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New cover by cannalinnie thank you so much for the amazing cover everyone

please support them!!!! <3 a6
Snap out of it - arctic monkeys

on  🦱with🔫the💉chapter a13
************

✨Emilia

"I'm nice as fuck.

So if you see me being mean,

They earned that shît."a11
Aching, the pain killers were slowly wearing o . The last two days have been

nothing but torture. I haven't spoke to my brothers since almost three days

ago when Mia's water broke.

Imagine every single bone snapping in half and being forced together again,

that's what I felt but tremendously worse. The stabbing pain that would

swim through my body every few hours made me sob and whimper in pain

until the nurses can to give me my medicine

My body can't even comprehend what time of day it is. I only open my eyes

from their restless slumber only when I need to take my medicine and eat the

little meals the provided. Wasn't too fond of them so the nurse told my

brothers I wasn't eating the meals. It tasted so bland.

Even in the ambulance with my large open leg wound and glass cuts wedged

into my skin, all I could think about was an ashen blue-faced Romeo with a

seatbelt strangled around his neck. The image was imprinted into my mind

and it wouldn't go away. a1
"Mr Russo, only three people are allowed in at a time, I'll have to ask that two

of you leave the room." a1
"Can I have some of her cookies? She hasn't eaten them yet- ow Diego! Suck

a toe!" A whimpering shrill fills my ears.

"Blade, Elijah, let me speak to her first, I'll call you in. Luca and Diego go find

entertainment in the gi  shop or something. " A so ened and flat voice

mumbles.

I assume Axel was with Mia.

THE BABY! I've been here for just a day and a half that must mean she's given

birth already right? Right? a3
That explains why he isn't here. I don't blame him either. We've not been the

best people to each other but I'm still happy that I can be an aunt.

But right now there was more playing and twisting on my mind. Gosh I've

never wanted to cry so hard in my entire life.

I was scared. Terrified even. Only just to open my eyes.

Opening my eyes could only mean pulling me back to realty when really all I

want is to leave. a5
I got lucky. If I had spent even another minute in that car I would've died. But

now I was resting with the guilt on my shoulders.

Romeo. He was dead. Not even a corpse remains of him. a15
He was a bad man and I'd never thought I'd see the day when I'd feel bad for

a man that treat everyone like crap.

Simply, I killed him. And I'll have to live with that pounding guilt with me for

the rest of my days. a13
Why was I feeling guilty?

It's not my fault he was the one who crashed the car. But I was the one who

pushed him too far in the first place. If it wasn't for me pushing him around

outside the house, he'd still be here today. He'd be a grandad.

If I wasn't the one who pushed his buttons then he wouldn't be dead right

now. Now my three elder brothers are going to have to deal with the fact that

their younger sister is a murderer. Just like them.

Listening to the footsteps come closer, the beaming redness behind my eyes

from the lights above me had gone insinuating someone was stood above

me blocking the light.

"Sorellina?" A delicate palm brushes across my matted hair. It leaves from a

second but a cringing scrape of the blue chair in the room pull across the

floor.

"Are you sleeping?"

I don't respond. He hu s and sighs sadly to himself. I didn't want to speak to

anyone at all. He knows about Romeo. He just doesn't know im the killer. I

could never look him in the eye ever again. Ever.

"Axel is ummm... with Mia. She gave birth early this morning. The baby is...

well... it's not ugly... it's just... ehh well." a18
All babies are adorable. I prefer when they're a few months old because

newborns look so weird. a5
"It looks like ham. No o ence. But it's so bloody and wrinkly. How does a

new born baby look older than Nonna?" There was a low chuckle for a few

seconds. I wish I could laugh. a6
He made me feel better, but the swarming guilt and darkness of remorse just

snatches the light from my mood and poisons it black. a2
"I'm being deadly serious. And the baby is chubby too. It's cute though.

Chubby babies are everything. It weighs eleven pounds- I'm shocked," he

begins to laugh again.

Eleven pounds isn't that much for a baby right? a6
I remember how mum used to always tell me about how I was a week early. It

freaked me out and I'm not sure why. She makes it sound like I was dying but

realistically I was perfectly fine. a12
I was so close to seeing her yesterday. So close yet so far. On the brink of

death is where I was.

"I'm not sure if you're actually sleeping but I'd like to talk to you. About the

uhh... crash," his voice was flat.

He hates me. I already know he hates me. He thinks I'm a murderer. I feel so

ashamed in myself.

I sti en in my spot because I feel as though he can feel how awake I am.

If I could move right now he move on my side in the fetus position because

that makes me feel safe.

So many wires and so many bandages made it uncomfortable for me to even

move an inch. Going to the toilet was a nuisance as well.

The pain to my leg was coming back quicker and from the last time I took my

medicine until a tear pricked my eye. Not the time.

"Mr Russo excuse me," the sound of the food trolley rolling in the room

makes me feel queasy in top of the agonising pain and guilt I was already

feeling.

"Sorry miss."

"Em I know you're awake but I'll leave you for today. The others want to see

you too," his hand pinches my cheek delicately and I look through one eye as

his figure walks away from the room.

What would I even say to him? Does he sound mad at me? I'm having mixed

feelings right now. I feel guilty but then again, I wasn't the one driving the

car.

Opening my eyes, the bright light makes me squint my eyes and carefully try

to prop myself up on my elbows but the tubes were in the way. The nurse

adjusts the pillows behind me and gently helps me put my back up against

the pillows.

"Miss, your food," the woman removes the dishes of food from the trolley

and onto the table that rolls over my bed.

Sloppy mashed potatoes with peas and chicken. Yum.

"Medicine," the little white cup rattled with my painkillers. Gosh thank the

NHS exists. They're amazing. a13
With my shaky hands, I slowly throw back my head and pour the tablets and

swallow them dry but take a drink of water to ensure they went down

properly.

I tried to eat as much as I could but it was so bland and tasted like wet paper

that it made me gag a few times. Physically, I couldn't stomach anymore

food.

Looking outside the open blinds and out into the halls, I see Luca pressing

his forehead against the window making smudges on the now blurry screen.

Elijah and Blade were looking at me through the window but continued to

have their conversation. a3
I've never felt so terrible in my life until today.

************

Waiting to be released was agonising for me. Everyday it was the same old

silence filling the room. When I have everyone staring at me whilst I take a

drink of water, it gets awkward. a2
Just two more days le .

"Thought I'd stop by." I was playing Animal Crossing on my phone to pass

some time that I hadn't realised it was visiting times. Axel was making

himself comfortable in the chair beside my bed with his arms e ortlessly

slumping over the sides to the chair.

Right. Now what do I do? a1
"You didn't eat dinner?" I shrug in response.

I ate too many cookies and bourbons that's why. a9
"I can nip over to Tesco if you like? Get you something better than this?" He

o ers with a slight tint of humour. a13
I just... don't know what to say to any of them. Should I say "how's Mia" or

something. Or "how's the baby" just to change the subject?

"No."

The first word I've spoke to them since it happened. At least it's something.

"How are you feeling?"

Bro. a3
Taking a deep breath, I play with a random crisp on my shirt. I've eaten too

many of them. They're addictive actually. I've eaten so much of them that

they're hiding down my shirt. a1
"Like I got run over."

"Obviously... yeah sorry for asking. It was a stupid question," he face palms

himself but becomes anxious and starts bouncing his leg up and down.

"Umm what happened? You just took o  with Romeo for no reason? Were

you leaving?" He questions me and I boil under the pressure.

"No but you can," I croak out when the image of Romeo appears into my

head. a2
"No I want answers," he speaks out so ly, but the demanding from his words

still made me shudder.

He's not getting any.

"No-

"Don't you owe me that?" a13
I did owe him it. Just not right now. I'll tell him when I want to tell him. I can't

say anything right now. I don't feel like I'm in the correct mindset to even

answer anything.

"I don't owe you anything. Don't you have a child to take care of?" I draw my

attention back to the game to avoid his constant and painful glares. a6
"Yeah I do actually. When you decide to tell me what happened, I'll be taking

care of my child. Thanks," he stands up in a hurry and slams the door loudly

behind him. a17

You screwed up, Emilia. I hope you're happy with yourself. You know they'll

never forgive you right? Killer.

*************

It felt horrible knowing I couldn't utter a word to my brothers. I could but I

didn't want to. Every time I had to go downstairs for my meal, could you

imagine how awkward it was when one of my brothers carried me

downstairs?

It's been a week since I was discharged from the hospital and it's been a

week trapped in my bed to the point where my legs throbbed and stung from

being in the same position all the time.

Being in the house just didn't feel right anymore. It felt more like a museum.

They'd kill me if I asked to stay with Felix.

"Finally... he's sleeping," Mia hu s and balances her hands in her hips and

throws her head back. a7
"Where's Axel?" Blade asks, snatching a slice of pizza from Luca's gigantic

plate.

"Sleeping with Ty," she drags the chair back and settles down and steadies

her heaving chest. a3
I'd had my headphones on the majority of the time blasting Queen so I didn't

have to hear the ear piercing shriek of Tyler.

"Ty is right here, silly," Luca rags on Tyrone's shoulders and kisses his cheeks

leaving the tinted chapstick smudge on Ty's tanned and defined cheeks. a3
"Tyler you dumb rat," Blade insults with a roll to his eye.

I wanted to see Tyler. I hadn't a chance to even get one look at him yet since

I'd been trapped in my room most of the time.

"C-can- never mind," I shut my mouth and bow my head in shame. She'd

never let me look at him. She hates me. I don't blame her either. I'm a proud

bîtch.

They all stare at me with wide eyes simply because it's the first they've heard

of my voice in a while.

"If you want to see Tyler just ask," Mia laughs and takes a large gulp of her

Coke and wipes her mouth with her long sleeve. a5
Oh. Does this mean... I'm allowed to see him?

"Umm..." I struggle to get the words out.

"Sure you can," she fills in for me, "soon though, not right now because he's

sleeping."

I can't wait to see him. I bet he's so tiny and delicate. Though Alessandro did

say he was rather big for a baby but he'll probably just lose that.

"Thanks," I look back down at my dish to avoid everyone's gaze.

*************

"Can we talk about what happened?" Elijah suggests. Not right now. I don't

want to talk about it.

"I know you probably don't want to talk about it but I just want to know

what's on your mind." He takes a space next to me on the bed and pulls his

blazer and drops it on the floor. a1
"I'm fine."

"Yeah the last time I heard that something always bad happens. Tell me." a1
Truly I felt like crying my eyes out. Guilt kept playing with my heartstrings

and tugging on them.

"I just feel... guilty."

"What for?! You did nothing wrong at all. Why are you feeling guilty?" He

squeezes my hand to show comfort but it only made a single tear stroll down

my cheek.

"It is."

"No it's not, tell me how it's your fault? You can't choose if a crash happens or

not," his voice was so delicate and so .

"Yes but I am the reason why he is dead. I was the one who pushed him to get

in that car in the first place!" A rush of guilty and remorseful years stream

down my face and drip from my trembling chin. a2
"No, bambina, you aren't the reason he got in that car. Listen, I don't know

what went on outside that day, but dad chose to drive that car, he made the

choice himself-

"You don't understand! I made him angry and that's what made him pull us

both into that car!!"

If I would've just gone back inside and ignored him, then he wouldn't have

felt the need to push us both in that car.

But... what was he planning on doing? Did he want to hurt me? What was his

true purpose to taking me in that car. Maybe he wanted to kill us both. a2
Just a thought. But it didn't make sense considering it was the red car that

cut us o .

"Okay? And? Were you the one driving? Were you the one that crashed the

car? I'd rather him be dead than you," he whispers the last part.

I would've preferred if none of had died. Him saying that doesn't make me

feel any better. I killed his dad.

"I can understand why you'd feel guilty, but I assure you this it NOT your

fault. It's no ones fault."

What makes me feel even more worse is that this happened whilst his son

was getting ready to go to the hospital with Mia. He didn't even get a chance

to see his grandson and that's because of me.

"We're all just glad you're okay," Blade was standing at the door with his

shoulder leant against the frame and his hands shoved in his pockets.

"It wasn't my dad who was killed though! Now Ally, Lijah and Axel who don't

have a dad now and do you know how it feels to take that away from them?!"a3
"What?" Elijah squints his eyes in confusion.

"Nothing. It doesn't matter anymore." I shake my head when I reason my

mistake. How do I even tell the others that Romeo was really their dad? He

my three elder brothers dad but he was mine, Blade and the twins dad.

"No what?" Elijah foods his arms across his chest.

"It doesn't matter."

"Yeah, it does matter. What do you mean? He was our dad. We all lost our

parent," Blade gives a nervous laugh.

"It's fine. Don't worry about it," I bite the inside of my cheek roughly as a

distraction to their questioning glares.

Shit.

Why did I have to open my big fat mouth?!

"Emilia..." Elijah warns me in a tone that was daring and he looked at me

through the corner of his eye.

"Yeah?"

"Is he not your dad too? Stop fibbing," Blade was just about to exit the room

with a smile on his face until I stop him.

"Well... umm... no really. I mean... theoretically yes, technically no," I explain

with the rhythm of my hands.

"English please?" Elijah mutters.

"Well... He's not my dad." a6
That's what I'm feeling mostly guilty about, taking away their dad simply

because I never got along with him, nor was he my biological dad. He's never

taken care of me for a day in his life.

"As much as you hate him it's not fair to say he's not your dad, Emilia," Elijah

shakes his head like he's disappointed.

See! This is exactly what I mean. I sound like a total bîtch! I should've just

kept my big fat mouth shut and it would all be okay.

"No," I take a deep breath, "I mean he's not my dad. Or Blade's. Or the twins

either. Mum was having an a air with some man. His best friend? I think he

said," I pulled my hands up to my face to hide the embarrassment from my

brothers.

"Lijah give us a minute," Blade's brows were furrowed and his happy

expression was no more. He moves away from the gram of the door so Elijah

can pass through. When he's gone, he shuts the door and sits at the end of

my bed.

"What's that all about?"

"I dunno. Don't listen to me. I'm being stupid."

"So what? Suddenly he's not my dad?" He sounded irked at me. I can't blame

him either.

"He told me, just a er Axel was born he caught her and another man... yeah

then he said he was his best friend. That's all he told me. I mean, in my mind

it makes sense because we look nothing alike the others! Like, we're much

smaller in the frame, have di erent facial structures and we look nothing

alike our elder brothers!"

Blade seemed to thinking about it like he was piecing things together. Maybe

it makes sense for him too! But Romeo not biologically being his dad doesn't

make him any less of a dad to him.

"You're sure about this?"

"Not fully but I'm somewhat sure about this. It makes sense doesn't it? Ally,

Axel and Lijah look nothing like us yet those three look like triplets! They've

all got brownish eyes and we've got coloured eyes! We have smaller frames

too! Slimmer bodies. We haven't got broad shoulders like they have!" a2
He ran over to the mirror to look at himself and his eye colour and inspected

everything else. Eye colour meant nothing in this case, I just found it weird.

But the other parts are true.

Those three literally look like triplets and we just look like cousins to them.

Blade the twins and I all look relatively the same. Add the fact I was getting

much taller as well.

But my question is: who was his best friend? a30
"So you're being serious?"

"Yeah. But Romeo could be lying. All he told me it was his best friend. You

know anything of that?"

He was super young when Romeo apparently died for the first time. He

would've been twelve or something so it wouldn't surprise me if he couldn't

remember anything. a2
"No," he hu s with hands on his hips and a lazy posture, "but I know

someone who might." He looks at the time on his phone.

"If we go now we might be able to find something," he rushes over to my bed

and scoops me up in his arms and walks as fast as he can downstairs.

"Where are you going?" Diego follows us outside in the pouring rain. I was

still in my flu y pyjamas and them being partially wet made it kinda

uncomfortable.

"Go back inside!" He shouts through the darkness.

"Where are you going?!"

"Diego! Go back inside!" Blade shouts once again unlocking the car and uses

the arm that's under my legs to pull the door open and place me in the

passenger seat.

Apparently my crutches didn't matter anymore.

"Just tell me where you're going!"

"I'll be back soon-

"It's almost eleven at night and you're going outside? Can I come?" Blade

shuts the door which cuts Diego o . a2
"So where are we going?"

"Well I assume mostly everyone is on their way home right now. But I think

some of them may be doing a night shi  or getting ready to go out on a

round so we can catch them before they do," for what seems like the first

time in forever, he clips his seatbelt in.

Oh.

"Putting your seatbelt on? That's new," I smile at his action but he couldn't

see it because the car was kinda gloomy.

"Yeah well, I don't want a repeat of what happened to you. Like Elijah said,

I'm more than happy about losing dad over you. Sounds cruel but I'm not

letting anything happen to you again."

I felt touched kinda. But it honestly didn't make me feel any better. It made

me feel tremendously worse than I did before. Why? He was a bad man.

"D-don't say that. It's not funny," I shake my head and rub my thigh because

the stinging pain was starting to come through again. I hadn't taken my

painkillers so I only had some time before I'd be groaning in pain.

"It's true though. Never feel bad for something you can't control. Like periods

kinda. But this is a bigger situation." a7
Did he just compare periods to a car crash? Nice comparison but they're

totally di erent in damage.

"Have you ever... killed anyone?" Maybe we can relate.

"Sure. I won't sugarcoat it."

My question is how many? Nothing surprises me anymore. It's all normal to

me hearing about death. But I've never been apart of it or contributed to it.

I've seen my few share of bodies but never have I been apart of anything like

that. Not that I remember of.

"How many?"

"Dunno. It's not like I count them or anything. Usually every time I go on a

mission I guess," he shrugs and drives at an average speed and waits at every

red light.

"That's everyday- oh my gosh," I slap a hand over my mouth. Three hundred

and sixty five days are in a year. That's a new body for 90% of the year

excluding the holidays.

"Don't worry. It's only bad people. Is your leg okay?"

Axel changed the dressing and gauze everyday and cleans it for me. He

claims it saves him taking me to the hospital for every checkup. It's healing, it

just feels foreign to apply pressure on my leg.

"Eh it's been better."

"How did you get out of there?"

Luck.

I shrug my shoulders and fiddle with a wet droplet on my flu y joggers that

were now uncomfortable against my skin.

"Okay I'll change the subject. Have you seen Mia's baby? It looks so

compressed," he laughs and looks out of the window. a21
It's still not ugly. All babies are adorable no matter how much they look like

ham. a8
"Blade!"

"It's true! I thought Luca was a fat baby but Mia must've been eating a lot of

food for it to be that big," he cackles under the palm of his hand. a1
I stare at him in awe and shock. This was so mean! "Blade! Stop it! They're

pretty babies!" I stare at him but I felt a curve to my lip too.

"Yeah, pretty ugly," he remarks with a sly tint of humour. a3
Oh my gosh! What's wrong with him! Now I was more than curious to see

what Tyler looked like. Maybe Mia and Axel just didn't have the right genes. I

hadn't had the chance to see Tyler yet because he and Axel continued to

sleep all the way through dinner. a5
"Gosh you're a meanie pie," I break a laugh but slap a hand over my mouth.

"If you saw it you'd understand. It's cute and all, but like... it's belly hangs

over it's dingle don't and it has really fat arms that go over it's elbows." a21

Fat was normal on babies right? I don't think that much fat but chubby

babies are adorable. They're so much better if you ask me. They seem more

cuddly and it gives you something to play with. Like I'm weird but I like

chubby babies. a6
"Tyler can't even fit into the clothes Mia and Axel originally bought him. They

had to go out and buy new ones." a2
I wonder what Luca looked like as a baby. Actually I wonder what they all

look like as a baby.

"Okay to be fair Luca was just... he was a mountain. A baby mountain. If you

look back a pictures of him it's honestly ridiculous," he chokes on his laughs

just as he pulled up beside the all familiar skyscraper. a2
*************

"SIGN IN NOW!" The receptionist clicks her pen numerous times to make her

sound more intimidating. a10
"MR BLADE RUSSO SIGN IN RIGHT NOW OR I WILL CHASE YOU!" The woman

stands up with her tongue being su ocated by her mouth. She was biting her

tongue and her fists were clenched as she grabbed the iPad and the pen and

stormed over to us. a1
I was being carried by Blade on his back and it took all of my strength to cling

on as he stood laughing at the furious woman flooding our way.

"Your brothers don't pay me enough to deal with your ignorance!"

Darling, that's not what ignorance means. It means you're uneducated and

refuse to learn from your mistakes. Kinda. a1
"Sorry, babe," Blade scribbles an ugly and messy signature of his name right

below a long list of people who had also signed in. a2
She stomps her foot and pops a gum in her mouth and pokes a sharp purple

talon into Blade's chest and walks backwards to her desk with a wavering

middle finger. a1
"She's just mad I never called her back." a3
I sigh, "she seems mad at everyone."

Blade jumps up to reassure me on his back so I'm higher and not falling to

the floor, "she takes the whole 'being a receptionist for Russo's' too far if you

ask me."

As we walk through now the brightly lit halls because it was pitch black

outside, Blade gets a bunch of appreciative and sympathetic nods from the

men and very few women. Says a lot if you ask me.

"Sorry about you dad," Gauge looked up at us. "Hi mini girl," he winks. a2
Ew, don't do that again. It looks like he was trying to seduce me or

something. But he's just a playful man that's all. Not once has he called me

by my actually name. I wasn't exactly mini now was I? I'd gotten tall and I

wasn't slowing down. a1
Blade let's go of his secure arms and let's me fall back into a comfortable

chair making me squeal in shock. I wasn't expecting that!

"Hi," I whisper lowly.

A slow movement of Darci comes into my sight. His hands were in his trouser

pockets just so I could see his leather bracelet. "I heard you died. Nice to see

you again," he nods and holds a hand. I hold it out not knowing what to do

and he gives me a mini high-five.

Cute. a1
Gosh.

Stop.

On a real note, everyone talking about the crash just didn't feel right. The

more they talked about it the more my name was int white mouths which it

shouldn't be.

"Right. Yeah," I twist my head to the side in despair.

He sighs and chuckles, "sorry. Didn't realise it was a sensitive subject."

"Right, because your brothers dad blow up into a million pieces is prime

comedy," I roll my eyes with aggression. It just irks me how people are

speaking to me about it. If I wanted to talk to you I'd speak to you.

"Ooh sozza," he teases with shaking hands. He rubs his arms for e ect.

I look around for a face I haven't seen in a long time. I assume she'd be here if

Darci is. "Yeah you should be. Is Nummie here?"

"No she's not. She was but she was tired so Marci took her home to rest, why

you wanna know?"

"Because I want to make sure you didn't send her away with some seventy

year old man," I glare.

I had a bad habit of giving people the stink eye and glaring at them. I just get

very irritable quick and my mood can switch faster than a light. Depends on

which day you catch, sometimes you're too late and the train has gone like

that! Or I'm just a moody girl who has major attitude problems. a2
"You can see her some other time." He walks away with a gentlemanly smile.

"Mila, this is Damien. A friend of... of dad's actually. Was. Sorry," Blade sits on

the arm of the single chair as the middle aged man drags another seat closer

to us so we're face to face.

"Hey," he holds a hand out for me to shake and I accept it. It was a firm and

rough hand that squeezed mine too tightly until my skin burned.

"Sorry about your dad. I heard what happened, he was a good friend of mine.

How can I help you kids?" He rubs his hands together. a9
Glancing at Blade, I see him look back and blink and few times before

gulping. "My dad... well... you see-

"Basically he's not our dad. My mum cheated on our 'dad' so Romeo isn't

biologically our dad because apparently he caught our mum in best with his

best friend. Now do you know his best friend? I assume it isn't actually his

friend anymore but do you know anyone who fits the script?" I rush out in

one short breath with my eyes wrenched closed.

"Oh. Well it's not me," Damien gives us a nervous laugh. a21
Obviously.

"So what happened?"

"Well a er Axel was born, Romeo told me himself that he caught my mum

and his friend in bed. I assume that's our dad. Biologically. Again. Just

asking."

If I can find my real dad, maybe I can build a connection with him. Maybe he

can show me love from a parental figure that I've been missing for a while. a2
"Gosh that would've been like eighteen years ago right? Damn that's an awful

long time-

"Please. I need this." Mr voice was pitchy and so . This could be my chance

to find my dad. I need to find him.

"Ah let's see. There's been so many people that's I've met in that amount of

time. Best friend you said?"

"Yup!" Blade exaggerates his 'p' with a nodding head. a1

"Cameron? Eh wasn't really a friend. Sammy? Who was that again? Erm

Shawn? Was he a friend though?" He counts on his fingers. a39
I spit out empty air with my bulging oceans and an open mouth.

"What?"

"Shawn?!" I push myself forward on my chair with my elbows extended and

my mouth dangling open wider than before. This can't be the same one

right?!?

"Yeah... he was pretty close to Romeo. The entire family actually. Was it

Shawn? Or Shane? No, no, no it was definitely Shawn. I'm sure of it. Brown

hair, blue eyes, big man."

Shawn. That sounded exactly point on the description of Shawn. He can't be

my dad right?

Shawn was a big man. He had blue eyes, brown hair. My mum however was a

small girl: short, small frame and crazily curly and frizzy hair that she always

brushed out.

"Shawn... is that the same one?" Blade was just as shocked as I was. But he

seemed furious and boiled with rage and anger mostly. His hands were now

pale white, as I saw from in between his many tattoos, from gripping the

cushion transferring is emotions to the cushion.

"Well... I don't know who Shawn is exactly but I met him many times. You

think that's the guy?"

"He bolted o  out of the blue around fourteen or fi een years ago."

Just a er I was born. This is all piecing together I think my mind might blow! a1
He and my mum were having an a air and it it started just a er Axel was born

and continued behind Romeo's back until the day mum and Shawn le .

She took me and le  the twins and Blade behind to be brought up by Romeo

instead. Making me believe I was an only child. THAT EVIL BITCH.

All this time I thought my mum was the good guy but really, she's just as bad

as everyone else in this family. She's a liar. She's a deceitful woman who

SNATCHED me away from my brothers and told me, I didn't have a dad. And

all along my dad was the villain himself. a2
You're all wicked!

That makes no sense though! When Romeo asked who Shawn was he didn't

seem to know. Or was he playing dumb? What the fûck is wrong with me.

When he found out Shawn was dead he seemed... overly happy and joyful.

Like satisfaction almost.

My heart was racing faster that pounding winds. if confusion and

bewilderment was a human I'd be them.

I was as still statue; couldn't move a muscle on my body. Not even a twitch.

"Alessandro killed my dad." a3
"He killed our dad."

He was my dad all along?! I'd always referred to him as my stepdad to people

but I used to always call him dad. Weirdly enough if he was my dad, why'd he

punish me if I called him dad?

"No. No. No. I refuse to believe that. My dad, is NOT the guy who tortured my

sister. That is NOT my dad." a2
"Believe what you want, kid. But my wife is outside with my midnight lunch

before I go out on this mission. I'll see you soon. Bye," he waved us as he

takes large steps and disappears into the distance.

My eyes swell up but I blink them away and take deep breaths.

"This isn't good." a12
***********

"I'm so glad you're back," Felix mutters into my ear as the teacher points to

the board with a large ruler.

"Me too," I smile back.

My leg was stable enough to walk in but I still couldn't run. I'd taken a few

weeks o  of school as recommended by Axel and Alessandro but I just

couldn't look at them the same anymore without a flash of guilt and spoiled

happiness come in front of my eyes.

But I'm not happy to be back. Ever since Blade and I found out about Shawn

possibly being our dad, we swore to each other to keep it to ourselves until it

was a right time to tell people.

Mum made me grow up thinking my dad didn't want me when the entire

time he was living in the house. I was living in a house with two monsters.

That's just pure disappointment striking me.

"Felix, one more warning and it'll be a detention. If I have to separate you

two I will." She moves her long ruler suggesting to Felix and I.

"Ooh you're 'ard," he pretends to me scared and frightened. Rubbing his

arms, he pretends to be shaken up so I hit him to stop him from getting

himself into further trouble.

"Ow!"

"Felix. Move. Now." Her now extended arm - including the length of the ruler -

she points to an empty seat next to that girl who always gets everything right.

Two braided plaits with pink ribbons, nest uniform and pink and blue

broaches pinned to the delicate stitching of the pocket.

"Anne, move your bag please," Felix looked at the baby pink backpack that

was sitting in its thrown. Reluctantly, she loved the bag and scrunched her

nose up when Felix rested his chin against the table with his arms wrapped

around his head protectively.

She as most certainly stuck up her own arse too far she couldn't see where

she was walking. She was well-mannered in comparison to the rest of the

class who didn't give a crap about their attitudes. She walkways had that

perfect posture and confident aura to her.

Fuck o  Hermione. You aren't special darling. a7
"Now, as I was saying, we're doing a recap on the western front because

we're doing a mini assessment to see what you remember from year 9." a8
Why though? Are we not doing the American West?

She proceeds to click her mouse onto the next slide to show us the vile and

vicious injuries that we're engraved into bodies. Too gruesome to the point

where it made me cringe.

There was one picture where it was the a ermath of surgery. Rubber pink

scars that definitely hold the memories of sorrows.

"Oh it looks like Emilia." Kelsey comments crudely. That bîtch.

"Oh look, it's my middle finger. Shove it up your arse," Pretending to search

my blazer pockets, I whip out my middle finger and smile at her sarcastically.

"Kelsey. Emilia.that's your final warnings! Let me finish!"

"Did the crash get to your head? Have you gone cuckoo? You gone loco crazy

lady? Can you process what I'm saying?" She purposely speaks slowly trying

to embarrass me. a3

"I'd tell you to suck your mum... but she's dead isn't she?" Kelsey tried to

sympathise obviously being disingenuous and fake.

"Kelsey. Enough." The teacher commands her with her stern and dry throat.

"Gosh I'll kill you one day," I grit under my breath with a wonderful blast of

the thought of her guts spewing and oozing from her body.

Red has never been my favourite colour, but now I have a sudden thirst for it.

"Here's a shrapnel wound."

Zoning out, I ignore the teacher and press my forehead against the table and

let the tears drip from my nose.

**************

"Be careful, Emilia. You're clumsy," Axel made me sit down on his bed with

my legs crossed as he carefully and ever so gently lowered Tyler into my

arms.

Gosh he's a big feller.

Axel never actually let go of Tyler, he still had two hands under Tyler's back

and bottom for extra support like he was a fragile ornament. He was precious

though.

He had short, stubby fingers that were adorably chubby and pale pink at the

tips. So tiny compared to my hand. Mine were slender and long and I used

them to so ly poke the redness of his blushed cheeks.

"He's cute," I giggle and let him look through his beady, ebony black eyes and

play with my index.

"He is. You think Romeo would be proud?" I sti en at the sound of his name.

Of course he would be. That's the main reason why he came that day - to see

him.

It makes me think though, does Axel actually care about if Romeo was proud

or not or did he just want a father figure to guide him? All of my brothers

really needed parents and it's o icial now. None of our parents are living.

We're on our own now.

"He would be yeah," I take one small frightening moment to look at Axel but

look back Tyler who was so bewildered by the king shape of my finger. He

liked as though he was going to cry.

Stunned, Tyler opens his tiny mouth and web his eyes and thrash his legs

around. I tried scratching his head but I seemed to have stimulated the

frustration even more. a4
Taking control, Axel takes him from my arms and soothes him with a stroking

hand rubbing so tenderly and lightly.

"Sorry."

"It's okay, don't worry about it. He's... new to this," Axel says side to side and

round in circles at a moderate and slow and steady pace.

"Is this the best environment for him? It doesn't seem like a good idea to

keep him here," genuine concern leaks my voice.

It's worrying me actually; growing up with a violent and chaotic atmosphere

such as home won't benefit the baby when he's my age. He'll be flamed with

torture and and trauma and there will be no way away from it.

"I don't. But Mia does. Remember, money is the equivalence to great

parenting. Trust me, bambina I'd love to move out." What struck out to me

the most was that there was a hint of bitterness and enmity in there too. a3

"Are you okay?"

"No. I'm not. Most of the time it feels like she's in love with the money rather

than me. But I know she's in love with me and money is just a benefit of the

love." a29
Well I could say I agree. Money is a perk of being with Axel but they literally

had a child together. Either the child is an excuse for Mia to stay or she

genuinely loves him and her son.

"You should talk to her about it."

"And hear her lies?" a1
"So talk to her. Brutal and honest. We need a lot more of honesty in the

house. Don't you think?" a1
Too many lies.

Resting Tyler down in the centre of the bed directly next to me, he swi ly

moves over to the jukebox and plays a low tune to Elvis Presley.

"What's on your mind?"

Everything. Romeo especially.

"Why dad? I know you miss him as much as I do, we'll be able to get through

it together," he answers to the thoughts swirling in my mind. I stagger a little

when I realised I had said my conscience aloud. a1
It wasn't grief, it was guilt. He's never shown traits to be a responsible father.

But I cannot control how the others feel. He's always been a dad to them.

"No... it's not that."

"Then what is it?"

"I spoke to someone weeks ago. Romeo... he wasn't my dad. Or Blade's or

the twin's either." a6
He turns the music o  with a concern stricken face. Crazy how only now he

shows concern.

"What? Do you need sleep or something?" Breaking a nervous chuckle from

his dry throat. I guess Blade and I no longer have a deal.

"No. I'm saying they truth."

Trying to ignore what I just said, he comes to the conclusion it's time for me

to leave. It's the best a1
He begins to back me away to the door but not in an aggressive manner.

"She'll be here soon. You should go." I nod to show my understanding. They

clearly need to talk some things out.

"G'night."

*************

Combing my wet hair with my fingers, I trudge into the kitchen sni ing your

into the cloud of senses and food that tingled in my nose.

"Obviously I'm too good for you?" Alessandro jokes and teases with April.

"Babe I think you're forgetting I'm the one who's too good for you. You don't

deserve me but here I am. In the flesh," she takes the wooden that had

pancake batter all over it and dripping into the bowl, she swings it back and

whips it with a hard smack onto his forehead leaving a beautiful waste to

pancake batter. Wasn't too much of a fan. a1
Wiping his head, Ally pecks April on the lips then snatched the mixture from

her and moves across to the sizzling pan.

"Morning," the twins follow Blade in one by one.

"Would you ever teach me how to use a gun? Like pow pow pow? Patchu

patchu patchu. Boom boom boom? Like those kinds of gun?" I squint with

one eye closed and make a finger gun and pretend to shoot everyone. a5
Finally I can get a party trick that isn't flashing everyone my vanilla pancakes.

I tend to do that a lot. Li ing my shirt up in general actually. a5
They all twist to look at me. Some in awe and some with a wide smirk. Some

insinuating Blade and Elijah who only walked in less than a minutes ago. Too

crowed in here.

"Oh yeah?" Elijah mocked me and purred sounding impressed by my brave

question. a1
"Yeah."

"Why?" Diego gasps. "I thought you were good," his glowering frown soon

turns into a proud appreciation.

"No. You're not old enough."

"Obviously you dumb smackhead."

"Language!" As he tried to warn me, I took it as a joke. a1
"English." a9
"What's the big deal? She's going to learn it at some point. Though the

thought of a crazy teen in the grasps of a gun does shiver my spine. She'd kill

me at any chance she'd get," Elijah searches in his pockets to pull out his

silver pistol.

Correct me if I'm wrong, pistols aren't that bad.

"Ooh pretty," I reach out a needy arm to greedily steal the small pistol from

his butter like hands and throw it up in the air.

Whining and crying for me to give it back shout through the kitchen, "Emilia

not funny, give me it back!"

"Look I'm James Bond! Wait is that the guy with the guns? This looks badass.

Felix would love me if he saw me like this," my playful snickers were devious.

"AHH!!!!! EMILIA!!!!" I hadn't realised I pulled the trigger as I was acting out a

scene. It pierced Luca in the arm and a small pool of blood trails down his

arm and tears steam up his face until its red. a52
"Emilia! You shot me! This was Tyrone's favourite arm too!" Luca pushes me

her roughly with his better arm knocking the gun from my hands. a6
"IT WAS AN ACCIDENT! IM SORRY!"

"If I have to have surgery I want liposuction too! AXEL MAKE ME FÛCKING

SKINNY!" His fingers press against the pouring haemoglobin and his tears

soak his shirt. a16
"It's okay, Em just stay calm," I tried chasing a er him but April stood in front

of me trying her meditation rituals.

"Breathe in. And-

"Emilia! Please stay here!" Her attempts of shouting me to come closer only

came out as polite requests.

"Mila, no."

**************

𓆏 Luca POV a1
"I'm gonna die! I'm gonna die! I didn't bend marry Titty Tyrone yet!" I rush up

the steps with my brothers following me behind. a8
"Luca shut up! You're making it worse! Don't wake Axel up. I can do this

myself," Alessandro pinched my nose and drags me by my hair up to the too

floor. a1
"It's okay. It's just a bullet. La la la! It's just a song. Are you making me skinny

for Tyrone? He told me I've gained weight. Oh my gosh that's a lot of blood.

Why is it so dark? That's not normal right-

Before I ha e time to finish, Alessandro slaps my cheek leaving a stinging

sensation of increasing pain. a1
"SHUT UP!"

"Wait did you inject something in me? It doesn't hurt any more?! Wait! WHAT!

LOOPSY LASSANDRO WHAT ARE YOU DOING?" I see a pair of long pinching

tweezers disappear into my arm and pull out a a bloody bullet that had a

floppy clot dripping from the bullet. a15
And that's when lights were out quicker than a switch. a8
************

Hi I just want to say, thank you if you have read so far <3 there's only two

chapters le  of my book which honestly disheartens me. I've been on this

journey with you guys since July/august. An amazing journey. a21
Question: a1
If you were to die in an hour, what would you do? a82
Green or orange? a24
Lemons or limes? a30
What's your type? (Ideal partner I mean. Physical or characteristics) a59
Sorry for my errors :/ a1
Xoxo, demilia 💕 a3
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