’s nice to finally meet you.”
 
    “Likewise,” Adrian says as walks over to her, takes her hand, and gives it a little kiss. The look that is on Sophie’s face is priceless. She cannot hold back her smile, I am sure she is taking back every bad thing she has ever said about him. 
 
   “Alanna I will leave you a moment to gather up the things that you need, please take your time I will be just outside, Michael a moment please.”
 
    “Where are you going,” Sophie’s says with a worried look on her face. 
 
   “I will be staying with Adrian for a few days.” 
 
   “In London,”
 
    “No at the Chatwal Hotel, he has a suite and the doctor thinks it would be better for me to rest there.” 
 
   “Yes I am sure she does.” Katharine says not holding in her laugh.
 
    Adrian and Michael head out the room, and I am alone with Sophie and Katharine staring at me, with disbelief in their eyes. I do not know if they are thinking good things about Adrian, or if they feel that he has not lived up to the hype. One thing is for sure, they are just as much under the spell of his looks as I am.
 
    “Alanna that is the most beautiful man I have ever seen, he looks so wise and strong, how old is he?”
 
    “Twenty-five, I know he looks older but he has been through so much, that it makes him seem older than he is.”
 
    “What has he been though?” Sophie says. I feel out of the two of them, that Sophie will be the one that will have something negative to say. 
 
   “He had a rough childhood, his father left him when he was two and his mother wasn’t the best.”
 
    “How did he manage to make it as a business man, where did he make all his money from?”
 
    “He was adopted by Michael’s father Mr Jenkins, he showed him how to deal in business and by the age of twenty-one, he had his own company.”
 
    “He is so dreamy, I just can’t help but stare at him,” Katharine adds. 
 
   “You can’t just look at that, what if he was a psycho?” Sophie says with ice in her words. 
 
   “He is not a psycho Sophie, really you have stop doing this.”
 
    “Doing what, being honest? You do not really know him Alanna, and you are swanning off to some hotel with him. What are you thinking?”
 
    “I’m thinking that I need to get away, I need away from all the pressures of college.  And this guy, that I do know and that I do love, is here in New York, and I am not sure how long for,  so yes, if it’s a crime that I want to spend time with him, then I am as guilty as sin.”
 
    “Alanna what has gotten into you? I am just trying to look out for you; I am telling you that there is something about that guy, that’s weird.”
 
    “Sophie I don’t want to have this argument with you, so if you will excuse me I am going to get my stuff.” I go over and throw a few things into my carry bag. Why is Sophie being like this? Why is she so against Adrian? Is she jealous? What is her problem? I really cannot handle this right now; I just need to get away. I walk back into the hallway and I see Adrian and Michael talking over by the lockers. There is a flock of girls crowding them, so I make my over and push through them. 
 
   “Can we go now, please?” I say to Adrian not even looking at Michael. 
 
   “Is everything all right?”
 
    “Yes it will be when I get away from here.” 
 
   “I will call you later,” Adrian says to Michael and we start down the hallway.
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
   “Yes, actually no, it’s Sophie.”
 
    “What happened?”
 
    “She just has to put a negative impact on everything. If she is not the center of attention, then she is not happy.”
 
    “I am sure that is not true, isn’t she your best friend?”
 
    “She was but now I am not sure, a best friend wouldn’t go on the way she does.” 
 
   “What does she do, that annoys you so?” 
 
   “She won’t accept the fact that I am with you, she feels you’re weird and she doesn’t like you.”
 
    “You really shouldn’t let that get to you; a lot of people don’t like me.” 
 
   “That may be, but she is my friend and she should at least make an effort to get to know you, before she judges you.”
 
    “Maybe that’s the problem. Have you ever stopped to think that, maybe she does not want to get to know me? Perhaps, she feels like you are too good for me, the same way that I feel.” 
 
   “Are you started with that again, please if you don’t stop saying that, I will kill you and not the people that are chasing us.”
 
    “Wow!  Words of anger, I haven’t seen this side to you before, it’s sexy.” I roll my eyes, “Ha,” I let out a laugh and Adrian and I get into the cab. 
 
   The hotel is charming from the outside with its brownstone walls and white pillars. The door attendant is dressed in a white and black suit and is extra friendly. The lobby is something quite spectacular, with its wide hallways and lashings of flower arrangements. The woman behind the desk is also extra friendly; she welcomes Adrian as if he is royalty. With a smart skirt suit on and her dark hair in a perfect bun, I cannot help but feel underdressed, in my skinny jeans and flats, my hair looks like a bird has tried to make a nest in it. I smooth myself out as the bellman takes my bag from Adrian, and shows us the way. The room that Adrian has booked is frankly the best room in the hotel. It has four bedrooms, four bathrooms, and a living area the size of my whole house in the Hamptons. There are marble floors and a fireplace that is so large; it takes up half the back wall. I lay my handbag down, on one of the many sofas in the huge over the top room.
 
    “Alanna, I will show you to your room, come with me.”
 
    He leads me along the hallway, which is full with flowers and soft-lit glowing candles. Elegant paintings hang on the wood lined walls, and I gasp as gaze upon the spectacular surroundings. The room that Adrian has given me is amazing, with a massive four-poster super king bed that stands in the middle of the floor. A massive flat screen TV mounted on the wall, and the furnishings are elegant too. 
 
   “Is this okay?”
 
    “It’s perfect, but where are you sleeping?” 
 
   “I will be in the next room; I will give you a few minutes to settle, shall I order some food?”
 
    “Yes that sounds good, I will have a quick shower,” I do not why I told him that, why should he care if I shower or not. My face flashes a little red and I say.
 
    “I won’t be long.” 
 
   I close the door and flop myself down onto the bed. What will I do? He is too perfect. I focus my mind back to the way his face looked when I first opened my eyes. I could not believe that he was here, however I cannot help but think of Sophie, I really do not understand why she is acting the way she is. Why, will she not just be happy for me? After everything, I did for her, during her break up with Chace; I really feel that she owes it to me, to give Adrian a chance. I shake off the feeling of annoyance I have, and put the Sophie drama out of my mind I do not want to ruin this time I have with Adrian, thinking about Sophie and her games. Once I have my shower, I start on what I am going to wear tonight. I rummage through my bags until I find my white and black striped maxi dress, which is comfortable and quite flattering. I let my hair hang loose and apply some lip-gloss. I take a deep breath, walk over to door, I sigh and cannot believe that Adrian is on the other side of this door. I walk ever so slowly into the lounge area I do not really want to bring notice to myself to soon, as I want to bask in this moment.
 
   I see Adrian sitting at the dining table with a glass of water; he looks so breathtaking that I have to take a moment, to look at him. He has changed out of his black suit, and I realize that this is the first time I have seen him dressed so casually. He now has on, a black shirt with the sleeves rolled up to reveal a massive gold Rolex; he has swapped his suit trousers for a pair of dark blue jeans. He looks to me as I start to walk over; he pulls out a chair for me when I finally reach him. He takes my hand and kisses it gently. I take the seat and he sits opposite me at the grand dining table. 
 
   “I wasn’t sure what you liked to eat, so I ordered one of everything,” he points to the massive silver trays that lie before us. I take of one of the lids to see a lobster; I immediately place the lid back on. 
 
   “Don’t you like lobster?” 
 
   “Not really,” I say shyly. 
 
   “Okay then, what do you like?” 
 
   “I eat healthily, salads and that type of stuff.”
 
    “You can’t survive on that, here have some steak,” he lifts off another lid and takes out two steaks, he places one my plate and one his. “Now would you like some potatoes?” “I guess so,” I say and he hands a huge platter filled with potatoes and vegetables of every kind. 
 
   “Are you enjoying the food Alanna?”
 
    “Yes it’s wonderful, Adrian everything is perfect.” I place my hand on his, and I feel him pull away a little. “Is everything okay?”
 
    “Yes, would you excuse me a minute?”
 
    “Okay,” I say feeling a little rejected. I cannot help but wonder if I offend him maybe, I took things too far, what if he only wants to be friends? A million things are going round in my head. 
 
   “I am sorry for that Alanna”
 
    “It’s okay, but may I ask what happened, did I do something?”
 
    “No, it’s not you it’s me,”
 
    “I just get a little distant whenever someone gets close to me, and especially you.”
 
    “Why?”
 
    “I guess it all goes back to Alice, and the way she was with me. I don’t think that anyone wants to be good to me.”
 
    “I see,”
 
    “Anyway Alanna, there is something I need to talk to you about.”
 
    “Okay, go ahead.”
 
    “The other day when you went off with that bloke what happened, I need to tell me everything, so I can protect you from him.”
 
    “He had three pictures in a brown envelope, one of a man, another of women that I have seen before, and one of you.”
 
    “This woman you know of, who was she?”
 
    “I don’t know, I just saw her once before at the beach in the Hamptons.” 
 
   “What did she look like?” 
 
   “She was dark haired and was very skinny in the picture, but when I saw her at the beach she was quite plump and her hair was starting to grey. She looked as if she aged about twenty years, between the picture and now.”
 
    “Alanna that was Alice,”
 
    “What,”
 
    “The photo and the woman you saw, was my mother, Alice.”
 
    “How is that possible?”
 
    “Why not,” Suddenly it all makes sense, the reason I was so drawn to her, was that she reminded me of Adrian. Why, did I not see it before? 
 
   “Adrian your mother is here in the vicinity of New York, how do you feel about that?” 
 
   “I have no feelings towards her, she means nothing to me.”
 
    “But are you not surprised that she is here?”
 
    “No she is from here, why would I be surprised.”
 
    “I didn’t know Alice was an American.”
 
    “My father was from London, when Alice was sixteen she ran away from home and went straight to London. He met her while she was working as a barmaid, in one of the bars in town. She said he took to her straight away and they quickly began dating after that.”
 
    “There must have been some happy times then?”
 
    “For them, yes, but as for me I only have one memory that is worth remembering.”
 
    “What is it?” He takes a deep breath. 
 
   “I was eleven and it was Christmas time, Alice had gone out the night before drinking and it was so cold in the house that my hands were frozen solid. I went outside to steal some wood for the fire from one of the neighbors. Although it was, just an empty shell of a house in a rough neighborhood, there was one woman that always seemed to be helping others. I went over to her house and knocked on her door. When she came to answer, she was surprised to see me. She had tried to speak to me a few times out on the street, Alice had warned me not to speak to her, or encourage her to get friendly with us. Anyway, to cut a long story short, the woman invited me into her home, she sat me by the fire with her two boys, and she told us all a story about Father Christmas, she fed me with sandwiches and hot chocolate until I fell asleep by the fire. When I woke in the morning, it was as if I had a real family, she was there to greet me as soon as my eyes opened. She had no husband but she was all that the boys needed. She was caring and motherly and always put them first. Later that morning when I went back to my house, I saw Alice lying in pool of her own vomit and I wished that Sandra were my mother. I know it doesn’t sound like much Alanna, and to you it must seem so little, but to me that was the best memory that I ever had as a child.”
 
    “Adrian, I am not going to lie to you but I never had to go through anything like that. I had a happy childhood, so I can’t begin to describe or understand how awful it must have been for you.”
 
    “I don’t want sympathy, that’s not reason I am letting you know these things.”
 
    “I know, I can’t help but feel it towards you.”
 
    “Why?”
 
    “I care about you; I hate to think that you have had all these things happen to you.” 
 
   “But I am bad Alanna; I can’t see why you would care about someone like me.”
 
    “I have never seen anything yet that proves that you are bad.” Adrian sighs and he begins to say something. “Alanna I love you, but I don’t feel that I deserve to.”
 
    “I love you too, and don’t ever think like that.”
 
    “I can’t believe you said that, is it true? Or are you just saying it?”
 
    “Of course it’s true, I love you Adrian.” 
 
   We talk for ages about many different things however;  his childhood or anything that has happened to him, or the fact that he has a secret and that there are people after me, has not come up since. He talks to me about my life, asking me about my family, and telling me that I should try to mend things with Sophie. After all, she is my best friend, and I know that it is the right thing to do. Therefore, I have decided I will talk to her when I go back to Columbia. As for now, all I can think about is Adrian. How strange this all feels for me, I only ever saw him twice before, and one encounter with him was not the best experience. He was being rude, and I thought he was an arrogant ass. When the gifts were coming regular every day, I never thought for one second that it would be him. He never crossed my mind; he had no reason for doing it, as I thought that he hated me. 
 
   “Adrian, can I ask you something?”
 
    “Depends on what it is.”
 
    “It’s about, when we first met.”
 
    “Okay then, go ahead.”
 
    “The first time I saw you, remember at the Gala?” 
 
   “How could I forget?”
 
    “You were kind of rude to me, what was your reason for that?”
 
    “I am sorry that I did that, but I was taken in by you. I had never seen anyone like you before. You were exactly the type of girl I would go for, but you had this aura around you, which screamed out to me that you were not like everyone else”
 
    “I thought you hated me,” he has a devilish smirk on his face. “How could I ever hate you?” 
 
   “I thought you did, you were so rude and obnoxious, but somehow I was drawn to you and that shocked me.” 
 
   “When I saw you walk in, I knew that you were what I wanted.” “Now it’s getting late, I will walk you back to your room now.”
 
    “I am not tired just now, can’t we talk some more?”
 
    “No, you are here to rest; we can talk all you want tomorrow. As for now you are going to bed, I won’t have you sick like that again.” I give in and take his hand; he walks me back to my room and places me onto the bed. 
 
   “Alanna, would it be okay if I gave you a kiss?” I stare at him wondering why he did not just kiss me, instead of asking for my permission. 
 
   “Yes,” I whisper. 
 
   He stands me up and takes my face in his hands, he looks into my eyes then it happens. His lips are on mine they are soft but strong. The smell of his cologne is strong and masculine. As he pulls away, I cannot open my eyes, I am too engaged in him that I do not want him to stop. He begins again this time for longer and with more passion. He pushes me down onto the bed and the kisses begin to get more fast and powerful. He has his hands in my hair and I feel frozen, I lay there taking it in but I feel uneasy, so I push him off me and stand up. 
 
   “What’s wrong, did I go too far?”
 
    “No, its not you, I just I don’t do that kind of thing.”
 
    “Okay no problem, I won’t do that again.” I sigh and think that I have ruined everything. However, Adrian reassures me that things will carry on the same. “Alanna, I don’t need that to love you,” He kisses me softly once again and makes his way out of the room.
 
   The next morning I wake with a spring in my step. I bounce out of bed and into the shower. I wrap a towel around my hair and put on one of the many bathrobes, that hotel has provided. I quietly open my door, to check if Adrian is anywhere in sight. I do not see him, but I can hear his voice loud and strong as he talks on his phone. I feel so hungry now that I cannot wait for food, I walk into the lounge area, and there are enormous new displays of flowers, which the hotel must have brought up. Over on the dining table, there are platters of strawberries, bagels, waffles and bacon. The smell of fresh coffee fills the room and I make my way over to the table. I sit down, and help myself to a plate of food. Adrian is still in the other room. I take this time to tighten my robe, I do not want anything to go wrong today, and I will not let it. 
 
   “Did you sleep well, Alanna?” Adrian says as walks over to the table, he gives me a kiss and takes a seat again opposite me. He has on another dark suit; this one is pinstriped and fits him like glove. Underneath he has on a, light blue stripped shirt, and he has a pair of aviator sunglasses in his front jacket pocket. 
 
   “Yes, I slept very well,” I say, with my face hot and a smile on my lips. 
 
   “Did you?” 
 
   “I never sleep.”
 
    “Why?”
 
    “I am not sure ever since I was a child, I have had insomnia.”
 
    “You don’t you sleep at all, how can that be?”
 
    “Some nights I manage an hour or so, but it doesn’t really affect me.”
 
    “Alanna I have plans for us today, is that okay?”
 
    “Sure, what are we doing?”
 
    “I want to take you shopping, and after maybe we can see a show or something would you like that?” 
 
   “I always like to shop, the show not so much,” I say giving him a little smile. “
 
   Shopping it is then.”
 
    “I will go get ready, I won’t be long.”
 
    I rush back into my room and search for something to wear. I rummage through my brown Louis Vuitton carry bag, and take out a pair of Black skinny jeans, a white turtleneck sweater and my trusty Louboutin heels. I assemble my look and take a glance in the mirror as I leave I walk out into the large oversized suite. Adrian is on his phone again this time in the lounge area, he is pacing up and down the room and he looks worried. I go over, take a seat on the sofa in the living area, and wait for him to finish his call. As I wait, again I cannot help but stare at him, he is too good looking that it makes it impossible not you. He ends his call and puts his phone in a pocket inside his jacket. 
 
   “Let’s go,” he says, as he takes me by the hand and leads me out the door into the elevator. He looks at me, 
 
   “Alanna if you feel at all unwell today, you have to make sure you tell me, Okay?” 
 
   “Yes I will, but I feel fine.” I was not lying to him; I do feel fine in fact, I feel so good. For a while, I had rather lost my way, but now I am feeling my old self again. We walk into the lobby of the Chatwal Hotel and a few members of staff greet us. 
 
   “Your car is here Mr Black,”
 
    “Thanks,” Adrian says to the bellman, and he gives him a tip. I am not sure how much he gave, but I did not look a small amount that Adrian handed over, and judging by bellman’s face, he did not think that it was small either. He walks me out the front door of the hotel and there waiting for us, is a black Rolls Royce. 
 
   “I was sick of cabs,” he says with a smirk. 
 
   “You only went in one.” 
 
   “Yes but that was one too many.” I laugh as Adrian opens the door for me. He follows behind me but before he does, he makes sure that he gives the door attendant the same type of handout that he had with the bellman. He takes a seat next to me and closes the door. The car begins to pull away and I look at the plush surroundings of the luxury car. The seats are soft black leather, and there are thick lambswool rugs on the floor. The roof of the car is lit up with, tiny little stars and I cannot help but think that this car is gorgeous, and is the ultimate car for the ultimate man. Adrian leans over and opens the armrest, which is in the middle of us, to reveal a bottle of champagne and two glasses. 
 
   “Would you like a drink?”
 
    “Sure,” he takes out one glass and begins to open the bottle of champagne, as he pours I say. 
 
   “Aren’t you having some?” 
 
   “No, I don’t drink.”
 
    “I thought I saw you with a scotch in London,”
 
    “Yes you did, but that wasn’t for me,” he hands me the glass and I take a small sip. He moves his arm and again lifts the massive leather armrest and he pulls out a bottle of water for himself. I glare at him frozen, not able to speak and I am glad I cannot, as he leans over and kisses me. His phone begins to beep in his pocket and he pulls back. 
 
   “Sorry, I will have to get this.”
 
    He answers the call and from what I can make out it is a business call. He is talking about large sums of money and investing in property of some kind. I do not even hear the words he speaks; I am too ecstatic and excited to take them in. When the car comes to a stop, Adrian opens the door and takes my hand. 
 
   “Do you like Fifth Avenue?” He says raising one eyebrow, and with a wicked smile across his face. 
 
   “Yes I love it, it’s always been my favorite ever since I was little.” 
 
   “Then what are we waiting for.” 
 
   He walks me down the cold street that is so busy. He has his arm around my waist as he glides towering over me. As soon as he stepped out the car, he took out his black aviator sunglasses and slid them onto his face. He is breathtakingly beautiful and I can honestly say that every woman I see is making evil eyes at me. However, I do not care, I feel so incredible right now that nothing could spoil this moment. 
 
   “Let’s go in here,” Adrian, say as he whisks me into the Rolex store.
 
    “Hello welcome to Rolex, how can I help you?” The shop assistant says, not looking at me in the slightest bit, instead with her eyes fully placed on Adrian. 
 
   “I would like to see some ladies watches,”
 
    “No problem, come on over.”
 
    Adrian takes of his sunglasses and slips them into the front of his shirt. He takes me over to the counter, where the woman is taking a tray of watches out of the glass cabinet. She places them carefully on the glass-polished counter, still not taking her eyes off Adrian. 
 
   “Which one do you like?” I look up at him with look of annoyance. 
 
   “Adrian you can’t,” 
 
   “Which one do you like?” I sigh, “They are all so nice.”
 
    “Which one Alanna,”
 
    “You choose, I couldn’t possibly and you seem to know what I like, so you pick one.” Adrian exhales and looks a little annoyed with me. He starts picking up a few, but putting them straight back down. 
 
   “Do you have one that’s similar to this one,” he pulls back his sleeve to reveal a massive yellow gold diamond incrusted watch. 
 
   “I will have a look in the back.” I look to Adrian 
 
   “You don’t have to do this.”
 
    “Do what?” 
 
   “Buy me a Rolex, I don’t need things Adrian.”
 
    “I know you don’t, but I want you to have them so please let me.” I sigh. 
 
   “I am never going to win this argument am I?” 
 
   “No,” he says and kisses me again. 
 
   The shop assistant walks briskly back to us, and places a smaller but equally the same yellow gold diamond Rolex in Adrian’s hand. He looks over it and he takes my arm, he slips the watch onto my wrist and says. 
 
   “Do you like this one?” I look down at the watch and I do like it. “It is beautiful Adrian.” 
 
   “I will take this one,” he says to the shop assistant. 
 
   “Do you want to keep it on Miss, or shall I wrap it up for you?”
 
    “Either way is fine.”
 
    “Just give us the box my girlfriend will keep the watch on.” Did Adrian just call me his girlfriend? I look to him. 
 
   “Adrian you just said I was your girlfriend?”
 
    “Aren’t you?”
 
    “Yes, but hearing you say it is a little surprising,” he smirks and shakes his head.
 
    Adrian glides over to the counter to pay for the watch. I notice that the shop assistant is being too flirty with him. She is glaring into his eyes, touching his arm and letting out little giggles. I would be a little mad but how can I get mad for something that is so there in your face. There is no way he can look like that, and not have woman everywhere he goes flirt with him. I have accepted that, it is just something that I will have to get used to. When he has paid for the over expensive watch, he glides back over to me and he gives me the bag. He wraps his arm again around my waist, with the other; he pushes his sunglasses back on, and I gasp at the sight of him. We walk out into the busy street once again, and Adrian has a smirk on his face that is too immense, that I have to ask him about it. 
 
   “What’s up?” 
 
   “Nothing, I just know now that I have found my girl.”
 
    “Ah that’s too cute, you are blushing.”
 
    “No I am not, which store do want to go in next?” Adrian quickly says trying to get me to change the subject. Therefore, I give in and say. 
 
   “Whatever one you want,”
 
    “I notice you have Louis Vuitton bags, would you like to go in there?”
 
    “No its fine, I have them already, let’s go get some coffee,” I say trying to get him to walk away from the stores. I know most girls would love a handsome guy buying them gifts, but as for me, I do not really feel comfortable accepting these over-expensive ones. I would rather he bought me dinner and sat and talked me all night, than spend his money on fancy watches and handbags. Although I cannot deny the watch Adrian bought me is gorgeous. I know that he is just the type that wants to buy me gifts all the time. However, the time will come that I will have to draw a line under it. 
 
   “Coffee it is.”
 
    We walk along the street in silence until we spot a little chic coffee shop. We enter and Adrian grabs us a table at the back. I order myself a latte and an earl grey tea for Adrian. As I take the drinks over to the table, I look out the window and there it is again the black Lamborghini. My heart starts to thump and I cannot breathe. 
 
   “Adrian the car, the Lamborghini it’s there again.”
 
    “Where,” 
 
   “Out there, look out the window you will see.”
 
    Adrian rises up so furiously, he looks out window but as he does the car speeds away. “Come on, we must go.” Adrian grabs my arm and pulls me out the coffee shop and onto the street. 
 
   “What are you doing?”
 
    “We have to go, it is not safe” 
 
   “Adrian they are gone now, it’s okay.”
 
    “No its not they have seen you with me, that’s it, it’s over.”
 
    “What do you mean?”
 
    “Do you still not believe me Alanna that you are in danger?”
 
    “No I do, but I it’s just,”
 
    “There is no time Alanna, come on.” Adrian walks so fast that I almost cannot keep up. He is dragging me along after him holding onto my arm. 
 
   “Adrian you are hurting me,” I say, as my feet cannot keep up any longer, I stop in my tracks and look at him. 
 
   “Alanna I didn’t mean to hurt you, please will you just come on.” 
 
   “No I won’t, I can’t until you tell me what this is all about.”
 
    “Alanna don’t make me do this,”
 
    “Do what?” I look at him a little scared. Before I have the chance to breathe, Adrian has walked over to me, picked me up and threw me over his shoulder. He starts to march up the street again so fast. 
 
   “Let me go,” I shout but he does not even hear me. This is so embarrassing that I could kill him. I start to punch his back but he does not even feel it. Therefore, I hit him harder and still he does not even flinch. We arrive back at the car and Adrian finally lets me down. I am so annoyed with him that I cannot even look at him. He tries to take my hand but I push him away. I look at him with such anger in my eyes, who does he think he is? More to the point, what does he think that I am? Some little dog he can pick up and throw about whenever he wants. The way he grabbed my arm, I felt like it was going to fall out the socket. Who is this person? 
 
   “Alanna please get in the car,” I do not respond I just turn my head away from him, which only seemed to anger him more. 
 
   “Alanna get in the car.”
 
    “No, why should I do anything you say?”
 
    “I am trying to keep you safe, are too stupid to understand that?”
 
    “Don’t speak to me like that, who do you think you are?”
 
    “Alanna if you don’t get in the car right now I will throw you in, it’s your choice.” he shouts and he takes my arms in his strong grasp, he looks directly in my eyes, and I feel like maybe I should do as he says. No, I do not have to he does not own me. I break free and turn my back on him. 
 
   “Get in now.” 
 
   The look on his face and the depth in his voice I have never heard or seen before, what kind of person is he. I turn back around and look into his glowing green eyes, I sigh and give up, I climb into the car and I do not even for second, look at Adrian Black.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                          
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Nineteen
 
    
 
   When I finally get back to the hotel, I am so glad. I could not bear another minute of sitting in the car in silence, with Adrian sitting there on his phone. I did not even turn my head to look at him on the way back. I would not give him the satisfaction. His fury only showed when he got so annoyed with whatever was on his phone, that he threw it as hard as he could on the floor. I have not seen this side to him; he keeps telling me he is bad maybe I should start to believe him. The staff at the hotel greet us with such happiness that only hotel staff can fake. Adrian does not even see them; he just marches straight into the elevator and me, I simply follow behind him. All the time I am thinking of how annoyed I am with him. I cannot begin to take it in, one minute he was fine and buying me Rolex’s, and the next he is throwing me over his shoulder and shouting at me. Maybe Sophie is right, maybe he is a psycho. He opens the door and waits for me to come in behind him. He walks over to the lounge area and stands there waiting for me to come over. I walk over but make sure I keep my distance from him. He does not say a word; he just stands there looking at me. I shake my head at him the least he could do is apologise. However, nothing comes out of his mouth, just a blank stare on his face. I take a long look at him feeling so annoyed that I turn my back and walk furiously along the hallway to my room. I slam the door behind me loud enough for him to hear. I take off my shoes and throw myself onto the bed. As I lay there, I have flashes back to today, how happy the morning started out then of how sour it turned. If he loves me as he says he does, then he has a funny way of showing it. He really hurt me today when he pulled me along like that. I have no words to describe how annoyed I feel with him. I sit up onto the bed and look across the room, why is he so controlling? He has to know where I am all the time and he sent his stepbrother over from London to protect and look after me. He was not happy about me talking to Marco, and made sure that I did not anymore. Now as I look at the room, did he even control where I stayed to rest after my hospital visit? I could have stayed at the dorm, and after all, it was not college that had me so stressed. It was him and the way he had me scared. Ever since I have been with him, I feel like I am not myself, I was once a feisty little blonde, who took nothing from no one. Now I am scared little girl, who does whatever a gorgeous, dangerous man from London says. Even my friendship with Sophie seems like it has compromised. I feel I cannot talk to her about anything because he gets in the way. I cannot listen to a single bad word she has to say about him. Maybe I cannot handle her telling me the truth. However, even though I am feeling this way, I still cannot help the way I feel about him. I love him so much that I cannot bear it, I cannot think about anything else but him. He is my world, he is the air that I breathe but I cannot let him control me the way he does and I cannot take all the secrets that he has. I know I try to put it out of my mind but it does not go away. Every time I see that back Lamborghini, I cannot help but think of what he has done. Whatever it was, has to be awful, there is people who want to hurt him by killing me. That is what he fears the most and that is the reason, he had gotten angry today. He knows that if something were to happen to me, that it would be his fault for loving me. I need to know what his secret is; I will not go on with him not knowing. Why should I put my life at risk for someone that is not even being honest with me? Why do I think it is normal for me to risk my life for someone? Would he do the same? Does he have me as messed up as him? Bleep, my phone, I reach over to my bag and take out my iPhone, I have a new message from Sophie it says, 
 
   Alanna I am sorry for the other day, I would love to talk and put all this behind us. A tear begins to run down my face as I write my reply, 
 
   Sophie I am sorry for the things I said, could you forgive me?
 
   It is me who should be saying sorry, I did not even give Adrian chance, I am sure he is a lovely person.
 
   I want to talk to Sophie about everything but I cannot. I decide I will tell her about today’s events but leaving out some of the major details.
 
   I cannot say that I am happy with him right now.
 
   Why what did he do?
 
   He annoyed me today. 
 
   Do you want to talk about it?
 
   Yes, you are right he tries to control everything, I feel as if he maybe sees me as an object and not a person. I am still madly in love with him, but I would like to get back some of the control.   
 
   I got that vibe from him as soon as I saw him; I think it mainly has to do with the fact that he is a very successful businessperson, he is used to controlling people all the time, maybe you should talk to him about it?
 
   I am not even talking to him right now. 
 
   Alanna is there more that you are not telling me.
 
   I wish I could tell her yes, there is more but instead, 
 
   No, he is wonderful and I feel lucky to have him, I possibly feel this way because I am not used to people like him, I will figure it out.
 
   Alanna, if there is ever anything you want to talk about then know that I am here. 
 
   Thanks. 
 
   Now go patch things up with Romeo.
 
   I will try talk to you soon. I am so glad that I have made up with Sophie; at least that is one thing off my mind. I put my phone on the side table next to the bed. My mind is spinning right now and I cannot think. I start to feel a little dizzy again so I lay fully down on the bed. As I do, I start to remember his face and the way he looks at me. I would just love to know what his secret is. I will not stop until I know; he has to tell me I will not let it go. 
 
   I must a have fallen asleep because I wake up and I am fully clothed. I glance over to the clock beside the bed, and I see that its 4.30 in the afternoon, and I am starving. I get up, fix my hair a little, and walk over to the door. I open it trying not to make a sound. I look all around and Adrian is nowhere in sight. Therefore, I quietly walk into the lounge area and go over to the grand dining table. I see that there is still some food from this morning, lying still on the trays. I take a few berries and pop them in my mouth. 
 
   “You know, you can order room service,” I hear a sarcastic voice behind me. I turn around and Adrian is standing there gazing at me. 
 
   “Yes, I am aware,” 
 
   “Are you still mad at me?” I roll my eyes and turn away from him. 
 
   “The fact that you even have to ask that question is shocking to me.”
 
    “Alanna, I am sorry okay, but I panicked and I just wanted to get you out of there.” 
 
   “You hurt me, my arm is throbbing.”
 
    “I will never forgive myself for that, here I am trying to stop you from getting hurt but at the same time I hurt you.”
 
    “I think it’s time you told me everything.”
 
    “I can’t, I won’t Alanna,”
 
    “I see in your face that you have changed your opinion of me, so I can’t bear how you will feel once you know the truth.”
 
    “Adrian you run that risk either way.”
 
    “Do you not love me anymore, after what I did to you?” 
 
   “Love doesn’t just go away Adrian, I do love you, but I need to know the truth.”
 
    “And I wish I could tell you, but I can’t Alanna, please can you stop talking about this.” 
 
   “Adrian if you don’t give me something to go on, then I will have to walk out that door.”
 
    “Sit down!”
 
    I sit quickly, wondering if this was it, was this the moment Adrian was going to finally tell me? 
 
   “You know about Alice and the way she was, right?” 
 
   “Yes,”
 
    “When I was nine Alice started to bring this bloke over to the house, his name was David and he was ten years older than her. David was the type of man that was not from the right side of things. His family had connections to gangsters and drug lords from all around London. He began to stay one or two nights a week, then he finally moved in for good. The time he spent with Alice was took up by drinking and taking drugs, he would get so high that he did not know what he was doing, he would start to beat Alice then eventually come find me and do the same. He would beat me so hard and Alice just let him. It was not just the beatings, he would light up a joint and hold me down and force it into my mouth. By the time, I was ten I was hooked on marijuana, and none of this ever seemed to bother Alice. She would lock me in the cupboards for hours on end, I would hear them scream and things would get broken. Alice would shout out that she hated him and she wanted him out, then usually there would be a slapping noise and everything would go quiet. The next morning or during the night, Alice would let me out and she would always beat up. Her face was never without some bruises or cuts. I was usually the same, if I were around when David was beating Alice, even though she did everything she did to me, I would always try to fight him off her, and I would always be in the middle of it. I have scars all over my body from David; he was an evil man that never showed any remorse for what he did. Even when he was sober he never showed anything but pure hatred of me and Alice.”
 
    “Adrian I can’t begin to imagine all this, you were hooked on drugs at the age of ten? How did you get away from all that?”
 
    “When I went into foster care, I had to do six weeks of rehab at the age of twelve; I don’t want you to think of me like this.”
 
    “But Adrian it’s your story and I know that it’s not a good one, but it’s what makes you who you are.”
 
    “I am not that person anymore Alanna.”
 
    “All this still doesn’t explain why there are people after you.”
 
    “I know it doesn’t, but if you think hard enough about it, then you will come to figure it out for yourself.”
 
    “I can’t, I want you to tell me.”
 
    “Look at me, I will tell you one day all about it, but for now I need you to please let it go.”
 
    “It will take me sometime to process all this.”
 
    “Take as much time as you need,” Adrian begins to get up and I pull him back. 
 
   “Wait I still have other things I need to say,”
 
    “Yes Alanna,” he sits back down and I cannot help but notice his vulnerability. 
 
   “You are very controlling over me,”
 
    “I know I am controlling, but it’s only because I love you, and I feel so guilty about everything.”
 
    “But Adrian the way you grabbed me and threw me over your shoulder like that, it wasn’t normal.” 
 
   “I know it wasn’t, I have a temper that will shock you.”
 
    “Adrian why are you like that?”
 
    “I guess it’s because, I never had any control of anything in my childhood. I could not control Alice, I could control the beatings from David, and I could not control myself around drugs. Now I try to take control of everything when I can, I never want to end up like that again.”
 
    “Adrian I will never do anything to hurt you, I am not Alice.” 
 
   “You are the very opposite of what she is, I know that you will make a wonderful mother, you will treat your kids like gold and never hurt them.” 
 
   “I would never hurt anyone, at least of all a child, but I did see Alice and she didn’t seem like she was on drugs or anything like that. I just thought she was a sad woman - sitting by the beach. Have you ever thought about maybe seeing her again? ”
 
    “No, there is no way I will ever look her in the eye again, she has ruined my life. She rained blow after blow on me and never thought to say sorry. When she wasn’t abusing me she let David do it instead, she is an awful person and she will never been in my life.”
 
    “What if I see her?”
 
    “Alanna she will not be in your life either, you have to promise me that you will never see her again.”
 
    “There you go with the control thing again,”
 
    “You make me control you, with the silly ideas you get into your head.”
 
    “Why are you getting so angry, it was only a suggestion?”
 
    “Alanna have you been listening to anything  that I have been saying, this woman battered me, she starved me, how could you want to see her?” 
 
   “I don’t, but you are obviously still carrying this around with you, even though you are a self-made millionaire with your own company and tons of respect. If you could just see her again then perhaps you would get some closer, and you could finally move on.”
 
    “Those memories are going to stay with me for life, I know you are only trying to help and I am grateful that you care, but I know how to handle this, I can be happy as long as I am with you.”
 
   
 “I will make you happy.”
 
    “Alanna, can you forgive me for today?”
 
    “Yes,” he takes me in his arms and kisses me as if he never has before. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Twenty
 
    
 
   For the last 48 hours, I have been alone in this hotel room with Adrian. We have talked so much that I really feel like now I know him. Along with the talking, there have been numerous kissing sessions and we have watched countless movies. I have eaten like never before and I sleep like never before. Dreaming constantly, about Adrian and wondering what our life could be like together. I have never thought about marriage and kids, but now that I am with Adrian, it is always in my mind somewhere. I have had dreams about our kids, a beautiful little boy with the same look as Adrian, a little girl with hair fairer than the sun. I know it is only a dream but sometimes I wish it were a reality. Sometimes I wake to tears, wanting it so bad. I never thought that I could feel like this in such a short space of time, but I am very infatuated with him. Today is the last day that Adrian is in New York, he has been here for four days now but it seems like a month. We have been through so much and I have learned new things about him. I now understand why he is the way he is. Every time I think of his mother Alice and that awful creature that is David, I feel sick to my stomach. Who could ever do all those things to an innocent child? What kind of sick, twisted brain must Alice have, to allow a strange man to abuse her only son like that? I will never understand her. I still find it hard that Adrian was hooked on drugs at the age of ten. The feeling he must have gone through when he was being brought off them, the pain and the need, does not even bare to think about. However, I cannot help but admire him for the way he has built up a life for himself. The business, the company and the millions, he has said to me that he would have given it all up, to have a happy loving childhood. He deserves the success, he deserves the power, and he deserves everything he has. There is one person that Adrian will always be grateful to and that is Mr Jenkins. He took him out of foster care and made him his son. He treated him too well and showed him life. Adrian insists that he would still be sleeping in a gutter without a penny, and hooked on drugs if it were not for him. His wife took a little while to warm up to Adrian; she was wary of him and did not trust him first. However, once she knew the real him, she grew to love him. Michael is and always will be Adrian’s brother. I cannot help but wonder about Chad the other brother. Who was he? What happened for him to fall out with family? 
 
   Adrian sits on the chesterfield sofa and has a bottle of water in his hand. His eyes are glowing green and his face is mesmerizing, I cannot take my eyes away from him. 
 
   “Alanna why are you staring at me,” I blush I did not realize that he noticed this. I look at him and cannot catch my breath, as I lock my eyes on his I finally manage to say. 
 
   “I can’t help it, does it bother you?” He smirks, 
 
   “No, it doesn’t bother me but I find it strange.” 
 
   “Adrian I think you are gorgeous.” I say and Adrian quickly raises his thick dark eyebrows and he has a wicked smirk on his face. He looks to me and says. 
 
   “Alanna, do you really think that?”
 
    “Yes I do, I have never seen anyone look as good as you ever.” He smirks again, this time he cannot contain his laugh. I have never heard him laugh before and I like this side to him. 
 
   “Adrian, don’t laugh at me!”
 
    “I am sorry, it’s just weird.” 
 
   “How is it weird? You know you are drop dead gorgeous,” He straightens his face. 
 
   “Alanna I don’t think of myself like that, in fact I don’t know what you see in me.” I look at him and cannot believe he thinks that. 
 
   “Adrian you are crazy! Every place you go, it does not matter if it is a woman or a man. Every one stares at you, doesn’t that tell you something?”
 
    “I don’t know Alanna; can we change the subject please?” I smile at him knowing that what he says goes. 
 
   “Where in London do you stay?”
 
    “I live in an area called Belgravia,”
 
    “Is it a house or condo type?”
 
    “No it’s a flat.”
 
    “Flat? Is that like an apartment?” He laughs again and the sound is captivating. 
 
   “Yes Alanna, it’s a two bedroom apartment. I bought it last year but I have hardly ever lived in it.”
 
    “Why?”
 
    “As you know I spend a lot of time in the south of France. However, when I am in London I mostly stay in hotels.”
 
    “You never really answered my question Adrian.”
 
    “I did, you asked what area I live in and I told you, Belgravia.”
 
    “Yes but you said that you don’t live there much, so which area do you live in the most?” He smirks again at me and takes my hand. 
 
   “Alanna you miss nothing do you?” I smile but do not say anything. “I mostly live at, The Dorchester.” 
 
   “I would love to stay there,”
 
    “Then you will!”
 
    He reaches over and kisses me, when he pulls back I smile at him and he begins to ask me something. “Alanna what kind of car do you drive?” 
 
   “I have a Mini Cooper.”
 
    “How long have you had it?” 
 
   “About two years, why,”
 
    “I just wonder about your safety, is it an older car?” 
 
   “It’s about five years old?” 
 
   “Does it drive okay?”
 
    “Yes, its fine.”
 
    “Do you want me to buy you a new one?” 
 
   “No Adrian, my car is fine I don’t need a new one.”
 
    “Please Alanna, what kind of car, do you like?”
 
    “None, my car is fine,”
 
    “Would you like me to buy you a Rolls Royce?”
 
    “No!”
 
    “Which color, black or white?”
 
    “None Adrian, you can’t buy me a car, okay?”
 
    “Why can’t I?”
 
    “You just can’t, promise me you won’t?”
 
    “I can’t promise anything!” I slightly shake my head at him. “What kind of car do you drive?” 
 
   “I have many cars,”
 
    “What kind are they?”
 
    “Alanna ,do you really want to know?”
 
    “Yes I do.”
 
    “I have an Aston Martin and a Porsche, I have two BMW’s and a few others, but I mostly I drive a Range Rover.” 
 
   “You really like cars then?” 
 
   “It’s like an addiction; I can’t help but buy a new one every few months. Are you sure you don’t want me to buy you a new one?”
 
    “No Adrian!” 
 
   “All right then Alanna,” I feel guilty for the harsh tone I used, I quickly and sweetly smile at him. 
 
   “Adrian which music genres do you like,” 
 
   “I enjoy different genres of music, but I do have a soft spot for the Rat Pack era.” “Really,”
 
    “You seem surprised?” Adrian says with a look of confusion in his glowing green eyes. 
 
   “I am, I have only ever known older people to like the Rat Pack, and I didn’t expect you to like it.”
 
    “I have a deep connection with that style of music.”
 
    “What is it about that style, which you like?”
 
    “I love the era, it’s from a time when men where men, not like nowadays when woman seem to rule the roost.”
 
    “Don’t be sexist.”
 
    “I am not, I just feel that today women have too many responsibilities, and I know of men that sit at home while their wives go out to work.”
 
    “Some people prefer it that way.”
 
    “Yes there are career driven women out there, but I don’t agree with that. I feel that the man should provide and I could never let you be like that.”
 
    “Like what?” 
 
   “I would never expect you to provide anything financially. I would take care of you, and you would never have to work a day in your life.”
 
    “I want to work, and I will Adrian.”
 
    “I know you do and I wouldn’t stop you, but if you changed your mind then I would be elated.”
 
    I look at him wondering if he means what he says. I could not bear to sit at home all day, and if I were to be with him long term, would he hate the fact that I want to work? I gaze again at his wonderful face; I change the subject back to music. “Who is your favorite from the rat pack?” He smiles, 
 
   “Dean Martin and Frank Sinatra, when I listen to them, it is like my problems disappear.” 
 
   “I never really listened to that style of music before.”
 
    “You must it is like nothing you have heard before, Alanna can you sing?”
 
    “I used to love singing when I was younger, I wouldn’t say I was the world’s best but I can hold a note.”
 
    “Can you sing for me?” I laugh because I think that he is joking, and then I see that he is not. 
 
   “I can’t,”
 
    “Why?” 
 
   “Because I can’t,”
 
    “Go on Alanna, sing for me,” He leans over and gives me a kiss on the cheek and I feel that maybe, I would want to sing for him. 
 
   “But what could I sing? I don’t know any Rat Pack.”
 
    “Sing what you like, please Alanna I am waiting.”
 
    I try to rack my brain for what I might sing, but I cannot think of anything. Then it hits me, I know what I will sing, there could be no other song. I open my mouth and just before I begin, I gaze over at Adrian, he is looking at me, waiting, and I can see a look of hope on his face, I realize that this is important to him.
 
   “Oh my love my darling, I’ve hungered for your touch, a long lonely time, and times goes by so slowly and time can do so much, are you still mine? I need your love, I need your love, god speed your love to me.” 
 
   I finish to a gaping of Adrian staring at me; it is almost as if he has tears in eyes, did I make him sad? 
 
   “Alanna, you have the most beautiful voice.”
 
    I blush, but at the same time, I am flattered that he said that. “Do you really think so?” I say, with my eyes wide and an extravagant smile painted across my lips. 
 
   “Yes, I wasn’t expecting what came out of your mouth. It was amazing, why haven’t you pursued this?”
 
    “The thought never crossed my mind, that I would be good enough.” 
 
   “Alanna your voice is beyond words, you have a gift.” I smile at him, lean over, and kiss him, he holds me in his arms and we sit there in that moment for what seems like a lifetime.                             
 
   “Alanna can you come here a minute please,” I hear Adrian from the other room. Therefore, I quickly stop packing and go to see what he wants. 
 
   “I have Michael on the phone; he wants to know if you want to go out to dinner tonight, with him and Katharine.”
 
    “Yes I would love to,”
 
    “Okay that’s all,” I smile at him and head back into my room to finish the packing. Adrian is going back to London tomorrow and I have to go back to college. I cannot help but feel sad that he is going again, I have just gotten used to him being here, and he has to leave again. I feel worried and a sense of dread that I have to back to Columbia. From what Sophie has told me everyone is wondering about Adrian and me, there are so many rumors flying around that Adrian is all sorts. From an actor, to a prince he has been them all. Sophie has told me that Marco has taken the news about Adrian and me pretty badly. No one has seen him since I moved from college into Adrian’s suite. Apparently, he took off to Italy in rage of anger that Adrian exists. I cannot say that I am at all interested in what Marco does. However, one thing I will not stand for is, anyone talking bad about Adrian. Sophie has slowly changed her opinion of Adrian, she was over for an hour or so last night, all of which was Adrian’s idea. He even rang her to ask her to come over, therefore, she could not say no, he at least he was making an effort and I feel that Sophie respected that. When she left way past midnight, she told me that maybe she was wrong and he was a good person. She also gave me some words of advice that I never thought I would hear come from her lips. 
 
   “Do not let him go.” 
 
   I know I should not really need any ones approval of Adrian, but I really wanted Sophie’s blessing. She is usually never wrong about anyone, but she has admitted that she got it wrong with Adrian. From what I hear and I will get all the details tonight, Michael has moved into the same room as Katharine. They are according to Sophie, in love with each other. As for Sophie, she is still going strong with Dan, and to her delight Chace and Chelsea have broken up, he apparently cheated on her, with Portia. None of which is concrete information, but it is the latest gossip and Sophie could not wait to share it. As for me, I seem to have no interest in the silly lives of the New Yorkers anymore. I have different priorities now, and have no views or opinions on Manhattan’s elite. For all I care I could never hear a piece of gossip about boob jobs and cat fights ever again. I seem to have no time for the things I used to. It is not that they have changed it is that I have. I am more grown up now and I know what matters in life, and it is not all about the parties and the backstabbing, but instead it is about love, and the love I have for Adrian.
 
   As I get ready for tonight’s spectacular dinner, I sit at the massive, white marble dressing table in the oversized bathroom. Tonight’s dinner is appointed, in one of New York’s most desired eateries, it usually takes months before they even consider giving you a table, however when Adrian called, they said there were full tonight but they would make room for him. The restaurant also requires black tie, therefore, I have dressed myself in a tight, black and white cocktail dress. It is a little short, but not to revealing. I start to run the curling iron through my hair, when I hear a soft knock at the door. 
 
   “May I come in?” I hear Adrian say, as he slightly opens the door. 
 
   “Yes, come on in.” 
 
   “You look stunning, my love.” 
 
   “Thanks,” I say blushing. 
 
   “I have something for you,”
 
    “Adrian you didn’t have to get me anything.”
 
    “No, but I wanted to.”
 
    He hands me a red Cartier box; it is long and not very wide. Before I open the lovely red box, I glare at Adrian. He stands in his entire splendor with a, glossy black pinstriped suit with a tie to match lodged onto a crisp white shirt underneath. His light chocolate hair is like silk, and is loosely slicked back, with a little more gel in it than I have ever seen before. However, there is a few straggly bits that have fallen out of place, but that makes it even more beautiful. He looks at me with hunger in his eyes, and I still cannot understand what he sees in me. When people see us out together, they must think of how miss matched we are. I shake of the feeling of anxiety that fills me every time I think of that, and I open the little red box. I search down into the bottom and I find an all diamond yellow gold tennis bracelet. 
 
   “Adrian it’s beautiful, will you?” I say, as I hold out my arm for him to put the bracelet on me. He smirks and takes the bracelet out of the box. He carefully places it on my arm; the feeling of his skin on mine is invigorating. He looks into my eyes, places one hand on my cheek, he leans in, and kisses me, and it is as if my life is complete. 
 
   We arrive at the restaurant, and Michael and Katharine are already there waiting for us. Standing right there in front of me may just be the most beautiful couple; I have ever laid eyes on. Michael with his jet black hair and blue eyes, Katharine so tall and lean, with gorgeous strawberry blonde hair. The two of them really look so good together, and I hope that this thing with them can last. We sit at our large candle lit table at the back of the restaurant. Before I have a chance to sit down Katharine pulls me to one side, she whispers in my ear, 
 
   “Look at us, with the two most gorgeous guys ever.” I flash Katharine a cheeky smile. 
 
   Katharine is the type of girl that is wholesome, she has an urge to say whatever pops into her mind, and she has a bit of a reputation for being a little ditzy. However, she is possibly the most loyal girl you could ever hope to meet. She has dated quite a few people, but none of them ever seems to work out. The thing that worries me about her is that she has the tendency to let people take advantage of her. She is a people pleaser and I fear that she could be easy lead. I really hope that Michael’s intentions with her are honest, and he does not just see her as easy. 
 
   “How are you feeling about going home tomorrow Adrian,” Katharine says as she takes a sip of her champagne. 
 
   “I have work Katharine, but yes if what you are referring to is me leaving Alanna, then no I don’t want to go.”
 
    “Wow you’re pretty intense, how can you cope with him Alanna?” Katharine says joking, but I feel that Adrian maybe did not like that little comment. 
 
   “He has his moments, but I love him,” I say trying to make nice. 
 
   “Michael, are you also going to back to London?” I say, looking over at Michael, with his light grey suit on and his straggly jet black hair lightly greased back. He looks very smug and I get an odd feeling from him tonight. 
 
   “Is that a hint?” He says. 
 
   “No, not at all,”
 
    “Sorry to disappoint you but no I will be staying.” Adrian shoots Michael a disapproving look. 
 
   “Maybe Michael should stay here all the time and leave you to do your own dirty work,” Katharine says staring at Adrian.
 
    What is going on here, why are Katharine and Michael being so rude? I kind of half-expected it from Michael, but Katharine what is her problem.
 
    “I don’t really like your attitude Michael, is that the way you let your woman talk?” Adrian says locking his eyes on Michael, but before he can respond, Katharine jumps in, 
 
   “His woman? Hey look here I am nobody’s woman.”
 
    “Oh give it up Katharine. You would be anyone’s woman, all they would have to do is give you a smile and you are theirs.” I say harshly to Katharine. 
 
   “Okay let’s stop this now,” Adrian says taking my hand, I give him a smile and take a sip of champagne. The waiter comes over and we place our orders. However, the atmosphere is not the best. I can see Katharine making daggers at Adrian all the while Michael is glaring at me. I am still trying to process this, and cannot understand why they would invite us out and act this way. I see Michael is about to say something to me, so I look over at him waiting. 
 
   “Alanna, have you seen Marco since the other day?” 
 
   “No Michael, you know I haven’t seen him since.”
 
    “Really because that’s not what I’ve heard.”
 
    “What did you hear then Michael,”
 
    “Just that you and him,”
 
    “Stop right there Michael,” I hear Adrian say with ice in his voice. 
 
   “I know what you are doing here, don’t bring that bloke into this again, Okay?”
 
    Usually when Adrian tells Michael off he backs down straight away, but somehow tonight he is not. 
 
   “Adrian, can you honestly tell me that there was never anything going on between her and Marco?”
 
    “Alanna told me that nothing ever happened and I have no reason to suspect that she is lying.”
 
    “Michael, look at me.” I say getting annoyed. “You know that nothing ever happened with me and Marco. Katharine knows so therefore you know. Now I know that you don’t like me, but to try and do this to Adrian your step brother, is so low that I can’t even contemplate it.”
 
    “I don’t really care what you can contemplate; you have poisoned him you are just a little bitch!” 
 
   Adrian stands up with fury in his eyes and at the same time, Michael stands. I sit there so shocked by his outburst, and Katharine looks like she is about cry. I see the two overly gorgeous guys staring into each other’s eyes. Then the worst happens, Adrian punches Michael right in the face and he falls immediately to the floor. 
 
   “Don’t you  ever talk to her, again.”
 
    Katharine rushes to Michael as Adrian grabs my arm and leads me out the restaurant. I look back to the horror that has unfolded. How could a night that started so well turn so bad? With Adrian walking briskly and gently pulling me along after him, I have one last look at Michael laying there on the floor, Katharine in floods of tears I can’t help but think that maybe the friendships that were, are no longer. Adrian has a look on his face that I have never seen before, it is almost as if he disgusted with what he has just witnessed. 
 
   “Are you okay?” I say taking his hand but he pulls away. 
 
   “Alanna, I can’t okay,”
 
    “Can’t what?” 
 
   “Do this right now,”
 
    “Okay I am sorry, let’s get the car.”
 
    I take Adrian’s phone from his hand and dial the car service. As we wait for the car, Adrian paces back and forth at the front of the building. I take a seat on the front steps as I stare at him. He is so angry and I do not know what to do. 
 
   “Maybe you should come and sit down for a minute.” 
 
   “No Alanna, I don’t want to sit.”
 
    “Okay then talk to me, tell me what’s going on?” 
 
   “I have no idea; Michael has never done that before.”
 
    “I hate to say this, but maybe he is jealous of you.”
 
    “No Alanna, this was more.”
 
    “Well tell me, maybe I can help?” 
 
   He exhales and he looks very annoyed, anger has filled his eyes, but he begins to talk in low harsh voice. “He has been taking bad about you ever since he met you, he hates the fact that I am with you.” 
 
   “Why, I have done nothing to him,”
 
    “Alanna he loves you!” Adrian shouts and I cannot believe the words that he is saying. 
 
   “No you are crazy,”
 
    “No I am not, he has been trying to get me to break it off with you ever since I have been here, and he wants me to leave you.”
 
    “What about Katharine?”
 
    “Don’t let that fool you, he is only using her.”
 
    “Adrian I think you may be mistaken,”
 
    “No Alanna I am not, he loves you.”
 
    “He can’t possibly, he hates me.”
 
    “That it all just an act you don’t know him like I do, that’s what he does to hide his feelings.” 
 
   “But he is your step brother, how could he?”
 
    “Alanna things with us haven’t always been great.”
 
    “But you told me that he was your brother, and that he meant everything to you.” 
 
   “I said that because it is true, but he blames me for putting your life in danger. He never wanted to come to New York I had to beg him to, believe me he is not here for me.”
 
    “He never even saw me before he came here.”
 
    “That’s all you think,” 
 
   “What?” 
 
   “Let me ask you Alanna, did you by any chance receive a single red rose in London?” 
 
   “Yes but you sent that.”
 
    “No I sent you the bouquets of flowers and the earrings, Michael sent you the rose.”
 
    “I don’t understand,”
 
    “He saw you that night at the New Year party; he was so into you, but too nervous to come and say hi.”
 
    “I saw him that night, he was with you and you came over to me, not him you have to tell me more.”
 
    “The next day I phoned him and I asked him where he was. I knew his father had plans for him to go to a shoot with him, but he never showed up. He told me he had gotten with a girl and forgotten all about it, but he was telling lies Alanna. I was watching your hotel I had a meeting nearby, and I stopped there first to see if I could see you. I thought that maybe you could have been going out or something. Anyway what I saw was Michael, I knew he was lying and later on that night, I checked his car. There were two photos of you and roses all around the front seat.” 
 
   “Adrian I saw a car that day, but it was the black Lamborghini.” “Yes that’s Michael’s car.” 
 
   “What, is he the person who is following me?”
 
    “No Alanna, he just has the same kind of car but he does love you.”
 
    “Adrian I don’t care if he does, I love you.”
 
    “Maybe Michael would be better for you, at least with him you wouldn’t be in danger.”
 
    “Don’t say that I could never be with him, I could never be with anyone other than you.”
 
    Adrian does not reply, the car pulls up and we get in without saying a word. This is crazy I cannot deal with this. Why would Michael love me? He has never showed any interest. He has given me more reasons to think that he hates me. I am starting to think that Adrian would not be saying all this for no reason. He must have solid evidence that Michael feels this way; and I could think of nothing worse than to come in between two brothers. I love Adrian but, in a way, I feel sorry for Michael. If he does have these feelings then think of how hard, it must be for him to see me with Adrian. How he must feel knowing that I am in danger. As for Katharine I will have to talk to her, I cannot have my friendship ruined with her. Adrian opens the door of the black Rolls Royce and we are back at the hotel. 
 
   “I will wait here go and get your stuff, I will take you back to your dorm.”
 
    “What, I thought I was staying here till you leave, what’s going on?”
 
    “I need some time alone to talk to Michael; I can’t leave things like this with him.” 
 
   “Are you mad at me?”
 
    “How could I be mad at you?” 
 
   “I don’t know, I feel so strange about all this,” he makes a face to me that signals me to hurry up and get my stuff. Therefore, I rush up the stair and into the room. 
 
   “Oh you scared me, what are you doing in here?” I say to Michael who is sitting at the dining table, his shirt is half-open and there is blood on his face. 
 
   “Waiting for Adrian, you got a problem with that?” 
 
   “No I don’t,” I start to walk away but I turn to him. “Michael, Adrian thinks that you have feelings for me.” 
 
   “What would give him that idea?”
 
    “I guess it’s just a combination of a few things.”
 
    “Don’t flatter yourself.”
 
    How could this guy be capable of loving me? He acts as if he hates my guts. There is no way he loves me, Adrian has to have it wrong. 
 
   “I won’t bother you, Adrian is downstairs, and I am going back to the dorm tonight.” 
 
   “You better run along then, you wouldn’t want to upset Adrian, now would you,” he says, raising his eyebrows and I know that he feels sorry for himself. 
 
   “Look, if there is anything I can do,”
 
    “Actually there is.”
 
    “Okay, what?”
 
    “Could you please tell Katharine that it’s over between us?”
 
    “What?”
 
    “You heard me, it’s over I don’t love her I never could.”
 
    “Michael you can’t treat her this way.”
 
    “She is pretty and fine for a while, I don’t want to hurt her, but I don’t want to be with her either.”
 
    “Why can’t you tell her yourself?”
 
    “Because I can’t, she is your friend and you can tell her anything about me, I don’t care.”
 
    “You are a pig, and you don’t deserve her.”
 
    “I take it that’s a yes?”
 
    “Fine,”
 
    I shake my head at him and walk over to my room. I grab my suitcases that are lying on the bed. I take one last look at the room; I have had an up and down time here. Nevertheless, I loved the up moments with Adrian. As for the down moments, I hope I never have them again. On my way out, I look at Michael wondering does he really care about me. When I meet Adrian again down at the car, he is standing looking very impatient leaning on the door of the car. 
 
   “What took you so long?”
 
    “Michael is up there,”
 
    “What did he say?”
 
    “I am not going to lie, I asked him about what you said.”
 
    “And,”
 
    “He denied it, Adrian are you sure you don’t have it wrong?”
 
    “No Alanna,”
 
    “Now come on get in the car.”
 
    I give him my bags and get into the car. On the ride over to Columbia, Adrian ,like always when he is in a car, does not say a word. I just sit there frozen glaring up at the stars that glow on the roof of the car. I glance over to Adrian and he looks as if he has so much on his mind, I cannot help but feel I am the cause of it all. Adrian walks me back to my room, he kisses me goodnight and promises me that he is not mad at me. He says he will be here first thing in the morning. He has also warned me not to talk to anyone strange, and to be careful if any one comes to the door. Therefore, I take my orders and bid him goodnight.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Twenty-one
 
    
 
   Sophie, who seems so irritated, wakes me up. 
 
   “Alanna what happened last night,” I rise up opening my eyes, to see Sophie is right in my face. I lean back and she gets the hint and moves away too. 
 
   “What are you talking about?”
 
    “I am talking about you, Katharine and two unbelievably gorgeous British guys, and the fact that there was a fight.”
 
    “It wasn’t a fight,”
 
    “Katharine told me that Adrian hit Michael, isn’t that his step brother?” 
 
   “Yes he hit him, but Michael deserved it.”
 
    “What happened?”
 
    “When we got to dinner Michael starting being rude to me and Katharine was no better.”
 
    “Katharine said that it was you two that were being rude.”
 
    “What, we only responded to their rudeness.”
 
    “So what actually happened?” 
 
   “Michael called me a bitch, Adrian flipped out and hit him.”
 
    “Never, why did he call you a bitch?”
 
    “He started going on about me and Marco, and I really don’t feel like talking about it.”
 
    “Alanna you never seem to want to talk about anything anymore.” “I guess I have just, changed.”
 
    “I know what’s changed, it’s that you are now with Adrian, and everything revolves around him.” 
 
   “No, I am not like that; I just find it boring with all these little dramas that go on here. If they had real problems then it would be different.”
 
    “What are you talking about?”
 
    “New York and its people, their worries focus on the latest fashions shows, and if they look fat, or if there friends are talking behind their backs.” 
 
   “Alanna, you used to be one of them.”
 
    “Maybe I pretended to be, but now that I have heard how hard a life Adrian has had, I can’t go back to pretending I care about all the silly little things.”
 
    “What happened to him?”
 
    “I don’t feel like I can talk about it, Sophie it’s not my story to tell.”
 
    “But I am your best friend, or at least I used to be.”
 
    “You still are, but Adrian told me all that in confidence. I can’t betray him by repeating it.”
 
    “Okay, I understand but I want you to know that you can come to me anytime.”
 
    “I know I can.”
 
    I jump out of bed, get dressed, and head out into the hallway. As I do, I think of what Sophie said about Katharine, she actually said that I was the one being rude. I go over to her room and I knock on the door. Her brother Leo answers, he does not look too pleased to see me. Leo and I used to study together and he did ask me out once, but he was not too disappointed when I turned him down and we have been friends ever since. 
 
   “Leo, hey how have you been?”
 
    “Alanna I am fine, are you here to see Katharine?”
 
    “Yes, is she in?”
 
    “No she’s not, she told me that you two had some kind of argument or something?” Leo is one of those laid-back people, who would never associate with any kind of drama, so he always judges when others do. 
 
   “The guys we were with did, it wasn’t so much me and Katharine. Did she say where she was going?”
 
    “She is meeting up with that British dude.”
 
    “Can you tell her I stopped by?”
 
    “Sure babe.”
 
    I walk away and I am a little glad she is meeting with Michael. At least I will not have to tell her that Michael is breaking up with her. As I walk back to my room, I see Marco over by the lockers. Therefore, I do exactly the opposite of what my head wants me to do but instead I follow my heart, and my heart is saying, how awful and depressed this guy looks. His hair is longer than usual and he has facial hair that I have never seen on him before. He is always usually dressed in finest Italian clothes, however today he has on pair of loose jeans and an oversized black hoodie. He looks a shadow of his former self and I cannot help but feel at blame for it. I walk briskly over to him looking down at the floor as I do. 
 
   “Marco, how are you?” I say as I look up at him. He looks down at me and says, 
 
   “Good, I suppose.” 
 
   “Marco I want to apologise for everything that happened.” 
 
   “You apologise, are you joking with me?” 
 
   “No,”
 
    “What do you have to be sorry for, I am the one who assaulted you.”
 
    “You didn’t assault me, Marco I pushed your buttons.”
 
    “Alanna I was mad at you for not liking me, I was obsessed you.”
 
    “Can we put this behind us?”
 
    “I can never be your friend, it wouldn’t work I would want more.” 
 
   “We don’t have to be friends, I just don’t want there to be this awkwardness between us.”
 
    “There won’t be any,” Marco reaches down and gives me a kiss on the cheek. I smile and turn to see Adrian standing there behind me. 
 
   “Adrian Hi,” I say smiling but I know that look on his face, he is not happy. He stands glaring at Marco. His hands are trembling and I fear what he will do. Trying to avoid an awful scene, I take him by the arm and lead him back to my room. 
 
   “Adrian, I know how that must have looked,”
 
    “Don’t Alanna, just don’t.” Adrian looks so angry; I go over to him and take his hands in mine. 
 
   “I just wanted to clear the air with him, that’s all.”
 
    “Why do you care Alanna?”
 
    “I don’t like seeing people unhappy.” Adrian lets go of my hands and puts them on my face. He kisses me and I know he is not mad anymore. When I finally break free from him, I begin to wonder about Michael, knowing Adrian and how touchy he is about things; I decide to wait until he brings it up first. 
 
   “I don’t have long until my flight, is there anything you want to do?” I see him look at the bed but I pretend I did not. “Maybe we could get breakfast?” He laughs and says, 
 
   “Okay Miss Hart breakfast it is.”
 
    We go to small café not far from my dorm. Adrian orders us a massive breakfast consisting of almost everything on the menu. 
 
   “Adrian I think you have ordered too much.”
 
    “No I haven’t, you can manage.”
 
    “Are you trying to make me fat?” I say as I burst out laughing. 
 
   “No but I don’t like to see people go without food.”
 
    “But I have plenty.”
 
    “Yes but as a child I never had any.”
 
    “I never thought,”
 
    “That’s okay, why would you.” I look at him again feeling guilty for having it so good when I was growing up I try to shake off the feeling and say.
 
    “Adrian, are you looking forward to going home?” 
 
   “I have to go, but no I wish I could stay.”
 
    “Adrian with all this going on now with Michael, I don’t know how to feel about this whole situation.”
 
    “You don’t have to worry Michael is fine, he will carry on protecting you.”
 
    “So you sorted it out with him?”
 
    “Yes Alanna.”
 
    “I am glad that it was all just a misunderstanding.”
 
    “It wasn’t, he told me last night that he loves you but he has agreed for your safety to stay here with you.”
 
    “Adrian, that is going to be very odd for me,”
 
    “I know, but there is nothing more I can do.”
 
    “Can’t you stay?” 
 
   “You know I would love to, but the business needs me.”
 
    “I need you,”
 
    “If there were any other way I would do it in a second.”
 
    “I know,” I agree, but the truth is I do not know, why he would put business before me, if he loves me. I also cannot help but dread the next time I see Michael. I cannot get immune to the fact that he says he loves me. I am just shocked to my very core about it. I have no words I have no explanation to why. 
 
   “Alanna it’s time for me to go,” I roll my eyes I do not want him to leave. 
 
   “Can’t you stay a while longer?” 
 
   “No my flight leaves in an hour, and you know what traffic is like.”
 
    “Okay then,”
 
    I get up and follow him out of the café. I see the car waiting to take him away from me. I feel sadness rush over me, I will miss him so much. Even though we had arguments and fallings out, this has still been the most magical five days ever. I fell in love with the most beautiful man I have ever seen. I began to understand him more when he opened up to me about his past. He still never told me the secret he has, but I managed to look past the annoyance of that. I will miss his kiss, I will miss his cool British accent, I cannot think of waking up and him not being there. I do not know how I will cope; I love him so much that it actually hurts. I hurt every time I think of him so far away. 
 
   “My love, come here,”
 
    Adrian takes me in his arms and holds me too tight. He slightly loosens his grip and kisses me. He lets go and gets into the car. As he does, he looks at me and says, 
 
   “Until next time, baby.”
 
    As I watch him leave, I begin to cry, the tears are flowing as I walk down the street heading back for my college dorm. I think of Adrian as I walk down the cold bitter street. He looked amazing today in a tailored dark blue suit, with a white and black striped shirt. His eyes, as usual, were glowing green and his light chocolate hair was messy and undone, however I now realize that is my favorite way he wears it. I cannot describe his looks, I feel lost in them every time I look at him! 
 
   I finally get back to the room, I walked extra slow back, as I did not want anyone to see me cry. I enter the room to find Katharine and Sophie sitting on the beds. I feel a little awkward and Katharine looks upset. I want to sort this whole thing out with her, after all she is one of my close friends. I walk over to her and stand right in front of her, so she has to look at me. Her eyes are red and bloodshot, her cheeks are hot and stained from her tears, just like mine. I do not know if she is crying because she is mad at me, or because Michael ended things with her, either way I am about to find out, as I pick up the courage to ask her what is wrong. 
 
   “Katharine, are you okay?” 
 
   “Alanna please, I am not in the mood right now to have an argument with you.”
 
    “The last thing I want is an argument; I want to clear the air.”
 
    “Alanna, I know what Michael called you was terrible and I gave him hell for it, but I really don’t want to talk to you about this right now.”
 
    Why was Katharine being so awkward? Did Michael tell her how he feels about me? 
 
   “Katharine you are my friend and we can’t let guys fighting with one another tear us apart.” 
 
   “Alanna it’s you they were fighting about.”
 
    “What do you mean?” I say fearing what her answer might be. 
 
   “Michael broke up with me, he told me he has feelings for you and that he was jealous of Adrian with you. That’s why he got so mad.” 
 
   “Katharine even if that was the reason for Adrian and him fighting, we can’t let that ruin our friendship.”
 
    “Alanna, you don’t understand.”
 
    “Then tell me,” I say desperately. 
 
   “I really liked him, and he just chose you.”
 
    “He didn’t choose me, I am with Adrian. I don’t feel that way about Michael.”
 
    “Then if you don’t, why are you always with him everywhere he goes?” 
 
   “That’s for another reason that I can’t discuss, but believe me it’s not anything like that.” 
 
   “And you expect me to believe that?”
 
    “Have I ever lied to you before? Sophie you know how I feel about Adrian, tell her I could never be with anyone other than him.” Sophie looks to Katharine, 
 
   “It’s true; she does only have eyes for Adrian.” Katharine sobs and sits back down on the bed. I go over to her and take her in my arms. 
 
   “Katharine, I am so sorry.” Katharine sobs even harder and chokes out, “I’m sorry too.” 
 
   For the next, few hours Sophie, Katharine and I lie on the one bed and watch old movies, and that is just what the doctor ordered giving the circumstances and the pang of pain I have every time I think of Adrian’s last words to me. In addition, I do not want to go out into the halls, as I am scared I might run into Michael. I cannot walk around the city, as I fear that someone is following me. Staying in with my two best friends and losing ourselves in the world of Audrey Hepburn in Breakfast at Tiffany’s, seems like the only thing to do. Sophie and I used to watch that movie every Sunday. We would wake up early and call the other one to make sure they were coming. Each week we take turn to play host, I would always have the bagels and coffee out, and Sophie would steal her mom’s pearls, so we could wear them while we watched the movie. Every time I think, back on a happy memory from my child hood, one from Adrian’s always plagues it. When other kids his age were out playing on their bicycles, he was smoking marijuana. The thought and the sickness of it will stay with me forever. My mind suddenly goes back when I was at the beach and I saw Alice. Unaware that she was Adrian’s mother, how she seemed to have a lot on her mind. She looked distressed and I felt sorry for her. How wrong I was, I really wish that Adrian had not asked me not to go back and see her, because if he had not then I would. I would go her and ask her how she could do that to an innocent child. Why would she let a stranger who beat her, do it to her son? I have no words to describe the hatred I have to this woman for putting Adrian through all that. Then I have a sudden brain flash, I will go see her. Adrian does not have to know and I can keep it from Michael. I will just say that I am going to visit my parents, if he ever shows his face again. I am beginning to worry why he has not come to find me yet, perhaps it is because he knows that I am with Katharine, and he feels it would be to strange or maybe he is just boycotting me all together. All I know for sure is, tomorrow I will go find Alice, and I must make sure that Michael does not find out. Later that night when Katharine has gone back to her own room, Sophie pulls me to one side and has a very nervous look on her face. 
 
   “Alanna earlier today there was a man here looking for you.”
 
    “Who was he?”
 
    “I am not sure exactly, but he looked very weird.”
 
    “What did he look like?”
 
    “He was older, he had dark greying hair, and he wore a very smart suit and talked with kind of accent.” 
 
   “What did he say?”
 
    “He just asked me where you had gone, who you were with and how long you would be.”
 
    “Sophie did you tell him I was with Adrian?”
 
    “Yes why? Alanna who is he?”
 
    “I don’t know for sure, I think he is maybe one of Adrian’s clients,” I lie but the anxiety on my face shows Sophie that I am edgy about this. 
 
   “Alanna, is there something going on that you are not telling me?” I wish I could tell her, I really do but I fear not even, what she will say, I fear that I will get her involved and she may end up hurt. 
 
   “No Sophie, I think he was just looking for Adrian about business. He obviously knew Michael was here and figured that Adrian was too.”
 
    “Are you sure that’s all it is?”
 
    “Yes there is nothing to worry about,” I look away thinking that she might see right through my lies. 
 
   “Alanna before I forget, he left you this.” Sophie hands me a little white envelope, I walk away from Sophie and start to open the letter it reads, 
 
   Your boyfriend is a murderer. If you do not break up with him, then you are as good as dead.
 
   I am shocked so I quickly fold the letter up and put it in my jeans pocket. I say to Sophie that I will be right back, I open the door and I march down the hallway until I come to Michael’s room. I knock on his door and he answers straight away. I barge in without even saying, “Hi,” I take out the note and throw it to him. He catches it and says. 
 
   “Alanna what’s this?” 
 
   “Read it,” I say with no emotion. As Michael reads over the note, the look that comes to his face is terror. “Where did this come from?”
 
    “The guy from the other day dropped it off with Sophie, while I was out with Adrian.” 
 
   “He actually came here?” 
 
   “Yes today,”
 
    “This is getting worse,” Michael, says rubbing his forehead.
 
    “Why are they saying Adrian is a murderer?”
 
    “I don’t know,” 
 
   “The look on your face says otherwise.”
 
    “Alanna you have to talk to Adrian about that, as for now you have to stay here. I can’t let you go back to that room.”
 
    “I can’t stay in here, what would everyone think?”
 
    “I don’t care; god only knows what could happen to if you don’t.”
 
    “I will be fine, I will lock the door.”
 
    “Has none of this clicked in your head? There are people who want to kill you.”
 
    “You don’t think I know all that, but you didn’t spend the last four hours with Katharine sobbing her heart out over you. What would she think if she knew I stayed here with you?” 
 
   “You think I care about Katharine and her little tragedies, your life is it at risk Alanna, and you will stay here.” The look on Michaels face says that I really should not protest any more. 
 
   “Okay, but I have to call Adrian and tell him everything first, okay?”
 
    “Fine by me, I will go tell your friend that you are staying with me tonight.” 
 
   “What, no,” he shoots me another look of that I should do whatever he says.
 
    “Can you at least make up an excuse of some kind? Make sure she doesn’t think that there is anything going on.” Michael rolls his eyes and slams the door behind him. I reach into my pocket and take out my phone. I dial Adrian’s number and wait as it rings. When he picks up his voice is rough, 
 
   “Alanna what’s wrong?”
 
    “Don’t panic, but the guy from the other day showed up at the dorm today while I was out with you.” The phone is silent and I can only hear the painting in Adrian’s breath. 
 
   “Alanna I know things with Michael are strained right now, but go to him.”
 
    “I am in his room just now; I wanted to call you first to let you know that Michael thinks it would be best for me to stay with him tonight.” The phone again is silent. 
 
   “Alanna I can’t say that I am happy about that, but giving the circumstances, it’s the right thing to do.” 
 
   “I know but I couldn’t just stay with him and not tell you first, Adrian there was also a note.” 
 
   “What did it say?”
 
    “It said that you were a murderer and that if I didn’t leave you then I was as good as dead.” 
 
   “Right, how do feel about that?”
 
    “Adrian I don’t know, are you?”
 
    “I guess that’s what you can call it,” I cannot breathe, is Adrian telling me that he is a murderer. “Are you saying that it’s true?” 
 
   “Alanna I don’t really want to discuss this over the phone, but please don’t leave Michael for a second. These people are the most dangerous people you will ever come in contact with, they do not just kill people, they torture them. I don’t want to alarm you, but please you have to do everything myself and Michael tells you to do, is that understood?”
 
    “Yes, but how can I go on thinking you have killed people.”
 
    “I never killed ‘people’, it was just one person and I was a child. Alanna I need you forget about this for now, put it to back of your mind, I will in time tell you everything.”
 
    How is he asking me to do this, he is straight out telling me he killed someone. How could I possibly forget? Still feeling the love for him that I do, I cannot say no. 
 
   “Yes, I understand.” 
 
   “Now, please get Michael to call me?” 
 
   “As soon as he comes back, I will tell him?”
 
    “Where is he?” 
 
   “He went to tell Sophie that I was staying with him tonight.”
 
    “So he left you, again?”
 
    “He will be right back,”
 
    “Alanna that doesn’t matter, he should never leave you alone for one second. If I was there I wouldn’t.”
 
    “Adrian you are not here, and Michael is trying his best.”
 
    “Are you mad me with me?” 
 
   “I am not mad at you, but you keep slating Michael, and he is the one who is here with me, not you.”
 
    “Are you going to throw that in my face now?”
 
    “Adrian, don’t be like that,”
 
    “Alanna you seem to have everything covered over there, and you think that I don’t care enough about you to stay with you.”
 
    “Adrian don’t,  I didn’t mean anything by that.”
 
    “You don’t think of how guilty I feel about this?” 
 
   “I don’t want you to feel guilty, I know that whatever happened couldn’t have been your fault, and we will get through this.”
 
    “If anything happens to you,”
 
    “It won’t I will be safe with Michael, please try not to worry.” 
 
   “It’s impossible for me not worry, Alanna there is stuff I need to sort out please make sure you get Michael to call me.”
 
    “I will, I love you,” 
 
   “Yes, I know you do.” Adrian hangs up and I see Michael come in through the door. 
 
   “It’s sorted,”
 
    “What did you tell her?” 
 
   “Does it really matter?”
 
    “Yes it matters.” 
 
   “You annoy me Alanna,”
 
    “Yeah well, so do you.”
 
    “Did you call Adrian?”
 
    “Yes he wants you to call him.” 
 
   Michael turns away and starts to dial on his black iPhone. I sit down on one of the beds and listen to what he is going to say. The phone call does not last very long and Michael hardly says a word. The conversation consists mostly of Adrian giving him orders and Michael is just agreeing with whatever he says. When he comes off the phone, he sits down on the other bed and begins to take his shoes off.  Michael stretches out his long legs fully on the bed and lays back resting his head against the pillow. I never really looked fully at Michael before, but seeing him lie there; I think that he is gorgeous. His hair is so dark and his eyes are ice blue, he has a very strong jaw and dark glowing skin, he smiles and his teeth are like pearls. I would not go as far to stay that he was as good looking as Adrian, but still he is one beautiful man. I feel a little awkward sitting here in silence with him. I do not know how to act around him, since Adrian told me how he feels. This is also the first time I have seen him since he called me a little bitch. I sit further back on the bed and see Michael look over to me. 
 
   “You may as well get comfortable,” he says with no emotion on his face. 
 
   “Michael I know this is hard and I know that you and I haven’t really seen eye to eye in the past. But I really would like it if we could somehow look past all that.” 
 
   “Alanna, I am sorry for the other night.”
 
    “I am too,”
 
    “Why are you sorry?” 
 
   “I can sometimes push guy’s buttons, and I tend to make them angry. I don’t know how I do it but I do, so I am sorry for that.”
 
    “You sure do have way of getting under my skin,”
 
    “Again, sorry.”
 
    “I like that about you,” 
 
   “Are you crazy, it gets me into trouble all the time.” 
 
   “Yes, but your feisty and I like that in a girl.”
 
    “Then you should have met me, before,”
 
    “Before what?”
 
    “Before I met Adrian, I was too feisty. I never spent any time getting to know people, I judged them before I met them, and I when I met Adrian he was the first person I ever met, that I wasn’t my usual self with.”
 
    “Has Adrian changed you?”
 
    “Yes, and for the better.”
 
    “You really love him, don’t you?” I feel uneasy as I say the next thing to Michael, “Yes I love him, and I have never met anyone like him.” 
 
   “Then I am happy for him, he is a lucky bloke to have someone like you.” “Now you better get some sleep,” I look at him thinking that, maybe, he is not so bad after all.            
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Twenty-two
 
    
 
   I wake up to Michael on his phone, no doubt talking to Adrian. I hear his words speak so fast that I cannot keep up. I sit up on the bed, reach into my pocket, and take out my phone. I see that there are several unanswered texts, from Adrian, 
 
   Alanna are you okay. 
 
   Alanna are you okay.
 
   Alanna, why are you not replying?
 
   Alanna please text me back. 
 
   Sorry Adrian I was sleeping I have just woke up, I am fine. 
 
   Adrian quickly replies, 
 
   Do not do that to me again, I was out my mind with worry.
 
   Okay, were you just on the phone to Michael? 
 
   Yes, I was giving him the details of the safe house I have bought for you. 
 
   What safe house.
 
   Alanna it is not safe for you to stay in college right now, so I must ask you to take a break from it. 
 
   I cannot I have finals coming up I really need to pass them, if I am going to graduate on time.
 
   Alanna this is your life we are talking about, I really cannot have you staying in that college with your life at risk. 
 
   Adrian, all my friends are here and I need to graduate this year. 
 
   Alanna I will talk to the board and make sure that you still get to graduate on time. 
 
   Adrian it is not about that I am sure I could convince them myself, but I want the whole college experience. I want to be here with my friends and I cannot even bear to think of what my family would say. 
 
   Yes and I want you to live and have those experiences, but if you stay there then it is not going to happen.
 
   Alanna, I am not asking you!
 
   Therefore, you are telling me.
 
   Yes it is not a case of would you like to, it is that you have to.
 
   Adrian, I do not know what I will tell everyone.
 
   You can tell them whatever you want. 
 
   Adrian I hate lying to everyone and I am really beginning to think that Sophie knows something is wrong. 
 
   Alanna I know it is hard, but this is for the best, I promise you. 
 
   Okay, I will have to pack then. 
 
   I really hate to do this to you, but I am just so protective of you, that I cannot think of you being hurt in any way. 
 
   Adrian will I be alone?
 
   No Michael will be with you and I have security that will stay with you at all times. 
 
   I have to stay with Michael.
 
   Yes is that a problem?
 
   No but it is a little strange, I am surprised that you are okay with this?
 
   I am not okay with it, but it is your safety that I care about most. I know that he will not let anything happen to you. He loves you, so that would be the last thing he would want.
 
   Adrian I need you to know that I love you, and that nothing will ever happen with Michael and me. 
 
   I know that. 
 
   As long as you do, I do not want anything to go wrong for us. 
 
   As long as I can keep you alive, that is all that I want.
 
   I have to be okay with all this; I have to think of what I will say to everyone. I cannot tell them the truth I could not deal with everyone knowing. There is no way my family could process something like this. They would make me go straight to the police and that does not even bear thinking about. 
 
   I see that Michael has already started to pack, so I think that maybe I should be doing the same. As I go over to the door, Michael rushes over and grabs me by the arm,
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
   “I am going to pack is that okay?” 
 
   “Wait till I am done, I will take you.” 
 
   “Michael my room is two doors down, I think I can manage.”
 
    “No Alanna,” “Michael, it’s just there.” “Are you going to make this difficult for me?” 
 
   “No, but I also need time to talk to Sophie and I can’t do that with you there,”
 
    “Adrian will go nuts if he finds out that I have left you again.”
 
    “Then he doesn’t have to know, I won’t tell him.” Michael looks frustrated with me but he opens the door and walks me along to my room. 
 
   “I will be back in five minutes to check on you.” 
 
   “Thanks,” I say giving him a smile. 
 
   I open the door and I see Sophie there with her boyfriend Dan, “There is the stop out,” Sophie’s says as she sits on Dan’s lap. 
 
   “Sophie I need to talk to you,” Sophie senses the urge in my voice and asks Dan to give us a moment.
 
    “What’s up?”
 
    “I am leaving college for a while.”
 
    “Why?”
 
    “I just need some time to relax, it’s all getting a bit much for me and after the turn I had the other day, I just don’t feel all that into it right now.”
 
    “But finals are coming up; you need to pass them if you are to graduate.”
 
    “I know and hopefully I can carry on studying, but I need away from here.” 
 
   “Alanna what’s going on?”
 
    “Nothing, I just feel stressed with all the pressure, I need time away.”
 
    “In other words, what you really need is time away in London.” I do not really like Sophie’s tone. She is being a little over the top about all this and I knew that she was going to bring up Adrian. 
 
   “Sophie, don’t start.”
 
    “It’s true, I knew you were stupid in love with him, but come on I never thought you were stupid enough to throw your life away for him.”
 
    “Sophie, are you listening to yourself? I am doing this for me. I need to get away; I can’t deal with all the petty dramas.”
 
    “No Alanna that’s not the reason.”
 
    “Then what is it, Sophie?”
 
    “That guy is controlling you and you can’t even see it.”
 
    “No he’s not this has nothing to do with Adrian.” Even though I am telling Sophie lies, I cannot help but feel very annoyed with her. Why does she hate Adrian so much? She does not even know him.
 
    “Alanna don’t give me that, I saw you with him the other night. It is as if you are scared of him or something, if he moves you move. I tried I really did I even told you that I was wrong about him, but I wasn’t I don’t like him Alanna.”
 
    “I know you don’t and Sophie I think that you are just jealous, I don’t want to talk to you any more about this, okay?” 
 
   “Jealous, you really think that low of me?”
 
    “Yes Sophie I do, you would not be acting this way if weren’t jealous.”
 
    “Alanna I don’t know who you are anymore, it’s like he has you under a spell. I really think that you should wake up and see that he is not what he seems, and break free while you still can.”
 
    Hearing Sophie’s words, they  are playing hard on my mind, this is my best friend and I am arguing with her, something that I never used to do. I cannot be in this room right now. I have a funny feeling that Sophie and I will never be friends as long as I am with Adrian. However, I cannot see myself without him; I really do not want to think about choosing between them. Because I know, that if I have to then my friendship would be over, because I would choose Adrian every time. There is no way I could live without him. He completes me and I cannot see the bad in him. I know that everyday my life is in danger; I know that would not be the situation if I were not with him. Nevertheless, it is as if I do not care, I get a buzz from knowing that he would do anything to protect me. It is as if I am the trees and he is the wind that blows through them. 
 
   I pack a suitcase consisting of mainly jeans and t-shirts. I guess I will be just hanging around some house all day, so there is no need for anything fancy. When Michael comes to the door to look for me, I can see Sophie out the corner of my eye. She is rolling her judgmental eyes at me and shaking her head. Normally I would just ask her what her problem is, but I do not want to get started with her again. I do not even look at her when I walk out. I just close the door behind me and do not look back. Michael and I walk down the hallway and into the office. I go in to talk to the Dean before I leave. 
 
   “Miss Hart, please do come in. I have been waiting for you,” I walk over and take a seat at the front of Mrs Henderson’s desk. She is a woman in her early 50’s with light auburn hair. She is also the kind of woman that you could tell, was pretty in her day. The Dean and I did not really get off to the best starts here at Columbia, but now it looks like things have changed. 
 
   “I understand that you want to take some time out,” 
 
   “Yes I feel that college is a little too much for me right now. However, I do still want to graduate on time.”
 
    “Yes finals are coming up and I feel that if you want to graduate, then you will have to sit them. However, giving how you feel and I know you had a little scare health-wise the other day. I have no choice but to let you have a break from college life. However you must keep on studying.”
 
    “Yes absolutely, it’s not the work that’s getting on top of me. It’s the college life that I need a break from.”
 
    “Tell me about, it I feel like I need a vacation every time I go home.”
 
    “Thanks Mrs. Henderson, you don’t know how much I appreciate you understanding.” 
 
   “You make sure and thank that boyfriend of yours for the donation he gave us.” “Boyfriend,” 
 
   “Mr Black, he gave us a large donation. In return, he wanted your break from college to be forgotten when it is time for graduation. You have a good one there, don’t let him go.” I smile and get up to leave the office, I turn back around to the Dean and say, 
 
   “Thanks again,” she smiles at me, and I walk briskly out of the room.
 
    I step out the office and into the hallway, I see Michael waiting for me while he holds my suitcase and his own bags. He looks so bored standing there, I almost feel sorry for him. He must miss his family and the last thing he probably feels like doing, is to stay in a house with me. Michael and I step out onto the cold street of New York and there is a black Escalade waiting to take us to the house. Michael hands over the bags and the address of where we are going. I never stopped to think of that, I could be going anywhere I did not know what to expect.
 
    “Michael where is this house?” I say, as I look up at his tall dark exterior, my voice is soothing. 
 
   “Soho,” 
 
   “Do you think that Adrian is overreacting to all this?”
 
    “No I don’t, he knows that these people are serious, and their threats are alarming.”
 
    “Who are they?”
 
    “Alanna don’t start with all the questions, I have no answers, and you should ask Adrian.” 
 
   “He doesn’t tell me anything,”
 
    “He told you about his childhood, didn’t he?”
 
    “Yes but just parts about how abusive his mom was.”
 
    “Did he tell you about David?”
 
    “Yes he said that David was an evil man, he told me that he made him take drugs and he used to beat him.” 
 
   “Alanna maybe there is something in that, which is the answer to your questions.” 
 
   “Is it David, that’s after me?” 
 
   “No David is dead.”
 
    “Dead, what happened?”
 
    “Talk to Adrian.” 
 
   I know that Michael wants to tell me more I can see it on his face. However, I do not want to push him. He has just started to talk nicely to me and I do not want to ruin it. I feel the car come to a stop, Michael quickly opens the door, and we are in Soho all right, the very place that I have always loved. The building in which we staying is white and oversized. The first thing I notice when I walk in is the two huge security guards that stand either side of the door. Michael tells me to wait over by them, as he walks over to the girl that is sitting in a reception box. She smiles at him and stares deep into his eyes. She hands over the key and Michael waves me on. As I follow him into the elevator, I feel weird as if I am doing something wrong. Like I should not be here but I know that I have to. The Condo that we have been given is right on the top floor and I am led to believe that it is, the largest one in the whole building. Michael opens the front door and I gasp in amazement. The Condo is gorgeous and so oversized. I walk in and I am still in surprise as to how lovely it is. It has been finished to the highest standard in an all-white backdrop with black furniture. There is a massive TV on the wall and a huge fireplace. The kitchen is colossal and is modern designed. Michael leads me into one of the bedrooms and places my suitcase on the bed. 
 
   “I will be in the living room, if you need me,” I smile at him and he closes the door behind him. I hear a text on my phone; I have a new message from Adrian, 
 
   Alanna have you settled okay.
 
   Yes, the place is lovely. 
 
   I am glad you like it. I left something for in the closet of the main bedroom.
 
   What is it?
 
   Go have a look. 
 
   I walk over to the closet and open the door; I see that it is full of clothes, new dresses and handbags of every kind. There are loads of new shoes in boxes and bags full of new jeans and sweat suits. There is also a small tiffany bag sitting on one of the shelves. I go over and open it to find a diamond necklace in the shape of the letter A. 
 
   Adrian you did not have to buy me all that.
 
   I wanted to, do you like everything. 
 
   Yes, everything is great. 
 
   I have got you a personal shopper and she will go out and get you anything you want all you have to do is ask, okay?
 
   Okay, but Adrian I really just wish that I had you here. 
 
   I know, is Michael treating you okay.
 
   Yes, he is been fine so far, I feel guilty for putting this on him. 
 
   Do not feel like that, it is not your fault. 
 
   Adrian when are you going to tell me the truth about everything?
 
   Soon I promise, before I forget there will be two bodyguards in the house all the time. One will stay outside the door and the other will be inside, okay?
 
   Okay I guess I had better get used to all this. How long do you think I will have to stay here?
 
   As long as it takes, 
 
   For what,
 
   To get you safe again, 
 
   Adrian how will you know when I am safe?
 
   I just will, I am trying to deal with things over here in London.                                          
 
   Adrian, promise me that you will be careful?
 
   Alanna do not worry about me. 
 
   I cannot help it, I hate being so far away from you.
 
   Alanna we will be together, I promise you that. 
 
   Adrian? 
 
   Yes,
 
   I love you.
 
   I know you do. 
 
   Now go get something to eat I have made sure that the fridge is stocked for you.
 
   Okay, 
 
   I will text you before you go to sleep. 
 
   Okay Adrian, 
 
   Until next time baby,
 
   I sit on the huge bed and try to take all this in. I get up and go back into the closet to have another look at everything that is there. I slide my hand along the long line of designer dresses, every one more glamorous than the last. There are boxes of shoes piled high with names of Jimmy Choo and Louboutin. Over on the other side there are so many handbags that I cannot count them, and one of every designer. From Hermes to Chanel and one of every color, down on the floor there are bags from Nordstrom filled with every kind of jeans. I take out one pair and see that they are true religion, and that they are just my size. There are many more bags filled with t-shirts and tops. I take out one of the many sweat suits, and change into it. Everything in this closet fits me like a glove. I am stunned that Adrian guessed my size so perfectly. Everything that is in the closet is something that I love, I feel like he knows me so well. Adrian is the love of my life and I feel so annoyed at Sophie for not being supportive of me. I hate the thought that she says bad things about Adrian. If she would just take the time to not judge him, but to get to know him instead, then maybe she would see the real him. The kind and understanding guy that he is under his hard surface. He acts as if he is made of steel but underneath he is pure silk. He is warm and generous; he is not over controlling just protective of me, he wants to keep me safe. I do not think there is another guy on the planet, which would let his girlfriend share a house with another guy that loves her, if he did not want her to be safe. Adrian is a bigger person to see the bigger picture. He knows that I would never do anything to hurt him and by letting me stay with Michael, he is just proving his trust in me.             
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Twenty-three
 
    
 
   The next morning I wake, and gape fully at the environment that I am now living in. The bedroom is too enormous with chic finishing’s. I get out of bed and go into the large bathroom that is connected to the bedroom. I switch on the light and see that on the counter, there are all my favorite products. From the hair spray I use to the toothpaste, everything I could ever need is here. I cannot help but wonder how Adrian knows so much about me. It is as if he has known me all my life and even then, I still do not know how he would know what serum I use in my hair. I go into the massive closet and start to pick through the bags, I take out a dark blue pair of skinny jeans and plain pink t-shirt. There are some pairs of flip-flops down on a shoe rack on the floor and again all in my size. I pick out a black pair and close the door behind me. When I walk out into the hallway, I cannot see Michael anywhere but I can hear his voice in the distance. I walk through another hallway that leads out into the kitchen/living area. As I do, I see Michael talking to one of the huge security guards. 
 
   “Alanna, good you’re up,” Michael says, shocking me with a smile. 
 
   “This is Jackson he will be here with us for the duration of our stay.”
 
    I look at the massive man, he has a shaved head and is dressed in a black uniform. I can see he has a gun clipped onto his trousers and that freaks me out a little. I look over to him and say, 
 
   “Hello Jackson, it’s nice to meet you.”
 
    “Nice to meet you to, now there are some things I need to go over with you, okay?” 
 
   “Yes of course, go ahead,” 
 
   “My colleague and I are here to protect you. If you need to go out anywhere then one of us will be with you at all times, don’t be afraid we are here to keep you safe, and if you need anything please don’t hesitate to ask one of us.” I try to process everything he is saying in his strong New York accent. 
 
   “Okay, no problem,” is all I manage to say.
 
    He walks over to the front door and gazes out all the windows. Once he checks that everything is fine, he takes a seat by the door. I turn to Michael, who I must say, looks amazing today. He is wearing a dark blue pair of jeans and fitted white shirt that looks so good against his tanned skin. His hair is dark and straggly and his eyes are piercing. 
 
   “Do you want some breakfast?” I look at him my eyes wide from his beauty. I see a small dark haired women walk into the kitchen. She is wearing a white uniform and has a black apron round her waist. 
 
   “This is Maggie she is our chef,”
 
    “Hi,” I say, not fully absorbing this. I am still in a state of shock at how much my life has changed since yesterday, has Adrian gone too far with all this? 
 
   “Sweetheart, what would you like?” The small dark haired woman says with an innocent smile on her thin lips. 
 
   “Whatever is the easiest to make,”
 
    “Would you like some pancakes?”
 
    “Yes that would be great thanks,” I say giving her a smile. Michael walks over to the lounge area and sits on one of the huge armchairs. I follow him and sit on the one next to him. 
 
   “Are you alright, Alanna?”
 
    “Yes I am fine, I didn’t expect all this.”
 
    “Did you think that Adrian wouldn’t have every luxury here for you?” 
 
   “I knew he would have security, but I was surprised by all the things he left for me in the bedroom.” 
 
   “What did he leave you?” 
 
   “The closet is full of new clothes and the bathroom is filled with all the products I use.”
 
    “That’s Adrian, down to a T.”
 
    “I know but it still took me by surprise, have you heard from him today?”
 
    “Yes he called first thing.” The words of my next sentence do not have time to escape my mouth, when I hear the white Blackberry begin to beep. 
 
   Alanna how are you today? Are you Okay?
 
   Yes I am fine, how are you?
 
   I am okay, have you had your breakfast yet.
 
   I am just about to the chef you sent is making pancakes. 
 
   Good, now is Michael being nice to you?
 
   Yes, he has been great so far. 
 
   Okay, have you met the security guards?
 
   Yes, I met Jackson but I have not met the other one yet. 
 
   Alanna are you going out anywhere today.
 
   I was not planning on it, where could I go.
 
   I want you to know that there is a car down stairs for you if you need to go out. 
 
   I do not think I will need it today. 
 
   Alanna are you sure, you are okay about all this?
 
   I cannot say that I am I will miss college and my friends. 
 
   Yes, are you still on course to graduate on time?
 
   Yes, I talked to Mrs. Henderson yesterday before I left and she told me that you gave them a huge donation. 
 
   Yes, I did are you okay about that?
 
   Yes, the college really needed it now they can build the new wing. Adrian I want to thank you for all this.
 
   Thank me what for.
 
   Everything you are doing to keep me safe and the style in which you are doing it. How did you know my size and all the products that I use?
 
   I just do Alanna, now go and get your breakfast I will call you later. 
 
   Okay, I love you,
 
   Until next time baby,  
 
   I smile and put the phone down. I turn to see Michael glaring at me. 
 
   “Nice conversation with the boyfriend?” I look at him, 
 
   “Yes Michael,” 
 
   “Good, good,” he says sarcastically. I do not want to start another word battle with him. I feel that would be the worst thing I could do, considering I am staying in this house with him. Therefore, I simply give him a smile and say. 
 
   “How is your father?” 
 
   “My father, how do you know him?” 
 
   “I met him in London he was talking to my dad about business.”
 
    “I didn’t know that, I met yours too.”
 
    “You did?”
 
    “Yes Adrian and I, both did,”
 
    “Really, he never said.”
 
    “No? We had meetings with the company your Father works with. Once Adrian knew that he was your father, he backed out of the deal.”
 
    “I remember my dad saying that a company backed out, but I had no idea that it was Adrian’s company.”
 
    “Yes he didn’t want to mix the feelings he had for you, with the business.”
 
    “He never told me any of this.”
 
    “No he wouldn’t, he is a private bloke.”
 
    “Tell me about it,” 
 
   “But he seems to open up a bit more to you.”
 
    “Yes he told me a few things about his childhood, but he has never told me about the fact that he killed someone.” 
 
   “Alanna how are you so calm about that?”
 
    “I don’t know I have surprised myself in the composure that I feel.”
 
    “I can’t believe the way you are accepting it, and you don’t even know what happened.”
 
    “Do you know?”
 
    “Yes I know,”
 
    “Can you tell me?”
 
    “No, but what I will tell you is, it was not Adrian’s fault he was just a child.”
 
    “He told me that part but who did he kill?”
 
    “I am sure he will tell you in his own time.”
 
    “He says he will but I don’t know if I believe him.”
 
    “Your pancakes are ready sweetheart,” I hear Maggie shout from the kitchen. I go over and take a seat at the breakfast bar. Maggie gives me a huge stack of pancakes filled with bacon and syrup. 
 
   “Enjoy,” she says as she starts to clean up. I take a bite and I am surprised to how good they are. 
 
   “Maggie these are the best pancakes I have ever had,” Maggie turns to me and gives me a big happy smile.
 
    When I finish eating, I go back over to Michael, who is still sitting on the armchair. I again sit on the one next to him and look up at him. 
 
   “Alanna, you look like you want to say something,” 
 
   “Tell me about your brother Chad.”
 
    “Chad? How do you know about him?”
 
    “I know this going to sound crazy, but before I got to know Adrian I searched for information on him, and when I found out that your Dad adopted him I searched him too, and that’s when I found out about Chad.”
 
    “I see what do you want to know about him?”
 
    “What happened to him?”
 
    “Doesn’t it say on the internet?”
 
    “Not really, it just says that he had a falling out with the family and that he left.” Michael takes a deep breath and begins to talk. 
 
   “Chad is my older brother and he was the apple of my father’s eye. They would do everything together and Chad is the type who always wanted to impress my father. However, it was not until Chad turned thirty that my father made him head of the department,in which he worked, in the company. Chad did not like the fact that Adrian was around, and he did everything he could possibly to do to turn my father against him. The short story is Chad made my father choose and he told him that he would not choose, but Adrian was going nowhere. Chad then took matters into his own hands and left.” 
 
   “How long ago did he leave?”
 
    “About five years ago, Adrian and I were twenty at the time and Adrian was in the process of getting his own company. Chad never had that type of success, he had always had my father to hand everything to him on a plate and Chad became jealous of Adrian. He began to do awful things to him.”
 
    “What did he do?” 
 
   “He did all sorts of things, but he did however have one trick that he did on a regular basis.”
 
    “What was it?” I say and Michael slightly rolls his eyes, I get the feeling he does not like to talk about this. 
 
   “He would wait till my father and Adrian went away on a business trip and order escorts to come to the room where my father was. He would always give Adrian’s name and try to pretend that he sent them. When Adrian found out he went crazy, but that was exactly the type of reaction Chad was looking for.”
 
    “Have you ever seen him since?”
 
    “No, he called me a few years ago and we were supposed to meet up, but that never happened.”
 
    “How does your Dad feel about him? It must be hard having his son away?”
 
    “Yes it was hard on my father at first, but Chad has done nothing but bad mouth my father since he went away. My father has had to move on from it, I think that Adrian carries around a lot of guilt over this. But my father doesn’t put any of the blame on Adrian.” 
 
   “Your father sounds like an amazing man,”
 
    “He is.”
 
    “I know that Adrian thinks highly of him.” 
 
   “Yes, Adrian and my father have this great bond. He took Adrian out care when he was a fourteen-year-old, messed-up child. Now he has shaped him into the man he is today, and I know that he can be a little controlling but that’s just who he is.”
 
    “He is very controlling, but I know he is just doing it for my safety.”
 
    “He loves you Alanna, more than anything.”
 
    “I know he does and I feel the same way.” I see Michaels face change and he starts to say, “Adrian knows that if you were any other girl, than you would have ran a mile by now. But he knows that you never would and, that’s what has him hooked on you.” 
 
   “The thing that worries me is that the girl I used to be would.”
 
    “You have changed then? You seem like this is all part of your life with Adrian and I can’t understand any other reason than love, for you to stick around.” Michael is actually giving me a complement. He is also giving off a sense of vulnerability right now, which has me alarmed. I think that possibly I have misunderstood him and that maybe he is actually a nice guy.
 
   Michael and I talk for what seems like hours, he tells me about his life in London and his childhood, I feel ecstatic to hear about a happy one for a change. He talked to me about his friends and about the party nights, he has out in London. To my astonishment, he told me about his ex-girlfriend Louise. He said how she was too jealous of him and she did not get on with his family. She did not like Adrian, but Michael thought that she maybe just liked him too much and that she masked it by being awful to him. He said she had dark jet-black hair and not brown but black eyes, so from the first moment Adrian saw her he did not trust her. He had warned Michael to get away from her and he eventually did when he caught her cheating on him. He has not dated anyone since, with the exception of Katharine of course. Michael now says how bad he feels about hurting her, he said that she was one of the most beautiful girls he ever saw but she just was not right for him. I think of how that is impossible, Katharine is a lovely girl and anyone would be lucky to have her. I think of how she would feel if she knew I, was here living in a house with Michael. I try to shake of the feeling I get whenever I think about it. I am still processing the new information about Chad and I wonder why he could hate Adrian the way he does. Giving what Adrian has been through, I do not know how anyone could treat him like that. I think that possibly it is for the best that Chad is out of the picture. God only knows what he could do; jealousy is an evil thing that can take over a person, I could not go on if something were to happen to Adrian. All this time I am spending with Michael I am really getting to know the real him. He is not all about the sarcastic comments and the rude silent exterior; instead when he opens up about himself, he is a completely different person. A person that I can really relate to, a person who is had the same type of upbringing as me, therefore he understands me. He is different in so many ways to Adrian and not all of them bad. I see him in a different way to Adrian. I do not think that I could ever be with Michael, but I do know that I want him in my life. He brings out a different side to me, a side that I never knew I had. I was worried of how awkward this would be to live here with him, but now I cannot describe how wrong I was. Other than Adrian, there is no one I would rather be here with. 
 
   Adrian calls every hour and texts every half hour. Normally that would annoy me terribly, but being here in this house with not much to do, I actually look forward to them. 
 
   Alanna how is everything going,
 
   Fine, Michael and I have talked and I think that we are over the worst. 
 
   What did you talk about?
 
   We talked about different things; I think that we could be friends. 
 
   Friends, 
 
   Yes, 
 
   Do you like him now?
 
   Yes, it took a while but now I feel like I know him more. 
 
   What do you mean more?
 
   He opened up to me about things and I saw that he is not all bad. 
 
   You know Alanna that he loves you right.
 
   He has not showed anything to prove that so far. 
 
   I need you to understand something.
 
   Okay, 
 
   By you being nice to him and getting to know him, he is most likely going to think that you like him back. 
 
   No, he knows how I feel about you. 
 
   Trust me Alanna I know his mind. 
 
   So what do you want me to do?
 
   There is nothing you can do he is there and I am not. 
 
   Adrian I feel as if maybe you are worried about this.
 
   How can I not be?
 
   You have no reason to be, I would never do anything. 
 
   I know you would not, but Michael he is a bloke and need I say more. 
 
   I do not think you give him enough credit, if what you say is true then just think of how honorable he is to you, by staying here with me, your girlfriend.
 
   I will always be in his debt for the way he is looking after you, but Alanna please just be careful of how you act with him.
 
   I do not act any different with him than I do with anybody. 
 
   He is not just anybody he is a bloke who has loving feelings for you, so be careful.  
 
   Okay then,
 
   Alanna I forgot to ask how your friends took the news, when you told them you were leaving college for a while.
 
   Oh Adrian it was a nightmare. 
 
   What happened?
 
   Sophie happened. 
 
   Alanna I know that she is your friend but I have to tell you, there is something that I do not trust about her. 
 
   Let me guess you do not like her hair color,
 
   No, it is not just that, the way she looks at you, I think she is very envious of you.
 
   She is that way with everyone and she has been since she was a little girl. No one could get anything but she had to have it too. 
 
   You see that is not a good person to have around. 
 
   Anyway, she started dissing you, again. 
 
   What did she say?
 
   She thinks that I have changed and that, you control me. 
 
   Do you think that I control you?
 
   Yes, you kind of do. 
 
   That is the side of me that I have tried many times to change, but I cannot it is just who I am. 
 
   I know that and I think it is cute how you like to be so protective. 
 
   Alanna it is not cute, do you know how much I wish I could be normal. 
 
   What is normal?
 
   Normal is waking up, not obsessing about whom you are talking to, normal is being able to let you do your own thing, and normal is not panicking that you are in danger all the time. My mind is obsessed with you, I cannot think of you so far away and I hate not knowing what you are doing every second of every day. 
 
   Adrian I did not know you felt that way. 
 
   I do and I try to not text you every second, but I cannot I need to know what you are doing, who you are talking to or my mind does not rest. I do not sleep thinking about you, I fear that some bloke will sweep you off your feet and I will lose you. 
 
   Adrian I only want you. Do not worry about that, it will never happen.
 
   I cannot be sure you are too precious, and me I am just a controlling murderer. 
 
   Adrian if you were then why, are you not in jail?
 
   I was twelve the authorities did not act on it because of my surroundings, they said I was the victim but I was not Alanna. 
 
   Can you please tell me what happened?
 
   No not, right now not while you are in danger. 
 
   Adrian I am here in this safe house with all around security, I am safe just now, please tell me what happened.
 
   I cannot I will tell you soon, I promise. 
 
   Okay, Adrian but please know that whenever you want to share this with me, I am here. 
 
   I know you are remarkable I do not deserve you. 
 
   I thought I told you not to say that.
 
   You did but it does not stop me from thinking it.
 
   I sigh as I put the phone down, I reflect on all the things Adrian has said. I was a little surprised how he acted about Michael. I would have thought he would be happy that I get on with his family. However, he seems to think that Michael wants to be more and that I should be careful of the way I act around him. I am so confused right now, I want to be honorable to Adrian but at the same time, I do not want this time here with Michael to be awkward. I thought I had it all sorted but now I am not sure. I fear that if I were nice to Michael then he will think that I am leading him on; I do not want to distance myself from him either. I enjoy talking to him and I do like him, I do not know what I can do for the best. 
 
   “Miss Hart,” I hear Maggie at my door so I run over and open it. 
 
   “How can I help you Maggie?” 
 
   “It’s time for lunch,” 
 
   “I am not really that hungry right now.” 
 
   “Dear, you have to eat.” I roll my eyes slightly, I do not feel like eating, in fact it is the last thing I want to do right now. I do not respond to Maggie I just gaze wide-eyed at her, I can see that she has a little frustration on her face. 
 
   “Come on Miss, I have made your favorite.” How does she know my favorite I do not even know that? I give up and follow her into the kitchen were Michael is sitting smugly. 
 
   “Now take a seat dear, I will dish out.”
 
    I walk over and sit next to Michael, I am a little unsure of how to act around him. Maggie hands over two plates filled with salad and then she gives us a huge platter filled with roast chicken and bread. 
 
   “Wow Maggie this all looks great,” I say trying to make her feel good. 
 
   “Now help yourselves and Miss Hart make sure you take a big helping, you are skin and bone.” 
 
   I smile and she heads out into the hallway. Michael turns to me as he takes a huge piece of chicken and several pieces of bread, 
 
   “Bon appetite!” I smile and begin to take mine. As we sit in the oversized Condo and eat the over-delicious food Michael talks like there is no tomorrow. Going on about the weather and the latest movies that are on the cinema and he even says that we should go see a movie sometime. I begin to think that perhaps I have led him on. However I change my mind and instead, I choose to believe that I have just became friendly with him and that I have acted in a way a friend would. Therefore, I agree that we should see a movie. Once dinner is, over I try to back into my room but Michael is having none of it. 
 
   “Alanna, why don’t we bring the cinema here?” He says holding up a few DVD’s. I do not want be rude and at the same time I do not really feel like sitting in my room all night alone. Therefore, I say, 
 
   “Why not, I will go ask Maggie if she has any popcorn.” I walk along the hallway and into the room that Maggie uses for relaxing when she is not cooking. “Maggie do we have any popcorn?”
 
    “Yes, I believe we have, I will go make it for you okay?” 
 
   “Thanks,” I walk back along to the lounge and I see that Michael has about twenty DVD’s all lined out onto one of the sofas. 
 
   “What kind of movies do you like?”
 
    “Anything you choose,”
 
    “I never thought I would see the day a girl lets the bloke choose the movie!” I smile and sit on one of the armchairs.
 
    “You know I feel guilty about choosing the movie, can’t you at least tell me what ones you like?”
 
    “I like old movies, but if you don’t then it is fine.”
 
    “Okay, old movie it is.” He picks up Gone with the Wind, a choice that I would never have expected him to make. He sits on the chair right next to me; Maggie comes in with the popcorn. She has put the popcorn in one big bowl so it looks like we have to share and I feel a little bummed by that. Sharing food is mainly what couples do and I feel that if I were to share this popcorn with Michael then maybe I will be leading him on further. Therefore, I ask Maggie if she could put the popcorn in a separate bowl and to my relief Michael agrees. We watch the movie for about an hour in silence, but then I see Michael look over as if he has something he needs to say to me. 
 
   “Alanna what would you be doing if you hadn’t met Adrian?” I am taken back by his words I do not really know how to answer him. 
 
   “I guess I would be at college and studying for finals and graduating on time with honors.” 
 
   “Alanna what is it that you want to do with your life?” Michael says turning fully around in his chair so that now; all that he can see is him. 
 
   “I would like to help children who are underprivileged; I would love it if one day I could own a private orphanage, so that I could at least make it a kind of happy experience for children that are suffering.”
 
    “You are amazing you know that.” 
 
   “No I don’t think so,” 
 
   “You are, who else do you know cares about stuff like that?”
 
    “There are many people who care about others.” 
 
   “Who, not your friend Sophie, all she cares about his herself.”
 
    “Hey she is still my friend don’t be slating her.”
 
    “I am not I am just saying that no young beautiful girl like you cares about stuff like that, you are a one-off Alanna.”
 
    “I just have guilt inside about my childhood and how good it was, if I could just make one child have the same happiness as I did growing up.”
 
    “Alanna is that how you have a special bond with Adrian?”
 
    “No I don’t love Adrian because he has had a bad upbringing; I love him because he is real. He is not some shallow person that only cares about himself. He’s not like anyone I know I think that’s the connection I share with him.”
 
    “Alanna when he tells you about everything will you accept it?”
 
    “I have thought long and hard about that and every time I come to the same conclusion, which is yes I will accept it.”
 
    “Alanna another girl might not be as understanding and Adrian knows that. He can’t live without you, but he fears what your action might be.”
 
    “He knows me well enough now to know what my reaction will be.”
 
    “Then why he is worrying to tell you?”
 
    “The truth is I feel that he is scared, he has tried to put this out of his mind but I know that it eats him up inside, he will never get over the what Alice and David did to him.” 
 
   “I know that he won’t, but I also think that he can be happy with you. However I do feel that he needs to tell you the truth.”
 
    “I know but I can’t get him to open up about it.”
 
    “Alanna I don’t want to alarm you, but there are people who want to kill you. When they have a target, that target usually ends up dead. I know you say that everything will be fine and that you love Adrian. You say you trust him, but don’t you think that you deserve to know what you are putting your life at risk for?”
 
    Hearing Michaels words they are alarming to me and I feel that he would not be saying these things if he did not love me. I can see the fear in his eyes when he talks about me getting hurt. I feel drawn to him it is as if I want to hug him. However I cannot I know that will only give him false hope. 
 
   “Michael I really appreciate everything you are saying and I know that you care about me. However I do trust Adrian and I know that nothing will happen to me.” 
 
   “How do you know that, look where you are? If you weren’t at risk then you would be at college, free to live to your life not here with me and surrounded by security.” 
 
   “I just have a feeling and all this is just a precaution.”
 
    “Alanna it’s not.” I look down at the floor and I am trying so hard to fight back tears, I am trying to be strong and show that I am okay with this and that everything will be okay. Nevertheless, the truth is I am terrified. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Twenty-four
 
    
 
   I wake early the next day and have a long hot shower, I pick out some clothes and Maggie shouts me for breakfast. I sit at the breakfast bar surrounded by fresh bouquets of flowers. I eat the massive feast that she has prepared desperately trying to eat as much as I can as I do feel that I am getting a little thin. Jackson has switched roles with the other security guard who is even more huge than he is. I do not know his name, he is not as talkative as Jackson is and he has an aura of ‘do not talk to me about him’ so that is exactly what I do. Michael is still in his room and I have not heard a peep out him all morning. Therefore, I walk to his room and give a little knock on the door. It takes him a while to answer but when he does, he is only wearing a pair of dark blue jeans. He has an amazing body but I am trying so hard not to stare at him, I try desperately to focus my eyes on his face. 
 
   “Michael is everything okay?”
 
    “Yes why wouldn’t it be?” 
 
   “No reason, I was wondering if we could go out somewhere today.”
 
    “Where do you want to go?” 
 
   “I was thinking maybe shopping?”
 
    “Shopping, I don’t really do that.”
 
    “Oh” I sigh, 
 
   “Don’t give me that face.”
 
    “What face?” I look up into his Ice blue eyes. He is so tall that I feel very intimidated as I stand next to him. 
 
   “Give me ten minutes okay?” 
 
   “Okay,” I say smiling at him and giving him another glance as I walk away. I head back to my room and put on a sweater, as it looks cold outside. I fix my hair quickly in the mirror and apply some lip-gloss. As I do I hear my phone it is a text from Adrian,
 
   Alanna how are you today?
 
   I am good, how are you.
 
   I am fine, what are you doing today?
 
   I was actually thinking about going out.
 
   Out where?
 
   I have been in this house for two days now I need air. 
 
   I understand that, but where are you going?
 
   Shopping,
 
   Did I not get you enough stuff?
 
   No, you did but I just need some time out you know?
 
   I see is Michael going with you.
 
   Yes he is do you not want him to?
 
   I cannot stop him.
 
   Adrian I thought we talked about this?
 
   Yes, we did and I told you to be careful around him.
 
   Michael is great but I love you. 
 
   Yes, you keep saying that
 
   Do you not believe me?
 
   No of course, I do baby, go out and enjoy your shopping trip. If you look in one of the kitchen drawers, you will find one of my credit cards, take it and pay whatever you buy with it. 
 
   No Adrian I cannot
 
   Yes you can I will not let you go out unless you take it. 
 
   How can you stop me?
 
   I control everyone in that house, so take the credit card okay.
 
   Okay I will take it but I do not have to use it. 
 
   Yes, you will, I will know if you do not and I will not let you out again. 
 
   You are crazy you know that.
 
   Yes I know that, now Alanna it is hard for me to let you out of that house, please whenever I text you make sure you text back within ten minutes okay?
 
   Okay 
 
   Do not leave the bodyguards not even for a second okay?
 
   I will not Adrian please stop worrying. 
 
   Now can you remember everything?
 
   Credit card, stay with someone at all times text you back, I think I got it covered. 
 
   Alanna please don’t joke
 
   I am not now I will text you later okay.
 
   Make sure you do! 
 
   Until next time baby,
 
   Jackson escorts us down the stairs and into the black Escalade that is waiting at the front door to take us shopping. Michael has a look of worry on his face; I reach over and touch his arm slightly to comfort him in knowing that I will be okay. He smiles back and we sit in silence as the car pulls away. Jackson has also come along and from what I can tell; he is not too happy that we are going shopping. Neither is Michael who told me he has not been shopping for years instead he buys everything online. That is a something I could never do, I like the experience of shopping the hustle and bustle and I love to watch the people. We arrive at the Manhattan mall it is not exactly New York’s best shopping area but its low key and that is the reason I chose it. Jackson gets out the car first and checks everything is okay, and then he instructs Michael to get out and then me. When we walk in through the doors I feel like everyone is staring at me. It is hard not to considering I am with Michael, every girl, women even some men cannot take their eyes off him. Then there is Jackson, so huge and bulky everyone must know that he is some type of bodyguard. As the stores are limited here, I will have to take my time and to go round them if I am to make this day stretch out. I head for JC Penny first, as I walk around the store Michael and Jackson follow. I find myself in the home department somewhere I would never usually be. I look at the kitchenware and the beautiful furniture they stock. I notice that Michael looks bored already; therefore, I start to talk to him as we stroll around the store. 
 
   “There are some really nice things here, don’t you think?”
 
    “Yes lovely,”
 
    “You don’t have to be sarcastic.”
 
    “I wasn’t,”
 
    “Really?”
 
    “Okay, maybe a little.”
 
    “So you really hate shopping?”
 
    “Yes.”
 
    “Why?” I ask, sounding as if he is an alien for even thinking it. 
 
   “I think it’s mainly because my mother used to trail me everywhere with her and I used to hate it.”
 
    “Oh I see.” 
 
   “May I help you?” a shop assistant says. 
 
   “No thanks we are just looking right now.” 
 
   “Okay then, my name is Lisa and if you need any help just call over okay?”
 
    “Yes I will,” I say smiling at the girl. As I look more around the oversized store, I see a new tableware set like the one my mom has but in a new pattern. “Michael,” 
 
   “Yes?” He says, looking as if he is about to faint from the pressures of shopping. 
 
   “What do you think of that tableware?”
 
    “It’s okay.”
 
    “My mom’s birthday is coming up and I know she would love it, do you think I should buy it?”
 
    “Alanna buy whatever you want,” I roll my eyes at how uninterested he is. I go over and get the shop assistant Lisa, and we begin to discuss combinations in which the tableware comes in. 
 
   “I think twelve would be right for place settings, do you?”
 
    “Yes twelve is the most popular number, are you getting married?” I laugh at little at her. “No, I am not getting married.”
 
    “Oh that’s a shame, you two make a lovely couple.” I see Michael shift around nervously to hear what I will say and I feel my face flush hot. 
 
   “No, he is my friend.”
 
    “Oh sorry but I really must say, that you two look good together.” Again, my face is flushing hot I look at Michael who looks as uncomfortable as I feel. 
 
   “Thanks but I have a boyfriend, but I will take the tableware can please box it up for me?”
 
    “Yes no problem and again I am sorry for before.”
 
    “That’s okay,” the girl heads away and I turn to Michael he looks uneasy. 
 
   “Are you okay?”
 
    “Yes Alanna now are we done here?”
 
    “Yes I will pay then we can leave.” 
 
   “No I don’t want to rush you I am sorry, take your time.” 
 
   I smile at him knowing how hard this for him. We wander round the stores for a few hours and now I have bought too many things. I decided that the tableware was not enough for my mom so I got her some new perfume. There was a sale on kids clothing in JC Penny therefore, I bought Penelope a completely new wardrobe. I also got my dad a big bottle of his favorite cologne, as for myself I didn’t  buy anything. There is everything I could ever need at the house so there is no need to buy more. I feel sorry for Michael, as he carries almost all of the bags. However, I notice that he has one of his own. I am not sure what he bought, I never saw him even looking at anything. Adrian has texted every hour to make sure I am okay, and he has even called Michael to make sure that he is looking after me properly. I really wish that he was here, at least then I would not feel so guilty about Michael. I can now see that he cares about me and it is hard on him. He clearly wishes we could be more, but he knows as long as Adrian exists there is no way that will ever happen. I feel selfish for wanting Michael in my life, I do not want to be with him but somehow I need him. I cannot explain how I feel about him. I feel as if he is a piece of my life that has been missing. I know that Adrian would not approve of this, but if I am to be with him then I will be around Michael and I cannot ignore him. He means a lot to me and I hunger for him in my life. 
 
   We sit quietly as the car drives us back home. When we arrive back, Michael and I carry the bags up to the Condo, he still has not said a word and I begin to worry what could be on his mind. He opens the door to reveal the other guard he has no emotion on his face he just stands as if he is frozen. I walk over, place the bags on the sofa, and have seat next to them. Michael does the same but he has a small bag in his hand.
 
    “Alanna I got you something,” he says as he hands me the bag. I smile at him feeling excited to see what he has bought me. 
 
   “You didn’t have to,” I say as I open the bag and find a small box at the bottom. I open it to see a pair of blue earrings set in diamonds with symbol of the evil eye. He stares at me as I take one out. 
 
   “Do you like them?”
 
    “Yes they are lovely.”
 
    “I hope they will protect you.”
 
    “I didn’t know you were into that kind of stuff.”
 
    “I am not really, but the girl in the shop said that you would like them, so I bought them for you.”
 
    “Thanks Michael,”
 
    “You are most welcome, now can you excuse me there are few phone calls I have to make.”
 
    “Of course,” I say and he walks away not looking back. I take the bags into my room and set them in the closet. I lay on my bed and I begin to think about Sophie and how this is longest I have gone without talking to her, I take out my phone and begin to compose a message. 
 
   Sophie its Alanna, I think we need to talk about everything. There is a lot for us to sort out, hope I hear from you soon.
 
   I take out my laptop and sign into my emails, there are so many that need a reply. I start on the emails from my mom, but I have no time to reply, I receive an instant message, 
 
   Portia: Hello
 
   I have not heard from her in a while and I just know she will have so many questions. There is also that whole thing about her and Chace. I cannot ignore her after all she is one of my friends even though sometimes I do not trust her. 
 
   Alanna: Hello Portia, how have you been?
 
   Portia: Not so good Alanna, 
 
   Alanna: What is wrong?
 
   Portia: I do not know if you have heard about everything with Chace and me.
 
   Alanna: I heard a little, what actually happened.
 
   Portia: He used me Alanna; he pretended that he and I were together so that he could break up with Chelsea. 
 
   Alanna: That is Chace all right, how are you coping?
 
   Portia: I am fine, how are you getting on with your new boyfriend?
 
   Alanna: My boyfriend,
 
   Portia: yes the tall, good-looking British one!
 
   Alanna: Oh, yes it is going fine. 
 
   Portia: Someone said that you took a break from college.
 
   Alanna: Yes, I really needed a break from it all. 
 
   Portia: That is the best thing, if you are not feeling yourself. 
 
   Alanna: What do you mean?
 
   Portia: I heard you had a bit of a scare, health-wise. 
 
   Alanna: Yeah I was not sleeping right and I had a funny turn, but I am fine. 
 
   Portia: I am glad to hear that everyone was so worried.
 
   Alanna: About what,
 
   Portia: Alanna people were saying that you had an eating disorder. 
 
   Alanna: Really, I can assure you that I do not. 
 
   Portia: I am glad to her that, listen babe I got to go right now but can we catch up sometime?
 
   Alanna: Yes why not.
 
   I do not see myself meeting with Portia that does not seem realistic with Michael and Jackson there, what would Portia think? I look down my contacts and see who is online. I quickly notice that Adrian is and it has been a while since we last spoke (about 45 minutes) therefore, I quickly send him message, 
 
   Alanna: Hello Adrian
 
   He replies almost instantly,
 
   Adrian: Are you home?
 
   Alanna: Yes, I am home safe. 
 
   Adrian: I was worried today when you were out.
 
   Alanna: it is not good to worry so much. 
 
   Adrian: Anyway, what did you but today?
 
   Alanna: I got a few things for my family is that okay?
 
   Adrian: Did you pay them with my credit card?
 
   Alanna: Yes, 
 
   Adrian: Then it is okay, what did you get yourself?
 
   Alanna: Nothing actually, 
 
   Adrian: Why, I told you to buy whatever you wanted, 
 
   Alanna: It is as you said everything is already here for me. 
 
   Adrian: Did you have dinner yet?
 
   Alanna: No not yet,
 
   Adrian: Okay, 
 
   Adrian: How is Michael?
 
   Alanna: He is fine.
 
   Adrian: Is he still opening up to you?
 
   Alanna: Not so much today but he did tell me about his brother Chad. 
 
   Adrian: What did he say?
 
   Alanna: He told me how he did not like you and how he made your life hell. 
 
   Adrian: Did he say anything else?
 
   Alanna: No well, he told me that you met my dad in London. 
 
   Adrian: I see and how do you feel about that?
 
   Alanna: Fine, I know you backed out of the deal but I guess it is wrong to mix business and pleasure.
 
   Adrian: it is not wrong I just did not want to do it. Here I was sending this bloke’s daughter gifts and I was about to do a deal with him, It just did not seem right.  
 
   Alanna: I understand but how did you know that he was my dad?
 
   Adrian: I saw you with him.
 
   Alanna: Of course,
 
   Adrian: Alanna are you happy.
 
   Alanna: I could be happier. 
 
   Adrian: What would make you happier?
 
   Alanna: You being here,
 
   Adrian: I wish I could be there with you, but if I did then I would have no company left.
 
   Alanna: Is there more to you not being here than just that, your business needs you?
 
   Adrian: Alanna, you miss nothing do you?
 
   Alanna: So there is another reason?
 
   Adrian: I am trying to keep away from you, so that the Marshalls do not find you.
 
   Alanna: Who are the Marshalls?
 
   Adrian: They are the family of the person I killed and they are the people that have been following you. 
 
   Alanna: So it is a revenge thing.
 
   Adrian: Yes, Alanna I took away their loved one and they have been waiting my whole life for me to have someone for them to do the same to me. 
 
   Alanna: Are you finally telling me what happened?
 
   Adrian: If you want to know and are sure, you can handle it. 
 
   Alanna: Yes, please tell me.
 
   Adrian: The person I killed was David Marshall. 
 
   
Adrian: One cold winter night when I was twelve, Alice had gone out late and the house was freezing. She had not paid the bills in over three months, so we did not have any electric. Around ten, I went to bed because I knew that she and David would be home soon, he would only start about the cold, and he would most likely take it out on me. I had a small candle, next to the mattress on the floor I was lying on and I heard them when they came in. They were very loud but something felt different that night, Alice was screaming louder than she ever did. I could hear things being broken and slams as if something was falling. I heard David say that he was going to kill Alice, if she did not pay him for the drugs he had supplied to her. I could hear more struggles in Alice’s voice, so I took the candle and went down stairs. When I did I saw blood everywhere, Alice was covered the floor and the walls were dripping in blood. Even the fridge was covered, David must have opened the fridge door and slam Alice’s head against it. I saw David on top of Alice he was choking her she was blue in the face and she had not long left. He never heard me come in behind him, I went over to him and he turned and saw me. He immediately took one hand off Alice and started hitting me with the other. His hands were full of blood and now the blood was all over me. I managed to get away from him and he started to choke Alice again, with no other choice and Alice almost dead, I took a knife that was lying on the kitchen counter and without hesitation, I plunged it into the back of David. He fell back instantly and died shortly after. Alice managed to get up and she slapped me round the face about ten times. Then she just left me there, a scared twelve year old that had just killed someone to save her life. I ran over to the woman who lived next door and told her everything that had happened. She immediately called the police. When they came, they knew what had occurred and that I had acted in self-defense of my Mother. I had nowhere to go but into care. My father left me and my Mother now did the same. The police were aware of David’s family and they placed me in police protection. The next few years of my life were hell, I only knew what it was like to have a family at the age of fourteen when Mr Jenkins came and got me. Alanna I hope that you can understand all this, if you feel you need time then that is fine.
 
   Alanna: I do not need any time I understand why you did it. It was not your fault and you should not feel guilty for what you did. I am glad that I now know what really happened. 
 
   Adrian: Are you sure you do not feel different about me now,
 
   Alanna: No, I only love you more. 
 
   Adrian: You are the most astonishing person I have ever known. It is as if no matter what I tell you about me you never question it. 
 
   Alanna: You thought you were bad, how could you feel that way?
 
   Adrian: I never knew that I was capable of that. I scared myself it was not me and for years and still to this day, I feel like I am a bad person. 
 
   Alanna: No a bad person, would just have let Alice die.
 
   Adrian: Even though I hated her for the way she treated me, I could not let him kill her, she was the only person I had and I did not want to lose her.
 
   Alanna: It is only natural to feel that way. 
 
   Adrian: Now Alanna about you and your safety 
 
   Alanna: David’s family wants to kill me. 
 
   Adrian: It pains me to think it but yes, it is they. 
 
   Alanna: Why are they after revenge after all this time?
 
   Adrian: The Marshalls are a high crime family and they need to show that they live with a balance. 
 
   Alanna: What does that mean?
 
   Adrian: It means Alanna, that they always get there revenge. Just like revenge has been sought out on them. 
 
   Alanna: So they are used to this kind of thing.
 
   Adrian: Alanna the only way for me to explain this to you is by this, if a member of their family killed someone, they would expect one of their own to be executed in revenge. To show that there is a balance, they must seek out the person who killed David. Their loved one and do the same to them and that is what puts you, in danger.
 
   Alanna: Do they not understand that you were just a child at the time?
 
   Adrian: That does not matter, I took David’s life and that is all they see. Alanna if you feel that you do not want to be with me anymore, I would understand. 
 
   Alanna: I want to be with you always, nothing could make me change my mind. 
 
   Adrian: Not even Michael.
 
   Alanna: No Adrian, I have wanted to talk to you about him.
 
   Adrian: Then talk.
 
   Alanna: I will always love you and only you, I need you to know that?
 
   Adrian: I do, 
 
   Alanna: However, I do need Michael too. 
 
   Adrian: Why,
 
   Alanna: Ever since we have been together in this house, I have bonded with him and I feel strongly about him. 
 
   Adrian: Do you have loving feelings for him?
 
   Alanna: No, but it is something else I feel for him. 
 
   Adrian: What is it Alanna?
 
   Alanna: It is hard to explain, he is a missing piece of me that I did not know was missing and I need him in my life Adrian.
 
   Adrian: I do not know what you are saying, is it him that you want to be with?
 
   Alanna: No, it is only you, but I need him as a friend. 
 
   Adrian: You know that he loves you, right.
 
   Alanna: I know that he cares and I want to talk to him about it, make sure he knows that I want to be his friend. 
 
   Adrian: I cannot say I am entirely happy about this, however, Michael is my brother and I am glad that you two get along but Alanna I will not lose you to him.
 
   Alanna: You will not lose me; I have no worries about that and if I had to choose it would be you every time. 
 
   Adrian: I do trust that what you are saying is true. 
 
   Alanna: Good, I will never let you down. 
 
   When Adrian finally stops texting, an hour or so later, I am so tired that I just crawl into bed. I close my eyes and try to fall asleep but my brain is working overtime. I cannot begin to understand what Alice did. How could just leave Adrian scared and alone after what he did for her? I feared what Adrian was keeping from me was far worse than it actually was. At least now, I know that it was self-defense and he did not just go out and kill someone. What strikes me the most is the bravery he had. I know at the end of the day someone died, but it could have been Alice and although maybe she did not deserve saving for what she did to Adrian. However, I will always think that maybe if she had died, then Adrian would have too. I feel myself begin to fall asleep with the image of Adrian in my mind.   
 
   I walk over to a small door under the stairs in a cold small dark house; I open it to find a boy sitting in the dark. I switch on the light and I see the fear in his green eyes. He takes my hand and says, 
 
   “Please help me,” 
 
   I look at him and see his pain. There are bruises all over his face and neck. His hands are blood stained and freezing cold. I walk him into the kitchen and sit him down at one of the chairs. I get him a glass of water and then I hear a huge bang at the front door. In barges a man with dark hair, the boy clings to me and I tell him that everything will be okay. The man comes closer to me and he has a knife in his hand. He swipes out trying to catch the boy, but I push him out of the way. The man gets even closer and now his breath is right in my face, there is a smell of strong alcohol from him. The look in eyes is pure evil. I try to run away from him but he catches me, he drags me back into the kitchen, he sits me down on the chair and takes a rope out of his pocket, he ties my hands together. As he comes closer to me leaning, right into my face, I lift my foot and kick him as hard as I can between the legs. He falls to the ground and I run, this time he cannot catch up to me. I grab the boy and head to front door when I open it I feel the cold on my skin. However, it is not the cold winter air that I feel; instead, it is the feel of a cold blade going through my skin. I look down and there are pools of blood, I lift up my hands and I see that they are, splashed in my own blood. I feel myself fall and the pain is excruciating, but all I can see is the boys glowing green eyes. 
 
   “Alanna are okay?” 
 
   I wake with a jolt, my heart is racing and sweat is pouring from me. I look and see Michael sitting on my bed. I sit up looking around to the environment in which I am. When I finally mange to get my breath back I look to Michael, 
 
   “Am I okay?”
 
    “I heard you screaming, I came as fast as I could were you having a bad dream. “Yes I was.”
 
    “What was it about?” I sit back and lean fully against the headboard. “It was about the night that Adrian killed David.” I see the astonishment on Michaels face. 
 
   “He must have told you everything.” 
 
   “Yes I dreamt it wasn’t David who got hurt, instead it was me.”
 
    “Alanna is there anything I can do?”
 
    “Yes can you stay with me?” I see Michael trying to decide and he looks at me. 
 
   “Of course I will.” 
 
   Michael climbs onto the bed and lays flat on his back with his head resting on the pillow. I lie down and turn on my side, I huddle into his chest and he puts his arm around me. The feeling I have when he does, is safety.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Twenty-five
 
    
 
   I wake around 7am and as I do, I see that I am still huddled into Michael’s chest. I look up at him, he is still sleeping he looks so peaceful, and with him lying like this, I can really see his beauty. Knowing that it would not be long until he wakes, I rest my head again on his chest. I know that I should get up but something is stopping me. I like the feel of him and I know it is wrong, but I do. I do not want him to wake up and I wish I had not wakened so early. I decide that I will lay here for another five minutes and then I will get up. I want to close my eyes, but I cannot all I feel like doing is staring at him, so I do. I take in the darkness of his hair and the way it is strangely messed. Even though his eyes are closed, I still have a picture in my mind of what they look like. They are light blue and mesmerizing, his lips are full and I see them twitch a little as he sleeps. He is beautiful and a different kind of beautiful to Adrian, although I would not go as far to say that he is better looking than Adrian. Still there is something very alluring about him. I look at his face and I know that I could not be without him. 
 
   “Alanna stop staring at me,” my heart jumps as I hear his voice. 
 
   “I wasn’t.” 
 
   “Yes you were and you have been for ages now.” I feel a little embarrassed I was so sure that he was sleeping. 
 
   “Okay then you caught me, sorry.”
 
    “Don’t be sorry,” he says as he opens his eyes and there they are his startling blue eyes. He turns to look at me and smiles he says, 
 
   “It is okay; I stared at you for most of the night.” 
 
   I do not know what to say back to him. He is too close in my face and we are holding one another. I think of Adrian and to what he would think if he saw us here. With that thought, I quickly get up and run to the bathroom. I feel bad as if I have done something wrong. I know that I should not have asked Michael to stay last night, but I was scared and I wanted him there. I fear now that he will think that there was more to it, I do not want to lead him on but I do not want to tell him the truth either. I could not handle it if he was to get mad at me and go out of my life. I shake myself and try to fix myself up for the day. I have a long hot shower and put all of this with Michael out of my mind. I get dressed and head out into the oversized Condo. I see Maggie cooking as always and today Jackson is the guard by the door. 
 
   “Come get your breakfast dear,” Maggie, says as she holds a plate filled with every kind of food you could mention, I walk over and take a seat. She hands me the plate and I look at the quantity of the food. There is no way I will ever eat all this. I have a few mouthfuls of the scrambled eggs and bite of the toast and already I am full. I can see Maggie look at me, as I poke the food with my fork. 
 
   “Are you not hungry dear?”
 
    “Not really, the food is great and thanks for making it but I just can’t eat.”
 
    “Is there something on your mind dear?” 
 
   “There is a lot on my mind.”
 
    “Do you want to talk about it?”
 
    I would love to talk to Maggie she seems like she is a great woman, but I do not know if I should. I know that she tells Adrian when I do not eat and I fear that she would tell him everything I say. 
 
   “I am fine; I just have a few things that I need to sort out.”
 
    “May I ask what they are?” 
 
   “I have college stuff that needs my attention.”
 
    “I see Miss Hart; I don’t think that college is what you are worrying about.”
 
    “I have exams coming up and I need to study for them but I don’t feel as if it is important right now.”
 
    “Because you are here,”
 
    “Yes, I feel that there is too much going on here for me to worry about college.”
 
    “That’s what love will do to you?” 
 
   I begin to think even more that she fishing for information, but I want to talk to her. She is the only girl I have talked to in forever; it makes me think of how much I miss Sophie. 
 
   “I can’t think of anything else.”
 
    “That’s not a bad thing tell me dear, how old are you?”
 
    “Twenty-two,” 
 
   “You have many years yet to worry about love, but right now you have college and I am guessing that you want to graduate this year?”
 
    “Yes it was the plan.”
 
    “And tell me what is that you want to do after college?”
 
    “I want a job where I can help kids that are in poverty.”
 
    “That’s a wonderful thing that you want to do.”
 
    “My heart breaks every time I think of all the kids out there that are suffering, I want to help them.”
 
    “My advice to you dear would be to study and pass your exams, graduate on time and think about love later. After all Mr Black will wait for you, but the children won’t they need help as soon as possible and they are waiting for a kind loving person like you to help.”
 
    I hear her words and they make sense. Hundreds of kids are out on the streets, suffering and going through the same thing as Adrian has. I have a pang of pain every time I think of what he has been through and if I could just help prevent one child from experiencing that, I smile at Maggie. 
 
   “Thanks.”
 
    I walk briskly to my room and close the door behind me. I get my phone and call the Dean at Columbia. “Hello Mrs. Henderson?” 
 
   “Yes who am I speaking with?” 
 
   “It’s Alanna Hart.”
 
    “Oh Miss Hart how are you?”
 
    “I am good Mrs. Henderson, you said that I would still be able to take my finals does that offer still stand?”
 
    “Of course it does, the exam will be held a week Monday.”
 
    “I see, would it be possible for me to sit the exam at the campus?”
 
    “You haven’t been attending classes and I feel that maybe the board won’t approve of that, can you leave it with me?” 
 
   “Yes but I will do whatever it takes.”
 
    “Miss Hart I don’t feel that this will be approved. However as I have said you can take the exam from your home, I could send out a teacher and make sure they supervise you in taking the exam.”
 
    “Can you really do that?”
 
    “Mr Black gave us such a generous and needed donation, I feel that this school owes him for that and I want to repay him by helping you graduate on time. I don’t see how the board can disagree with me on this.”
 
    “Thanks Mrs. Henderson, I will begin studying right away.” That is exactly what I do for the next 48 hours, I study. 
 
   Adrian: How is studying? 
 
   Alanna: Good, 
 
   Adrian: Am I distracting you?
 
   Alanna: No, I was just about to take a break, How are you?
 
   Adrian: I am fine and you.
 
   Alanna: Yes, I am okay, how is business?
 
   Adrian: Really, you are talking to me about business what is wrong Alanna.
 
   Alanna: Nothing is wrong; I am just interested that is all. 
 
   Adrian: It has been good baby I have a few new deals. 
 
   Alanna: That is good. 
 
   Adrian: Alanna you seem different.
 
   Alanna: What makes you think that?
 
   Adrian: The way you are speaking, it seems like you have a lot on your mind please tell me.
 
   Alanna: I do not, I am just studying right now and I have all that in my head. 
 
   Adrian: Alanna I know that is not it, tell me the truth. 
 
   Alanna: I just cannot get that night out of my head. 
 
   Adrian: I knew this would happen if I told you the truth. You think of me differently of me now.
 
   Alanna: No, it is not that Adrian it is the pain and suffering that you went through. The way Alice left you I cannot begin to explain to you the hatred I have for her.
 
   Adrian: Alanna baby, you do not know her. I know that you saw her and you hear me talk about her and she did unforgivable things, but she is not part of our life. 
 
   Alanna: How can you say that? She is, I am living in danger because of her. 
 
   Adrian: Alanna you are in danger because of me, not Alice. 
 
   Alanna: No Adrian, she is the one that brought that man into your life. She was the one that got into debt by him and she is the reason you killed him.    
 
   Adrian: Alanna please stop. 
 
   Alanna: I am only speaking the truth; you carry around all the guilt, do you not blame her even just a little?
 
   Adrian: Yes, Alanna but what can I do? She left me, she never cared about me do you really expect that she carries guilt?
 
   Alanna: You need to stop feeling guilty. It was not your fault; I cannot go on with you if you do not see that. 
 
   Adrian: So what you are saying is if I do not banish my guilt then you will leave me?
 
   Alanna: No, I want you to be able to move on from this, I want to be with you but I cannot have this played out all the time. 
 
   Adrian: What are you saying?
 
   Alanna: I feel that we cannot have a life together, until you move past this and stop making it a reason for not being here with me. 
 
   Adrian: Alanna I would be there with you, if I could do not you know that.
 
   Alanna: There is nothing stopping you. 
 
   Adrian: The Marshalls are stopping me. 
 
   Alanna: They already know that I am with you, they have seen us together. They see me with Michael your stepbrother, Adrian there has to be another reason why you are not here. 
 
   Adrian: Okay, you want to know the reason.
 
   Alanna: Yes, 
 
   Adrian: I cannot watch you die Alanna! 
 
   Alanna: That will not happen, and how do you even know for sure that it is the Marshalls, that is after me?
 
   Adrian: They only drive black Lamborghinis! 
 
   Alanna: But how many black Lamborghinis are in Manhattan?
 
   Adrian: Alanna is it them, baby I love you and I hope that one day, this will all be a distant memory. However, for now I need to stay in London and you need to stay in that house, okay.
 
   Alanna: Okay, I guess if I do not have a choice. 
 
   Adrian: I hate doing this to you, I hate that I have all the control and I wish things were different.
 
   Alanna: You know no one else would stand for this. 
 
   Adrian: I know that, I do not deserve you. 
 
   Alanna: I love you,
 
   Adrian: Until next time baby, 
 
   “Miss Hart dinner,” I hear Maggie at my door I close my laptop and head out into the kitchen. I see that Maggie has made a special effort tonight. She has lit candles and set the huge dining table for two. There are silver platters of food and grand vases filled with white and red roses. I see Michael sitting at one side of the table, dressed in a white shirt and dark blue jeans his usually messy hair is slicked back. If I did not know any better, I would say this looks like a date. I walk over and Michael gets up and pulls out a chair for me. I look at him as sit and cannot help but say, 
 
   “What’s all this?”
 
    “Maggie thought you looked a little down and you needed cheering up, so she put this evening together.” I smile over at her and she smiles back pretending that all this was her idea. 
 
   “Well thank you Maggie.”
 
    “Would you like a glass of champagne?” Michael says as he opens a bottle of Cristal champagne. 
 
   “Sure but what are we celebrating?”
 
    “Nothing I just thought it was your favorite drink.” I smile again at him not holding in my laugh. 
 
   “What’s funny Alanna?”
 
    “Nothing,” I quickly straighten my face. 
 
   “Have you heard from Adrian?” Michael says as he takes a bite of his food. 
 
   “Yes I was just talking to him a few moments ago.”
 
    “Really what was he saying?”
 
    “Just the usual,”
 
    “What’s on your mind?”
 
    “There is a lot on my mind right now.”
 
    “What has you bothered Alanna?”
 
    “Studying, Adrian, the killing and you this house, shall I go on?”
 
    “Me?” 
 
   “There has been something I have wanted to talk to you about,” I say and my heart begins to race. 
 
   “Good, but can I go first?” Michael says jumping in and not giving me time to protest. Instead, I agree I feel a little cowardly right now anyway. 
 
   “Sure,” I say and my heart begins to race less rapidly. 
 
   “Alanna, in London you received a single red rose and I am pretty sure you think it was from Adrian, but it wasn’t, it was from me.” I look at him I can see that he is as nervous about this as I am. 
 
   “I know, Adrian told me,” I say in a sympathetic voice. 
 
   “He did?” Michael says looking shocked and a little embarrassed. 
 
   “He did and it is okay, I understand.”
 
    “I am different to Adrian, I love him he is my brother for life but I can’t begin to express my feelings about all this.”
 
    “About what,”
 
    “You in danger, it kills me seeing you here like this.”
 
    “It’s hard on everyone.” 
 
   “It’s especially hard on me.” I do not like the way this is going, I was about to tell him everything. How I feel about him and how I feel about Adrian. Now that he is about to say it, how he feels out loud I cannot listen, I get up from the seat and Michael looks at me. 
 
   “What’s wrong Alanna?”
 
    “I can’t do this,”
 
    “Do what, you never let me finish.” My head is spinning so I sit back down. 
 
   “Alanna I feel things for you, I have for a while and I have tried to put it off and out of my mind, but I can’t.”
 
    “Michael I really care about you and I want you in my life, but I will always love Adrian.” The guilt is pouring from my voice as I say it, I cannot bear to look at him and to see his reaction, have I lost my friend? 
 
   “Alanna how can you love him? After all, he is putting you through. If you were with me, you would never be in danger.”
 
    “I know that but even if I die, I will still love Adrian.”
 
    “I can’t be hearing this, are you for real?”
 
    “Yes Michael I really like you and I need you, please can you accept this and carry on being my friend?”
 
    “Come away with me, we can leave and never come back.”
 
    “No Michael you not hearing me,”
 
    “Yes I hear, but this is real Alanna and you can’t feel this way.”
 
    “I do Michael, please understand.” I see him roll his eyes; he gazes at me with the piercing iciness of them. 
 
   “Okay Alanna, but know this I will always be here waiting for you, I will never give up on you.”
 
    “I know,” I go over to him and he holds me in his arms. We just sit there for what seems like eternities. I finally break free and head to my room not looking back at him, because if do, I could possibly cave in and say yes to everything he is saying.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Twenty-six
 
    
 
   The next few days I spend in my room, I cannot face Michael. I feel so selfish wanting him and loving Adrian at the same time. I cannot begin to describe the way I feel it is as if my whole life has collapsed. I remember what it feels like to be happy and happy to me is the time when Adrian was here in New York. The days we spent watching movies and the nights we sat up talking. I miss him so much and I would give anything if he were here. I look through my phone and see a picture of him that I took when he was not looking. I stare at it for ages talking in his breathtaking looks. His golden skin, his deep green eyes that glow, his full lips that kissed me I close my eyes and remember them on mine. I love him so much and I could forgive anything he does. I know that if everyone knew half the things I do about him, then they would say I was crazy for being with someone like him. I think to what my parents would say and what they would do, I am sure they would have me assessed. Sophie, she already hates Adrian so anything negative she could find out about him would be a bonus. What scares me the most is that the girl I used to be, that one who speaks her mind freely and does not take anything from anyone, she would have thought he was a weirdo and would not want him, she would have run a mile? She would not be in her room pining away for some guy and she certainly would not be in danger for him. However, I feel that she has slipped away and that a more grown up, loved up version has taken her place. I take a second out from studying to check my emails; I see that I have one from my mom, 
 
   Alanna darling where are you? I have had a call from Sophie asking if you were with us out here in the Hamptons. Please let me know what is going on, your father and I are worried, we need to know that you are safe. I reply quickly as I do not want to cause my mom and dad any worry, 
 
   Hi, Mom I am fine, I needed to take some time out from college. The pressure was staring to take its toll again and I was worried I might have another funny turn. Do not worry I am safe, I am staying with a friend in Soho for a few days to relax. Please Mom, do not worry and make sure Dad does not either, tell Penelope that I love her and I will be home soon, all my love Alanna. 
 
   I feel guilty for lying to my mom but it is for the best. I could not put this on my family I would not risk them getting hurt or cause them any further worry. I feel that it is best to keep this a secret from them. I read over the email from my mom again and I gaze at the words about Sophie. She called to check on me, I wonder if possibly she is not mad at me anymore. I look through my other emails and I am happy to see one from Sophie, I notice that she is online before I instant message her I open her email. 
 
   Hi Alanna you are right we do need to talk, this cannot go on any longer, call me. 
 
   I take a deep breath and open the IM chat box, 
 
   Alanna: hello 
 
   I patently wait for her reply, which surprisingly does not take long.              
 
   Sophie: hello how have you been?
 
   Alanna: Okay and you,
 
   Sophie: Good, 
 
   Alanna: We need to talk do you have time?
 
   Sophie: Yes, I have time. 
 
   Alanna: About everything that happened, I still feel that you were a little out of order however, I am sorry for the things I said to you. 
 
   Sophie: I understand how you thought that I was out of order, because I was and I accept your apology however I still stand by what I said.  
 
   Alanna: You do, maybe you should explain it all to me again and this time calmly.
 
   Sophie: I do not like the way he controls you, he seems to think that you belong to him and that you should do whatever he says. I know that you love him and what I need you to know is that, love can be blind. I know firsthand how a guy can influence you, look at Chace and me, he cheated and I pretended I did not know and look where I ended up. 
 
   Alanna: Adrian and I are nothing like what you and Chace used to be. He loves me and I do love him. He is only controlling because of his past, if you knew then you would understand. 
 
   Sophie: Before I could fully understand I would need to know the truth, perhaps you should tell me.
 
   Alanna: If I do, then you have to promise that you will never tell anyone, okay.
 
   Sophie: I will not, now please tell me. 
 
   Alanna: Adrian as you know had a very difficult childhood, but what you do not know is that his mom abused him. She had different guys home almost every night and one became a regular. He got Adrian’s mom addicted to drugs and he did the same to Adrian, he was only ten. While they binged on drugs and alcohol, they would lock him in a dark cupboard under the stair with no food for as long as three days. He would be beaten everyday of life by them, he never had anything growing up and he never had any control.
 
   Sophie: I had no idea it was that bad, I feel sorry for him and guilty that we had it so good. 
 
   Alanna: I know it does not even bear to think about all the suffering he had. 
 
   Sophie: So how did he get to where he is now? I know he has a company, however, how did he get there?
 
   Alanna: As you know Michael’s dad adopted him, but the time he spent in foster care was horrendous, he was addicted to drugs and he was in severe pain. His mother left when he was twelve and she never came back, he owes everything to Mr Jenkins.
 
   Sophie: What about his biological father, is he not around?
 
   Alanna: The only person he ever knew was his mom. 
 
   Sophie: I feel bad for the way I acted; I can see how he is controlling. 
 
   Alanna: He never had any control over anything as a child; he could not control his need for drugs. Now whenever he can he likes to stay in control and I have to understand that.
 
   Sophie: Can you please tell him that I am sorry for everything?
 
   Alanna: I know and that is all that matters, he will not thank you for pity.  
 
   Sophie: What about his mom, where is she now?
 
   Alanna: She lives here, I think. 
 
   Sophie: What, she goes around living her life after she treated him like that?
 
   Alanna: I have seen her and she seems out of it. 
 
   Sophie: You met her.
 
   Alanna: Sort of, I saw her before I knew Adrian was sending the gifts every day. I went down to the beach in the Hamptons and there she was sitting there gazing out at the water. She looked around like an older woman and was a like a shadow, I felt sorry for her and I tried to talk to her but she shouted at me, so I left. It was not until I saw a picture of her that I knew it was Adrian’s mom. 
 
   Sophie: Alanna I am glad that you have told me this, I feel now that I can understand your relationship with Adrian. I know it must have been hard for him to tell you all this and I feel that he would not have, if he did not love you. I am sorry and I do hope for the best, for you two. 
 
   Alanna: I am sorry too, I hate that I called you jealous, can you forgive me?
 
   Sophie: To tell you the truth, I was a little
 
   Alanna: Why,
 
   Sophie: Just because he is gorgeous, he has millions, and he clearly loves you. Seeing Dan compared to him annoyed me and I did feel jealous.   
 
   Alanna: Sophie, Dan is great and he cares about you so much. You are lucky that you have someone like him. 
 
   Sophie: Lucky, come on would you trade me?
 
   Alanna: Do not be silly, you would not do that. 
 
   Sophie: I would, anyway Adrian does seem all right now that I know more about him, are you with him?
 
   Alanna: No, he is in London and I am here in New York. 
 
   Sophie: Where in New York, I called your parents and they said you were not with them?
 
   Alanna: I am in Soho. 
 
   Sophie: What you doing there,
 
   Alanna: Adrian has a Condo here and he said I could use it. 
 
   Sophie: Of course, he would have a million dollar home in chic Soho, but why are you at his house, if he is in London?  
 
   Alanna: With everything that happened you know my little scare, I haven’t been feeling right since then and I need some time away from everyone at college, I need out of the microscope. 
 
   Sophie: Will you be back for finals?
 
   Alanna: I called Mrs. Henderson yesterday, she is going to talk to the board and see if I can come back to the campus to take the exam. If they disapprove, then she assures me that I will be able to take them from here. 
 
   Sophie: How can she do that?
 
   Alanna: Adrian made a massive donation and she feels obliged to help me, as I am the one who brought him there.
 
   Sophie: He was the secret donator.
 
   Alanna: I am surprised they kept him anonymous.
 
   Sophie: They said it was his choice, everyone thought that it was some mystery celebrity.  
 
   Alanna: Sophie if Adrian did not want anyone to know, then you cannot tell everyone that he donated the money. 
 
   Sophie: I will not, oh before I forget a package came for you the other day. 
 
   Alanna: Did you open it?
 
   Sophie: Alanna, I would never do that. 
 
   Alanna: Do you know whom it came from?
 
   Sophie: No, just a delivery guy made me sign for, it there is no return address. 
 
   Alanna: I will come by tomorrow to collect it, is that Okay?
 
   Sophie: I have classes all day, but I will leave it on the dresser for you.
 
   Alanna: Thanks, I am glad we sorted everything.
 
   Sophie: Me too, now I have to go meet Dan. 
 
   Alanna: Okay say HI for me. 
 
   Sophie: I will, goodbye Alanna. 
 
   I feel so pleased that Sophie and I have talked things through. I only hope that Adrian does not get mad when I tell him, that I told her about his past. As one weight lifts from my shoulders, another one that of the package that awaits me at the dorm immediately replaces it. What could it be? Was it a late delivery from Adrian or could it be from the Marshalls, the people that are ever so eager to kill me. As I weigh up the possibilities, I cannot help but think of Michael sitting in lounge alone. I have not really seen him since that night, I want to pick up the courage to go out there and talk to him however, and I do not feel strong enough. Instead, I take out my phone and compose a text to Adrian. 
 
   Hey Adrian what are you doing?
 
   He takes literality about thirty seconds to reply. 
 
   Alanna are you okay.
 
   He always does this every time I text him first, it is like he cannot understand why I would text him. 
 
   Yes, Adrian I am fine you do that every time, why.
 
   I just worry when I see a text from you. 
 
   Okay, what have you been doing lately?
 
   Just working and you,
 
   I have been studying. 
 
   Have you been sleeping enough?
 
   Yes, do not worry. 
 
   What about Michael,
 
   What about him,
 
   How is he?
 
   Good I think. 
 
   You think, did something happen?
 
   Unaware if he knew about the other night, I do not know what to say to him. If he knows and I do not say, then he will know I lied to him and on the other hand if say yes, then I will still look like a liar for not telling him what happened, I decide to go for honesty. 
 
   Adrian the other night Michael told me how he felt about me. 
 
   I know he told me. 
 
   Good job I went for honesty, it is as if Adrian knows everything. 
 
   He did.
 
   Yes, he also told me that you told him that you need him, but you love me. 
 
   I did, are you mad at me?
 
   No Alanna I am not mad, but he misses you so I suggest you go talk to him, Okay?
 
   I will eventually, I made up with Sophie. 
 
   When did this happen?
 
   Today, 
 
   What happened?
 
   We talked, Adrian I had to tell her some things about your past, is that okay?
 
   Not really, but if you say you had to then it is okay, I know you would not tell just anyone. 
 
   I would not, but I felt that if she knew more about you then she would back off and accept you. 
 
   Everything you do has me in mind.
 
   That is because I love you. 
 
   Baby, do you ever want to get married?
 
   I never thought about it before, why are you asking me to marry you.
 
   Do you really think I would over a text?
 
   No, I guess not. 
 
   Seriously, though Alanna is it something you want.
 
   I feel that, you do not need to be married to be happy. 
 
   Are you saying it is not for you?
 
   No I am just saying that I could be happy not being married. 
 
   Therefore, you could be happy without love. 
 
   I could never be happy without you, but I do not think that you need to married to love someone. 
 
   I see, 
 
   What about you, do you want to get married one day?
 
   Yes, I have long wanted to be married and have a family. I never had one so I would like to think one day I would. 
 
   You have me. 
 
   Yes, I do but I would like to be married to you, so I can have you always. 
 
   You have me you do not need paper to know that. 
 
   I feel you do not agree with me on this. 
 
   You are only twenty-five and I am twenty-two, there is plenty time for all this.
 
   You would think so, but giving the circumstances, there is not.
 
   You talk as if it is over; you have given up the fight, why?
 
   I have not, I just feel as if I might lose you and I want to make you mine. 
 
   I am not property. 
 
   I know that, but to me you are the reason I breathe. The reason I get up, the reason I believe that good things can happen for me. Therefore, you see why I want to own you. I do not ever want to lose the feeling of, love from a woman.
 
   I will always love you and I will never be like Alice. 
 
   No, you are not like her, she is poison and you are gold, a deep glittering gold that can love someone like me.
 
   You are the most loving person I know and I am lucky to have you. 
 
   Baby I think that you are unlucky to be with me. Sometimes I think that you would be better off with someone else. 
 
   I could never be with anyone else; there is nothing I could want more than, you.
 
   Alanna what about, your life,
 
   What about it,
 
   You seem in denial that you are in danger. 
 
   I am not in denial. I just choose to be positive about it. 
 
   How can you be?
 
   I just am, Adrian I have something I need to tell you. 
 
   What is it?
 
   Sophie told me that a package came for me the other day. 
 
   Did she open it?
 
   No, I am planning to go get it tomorrow. 
 
   No, you are not I will a send someone to get it for you. 
 
   No Adrian, I will be fine besides Sophie will not let a stranger into the room.
 
   She will have classes and they can use your key when she is gone. 
 
   No, I am suffocating; I cannot stay in this house forever.   
 
   It will not be forever, but I can assure you that you will not be going back to that college, anytime soon. 
 
   That is the thing, I might have to go back and take my exams there. 
 
   No Alanna that is not possible, the headmaster told me that you could study from home. 
 
   Yes, I can study from home but the board has to decide on whether I can sit the exam at the campus. 
 
   Alanna I was under the impression that you were to sit the test from home. 
 
   Yes, I can but I want the college experience, I want to take my exams with my friends. 
 
   Alanna you cannot!
 
   Adrian it is my life and I want to do this, if the board decide to let me. 
 
   I will make sure that they do not. 
 
   Adrian if do that, I will never forgive you!
 
   Alanna why do you do this to me,
 
   Do what,
 
   Torture me like this, I am trying to keep you safe but no matter what I do, you always want to rebel against it.
 
   I do not mean to, I just want to do this will you please let me?
 
   Alanna, go get some sleep, we will talk in the morning. 
 
   Adrian please do not do anything rash promise me. 
 
   I will not!  
 
   I just do not believe him. He will do something and he will make sure that I do not go back to college. I know that he thinks he is doing this for the best, but he is not by keeping this from me, he is only making me want it, more. I will not stop until I am back at college. After an hour or so of studying, I feel a bit hungry so pick up the courage to go out into the hallway. I cannot see anyone so I walk into the kitchen. I do not turn on any lights, as I do not want to draw attention to myself. I open the fridge ever so quietly and see that Maggie has left me some dinner. I take out the plate and grab a soda. I make my way back to my room but the lights suddenly come on. I turn around, Michael is standing there again shirtless, and again I try not to stare. 
 
   “Alanna what are you doing?” 
 
   “I was hungry that’s all.” I say not looking him in eye. 
 
   “Is everything okay?” He says, 
 
   “Yeah are you okay?” I say finally having enough courage to look into his sad eyes 
 
   “Why wouldn’t I be okay?” 
 
   “You know after our talk the other night.” I say shifting nervously, still with the food and soda in my hand. 
 
   “Alanna I am fine, don’t worry about it,” He says a little bitterly.
 
    “Is everything okay, between us?”
 
    “Yes, everything’s good Alanna.”
 
    “I am glad, because I couldn’t stay in there another moment,” I say walking over and taking a seat at the breakfast bar, Michael takes the seat next to me. I look to him and I want to hug him but I cannot. The look he has in his eyes is sad, I know he just said that he was fine; however, something tells me he is not. 
 
   “I made up with Sophie.”
 
    “That’s good, when did this happen?” 
 
   “Today while I was marooned to my room,” I say smiling and Michael smiles back. 
 
   “I am a bit worried though.”
 
    “Why?”
 
    “She said a package came for me.”
 
    “Really, I take it she didn’t open it?”
 
    “No, I am worried that it’s some kind of message, like last time.”
 
    “But it’s not another note?” Michael says and his face looks serious. 
 
   “No she said it was a package, she had to sign for it.”
 
    “Strange,”
 
    “I know, any way I have to go by tomorrow and collect it.”
 
    “Do you really think that Adrian will let you?”
 
    “He said I wasn’t to go but I am. There is no way I am going to let some stranger that Sophie doesn’t know, go in our room.” 
 
   “Adrian won’t see it like that.”
 
    “No, but he will have to accept it.”
 
    “You are feisty?”
 
    “That’s only a fraction of it babe.” Michael smiles at me. It is almost, as if he is happy that I am kind standing up to Adrian. I could not fully disobey everything he says but at the same time, I know that I have to on this. Michael gives off the impression that he would not be controlling over me, the way Adrian is. He has different mannerisms that would not allow it. He is more of a softer type, hidden in a deep shell. He would be a more sensible choice, if there were one to make. I would not be in danger with him, but I would not have the love, that I have with Adrian and that to me, that is worth the danger.  
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Twenty-seven
 
    
 
   The next morning, I wake up early fearing that Adrian has already sent someone over to the campus. I grab a super quick shower and throw on the first clothes I can see. I rush out the door and into the lounge area, to find Michael is on his phone. I do not think he is talking to Adrian, it sounds like a business call. I walk over and take a seat next to him. I glance over to the door and see that today’s guard is Jackson. Over in the kitchen Maggie is singing while she cooks. I look back to Michael and he understands the look on my face and hangs up his call. 
 
   “What’s wrong?”
 
    “Nothing is wrong, who was that on the phone?” 
 
   “Business, you look on edge.”
 
    “I am fine, have you heard from Adrian?”
 
    “He called first thing.”
 
    “What did he say?”
 
    “He said that I have to go get the package.”
 
    “Why can’t he let me have this?”
 
    “He is worried and you know what he’s like.” I look down at the floor and Michael gets closer, he takes my hand and I look up at him. 
 
   “If you promise not to tell him, then I will take you.” I cannot contain my smile and I wrap my arms around him he pulls back and says, “Come on then.” He gets up and I follow him out the door. The other guard escorts us down into the lobby of the building. As we walk out the door, I turn to Michael, 
 
   “Thanks for this.” He smirks at me and he opens the car door. 
 
   The car comes to a stop and I see Columbia. I did not realize how much I missed it until I am back. Michael and I walk in through the busy doors, as we do everyone notices. I can see groups of girls whispering and looking at Michael. We walk along the hallway and I notice Katharine standing with her bother Leo, talking to a few others. I do not want her to see me, how can I explain why I am with Michael, She will go crazy. Michael spots her and he walks in front of me briskly. As we pass her, she sees us and immediately walks over. 
 
   “So this is where you have been?” I turn to her and my heart begins to race. “Katharine, this is it not what it looks like,” I say hoping that she will back down. “It looks pretty obvious to me.” 
 
   “Michael and I are just friends,” I say desperately. 
 
   “You expect me to believe that?” I see Michael starting to get annoyed so he jumps in. 
 
   “Katharine listen, Alanna and I are friends that is all, so please can you let this go?” 
 
   “Let it go, are you crazy? You treated me like dirt; it was clear that you were into Alanna now here you are with her and you expect me to believe that nothing is going on?” Katharine says in a voice that is too loud, everyone is staring and now I see Katharine’s Brother Leo, heading over in our direction. 
 
   “What’s going on here?” He says in cool calm voice. 
 
   “Nothing and that’s what I am trying to explain to your sister,” I say with a desperate look on my face. 
 
   “Alanna I thought that you were my friend?”
 
    “I am Katharine and I would never do anything to hurt you. Michael is just a friend, I am still with Adrian and I love him.”
 
    “Alanna you have to see it from my point of view.”
 
    “I do and I know it looks bad, but there is nothing going on.” Katharine racks her brain for what to say next, I can see that her face is changing as she tries to stay whatever is on her mind. 
 
   “Alanna maybe I do believe you, but you should be with me. You know how he treated me and you shouldn’t be his friend, if you are mine.” I look to Michael, flashing him a look of sorry for what I am about to say. 
 
   “I love Adrian and if I am to be with him, I have to tolerate Michael.” I feel guilty as soon as I say it. I wish I could turn to him and tell him that, it is not just that I have to tolerate him because I am with Adrian. However, it is because I do want him in my life and for my own reasons. Not just the fact that he is family to Adrian however, I cannot I do not want to upset Katharine anymore and what she believes does not have to be the truth. She is a close friend that I do not want to fall out with and if she thinks that I am just tolerating Michael, then I will not let her think otherwise. 
 
   “Alanna Okay,” Katharine says and I am shocked when she hugs me. Katharine finally breaks free and I walk again along the hallway with Michael. 
 
   “That was a good performance you put on back there.”
 
    “I can’t argue with her and it’s easier on everyone, if she believes that I don’t really like you. You know I didn’t mean what I said, right?”
 
    “Yes, I know.” I smile up at him.
 
    “Would you mind waiting here for a second?” I say to Michael as I stop outside the main office. 
 
   “Sure,” I again smile at him. I knock on the office door and Mrs Henderson tells me to come in. 
 
   “Miss Hart, how lovely to see you,” She says smiling from ear to ear, I cannot help but think of how needed that donation was. When I first started here at Columbia, Mrs Henderson was not my biggest fan. 
 
   “How can I help you?” 
 
   “I was wondering about finals, has the board reached a decision yet?”
 
    “The decision is to be expected today.”
 
    “I see and how do you think it will go?”
 
    “To be honest, I would be surprised if they approved you. However, they are most happy with the size and the generosity of the donation from Mr Black, which could possibly tip the scales in your favor.”
 
    “Can you give me a call to let me know the outcome?”
 
    “Of course, now have a nice day.”
 
    I go out into the hall and see Michael standing surrounded by girls. There is one of every hair color and they are all fighting for his attention. I look at how pathetic they look and how they are so desperate, to gather round him like that. Nevertheless, why do I care? They are only looking at a cute guy and there is no harm in that, but I feel uneasy about it. I know that Michael can talk to as many girls as he likes, but that does not mean that I want him to. I walk over and take his arm; I look up to him and say, 
 
   “Let’s go now, okay?” He looks at me but does not say a word. He nods to girls and walks away with me. I let go of his arm when we reach the room. Michael has look of confusion on his face and I try not to notice it, as I do not want to explain to him what just happened. I rummage in my bag and find the key, as I open the door I see Michael take out his phone. I turn to him, 
 
   “Who is that?”
 
    “Adrian, he is wondering if I got the package yet.” I say nothing back to him; I just walk silently into the room. As I do, I feel sadness wash over me, I miss my room, I miss my life here at college and all this being here, is making me miss it so much more. I long to be back at Columbia with Sophie, dealing with her boy drama and Katharine upset about her brothers latest girlfriend. Life used to be so simple, how did it get so complicated so fast? 
 
   “So where is it?” Michael says, his tone seems different but I do not let on that I notice. 
 
   “It’s over here,” 
 
   I walk over to the dresser and see the round package. I grab it and take off the outer layer of wrapping. Inside there is a round pink box, I carefully open it and what I see, is beyond what I was expecting. I cannot even speak, I just hand the box to Michael and when he sees what is in it, he grabs my arm and whisks me out the door. We walk so fast down the hallway that I do not even see the people to me they are just a haze. Michael opens the car door and waits for me to get in. He slams it shut and instructs the driver to take us back to the Condo. He again opens the box and his face drains white when he sees again, what is inside. 
 
   “What do you think this means?”
 
    “Alanna what do you think it means!” Michael says almost shouting. I know what it means, but I cannot say it, I cannot even think it. We sit in silence as the car drives home. When we arrive back at the house Michael still has not said a word. He looks at me and he cannot bear this. I know that he wants to scream at the pitch of his voice, he looks so angry more so than I have ever seen before. I go over to him, but he turns away. 
 
   “Michael, please talk to me.”
 
    “I can’t, what I want to say, what I want to do, is make you see sense.”
 
    “Michael everything will be okay.”
 
    “How can you say that?”
 
    “I have to, I can’t give in to this feelings, If did, then I wouldn’t go on.”
 
    “Alanna I will ask you one more time, please come away with me and forget all this.”
 
    “I can’t, I love Adrian and I have to accept all this.”
 
    “How can you, there are people who are going to kill you, we now know that for sure and you still stand by him.”
 
    “That’s what you do, when you love someone.” 
 
   “Alanna, I love you!” I try not to hear his words and I cannot look at his face. 
 
   “Did you hear me?”
 
    “Yes, I heard you.” 
 
   “I love you, Alanna.”
 
    “I can’t do this I am sorry,” I try to walk away but Michael stops me. 
 
   “Let’s go away, I know you feel the same way about me.”
 
    “I don’t and if I did, then it would be so much easier.” I say looking away from him; I cannot look at the sadness that fills his eyes. 
 
   “If you don’t feel something for me, then why did you get jealous, when I was talking to the girls?”
 
    “I didn’t,” I look down at ground and Michael puts his hands around my face, pulling it back up, so I that have to look at him. 
 
   “Alanna please,” I feel tears begin to fill my eyes, I want to break free from his grasp but I cannot I just stand there frozen. So close to him with his hands around my face, I close my eyes at least then I will not have to look at him, while I break his heart. As soon as my eyes close, I feel Michael’s lips on mine. They are soft and gentle a lot different to Adrian, I stand still not opening my eyes, and he finally pulls back after what seems like forever. I open my eyes and he is gazing at me. He looks as if he might do it again, so loosen his hands from my face and step several steps back from him. I see confusion in his eyes; I cannot believe I let him do that. Suddenly a flash of Adrian’s face rushes around in my head. I have to let Michael know, that kiss did not mean anything. I cannot have him think that I feel the same way about him. 
 
   “Michael that was wrong, you shouldn’t have done that.”
 
    “You didn’t protest!”
 
    “I was in shock, I was about to cry, any way I never kissed you back.”
 
    “Alanna stop it, you are refusing to see how you feel about me.” 
 
   “No Michael, I know how I feel about you.”
 
    “Then I think it’s time you told me!” I feel dizzy and I do not think I stand straight, but I have to make myself talk to him, I cannot let this go on. 
 
   “I like you a lot and I want to be your friend. I don’t love you I never will as long as I am with Adrian.”
 
    “Then leave him and be with me.”
 
    “No, that’s not what I meant.”
 
    “Then what do you mean!”
 
    “It will always be him, I am sorry.”
 
    “No why did you lead me on like that, if you didn’t feel something?”
 
    “I never I just wanted to be your friend, I am sorry if you feel that I lead you on.”
 
    “Alanna this can’t be it, there has to be more. I can’t go on feeling like this, I need you, be with me!”
 
    “I can’t, I love Adrian.”
 
    “What if you met me first, would I have had a chance?”
 
    “Don’t, do this to yourself.”
 
    “Tell me!” 
 
   “I don’t know, maybe, Michael I really care about you and I have gotten to know the real you and I feel I want you in my life but as friends, please say you will be?”
 
    “You can’t have it both ways Alanna!” I exhale and say, 
 
   “So what now then?”
 
    “You think that I can watch you with him, I hate him for what he is doing to you.” 
 
   “Don’t say that he is your brother, you love him don’t lose what you have with him, over me.”
 
    “Alanna this conversation is over now.”
 
    I look at him, thinking how much things have changed in an instant. He was my friend and I cared about him so much, now when he looks at me and I know that he feels nothing. Michael walks away not even looking back, I hear him bang the door. I close my eyes for a second and then I walk to my room. I go in and through myself on the bed by now, I cannot hold back my tears any longer and they are flowing down my face. How did all this happen? I had such a great morning, making up with Katharine then everything turned sour. Michael hates me and I think his relationship with Adrian is over. I feel awful, Adrian never had any family until Michael, his family took him in, and now I feel that I have taken all that away from him. I lie fully down on the bed and stare up at the ceiling. My phone starts to ring, so I sit up, clear my voice and take the call. 
 
   “Hello,”
 
    “Hi Miss Hart, its Mrs. Henderson.”
 
    “Oh, hello,”
 
    “I am calling to let you know about tomorrow’s exam.”
 
    “Yes,”
 
    “I have great news; the board has approved you can take the exam, at the campus.”
 
    “Wow, that’s great, thanks.”
 
    “No problem, good luck for tomorrow and say HI to Mr Black.”
 
    “I will goodbye.” 
 
   I through my phone on the bed and hold my head in my hands. Now I have to go back to Columbia, great another thing that I have to tell Adrian. He will hate the fact that I am going back to college, even if it is just for one day. He will be so angry and guaranteed he will try to stop it. I also have to tell him about what was in the package and that will not help the situation with college. Then I will have to let him know, about Michael and about the fact that he kissed me. I cannot bear all the stress I just want to disappear. My phone again begins to ring, I take it in my hand and this time it is Adrian. 
 
   “Alanna, are you Okay?”
 
    “Yes I am fine.”
 
    “How dare do you go to that college, do you realize how worried I was?”
 
    “Adrian I am fine, please let it go.”
 
    “No, I will not let it go, I told you not to and you didn’t anyway.”
 
    “Adrian if you would just be quiet for one second. There I have something; well actually I have a few things that I need to tell you.”
 
    “Go on then!” He says in a sharp tone. 
 
   “Michael kissed me,” The phone is silent but I can hear the rage in his breath. 
 
   “When,” 
 
   “Today,”
 
    “What happened tell me everything?” I take a deep breath and begin. 
 
   “I was upset about what was in the package, and when I got back to the condo I could see that Michael was upset too. He started to say that he loved me and he wants me to go away with him, I tried to tell him no and that we were just friends and that I loved you. I was about cry and I closed my eyes for a second and he kissed me.” 
 
   “I see did you kiss him back?”
 
    “No I wouldn’t, the only person I would kiss, is you.”
 
    “So he does love you and he wants you to go away with him?” 
 
   “Yes, but I made sure that he knows that I don’t feel the same way about him, are you mad with me?”
 
    “No I am mad at him.”
 
    “No Adrian don’t be, he is your brother and don’t argue over me, please don’t.” 
 
   “What was in the package?”
 
    “It was a pink round box, with a bullet inside, wrapped in a red bow.” The phone is again silent. 
 
   “Alanna when is your exam?”
 
    “Tomorrow and I have to take it at the campus.” 
 
   “No way, that is not happening.”
 
    “Adrian I have to.”
 
    “Are you crazy, you just told me that you were sent a bullet and you want to go back there?”
 
    “I need to graduate on time.” 
 
   “No you can graduate anytime, you need to live Alanna.”
 
    “And I will,”
 
    “Please Alanna you didn’t do as I said today, but please don’t do that again.” 
 
   “Adrian I have to.”
 
    “Baby, I will not tell you again.”
 
    “Adrian, you can’t do this to me.” 
 
   “I want to keep you alive. It’s not as if I am doing this to hurt you.” 
 
   “I need this Adrian,”
 
    “Alanna no,” 
 
   I hang up on him; I cannot listen to him telling me what to do. He does not understand how important this is to me. If he loved me, then he would let me do this. I have security and it is only for an hour or so. Why does he have to be like this? I think of Michael, if I were with him then he would let me do this. If only I could love Michael, everything would be so much easier. He is the easiest option and my head would choose him, but my heart wants Adrian and even though he is so controlling and over protective, I wish it did not, but it makes me love him more. I lay on the bed for ages, not doing anything. Instead just lying there, thinking of everything and back to a more simple time. Back to when all I had to worry about, was what dress I would wear to the latest event. Now I spend most of my days and nights, worrying about people who want to kill me and fearing that I am leading on my boyfriend’s brother. My life has changed so much in such a short space of time. I was happy at college and living to me what was a dull, but still with the odd sparkle, life. I never had anything to worry about and I took it for granted. Now I wonder if my life is over, Adrian and Michael would not be acting this way if it were not. The words of Michael still echo in my mind, how he wanted me to go away with him and how that he hated Adrian. However, the one thing that he said and it is what sticks in my mind the most, is that he loves me. Most girls never have the chance to experience love and never have one amazing person love her but two. Many girls out there deserve this love more than I do. I wish that Michael would see that, move on he deserves to be happy, and loved by someone who would do anything for him. I wish that he were still with Katharine, she would treat him right and love him, in fact I think she already does. If he could only see that and forget about me, then that would be one worry off my mind. 
 
   Adrian has been texting and calling all night, but I do not have the courage to answer. I fear what he will say and I really do not want to fight with him anymore. Instead, I wish he were here with me, I wish he would hold me in his arms and tell me everything will be okay. I hate that he is three thousand miles away and I wish that I could go to him. I know that he is freaking out now, because he is on instant message and he hates that. I feel guilty for not answering him, but it is my own selfishness of not wanting to argue, that over rides the guilt. 
 
   Adrian: Baby, I am sorry please, talk to me. 
 
   Alanna: Adrian what can I say?
 
   Adrian: You do not have to say anything just, listen. 
 
   Alanna: Okay
 
   Adrian: I am not happy about Michael taking you away today and I am not happy about him kissing you. However, I do respect the fact that this is hard on him. If it were I, I would be the same. I would be telling you to get as far away as you could, but Alanna it is your choice and you say that you love me. I hate that you are in danger and I hate that I have put you there. I have guilt that goes beyond the guilt of killing David, for what I have done to you. I love you and I want you to be safe, I don’t like that I have to tell you what to do all the time, I have no right but I can’t stop and I can’t let you go back to that college tomorrow.
 
   Alanna: I understand all that, but you do not understand how important this is to me. 
 
   Adrian: I do understand, but you cannot take a risk like that. 
 
   Alanna: Is every day I am with you, not a risk?
 
   Adrian: Yes, Alanna but hopefully one day this will all be over and you and we can be together.
 
   Alanna: Then make that day today, come here and be with me. You can look after me and not Michael. 
 
   Adrian: You are right; it is my entire fault that Michael got so involved, I was the one that sent him to you and I made him stay with you, in that house. 
 
   Alanna: You did that because you knew how he felt, and you knew that he would look after me. Because that is what you would do. 
 
   Adrian: Baby I want to come to you is that okay?
 
   Alanna: Yes, please Adrian I need you. 
 
   Adrian: If I do then there is no going back, if you want to change your mind then do it now. If there is even a doubt in your mind, of how you feel about me, if you feel that perhaps Michael would be better for you, then tell me now.
 
   Alanna: It is you it will always be you. 
 
   Adrian: Are you sure? Because its forever now?
 
   Alanna: Yes, Adrian I am sure. 
 
   Adrian: There is one more thing,
 
   Alanna: What,
 
   Adrian: If we are to be together, then you have to do as I say.
 
   Alanna: What do you mean?
 
   Adrian: I have never trusted anyone in my life and I trust you. There will always be doubts in my mind about everything and if you want to be with me, then you would have to live a certain way. 
 
   Alanna: Adrian, what are you getting at?
 
   Adrian: I will always live in London. I need you to understand that if you were to be with me, I would take the control. I would get you a private airplane so that you can visit your family anytime, but I will never move to America. I love you, and I will give you everything you ever wanted, in return, you have to do as I say.   
 
   Alanna: I respect everything you are saying, but I will not be your puppet.  
 
   Adrian: I do not want a puppet I want you. Understand, I would never make you do anything you did not want, but I want you to have the best lifestyle possible. I want to look after you and I want you to love me and obey me. 
 
   Alanna: Adrian you sound crazy obey you, it is not the 1800’s. 
 
   Adrian: No, it is not but that is how it has to be, if you are to be with me. 
 
   Alanna: I do not want to be without you so okay, I will do it. However, if you ever hurt me, or make me do something that I do not want, then I will leave and you will never see me again.
 
   Adrian: I will not do that to you, you have my word Alanna. 
 
   Alanna: Okay, I trust you, when will you be here?
 
   Adrian: I will get on the next flight, are you sure about this?
 
   Alanna: Be here as soon as you can and yes, I am sure.
 
   Alanna: Adrian, before you go there is something I have wanted to ask you.
 
   Adrian: Yes, Alanna,
 
   Alanna: When I first met you, you asked me if I had any boyfriends before. I was wondering, why you wanted to know that.
 
   Adrian: I feel that it is better to be with a girl that has no previous relationship experiences. Therefore, she would not have anything to compare me to do you understand? 
 
   Alanna: Kind of, I get where you are coming from girls do tend to base a new relationship on the ones they have already had. However, you should not make that an issue if you like the girl and want to be her, what if I said that I did have boyfriends, what would you have said?
 
   Adrian: Have you had boyfriends?
 
   Alanna: No Adrian I have not, but what if I did?
 
   Adrian: I am not going to lie to you I would have been disappointed. However, I do not think that reason would be enough, for me not to pursue you. I would not live without you Alanna. 
 
   Alanna: Adrian may I ask, how many girlfriends you have had?
 
   Adrian: I would not be fair if you did not, besides you, I have only had one other actual girlfriend, but I will not lie to you, I have been with many girls.
 
   Alanna: Girls I am fine with, but girlfriend, how was she?
 
   Adrian: Do you really want to know this?
 
   Alanna: Yes, tell me.
 
   Adrian: Her name is, Zara Tomas. 
 
   Alanna: A name is nothing; I want you to tell me more about her.
 
   Adrian: We met at horse race in the country, I was twenty and she was thirty-one. Zara is from a very respectable family who mix with the royals; however, Zara is very rebellious, she does not like, people telling her what to do and no one can control her.
 
   Alanna: She sounds a lot different to me and that is quite a large age gap, how long where you with her?
 
   Adrian: About a year, I would say
 
   Alanna: A year, what happened?
 
   Adrian: Zara was a lot different to you, she was very demanding and everything had to go her way. She moved me into an apartment in Chelsea and that was merely to control me. She always needed to know where I was and she hated it if I talked to any other girls. I was young and about to own my own company, everything was new to me and this woman showed interest. She was not like the other girls I had been with; she was a grown up compared to them. She was married at the time I got with her, lot of how she felt about me was obsessive, and she used me to make her husband jealous.
 
   Alanna: Adrian, you had an affair with a married woman.
 
   Adrian: I am not proud of it; I would never want to experience that feeling of cheating and sneaking around ever again. 
 
   Alanna: Did her husband find out?
 
   Adrian: He knew that she was with someone else and he gave her an ultimatum. He asked her to forget whoever he was and never think of him again or to carry on with her lover, and lose everything. 
 
   Alanna: What did she choose? 
 
   Adrian: She chose him, she hurt me and it took me while to get over the pain, which it brought back to me. Nevertheless, I am glad that she left. Thinking back on my time with her, I realize that I had no choices and I did what she said. She took the control from me, but when she left, I got it back. 
 
   Alanna: Did you love her?
 
   Adrian: I was so desperate to love someone that I forced myself to love to her, but baby; I could never love anyone, the way I do you. 
 
   Alanna: I never thought of you with anyone like her, did the age difference not bother you?
 
   Adrian: I never thought about it, it was never an issue.
 
   Alanna: Was she beautiful?
 
   Adrian: She was pretty, but nothing compared to you.
 
   Alanna: You have to say that, 
 
   Adrian: I am not just saying it Alanna it is true. You are more beautiful than she will ever be. 
 
   Alanna: If you say so, you still have not told me what she looks like.
 
   Adrian: She is very tall and lean, she has dark blonde hair and blue eyes that when you gaze into them, you can tell she is not happy. Although she was only thirty-one, at the time, she seemed older in her manner her face was always stressed and she never smiled.
 
   Alanna: She sounds crazy to me!
 
   Adrian: Alanna, do not be like that.
 
   Alanna: Like what, she does seem a little crazy, was she not?
 
   Adrian: She had issues with her family, she felt they never understood her and she always felt the outcast. 
 
   Alanna: Okay, I have heard enough about her now.
 
   Adrian: Alanna baby, are you jealous?
 
   Alanna: No, I just do not want to talk about her anymore, okay.
 
   Adrian: Okay, I will not mention her again. I have to go just now, until next time baby!
 
   I read back over Adrian’s texts and the part when he asked me if was jealous, although I told him that I was not. I cannot help but feel that I am and I never expected him to be with someone like that. Someone who was older and married, he was young and she should have known better. However, I am jealous. I hate to think of her with him. I wonder if he possibly he did love her and that he just told me that he did not, to protect me from the truth.              
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Twenty-eight
 
    
 
   The following morning I wake with such a headache. Caused mainly by the amount I cried last night and the lack of sleep, as I had to stay up late studying. I think back to the conversation I had with Adrian last night. My mind whirls at the thought that he said he was going to be here today. I think back over his words and of what his conditions were, he wants to control everything I do he expects me to live a certain way. I know all this about him, all I have to do is look around and I know that he is the one in control. I wonder how different my life will be once he gets here, and I cannot help but feel that possibly, this Zara Tomas has made him like this. He did say to me that she was a control freak, he had no choices about anything, and that does ring a bell with me. Did she mess him up even more than Alice did? I try to put all the Adrian worry out of my mind for now, after all, he said he will be here today sometime and he never goes back on his word. I take a shower and blow-dry my hair and I pick out a new pair of jeans from the bag and dark blue button up sweater. I through on my shoes and little lip-gloss and head out into the oversized Condo. I look around discreetly and I wonder how Michael will act today? As I walk into the kitchen, I see that Maggie has already set out my breakfast. She smiles as she sees me and points me to sit down, so I do. 
 
   “How are you this morning Miss Hart?”
 
    “I don’t suppose that you have anything, for a headache?” 
 
   “Let me go check.” 
 
   I pick at the stack of pancakes and bacon that Maggie has made for me. Not able to even force down a bite or two instead, I sip at the coffee that she has also left out for me. I see Maggie head back into the kitchen carrying a bottle of pills. She takes out two and hands me a glass of water. 
 
   “Here you go, this should do the trick.” I take the pills and water from her. 
 
   “Are you not hungry again?” I look at her apologetically, I feel sorry when I do not eat the food she makes me, with such a passion. 
 
   “I had a bit of a rough day yesterday.” 
 
   “Oh dear, and you have a big day today, how are you feeling about your exams?” 
 
   “I feel okay, about it.”
 
    “I am sure you will do great.” I smile at her, I really do like her and I can tell that she is a very caring person. Her family must really be proud and grateful for her. 
 
   “Thanks, has Michael been out yet for breakfast?” I say, trying not to let her realize that I have not spoken to him since yesterday. 
 
   “No I haven’t seen him yet,” I let out a sigh not recognizing that I did. 
 
   “That boy loves you.” I cannot believe, that she has observed this. 
 
   “But the trouble is my dear; you don’t feel the same way back.” 
 
   “I really care about him, but I love Adrian.”
 
    “Mr Black?”
 
    “Yes sorry, Adrian Black.” 
 
   “It’s hard for the boy, I have watched him and he looks at you as if you are the answer to everything. The other night he asked me to arrange that whole dinner for you.” 
 
   “I sort of knew that Maggie, I want him as a friend but I feel now that I have told him how I really feel, that it’s not enough to just be friends.”
 
    “He will come around don’t worry about him. Just think happy thoughts of your exam results that will make you feel better.”
 
    “Maggie most people would be telling me that classes and exams aren’t the most important thing. Most people would say, concentrate on love, why are you different?”
 
    “I know firsthand what it’s like to give up a dream, for love.”
 
    “What did you give up, if you don’t mind me asking?”
 
    “I wanted to be a journalist.”
 
    “Wow, what happened?” 
 
   “I was at college in Chicago, when my teacher sent me out on a work experience program. I was so excited I was getting to experience what it was like to work, at a real newspaper. When I arrived, I was scared and did not know what to expect. But there was someone there to help make it an easy transition.”
 
    “A guy,”
 
    “Yes and to me he was the most beautiful man I ever saw. He had jet black hair and had green eyes, Michael reminds me of him except for the eye color. Anyway, he showed me how to be a real journalist and I fell head over heels for him. Everything about him mesmerized me, I fell in love with his accent, he was British and I never met someone who talked the way he did. He hypnotized me and I loved him.”
 
    “Maggie that is great story,”
 
    “I am not finished yet.” 
 
   “Sorry, go on.”
 
    “He was great at first, he couldn’t do enough for me and he took me to all the best places. He would buy me all sorts of gifts, but when I went back to college, he became a little possessive. He started calling every minute and he would not allow me to talk to any other men. Eventually I switched colleges to be nearer him, so he did not have to worry about me so much and we could continue to date. However, I became pregnant and that gave me no choice but to drop out and give up my dream for a while. Edward assured me that I would go back to college once the baby was born. He never asked me to marry him but instead just to move in with him. Once our daughter Emma, was born that’s when everything changed.” “Am I boring you dear?” 
 
   “No, not at all, please go on.” 
 
   “Edward began to stay out all night and then I wouldn’t see him for days. I heard that he had been with other women, but I was so in love I tried to ignore it. When Emma turned one year old, Edward did the thing that I always feared he would. He left us and I have never seen or heard from him since. You see Miss Hart,”
 
    “Please call me, Alanna.”
 
    “Alanna, I had dreams and they got distinguished because of my love for one man,” she says and I can see that she still has pain over this. 
 
   “Yes and I am sorry for that, but you got your daughter from him, didn’t that not make it all worthwhile?” 
 
   “Yes, Emma is the most important thing in my life and I am blessed that I have her. However, life was hard for us and I had no time for college. I was working two dead end jobs for poor money, I could not provide her with the things she deserved and I felt awful for that. But later on in life I met Ryan and he showed me how to believe in love again.”
 
    “That is delightful that you now have someone who treats you right, how old is your daughter now?”
 
    “She is twenty and is just about to start college; I will make sure that she follows her dreams. I want you to see that college and your career is worth it, it is not all about love when you are young and free and you should not be tied down to anyone. You should follow your dreams and Alanna I want to know that Mr Black, might not be Mr Perfect.”
 
    “I really appreciate you sharing and your advice; you are an amazing woman Maggie.”
 
    She smiles and taps me on the hand ever so gently. How could this Edward have done a thing like that to her? She is so kind and although she does not wear any make up and she looks tired. You can certainly tell that she is a pretty woman; I never really noticed before perhaps I was to self-involved in whatever I was doing to pay attention to her. She has short dark hair and dark eyes the kind of look that Adrian would not approve of. She is a slim and under the baggy white uniform, I am sure there is a great figure. I compare Maggie’s situation with that of Alice’s and how different there approaches to it was. Alice abused Adrian and Maggie loves her daughter, she cared enough for her to put her dreams off and work two jobs to pay the bills. Whereas Alice would leave Adrian for days while she was, out drinking and beat him when she finally returned. I cannot help but think of how similar Emma and Adrian’s encounters with their fathers were. I am sure that she does not have any issues and it seems like, from what Maggie told me Emma is a great young woman and she owes all that, to having a great mom like Maggie. I have listened to what Maggie had to say on love and I am happy that she has finally met her perfect man in, Ryan. I move over to the couch and take out my study book from my bag, which I left out here yesterday. As I look over the words and try to take them in. I realize that perhaps I should take my college life more seriously. After all Maggie is, right I am young and I have plenty time to fall in love and be with Adrian. However, that thought is paralyzing, I could never even think of my life without him. Every morning I wake up, he is the first thing I think of and the last before I go to sleep at night. I do think of others, my family and my friends but none do I think of in the same way as I do Adrian. I wonder where he is, he told me that he would be here today, what is taking him so long? I close my book, I hear Michael talking on his phone he is speaking too fast, and I cannot make out what he is saying. Everything goes quiet and I see the door begin to open. Michael pushes open the door and walks into the kitchen area. As he walks over to the coffee pot and pours himself a coffee, he does not even for second turn to look at me. He must be mad at me and he will think I am crazy for the way I am staring over at him. I turn my head and look down at my lap where my phone is. I neurotically take the phone and start to flick through the pages, trying to distract myself. I stare at the screen moving it back and forth with my finger. I do not even see what is on the phone all I know is that it is stopping me, from talking to Michael. I feel the tension in the air like ice. I want to talk to him, but I cannot. I really feel that if I did, then any chance I would have of making it up with him, would be in ruins. He seems different towards me now it is as if he cannot bear to look at me, I have to hold back a tear as I think that, I have lost him. He will not stay here any longer, now that he and I have broken our bonds. The bonds we had were superior to any other I had before with anyone even, Adrian. He got me on a level that no other did. He has had the same background and the same pressures from the media. He understood me more than anyone did and I really, have gotten to feel the same way about him. I fear that he will not be in my life anymore and there is something inside me, which is paralyzed by that thought. He is the one person on this earth that I really need. A need that I cannot explain, it goes beyond friendship but not as far as love. I was surprised I fell for Adrian in the way that I did, but nothing shocks me more than my feelings for Michael. I look over at him and I think that this could be the last time that I ever see him. He said that I could not have it both ways and that he would not watch me with Adrian. I am sure that he knows that, Adrian is on his way and I feel deeply saddened by the fact that, once Adrian gets here, Michael no longer will be. I gaze at his face and he looks sad and over stressed. As I gaze at him longer, he turns to me and our eyes meet. I resist the urge to look away instead, I look at him, I want to take in all his features and I want to remember him. He stares at me motionless, he finally blinks and I cannot hold it back any longer. I rush over to him, 
 
   “Michael please can we sort this out?” He does not answer me he just keeps on staring. 
 
   “Michael I care about you, I want you in my life.” 
 
   “You say all this, yet you say that you don’t have feelings for me,” he says in a slow dark voice. 
 
   “Michael I care so much about you, however I love Adrian and I always will. The way I feel about you is different, it is as if you get me in a way that no one else does and I can’t lose you, I need you to be in my life.”
 
    “If Adrian is all that you want, then why are you saying this to me?” 
 
   “Because it’s the truth and I don’t want to lie to you anymore, Adrian is on his way, but that doesn’t mean that you have to go.”
 
    “I didn’t know that and I wasn’t planning to leave you here alone, my truth is that, I love you and if you say to me now that you don’t feel the same way, then I will go and let you be with him.”
 
    “I don’t want you to go, have you been listening to anything, I have been saying.” 
 
   “Yes I hear all your words, but Alanna you can’t be as selfish as that, to expect me to stay even though nothing will ever happen, why would you put me through that?”
 
    “Because I need you, I don’t want to wake up knowing that I won’t see you. My feelings for you are strange and I can’t explain them to myself, let alone to you, but please don’t go!”
 
    “Alanna I can’t stay, I won’t torture myself by watching you with him. I will stay until he gets here, then I am going back to London.”
 
    “No please,” I get closer to him and take his hands in mine. 
 
   “Please I beg you, don’t leave me.”
 
    “Alanna I have no choice,” he loosens my hands from his and he walks swiftly away into the bedroom. I watch as he goes, wondering if that was the last time, I will ever see him. 
 
   “Miss Hart,” I look over and see Jackson who is standing at the front door holding a white piece of paper. 
 
   “Yes,” I say as I walk over to him. 
 
   “The car is here, are you ready?”
 
    “Almost, can you give me a minute?”
 
    “Of course,” I walk over to the kitchen and see Maggie sipping a coffee as she leans against the kitchen counter. 
 
   “Miss Hart, you will be late for your exams.”
 
    “No I have time. I just wanted to say how amazing you are.”
 
    “For what,”
 
    “For the way you handled things, after Edward left you.”
 
    “I just did what anyone would.” 
 
   “No you did more, I know someone who went through the very same thing and his mother chose a different way.”
 
    “Who do you know that went through that?”
 
    “Adrian, his dad left him when he was two and his mother blamed him. She became addicted to drugs and alcohol, she never cared about him, unlike you who put everything on hold, so you could look after your daughter, I wish that Adrian had someone like you.” 
 
   “I didn’t know that Mr Black went through that. Tell me dear, how old he is?” “Twenty-five,” 
 
   “I see.” Maggie looks as if she has one million things going on in her head and she looks very worried and confused. I notice as she tries to take this in, that it is almost as if she has something important to say. 
 
   “Maggie what’s wrong?” I say moving closer to her. 
 
   “Nothing dear, where in London is Mr Black originally from?”
 
    “I am not sure exactly, but I know that it was a very rough area.”
 
    “I see and what was his mother’s name?”
 
    “Alice, she is an American.”
 
    “And his father what was his name?” 
 
   “I don’t know, is there something more to this? Do you know something?” 
 
   “Maybe, no I don’t, go on get to your exam.”
 
    “Maggie if do know something, I need you to, please tell me.”
 
    “Miss Hart I don’t really know for sure, but would you do something for me?” 
 
   “Yes anything.”
 
    “Would you ask Mr Black about his father?”
 
    “Do you know him?”
 
    “No, but I want to know about him. I think that I have heard of him and his mother Alice, tell me dear what does Mr Black look like?”
 
    “He is tall and has light brown hair and the most gorgeous green eyes.”
 
    “Green eyes,”
 
    “Yes, oh wait; I have a picture of him on my phone.” 
 
   I reach into my sweater pocket and take out my phone. I flick through all the images until I come across the one of Adrian. Before I show Maggie the picture, I take a second to have a look at it again myself. I had to be so sneaky to get this shot of him; He was standing by the dinner table and he was pouring a glass of water. His hair was like silk and his eyes were glowing, he was dressed in a dark blue suit with a white striped shirt. He looked so amazing that I just stood there for ages looking at him. He did not see me so I took out my phone and took his picture. I had asked him several times for one, but he always said no. After I stare at the photo for what seems likes hours, I finally show it to Maggie. As she claps eyes on Adrian, she gasps and gives the phone immediately back to me. 
 
   “Maggie, what’s wrong?” She is staring blankly and is not saying word. I move closer to her and again ask her what is wrong.
 
    “That’s Edward,” I am confused, what does she mean? Does Adrian remind her of Edward? On the other hand, is there something more? 
 
   “Maggie that’s Adrian,”
 
    “Yes I know, but he is the spitting image of Edward.”
 
    “How is that possible?”
 
    “Miss Hart, I think that Edward may be Mr Black’s father.”
 
    “No, how can he be? Adrian’s dad left him when he was only two. No there has to be another reason, he looks like him.” 
 
   “Miss Hart there is no other reason Edward Black is your boyfriend’s father.” I cannot take all this in, I feel I need to sit down or I will pass out. I take a seat and I kindly ask Maggie for a glass of water. 
 
   “Did he ever mention Adrian to you?”
 
    “Yes, he told me he had a son and that he decided it was best for him to stay with his mother, when they separated.”
 
    “But they never separated he just left them, this means that Adrian has a sister?” I say not believing the words that are coming from my lips. 
 
   “Yes Emma Black is his sister.”
 
    “I can’t begin to process this, how can this be? Does Adrian know?” I say taking a long sip of water. 
 
   “No, I don’t think he has a clue to be honest.”
 
    “Where did he find you?” 
 
   “I work for an agency who supplies chefs and cleaners and nanny’s that type of stuff. Mr Black called and asked for the best chef and let us face it the money is great and I really needed it. I must say that the name got me thinking, but I never expected all this.” 
 
   “He will be amazed when he finds out, he has always wanted a real family and now he can have the chance of that, with Emma.” 
 
   “I would love it for them to meet, but Miss Hart I think that it will be hard on them at first, so we must be there for them, do you understand?”
 
    “Of course, this is overwhelming to think that you were here all this time and you knew his father and you are mother of his sister.”
 
    “I know, it’s such a small world and I really hope that Emma and Mr Black can have some kind of relationship.”
 
    “I am sure he would want that.”
 
    “What’s he like?”
 
    “He is a complicated type but very kind and generous. He had a very rough time as a child and he carries around a lot of guilt. He can be very controlling as I am sure you know considering the circumstances here.” 
 
   “Yes I find this whole thing a bit odd, if I am honest.”
 
    “I am sure you do but, he is only doing this for my safety and there is nothing more important to him than that.”
 
    “Are you in danger?” I do not want to tell Maggie anything that might scare her off and if she knew that people were after his loved ones, and then she would certainly think twice about letting Emma get to know him. 
 
   “I am not in any danger; it’s more of a precaution than anything else. If knew Adrian then would understand.” 
 
   “Yes, well hopefully I will get to meet him.”
 
    “He is on his way here.” 
 
   “Really,” 
 
   “Yes he told me last night, although I haven’t heard from him today but I am sure he is still coming.”
 
    “Tell me dear, has he ever seen his father since he left?”
 
    “No, I don’t think so and he doesn’t remember anything about him.”
 
    “I can’t believe how much he looks like him, it’s unbelievable.”
 
    “I know, you could never dream up such a thing.”
 
    “To think that all this time, my employer has been my daughter’s half-brother.” 
 
   “What does Emma look like?”
 
    “She looks like her father she has the same jet black hair and green eyes, sometimes it scares me how much she is like him. But having seen Mr Black the resemblance is uncanny.” 
 
   “He will be thrilled by this, I know it.”
 
    “I hope he is, anyway dear you are most definitely going be late.” I check my watch and I see that I am late. I give Maggie a smile, get up, and head over to Michael’s room. I knock on his door but he does not answer, I knock again and still nothing. Therefore, I try the door handle and the door is unlocked. I push open the door, I see Michael lying on the bed with earphones in, and again he is shirtless. He sees me and pulls out one earphone. 
 
   “What do you want?” He says harshly.
 
    “I am going to college I have my exam today.”
 
    “I see and why are you telling me?”
 
    “I just thought that maybe you would like to come with me?” Michael’s weighs up all the options in his head and I can see his face changing as he decides. 
 
   “Okay, let me get a shirt.” He gets up and lifts up his big carry bag, which looks like Prada to me, he takes out a black shirt with a white collar. As he slips it over his shoulders, he cannot seem to do up the buttons and he is taking forever. I fear that I will be late so I walk over to him and ask if I can help. He looks at me and says, 
 
   “Go ahead,” 
 
   I undo all the buttons he has already done and start from the top and I begin to work my way down. I look at him and think of how gorgeous he really is. I do not understand how he and Adrian feel way they do about me. I look so plain and ordinary compared to them. They could have models for girlfriends and not a little dainty girl like me. I finish doing up his shirt and he looks at me and says, 
 
   “Thanks for that,”
 
    I head out into the large hallway and wait for Michael. As we walk out the door, I hear Maggie shout after me, 
 
   “Miss Hart, good luck today.” I smile at her and am still processing the fact, of whom she really is. When we get down stairs, the car is waiting for us. I quickly step inside and the car speeds off, I look over at Michael and Jackson, they are sitting very quiet and motionless it is as if they are statues. My phone beeps in my pocket and I take it out to see a message from Adrian. 
 
   Alanna my love how are you?
 
   I quickly reply to him and I have no idea how I am going to break the news about Maggie. 
 
   I am good, how are?
 
   Fine I am at the airport I will be with you shortly, where are you exactly?
 
   Do not get mad but I am heading to college.
 
   I told you not to, but I understand how important it is to you.
 
   Which airport are you in? 
 
   JFK, 
 
   Really, you are here. 
 
   Where else would I be?
 
   I thought you were just about to get on the plane, Adrian I need to talk to you about something. 
 
   What is there something wrong?
 
   No, it is about Maggie. 
 
   Who is Maggie?
 
   The chef you hired.
 
   What did she do?
 
   Nothing Adrian, why are you so negative? 
 
    I am just used to people letting me down. 
 
   Well anyway, what I have to tell you is very important and very surprising so don’t get all worked up about it, okay?
 
   Alanna just tell me what it is! 
 
   I do not know how to say it
 
   Alanna, 
 
   Okay, when Maggie was in college she met this guy, a journalist. He was from Chicago, she got together with him, and she had his baby. 
 
   That is very nice but what does that have to do with me.
 
   I was about to tell you,
 
   Go on then, 
 
   After the child was born things quickly turned sour, he went from woman to woman and he would not come home for days. When the baby was one year old, he left them his name was, Edward Black. 
 
   Alanna are you sure about this.
 
   Yes, Adrian I am sure, you have a sister her name is Emma. 
 
   I do not know what to say.
 
   I was shocked to but Adrian, Maggie is an amazing woman she dropped out college and worked two jobs, she did everything for Emma.
 
   I really have a sister.
 
   Yes, you have a chance to have a real family with her. 
 
   What if she, does not want to know anything about me?
 
   Maggie thinks that she will and she hopes for you two to meet.
 
   How did she know about this?
 
   She did not, she just told me about her struggles and about Edward, I told her I really admired her for what she did for her daughter and I explained a little about you. She kind of derived a conclusion and came to the realization that you where Edward’s son. 
 
   It seems a little sudden to me, are you sure that it is true?
 
   Yes, Adrian I showed her a picture of you and she knew immediately. 
 
   Where did you get the picture?
 
   Does that matter?
 
   I do not suppose so, baby thank you for telling me this. 
 
   What else what I do,
 
   Some girls would be jealous!
 
   Not this girl, Adrian I think that Maggie and her family really struggle for money. 
 
   I see, well I can help them, if they let me. 
 
   I am sure they will Maggie as I keep saying is really a lovely person. 
 
   Yes I hope to meet to her, Alanna are you at college yet?
 
   No, it looks like we are stuck in traffic. 
 
   We,
 
   Yes ,Jackson the guard and Michael.
 
   I was not under the impression that he was there with you. 
 
   I wanted him there. 
 
   You did. How are things with you and him?
 
   Not very good, he says that he is going back to London. 
 
   How do you feel about that?
 
   I am not going to lie I am not happy about it. 
 
   Do you want him to stay?
 
   Yes, I have grown very fond of him and I want him here, he is a good friend to me. 
 
   However, he wants more than to be your friend. 
 
   Yes, he does but I have made it clear that nothing will ever happen. 
 
   I know Michael and this must be terrible on him. 
 
   He says he cannot watch me with you; therefore, he has to go back to London. 
 
   Did you ask him to stay?
 
   I did.
 
   What did he say?
 
   He said that I could not have it both ways.
 
   I see I will try to talk to him, Okay.
 
   Please do, I do not want to see you two falling out over me.
 
   Alanna baby, I have to go right now but I will see you soon, Okay?
 
   Okay, I love you Adrian! 
 
   As I put my phone back into my pocket, I look over to Michael who looks even sadder than he did before. I hate to see him like this and I want everything to go back to the way it was before. I wish he could see that there is a place in my life for him and that I need him before I am complete. I know that it is selfish of me to want the both of them in my life, but that is just how I feel. The love I have for Adrian consumes me and it is not gravity holding me to the planet but it is he. However, the way I feel about Michael alarms me, I know that a part of me would be missing if I did not have him. I really hope that he and Adrian can work things out. I could never survive with the thought of ripping two brothers apart. 
 
   “Is everything okay, Alanna?” I am surprised to hear Michael say. 
 
   “I was just taking to Adrian. I found out today that he has a half-sister.” Michael looks as shocked as everyone else did. 
 
   “How did that happen?”
 
    “You know Maggie our chef?”
 
    “Yes,”
 
    “She had a baby to Edward, Adrian’s father but he did the same to them as he did to Alice and Adrian.” 
 
   “This is hard to take in.”
 
    “Tell me about it, Maggie was with us all that time and we never knew a thing.” 
 
   “Are you sure?” Michael says with a puzzled look on his face. 
 
   “Yes I am positive, Adrian has a sister and her name is Emma Black.”
 
    “He will be happy about this, he has always wanted a family and now he has a real sister.”
 
    “I know it’s amazing, I am so happy for him.”
 
    “I am too, Adrian is,and will always be, my brother  despite everything with you.” 
 
   “Michael please don’t fight with Adrian over me anymore, it’s not worth it.”
 
    “You are worth it, Alanna.” 
 
   “No I am not, I am just some girl and you don’t argue with family over girlfriends.” 
 
   “But, I love you.”
 
    “I know you do, but please say you will at least try to mend things with Adrian?” 
 
   “I can’t promise you that.” 
 
   I turn my head away from him. I do not want to look into sad eyes any longer, I feel too guilty for how I make him feel. We sit in silence for a while, but I notice the driver of the car look over to Michael. It looks as if he wants to say something, so Michael gets closer and the driver turns to him and he says something into his ear. Michael quickly looks out the back window of the car and makes a dashing look towards Jackson. I know that something is not quite right, so I decide instead of asking Michael what is wrong, I will look for myself. I turn fully around and I tilt my head to the side. Therefore, I can fully see out the back window. At first, I cannot see anything alarming, but then I see what does have them flustered, a black Lamborghini. 
 
   “The Marshalls,” I say aloud and Michael shoots me a glance. 
 
   “Put your foot down, lose them,” Michael instructs the driver and that is exactly what he does. As the car speeds forward, I fall back in my seat a little from the acceleration. I hear the loud roar of the Lamborghini behind us. The driver looks worried and says, 
 
   “There want to chase us, look how close they are.” Michael turns round and has such a worried look on his face. 
 
   “Lose them,” 
 
   “Sir they have a Lamborghini that won’t be easy.”
 
    “Just do it.” 
 
   Michael shouts and the car speeds on even faster. I do not know what to do I just sit frozen, this is really happening. I never thought of it being as serious as this, even with the bullet I thought that it was all just bluff, but now there is no doubting it, this is real! The black Escalade swerves and dodges round bends and through red lights. The speed is over whelming and I can barely stay in my seat. Despite all the drivers efforts the Lamborghini is still right behind us, chasing us down and not giving us a chance. The car speeds off again and this time not as fast as the driver had hoped. The black Lamborghini is now alongside us and I can see who is driving, it is no one that I recognize, but someone who wants to kill me. I feel a shudder and I see that the black sports car is now bumping into the side of us. With the speed, we are going the sudden bumps and hits are making the car lose its grip on the road. I see that Michael is scared out of his skin. 
 
   “Go on faster, lose them, and stay on the road.” He shouts Jackson is still sitting motionless, with a troubled look on his face. As for me I cannot speak, I am frozen in one spot and I am terrified for my life and for Michaels. I think of how Adrian will feel when he hears about this. The guilt that he will have does not even bear to think about. The car is hit again with more force and the driver starts to lose control. This time he cannot stop it, the hit was too hard. The car is spinning round and round and is sliding off the road and onto the sidewalk. The car does not slow down and instead is hitting everything in its path. Michael reaches over and catches my hand. He looks at me and says,
 
    “You will be okay.” 
 
   I cannot say anything back, I try but no words come out. The car slides and hits into one of the buildings and I jolt forward with the impact. The car eventually comes to a stop and I look around to make sure that everyone is okay. Screams are coming from outside the car, people are running away scared and kids and crying. I look out but there is no sign of the Lamborghini. 
 
   “Mr Jenkins we must get out of the car,” Jackson says in a professional voice. Michael is still holding onto my hand. He pushes open the door and Jackson jumps out first then the driver.
 
    “Come on,” Michael says to me, as he eases me out the car. 
 
   “Are you okay?” I look up at him I see he has a small scratch on his cheek and it begins to bleed, so I take my hand a wipe it away. 
 
   “Yes I am okay.” 
 
   I manage to say in a quiet voice. The noise is deafening that I hear, I turn around and there is the black car once again. This time it does not keep driving but instead, pulls over at the side of the road. 
 
   “Alanna we must run, come on,” Michael says and he starts to run down the street whilst he pulls me along behind him. I turn and I see a figure coming out of the car and it begins to run after us. 
 
   “Mr Jenkins, give me the girl.” I hear Jackson say as he runs alongside us. 
 
   “No she stays with me; I will not let her go.”
 
    “I really must insist!” Jackson says in a firm tone. 
 
   “No I said, she is staying with me, I won’t let anyone hurt her!”
 
    “It is my job Sir.”
 
    “I don’t care, follow us but she stays next to me, okay?” Jackson does not respond I can just hear his feet slam against the sidewalk as he runs. My feet begin to ache as I try to keep up with Michael, I want to stop running and I want all this to be over, 
 
   “Michael my feet hurt, can we please stop for a second?” 
 
   “No Alanna, he is still after you we can’t stop!” I turn around and I see the man running towards us. I again look to Michael. 
 
   “Michael I will be late for finals.”
 
    “Alanna I don’t care!”
 
    “But it’s important.”
 
    “Yes and getting away from this person who wants to kill you, is important too.” 
 
   “Michael thanks for this.”
 
    “Thank me later, when you are safe.”
 
    We keep running for what seems like miles. I am really out breath now and I cannot go on any longer. I look behind me and the man is not so close anymore, in fact, he is a distant figure that I still cannot make out. 
 
   “Michael I need to stop for minute, I can’t go on, and I can’t breathe.”
 
    “Alanna,” He shouts then he looks at me and stops. 
 
   “I am sorry for shouting, are you okay?” I gasp not able to speak, I see Jackson panting and the sweat is dripping from him. I look to Michael who is not even out of puff. 
 
   “How can you do it?” I say still gasping. 
 
   “Do what?” 
 
   “Run like that, you aren’t even breaking a sweat.” Michael does not answer and he is looking franticly around him. I turn around and the figure is getting closer this time he is right behind us. Michael again grabs my hand and begins to run, he pulls me after him, but I am still out of breath and I cannot keep up. My legs begin to give way under the pressure and I can no longer keep my balance. I fall to the ground and twist my ankle as I fall. 
 
   “Alanna get up!” Michaels says with desperation in his voice. 
 
   “I can’t, my ankle, I think it’s broken,” I say as the pain takes over me. 
 
   “Alanna please try.” I try to pull myself up but the pain is excruciating. Michael bends down and lifts me up, so that I am standing upright. I look at him and he is so beautiful. 
 
   “Well, well, I finally caught up to you.” 
 
   I turn around and I see the man who has been following us. He is tall and skinny with a long thin face. He is dressed in black jeans and black zip-up hoodie. He looks evil I cannot even look at him for I know what he is going to do. 
 
   “Don’t come any closer,” Michael says as he steps back and pulls me to. 
 
   “Now don’t run away again, let me look at you sweetheart.” He stares at me smiling a wicked smile. 
 
   “Whatever you are being paid I will triple it, just please don’t hurt her.”
 
    “Oh we have a bit of a crush on your stepbrother’s girl?” The man says in a strong London accent. “Did you hear me, name your price and it’s done.” 
 
   “It’s not about the money for me.”
 
    “Then what is it about?”
 
    “The kill,”
 
    “You are sick she is an innocent girl, how could you hurt her?”
 
    “Ask Adrian Black, how he could take my uncles life like that and then maybe you will understand.”
 
    “Your uncle was a nutter and Adrian was a child move on.”
 
    “Move on? Do you think that his mother will move on, knowing that her son was murdered.” 
 
   “He is a disgusting breed of human, but Alanna is pure and kind, do you care about her mother?”
 
    “You can’t save her!” The man says as pulls out a gun. I see Jackson make his way over to him. 
 
   “Now Sir, drop the gun.”
 
    “No way, she is going to die.”
 
    “Don’t hurt the girl, put the gun down and step aside.”
 
    “No chance,” he loads the gun and points it towards me. As he pulls the trigger Michael steps in front of me, I see him fall to the ground and Michael’s stomach now has a bleeding gunshot wound. I turn my back on the gunman, Jackson rushes over, I hear another gunshot and this time Jackson falls to the ground. The gunman backs away a little and he almost turns and walks away fully. However, he does not, he steps back another few steps and gazes at me. He winks and then he points the gun again at me, this time there is no one in front of me. Only the long thin faced stranger and myself and he was about to take my life. The gunshot is deafening and I fall to the ground, the pain is intoxicating and I cannot breathe. I feel so cold and my eyes become hazy, I put my hand down to my stomach and I feel the wet blood. I am beginning to lose the power of my arms, but before I do, I see Michael stretch his arm across to mine. He loosely grabs my hand with hardly any power; I grip his hand the hardest I can. I look over at him and cannot help but feel responsible for all this. He was in his room and I made him come with me, this is my fault, he stepped in front of a bullet for me. 
 
   “Alanna,” I faintly hear Michael say. I cannot speak but I open my eyes and look directly at him. 
 
   “I love you Alanna,” he says in a husky voice and his eyes immediately close. I cannot keep mines open for much longer but I still manage to hold onto his hand. I will never let go, as long as I still breathe, I will not let him go. My mind begins to flash all sorts of things, my mom and dad and Penelope’s smile, Sophie and I laughing and singing in our pajamas at a sleep over. I have so many memories spinning in my mind, I feel it is keeping me alive thinking of them. The one that keeps replaying is Adrian and the first time I saw him is beauty. His rudeness and the way he drew me in, his glowing green eyes are flashing in my head as I begin to feel myself slip away. As I lay dying, the one face that I saw was Adrian Black! 
 
   (Adrian)
 
    
 
   I sit in the back of the town car and think of her. She is the most exquisite creature I have ever seen. Her light golden hair and huge brown eyes that are too large for her small heart shaped face. She was like no other I had seen before and I knew that she had to be mine. Her presence alone told me that and I had to get to know her. I first went over and was so nervous, that the only way I could talk to her, was to be rude. I could see that I made her feel uneasy and I hated that. However, haven spoken to her and I saw her face movements as she spoke, her oozing beauty was captivating and I was smitten by her from the very first words. All night I thought of nothing else but her and I had to find her. I tracked down which hotel she was in and I began to send her gifts. I did not want her to know that it was I, therefore on the cards I simply said, “Enjoy.” I carried on for a while like that, and then I had to reveal myself to her. She was surprised but she accepted me and I fell in love with her. I knew from the moment I met her that she would be in danger if I carried on with her. My own selfishness for not wanting to be without her stopped me from doing the right thing, which would have been to let her go. As time went on and I became more infatuated, by her, the danger only grew and her life was now in serious danger and I had to tell her my secret. Even then, she did not doubt me, but instead carried on loving me. Michael has also fallen for her and I cannot blame him for that. Alanna is one of a kind and there will never be any one, like her again. I trust when she says that she loves me, but I do have a terrifying fear that she might have feelings for him too. I could not stand in her way if he chose him but I do not think that I could carry on living if she did. I love her and thinking of her with another is equal someone ripping my heart out with their bare hands. To certify that I never have that feeling, I have come to New York to ask her, to marry me. 
 
   The car comes to stop and I open the door, I step out and into the cold street of New York and I look up at the building, where I know she is. I walk in through the doors and I see everyone stare, I do not even give them a second look, instead I march down the corridor and know that I will see her soon. I reach into my inside jacket pocket and feel to make sure I have the ring. As I pass few girls standing by the lockers, I hear one shout out to me. 
 
   “Adrian,” I turn around and I see Katharine walking towards me. I cannot deny that she is a beautiful girl but to me, she is mere dust on the floor compared to Alanna. “Yes, what can I do for you?” I say to her quickly. 
 
   “What are you doing here, sorry silly question, you are here to see Alanna.”
 
    “Yes I am here for her, have you seen her?”
 
    “No I haven’t seen her, but the room was very crowded were we took the exam, so I really couldn’t say for sure, how have you been?”
 
    “Fine, is the exam over?”
 
    “Yeah just finished, I am sure Alanna undoubtedly went back to her room.” 
 
   “Yes,” I try to walk away but she again shouts after me. 
 
   “Adrian, I want to apologise for that night at dinner.”
 
    “Apology accepted, now I must go find Alanna.” I turn away and head back down the corridor to Alanna’s room. I approach and I hear voices inside, I knock and her friend Sophie comes to the door. 
 
   “Adrian, what a surprise,” I look at her and there is something about this girl, that I do not like. She seems like a fake person and I do not trust her around Alanna. 
 
   “Is Alanna here?” I say, in a quick to the point tone. 
 
   “No, I haven’t seen her.”
 
    “Did she take the exam today?”
 
    “I don’t think so, I sat by the door so she could see me when she came in, but she didn’t come Adrian, Alanna wasn’t here.”
 
    “May I come in?”
 
    “Yeah, sure, come on in.” I walk into the room and see that she has a male friend in the room with her; I look at him and give him a friendly nod. She does certainly not impress me and she should not have this boy in a room where to two girls live, it is very disrespectful. I look to him and say, 
 
   “Please may I have a minute with Sophie?” The boy gets up and rolls his eyes slightly. 
 
   “See you later, Hun.” She sticks to him like glue and I now feel even more uncomfortable and even surer of how I feel about her, he goes out and closes the door behind him. 
 
   “Sophie, where is Alanna?”
 
    “I don’t know, I told you she never came today.”
 
    “Then where is she?”
 
    “I don’t know have you tried ringing her?”
 
    “I spoke to her when I was in the car and she was on her way here.”
 
    “Let me try her,” she gets out her phone and dials Alanna’s number. It rings for ages but Alanna does not pick up. 
 
   “I am worried, are you sure she said she was coming here?” 
 
   “Yes and I was going to meet her here.” My mind goes into overdrive and I worry that she has been hurt. I take out my phone and ring her, but she is still not picking up. I ring Michael and there is no answer from him. My heart begins to race and I cannot contain my worry Sophie notices it and tries to reassure me that Alanna will be Okay. 
 
   “You really love her don’t you?” 
 
   “More than anything, she is my world and I would die for her.”
 
    “Intense, but its sweet and Alanna feels the same way about you.” 
 
   “Sophie I want to tell you something, but you cannot tell anyone is that, clear?” 
 
   “Okay,” she says a little worried. I reach into my pocket and pull out the red Cartier box, as I do Sophie’s face drains white. 
 
   “What’s that?” I open the box to reveal, a large square, platinum, diamond ring set in a diamond band. 
 
   “Do you think she will like it?”
 
    “That ring is an iceberg, are you going to propose?”
 
    “Yes, I am.”
 
    “That’s great.” I close the ring box and Sophie stares at me. 
 
   “Can I see it again?” I smile and open the box as I do she gasps, her face is gleaming and I almost think that she might want the ring. I put it back in my pocket for safekeeping and my mind again worries about Alanna. I fear that something happened to her and I cannot bear that thought. Another thing that has me worried is that perhaps she is with Michael and maybe, she did make a choice. I shake off that feeling but my head begins to throb. 
 
   “Where is she?” I say loudly and Sophie moves away from me. 
 
   “I am sure she is fine, don’t worry.”
 
    “All I do is worry about her, I need to see her.” I rush out into the corridor and look around for her, but she is nowhere in sight. I walk briskly to the head office. I do not even knock but I walk straight in. 
 
   “Excuse me Sir, but who are you?”
 
    “Mr. Black we spoke on the phone.”
 
    “Oh yes of course, your generous donation was much appreciated.”
 
    “Yes, have you seen Alanna?” 
 
   “No I don’t think so, was she not at the exam?”
 
    “No!” I walk again out of the office and march again down to her room. I see Sophie run towards me and she looks as if she is crying. 
 
   “What’s wrong?” she grabs me and holds onto me very tightly, I loosen her and push her back. 
 
   “Tell me what’s wrong, now!” 
 
   “It’s Alanna, she has been shot.” I shove her away and with the echo of her words in my mind, I feel my heart shatter.
 
    “Where is she?” I get no answer from Sophie, so I grab her. “Tell me where she is!” 
 
   “Amsterdam Avenue, 106th street.” She chokes out, I let her go and run out of the college. I rush to the car and shout the driver the address and I tell him to hurry. He stops by the side of the road, 
 
   “Sorry Sir but the road is blocked, and I can’t take you any further.” I push open the door and sprint down the street, my heart is pounding and I cannot think of her. It is my fault I have put her in danger and I am a monster for thinking that I could have someone like her. I see several police cars and ambulances there, is a barrier and the police will not let anyone through I rush over. 
 
   “Let me past!”
 
    “Sorry Sir, I can’t,” I take him by the neck. That’s my girlfriend, now let me through!” The man backs down and lets me go as I do my worst fear is now a reality, my beautiful Alanna is lying there cold and bleeding. I bend down to her and the paramedics push me away. I walk over to the other side and I see Michael lying there splattered with blood. He is holding Alanna’s hand he was there when I was not, he took a bullet for her and I was the one who caused this. I look down at her again and I am challenged by a sea of pain that is now flooding over me, her beauty is mesmerizing and I cannot stop staring at her. Her eyes are closed but I know that they are captivating and massively brown. Her face is ghostly white and still I have flashes of when she was laughing and smiling. She was so happy and I knew from the moment I saw her that I did not deserve her, this is my fault and I have always feared this would happen and I might as well have pulled, the trigger. 
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