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CHAPTER 1 - NO REPEATS

Ian didn’t know what he was going to do; the rhythmic pounding of his sneakers against the
pavement only calmed him enough to not get lost, all he knew was that he had to get the gun
back from Mickey and he had to do it now. Linda was threatening to go to the cops and he
shuddered to think what would happen if she did that. Everyone in the neighborhood gave the
Milkovich family a pass when they did things on the not so legal side of life because everyone
knew if you went to the cops about one of them, sure that one might go to jail for a little while,
but it was guaranteed to be a short lived victory. Because where there was one Milkovich being



hauled off by the cops there were always three more with weapons standing right behind you just
waiting for those same cops to leave so they could get down to business.

Not to mention Mickey’s dad Terry had gotten out of prison the day before and he already hated
Kash, he thought Kash was weak because he never fought back when he or his psycho kids stole
from him and not fighting was an unforgivable sin in his eyes, he didn’t need to be given another
reason to do harm to him. No way around it, it would be Kash they hurt. They didn’t have many
rules but one of the few they did live by was no harming children under fourteen, unless the
Milkovich doing the harm was under fourteen too, and since Linda was hardly ever in the store
always running her children to one thing or another, when they’d go looking Kash would be the
one they’d find.

By the time he reached the house he was out of breath and still no closer to a plan than he’d been
when he first stepped out of the store. The empty cups and burned patches on the front lawn told
him that Terry had made it home the night before but knowing how this family tended to cycle
through the justice system that didn’t mean he was still here now. It was just as likely that he got
shit faced at home before running around town in search of more lively entertainment and got
picked up again by the cops, God he hoped so the last thing he needed was for Terry to catch him
“stealing” from Mickey. Running up the steps he looked around for some sort of weapon,
knowing he’d be able to find one fairly easily. Spotting the crowbar he took a moment to brace
himself before he quickly and quietly opened the front door.

Slowly he made his way inside finding Terry passed out on the couch in nothing but his boxers, a
sight he could have gone his entire life without, and no sign of anyone else. Assuming Mickey
was in his room he cautiously made his way, knowing that if the elder Milkovich woke to find
him creeping around his home with a weapon in hand he would likely die surrounded by empty
beer cans and dirty laundry. The sign on Mickey’s door read Stay The Fuck Out and oh if only
he could, unfortunately he knew if the gun hadn’t already been sold for some quick cash there
was really only one place it could be. Opening the door slightly he slipped inside to find Mickey
face down on the bed, half dressed and snoring deeply just as trashed as his old man. Closing the
door behind him he stood for a moment gathering his courage before he tapped his back, lightly,
with his weapon, which he now thought was a poor choice of defense. If he was going to have to
threaten Mickey Milkovich he should have found something he could have used from a distance,
the closer he was the harder it would be to get away when this whole thing blew up in his face
which he was now certain it was going to do. He watched as Mickey lifted his head grunting at
being disturbed before glancing over his shoulder and lifting a brow in surprise. He probably
thought it was one of his siblings coming in to ask him for something and was now confronted
with an unrelated ginger, his beer soaked mind was probably very confused right now. Good. He
could use all the leverage he could find.



“I want the gun Mickey!” Best to start forcefully, if his voice shook he knew he wouldn’t get
anywhere, strength was the only thing this family respected even a little bit.

“Gallagher?” He heard the surprise in his voice and didn’t really know how to respond. When in
doubt just repeat yourself, that’s what his sister did and it always seemed to work for her, well
most of the time anyway.

“I want Kash’s gun back now!”

“Alright, alright.” He couldn’t believe it was that easy as he watched Mickey reach for the
drawer at the side of his bed he leaned in slightly to make sure the gun was really there. Big
mistake.

XXXXXXXXX

When Mickey had felt the poke on his back he’d expected it would be one of his stupid brothers
or possibly Mandy wanting to bitch to hiim about the mess they made last night and about how
she wasn’t going to be the one to clean it up, like that bitch ever really cleaned this pit. Instead
when he looked he found that fuckwit Ian Gallagher standing over him holding a fucking
crowbar making demands. That stupid shit actually thought he could come into his house, into
his room, and just take something from him. Like hell!

He made a move to open the drawer closest to him acting like he was just gonna give in and he
waited for his opening. He didn’t have to wait long, the fucker really was stupid. He waited until
he was close enough before he came up off the bed using his momentum to throw him against
the wall hard enough that when he hit the bed he was stunned for a moment. Just long enough.

Knowing how easily even a second's hesitation could turn a fight against you he jumped on him,
straddling his waist so he could reach the hand holding the crowbar, he grabbed the gingers arm
and slammed it against the same wall he’d thrown him into just moments before; hard enough to
make him open his hand and drop the crowbar. Surprisingly, he didn’t just lay there and take it
like a girl, he found himself being thrown back a bit, not far enough to do any damage but just
enough to give the other boy some room to move, at first he thought he was going to run for the
door but he was surprised by the redhead for the second time. Gallagher jumped up following
him forcefully grabbing both his arms and throwing him across the room into his dresser with an
impressive show of strength, this was shaping up to be an actual fight something he hadn’t had in
a while. Then he watched him make another mistake, his last. Instead of continuing the fight one
on one or even running for the door he turned back and tried to reach across the bed for the
crowbar.

He scrambled to get there first, crawling on top of the little bastard he put him in a chokehold
while he reached up and finally felt his fingers meet cold metal. Clutching it in an iron grip he sat



up slightly, flipping the redhead over in the process. Now his knees were on either side of his
head and he was sitting on Gallagher’s chest effectively pinning his upper arms making it
impossible for him to do more than put his hands weakly in front of his face. He drew his arm
back prepared to beat him within an inch of his pathetic life with the “weapon” he’d threatened
him with, but looking down at his face he stopped.

The fight had gotten his blood pumping and now looking down at the little ginger he had pinned
under him on his bed he wanted to get his blood going in another way. At first he was just going
to use that need to add to the beating, but then he saw the spark of interest flare in the fuckers
eyes. Who knew.

Dropping the crowbar off the side of the bed he moved back a little as he started to pull his shirt
off feeling firecrotch shift under him to do the same. Looking up he found himself staring at a
pale creamy muscular chest. Gallagher was toned, who knew.

XXXXXXXXX

Ian had been stunned when Mickey started yanking his clothes off but that didn’t last long. He
told himself he was doing this because it was either get fucked or get beat. That lie lasted until he
saw Mickey without his shirt. Under all the dirt and grime was one hell of a body. He felt his
heart begin to race in a way it never had before, not for Kash, hell not even for Roger Spikey.
Donkey dick Roger Spikey had just been a one time thing, his first time, and sort of an
experiment. While he was packed he hadn’t really been much to look at. Kash had started on
accident and had really been kept up for convenience. He cared about him, he wouldn’t be here if
he didn’t, but he always knew his married older boss was only ever going to be a passing thing,
so like Spikey the fact that he was a little bit on the pudgy side didn’t really bother him.

Mickey was the first guy he’d ever been with who was able to make him hot with just the sight
of his bare chest. By the time they both had all their clothes off he found himself face down on
the mattress, he supposed he’d known from the second they’d started this that he was going to be
topped for the first time. Mickey wasn’t really the type to give up control of any situation he
doubted sex would be any different.

He felt Mickey’s weight leave him for a moment, before he could turn to find out why he was
back and he heard the crinkle of a wrapper. A condom. For some reason he hadn’t really
expected that from Mickey. A few moments later he felt his hips being held in a tight grip as
Mickey pulled him up onto his hands and knees. Slightly worried now he tried to protest.

“Mickey I’ve never…” He was cut off by Mickey’s light chuckle of amusement.

“Shut up Gallagher.”



He figured that was a good idea, pissing off the neighborhood psycho while he was on top of
you… not the best idea. Closing his eyes he tried to relax and trust Mickey. There was a thought
he never thought he’d ever have racing across his mind.

XXXXXXXXX

Mickey watched Gallagher close his eyes and force every muscle in his body to relax. The idea
that Gallagher was a top was actually kind of funny. The little twit never really demonstrated
much in the way of dominance. What kind of weak fucks did he go for? Why was he wasting
time thinking about this? He needed to speed this up but for some reason knowing he would be
the only one to ever have been in his tight ass made his shake with anticipation and want to draw
it out. To hell with that! Though since he would be popping the little bastards cherry he supposed
he could prepare him a little.

Moving one hand from the little twats hip he slowly slipped one finger into his tight ass. He felt
him tense for a minute before again forcing himself to go boneless. Good boy. The second finger
went in much easier, when he began to scissor them to help stretch him a bit to get him ready for
the main event he couldn’t help but smile at the sound he heard escape the little pricks mouth.
Damn a few fingers and he was moaning like a bitch, he couldn’t wait to hear what sounds he
made next. The thought had just entered his mind when he viciously shut it down. Pulling his
hand free he lined himself up before leaning over his back until his mouth was next to his ear.

“One sound out of you and I will beat you to death.”

A little pressure and he felt heaven itself. Gallagher was… fuck he was so tight. When he was
finally all the way in he stopped for a second holding still. More for his pleasure than Gallaghers
comfort, he’d never felt like this before. After a minute of savoring the feel of being held tight he
began to move. Slowly at first, but he couldn’t hold back for very long before his thrusts grew
faster and harder. Gallagher was doing good too, after the first thrust he buried his head in the
pillow to muffle to moans he couldn’t hold back. One final hard thrust and he was coming harder
than he ever had before. Fuck!

XXXXXXXXX

Ian couldn’t even scream his release; he didn’t have enough air left in his starved lungs. God he
felt boneless, Mickey rolled off of him almost instantly leaving him feeling a little unsatisfied for
some reason. When his clothes were tossed at him he took the hint, he’d just finished getting
dressed and was reaching for his jacket when Terry came storming through to get to the
bathroom. Mickey must of heard something he hadn’t and he could only be grateful for it, the
last thing he needed was to have to deal with an enraged, homophobic, Terry Milkovich.



Mickey who hadn’t bothered with a shirt, just pants leaving his chest on display, went to the
dresser after his dad left again and turned back to hand him Kash’s gun, that was stashed on the
opposite side of the room from the bed, without a word before heading to the bathroom himself.
Knowing he’d been dismissed he tucked the gun away before making his way out of the house.
On the way back to the Kash-n-Grab he couldn’t help but feel a little dirty, like a whore. At least
he knew it wouldn’t happen again. Guys like Mickey never did repeats.

CHAPTER 2 - THE START OF SOMETHING NEW

Ian laid on his bed in the dark too wired to sleep. He had managed to talk Linda down from
going to the cops telling her that they had the gun back and that should be enough. A subtle
reminder of the facts seemed to turn her around fairly quickly, not even Linda as bad-ass as she
was willingly messed with Terry or his kids. After Linda went back upstairs Kash had wanted to
celebrate by having Ian fuck him in the backroom, something they had done over a dozen times
before, but this time it had seemed wrong somehow. He hadn’t enjoyed it as he did in the past.

Not as much as he did before Mickey.

He knew he was being stupid thinking about him, especially since he knew Mickey wasn’t likely
to give him even a passing thought, but he just couldn’t help himself. He was lusting after
Mickey fucking Milkovich.

That alone should scare him so much he never thought about him again, but fear wasn’t the
response he was feeling. Oh, it was there, everyone feared the Milkovich family, but it just



wasn’t enough to make him stop thinking about what they had done, and it definitely wasn’t
enough to make him stop wanting to do it again.

He was fucked.

XXXXXXXXX

Mickey woke earlier than usual. It took him a moment to figure out why and the reason he found
could be summed up into one word.

Gallagher.

That red head just wouldn’t leave his dreams last night. He’d never been this obsessed about
anyone before. Now that he was though there was really only one solution, if firecrotch wouldn’t
get out of his head then he would just fuck him out of his system.

Smelling bacon he decided that since he was up he might as well go have breakfast with the
family. Pulling on his clothes he made it out just in time to see everyone sitting in the living
room watching TV with plates laden down with food, most of which was landing on the floor.
His sister seeing him standing there gave him a shy smile before fixing him a plate of his own.
Out of all his family Mandy was hands down his favorite so in a spur of the moment show of
affection he kissed her cheek in thanks when she handed him his food.

Once he was seated he waited for her before he said anything, he hated repeating himself.

“I got a new boy.”

Everyone stopped eating for a moment each, he thought, making a mental guess about who it
was. His father Terry never stopped eating. He used to be terrified of his father, of course that
was before.

A few years ago when his dad first found out that Mickey was gay he’d nearly pissed himself in
fear of what was gonna happen to him. Milkovich’s never killed family, but that didn’t mean you
wouldn’t still die, they’d just keep putting you in bad situations until your brain caught on to the
fact that you were already dead and your body stayed down. He took it, every bad run, every
fucked up job, thinking his family was right and he deserved to die. For over a year he put up
with it until one day he looked up and realized he was still alive after all that time. Around that
same time Terry realized the same thing and in true Milkovich fashion he threw the rules to the
wind and attacked Mickey himself.

Terry Milkovich would not have a faggot for a son!



To this day Mickey didn’t know who was more surprised when Mickey won the fight and held
his father’s life in his hands. He’d let him live, not out of some kind of love or mercy, no it had
been Mandy standing behind him screaming for him to let Terry go that had decided it.

After that Terry changed his tune. Faggot Mickey might be but Milkovich he was to the bone.

From that day on the family shifted so that Mickey was in charge, outside their house everyone
who lived in south side still thought Terry was king and Mickey was fine letting them think it,
because everyone within these walls knew the truth. Terry was king only because Mickey
allowed him to act the part. The family still treated queers the same with one notable exception,
if Mickey claimed someone as a partner they were off limits, at least until Mickey was done with
them. Once Mickey grew tired of them which usually took no longer than a week the entire
Milkovich clan gave him the beating of his life before chucking him out with the trash.

None of Mickey’s “boys” ever spoke of their time with Mickey all preferring to let the world
think they’d been beaten for some other reason, all instinctively knowing that if they outed
Mickey their farewell beating would look like a love tap once his family was through with them.

Mickey pulled himself out of his thoughts at the sound of his sister’s voice.

“Who is it?” Out of all of them Mandy had been the most accepting of him, he remembered once
Terry had announced his sin to the family Mandy had just hugged him before pulling away to ask
stupidly hilarious questions about his dick.

“Ian Gallagher.” He watched surprise fill her eyes, he knew Ian was her friend, fuck he was
basically her only friend. If he had been a better person he would have left the little ginger alone,
but Gallagher wouldn’t get out of his head, and he’d never really been a good person.

“Oh.” Was her only response. Yeah oh was right.

Getting up he grabbed his jacket and headed out to find his newest “boy” and explain the rules of
engagement.

XXXXXXXXX

Ian was sitting at the register bored out of his mind as usual as jobs go this one had to be on the
lower end of the activity scale. Sometimes he was asked to stock things but realistically he spent
most of his shift sitting on his ass waiting for people to come in and out to get random shit all
day long, interspaced with bouts of hurried sex with his boss. The sex used to bring something to
look forward to into his days at work, but lately he’s been seeing it as more of a chore on the
long list of things he needs to do before he can go home. That was not how sex was supposed to
be.



No one had come in for over an hour when he heard the bell above the door. This in itself wasn’t
unusual, there were long stretches in the day when no one came in because everyone was busy
getting the money to come get what they wanted, but right after that he heard the lock turn
making him look up. There in the doorway flipping the open sign to closed stood Mickey
“Fucking” Milkovich.

Fuck!

He thought about trying to run, but there really wasn’t a back way out other than the loading
dock which was closed and wouldn’t open fast enough to make a difference. He could duck into
the office and hope Mickey thought there was a back way out of there, but there was also a good
chance he would kick the door in to check and he’d be trapped all over again. So instead of
running he decided to wait and silently prayed his life wouldn’t end in a convenience store where
he worked for minimum wage. Cause that would just suck.

“You, backroom, now.” Yeah this wasn’t going to end well at all Ian thought as he slowly stood
and walked to the stockroom. He just hoped this was a simple beating rather than something a bit
more permanent, he didn’t think his siblings would survive losing him like that.

XXXXXXXXX

Mickey watched Gallagher walk ahead of him and had to fight to keep from laughing. The boy
was terrified, though he hid it well, but he still went where Mickey told him to go. This was
going to be fun.

“Alright Gallagher, formalities out of the way first then we’ll get to the fucking we both want.
These are the rules you will follow, listen good cause I’m only gonna tell you this once next time
you hear them will be if I punish you for breaking them. We clear?” He took the blank
expression of confusion as a yes. It wasn’t like fuck-nut had much of a choice here.

“Rule one, you don’t fuck anyone else, unless I tell you to. Rule two, your mouth is for sucking
my cock not talking back to me or talking about me. Rule three, when you’re with me you don’t
do anything without permission. Rule four, when you’re not with me you need my permission to
do anything beyond your everyday activities. Rule five, when I tell you to do something you
damn well do it. Finally, rule six, these rules are always in effect even when I’m not with you for
as long as your ass belongs to me and your ass does belong to me. If you break one of these rules
when I hear about it, and I will hear about it so don’t go thinking you’re gonna somehow get
away with shit, I will punish you. Got it?” Another blank expression, poor Gallagher looked so
confused.



“Good, now strip!” First test of the rules, rule five do as you’re told. Time to see if firecrotch was
smart enough to listen, after a few seconds and a raised brow from Mickey Ian began to disrobe
slowly almost hesitantly.

“Come on Gallagher, I’ve already seen it all before!”

That got him moving and within minutes he was standing in front of a very naked Gallagher, and
wasn’t that a sight. He hadn’t really had time to look before, but now he had all the time in the
world really.

“Damn Gallagher, where you been hiding that body?”

“You’re one to talk.” This was said with a bit of a leer from the redhead that Mickey answered
with his usual smirk. So Gallagher was warm for his form huh, good to know.

“Shut up and turn around.”

XXXXXXXXX

Ian turned around still a little terrified, well more than a little if he was being honest. The only
thoughts really running through his head were, Mickey is gay and Mickey isn’t here to kill me.

All of Mickey’s talk of rules and such made him a little uneasy. He’d only ever been with two
guys before and only ever been topped by Mickey, the idea of Mickey staking a claim on him
filled him with mixed emotions. One part of him, the Irish in him most likely, demanded he rebel
against it luckily the more sane parts of him easily subdued that small spark of insanity. Another
bigger part of him was terrified of Mickey as a general life rule and knew that defiance would
not be tolerated lightly and knowing Mickey those punishments he touched on earlier would not
be easily forgotten. Then there was an even larger part of him, one he never even knew existed
before now, a part that thrilled at the thought of being taken by Mickey of surrendering control
and simply doing as he was told.

Gallagher’s as a general rule balked at authority and restrictions. In his entire life he’d never
heard a rule he didn’t immediately want to break. At least he hadn’t until Mickey came along and
set down his rules. There was something in the way he said them that told Ian that breaking these
rules would cause him unending pain and he believed that wholeheartedly.

His thoughts came to an abrupt end when he felt Mickey take hold of his wrists, he forced his
arms to reach up and out until they came in contact with the metal sides of one of the storage
racks.

“Hold on tight, firecrotch.” His thoughts had come full circle since Mickey first came into the
store and with Mickey’s first thrust he was back to his first thought all over again.



Fuck!

The next few weeks continued in much the same way with the notable exception of their mother
Monica showing up on the Gallagher front steps looking to be let back in with the new addition
of her girlfriend Roberta. Ian tried not to think about his mother too much; he knew she was up
to something but hadn’t been able to work out just what yet, but he would he knew that between
him, Lip, and Fiona they always did.

Glancing up as the door opened he saw Mickey flipping the sign and knew this was quickly
becoming the best part of his day. Maybe now he could forget if only for a while the hell his life
had become.

XXXXXXXXX

The second he hung up from Linda, the news that she was going to be taking the boys to spend
the night with his mother so she could visit her aunt in the hospital in Aurora without having to
rush or drive at night Kash punched the air in excitement. All night with Ian sounded like
heaven, he had been pulling away a bit lately and this was just what they needed to get back on
track. As he ran into the store shouting the good news he found he couldn’t find Ian anywhere,
thinking maybe he was stocking the coolers he opened the door to the storeroom and froze.

There on his hands and knees rocking forward with every thrust was Ian.

He could tell the boy knew he was there by his clenched fists and the blush working its way up
his neck to his face, but the hand pressed to the center of his back held him in place. Looking up
from that hand he found Mickey Milkovich grinning at him with smug satisfaction in his eyes.
Backing out of the room and letting the door close he fought the despair that threatened to
overwhelm him. While he’d known all along that he had no future with Ian, he had loved him on
some level and seeing him like that with… Mickey filled him with equal parts sorrow and rage.

XXXXXXXXX

Mickey wanted to laugh as he watched the door close. When they’d heard the man calling Ian
had tried to get up, one shove of his hand and a word of warning was all it took to keep him in
place. When the door first opened Gallagher tensed every muscle in his body and it felt like
heaven. Looking into the old pervs eyes and watching him shatter with every thrust made it all
even better.

Now that they were alone again he took his time making sure to draw out every moan of ecstasy.
When he noticed Ian biting his lip and trying to hold back his sounds of pleasure he would have
none of it. One slap to the boys ass and a hard thrust broke that barrier to pieces. No one stifled
Ian’s moans of pleasure but him. Thoughts of their first time together coupled with the pleasure
of this time had him coming fast and one final thrust had firecrotch following.



As he watched Ian drag on his clothes, shame coloring his face he smirked.

“Go on home Gallagher. Kash will cover the rest of your shift for you.” He watched the urge to
fight come and quickly fade. Good boy.

He watched him walk quickly past his boss without once looking up and quickly run out the
door. Now he and Ian’s ex had a few things to discuss. This should be fun.

XXXXXXXXX

Kash watched Ian practically run out and moved to follow, he still had four hours to his shift.

“Let him go.” He froze in place behind the counter. He’d forgotten about Mickey, something
he’d never done before and something that would likely never happen again. Not after today.
Turning to face the boy he found the same smug smile on his face as before.

The bastard.

“Me and you, we got things to say and you can work his hours. It is your store after all.”

“What do you want Mickey.” He’d never taken that tone with a Milkovich before, obviously his
brain had stopped working.

“Forceful, way to go you found your nuts. Here I thought the little wifey had permanently
snatched them away from ya. As for what I want, that’s easy, I want what I have… Gallagher.
You aren’t thinking about trying to keep me from what I want are you? Cause I gotta tell ya not a
smart move. Not smart at all.”

The thought of this… thug with his hands on Ian filled him with rage. For once he let the rage
run wild.

“You were right before Mickey this is my store. I think I’ll have you banned and of course with
my wife being so busy lately with the boys I’ll have to increase Ian’s hours, we really need the
extra help around the store. I may even have you prosecuted for all the theft over the years.” He
watched the bastard pick up a snickers and take a bite like he hadn’t heard a word he’d said.

“You could do all those things, sure. Then I could have Ian go to the cops about your illegal sex
shit. How do you think the rest of the neighborhood, especially my family, will react to that?” He
felt cold fear seep into his bones with every word that fell from Mickey’s mouth. He wouldn’t!

“Ian would never do that!”

“He would if I told him to. As you saw in the storeroom it would be one of the better things I’ve
had him do for me.”



He was talking about Ian as if he were some pet, a dog, meant to do tricks on command. Of all
the nerve.

“You talk about Ian like you own him.” The next words nearly stopped his heart.

“I do, and there’s nothing you or anyone else can do about it. You see I always get what I want.
Right now what I want is Gallagher. If you try and get in my way I will destroy you, burn your
life to the ground, then step over the ashes and get him anyway. Go ahead, step up if you’re
feeling brave today, just remember what’ll happen tomorrow.” With that Mickey left the store in
that moment he knew two things, what he wanted to do and what he was going to do.

Unfortunately the two did not match because no matter how angry he was at heart he was a
coward and he knew it, even worse Mickey knew it. Feeling all of his anger drain away he sank
down onto the stool behind the counter and set to work completing Ian’s shift.

XXXXXXXXX

Ian laid in his bed listening to Monica laugh and Lip curse and couldn’t help but wonder what
tomorrow would bring. Lip had figured out Monica’s angle, she and her ghetto girlfriend weren’t
here for all of them just for Liam and if they had their way they’d be leaving with him. He knew
Fiona would fight it that was a given but everyone knew their sister wouldn’t have a legal leg to
stand on. Their only chance would be to figure out exactly how they planned to pull this off and
in true Gallagher tradition wreck it beyond repair. To that end he and Lip were gonna shadow
them the next day instead of going to school to try and piece it together. He didn’t have work the
next day either which considering how he’d left today was a blessing.

He didn’t know what to do anymore. Maybe he’d run it all by Lip tomorrow his brother was
always good at sorting out the mess that was life on the south side maybe he would be able to
help him see his way through this.

CHAPTER 3 - TRUTH AND CONSEQUENCES



Ian sat in the car next to Lip and waited for Monica and her girlfriend to come out of the
paternity office and tried to figure out how to start the conversation he wanted to have. Even
though Lip knew he was gay, one of the only people he was out to, he still couldn’t bring himself
to bring up the change in his love life. Or really his love life in general. He didn’t know why he
had such a hang up about it, it wasn’t like Lip ever hesitated to tell him every graphic detail
about his encounters with Karen or Fiona shied away from telling everyone about her love
connections and the less said about Kev and Vee in that area the better.

“So, what’s going on with you?” Shit!

“What do you mean?” Maybe if he played it off he could get a bit more time to really think this
through.

“Dude I think your ears were about to smoke, you were thinking so hard. So, I figured I could
continue to let you fidget in your seat while you try to come up with a way to bring up whatever
the hell it is. Or I could start the conversation myself and see how it went, so what’s going on
with you?”

Wow, he hadn’t realized he was that transparent. Now what? Should he circle around it a few
times or should he just come right out with it? Hell, this was Lip, the one person he could really
talk to about stuff, here goes nothing.

“I broke up with Kash.” There start small, not that they really broke up in so many words
exactly, but the look on his face when he left yesterday was enough.

“Good! I hated that guy. So what? You finally come to your senses?” He looked over to see the
smile on his brothers’ face and finally realized just how much Lip had hated Kash. He knew he



had problems with the relationship but it hadn’t really clicked just how deep the dislike went on
his brothers side.

“I uh, I had sex with someone else, it was only supposed to be this one time thing really totally
unplanned. Then he kept coming around and it sort of became this regular thing and I was
starting to slowly phase out being with Kash. Then Linda stayed somewhere else last night and
Kash came to tell me and found me with the other guy in the stockroom and kind of flipped and I
haven’t been back to work yet to see what’s happening.” There, now he had the overview out, it
was time for the hard part.

“Wow, man, uh who’s the other guy? Anyone I know?”

“Yeah.” Now he just had to find the courage to say it, the one name you should never say when
talking about gay sex.

“Yeah! Jesus, who?” He knew before he said it that the moment the name passed his lips his
brothers’ amusement would take a hell of a dive, but damn it he needed to talk with someone!

“Mickey.” The shocked silence that filled the car wasn’t unexpected but it still made him
uncomfortable. It felt like his brother was judging him even though he knew he never would. Or
maybe his world view had been so rocked he just couldn’t get his brain to work right, that had
happened to him a few times over the last few weeks.

“Mickey? Milkovich?”

“Yeah.” He knew that Lip knew there was no other Mickey it could possibly be, not in their
neighborhood, but he also understood the need to be sure.

“Oh my god Ian! Are you crazy? You came on to a homophobic Milkovich? What the hell? Do
you have a death wish or something?”

“It wasn’t like that.”

“What was it like then?”

And just like that the damn broke and he told him everything from the beginning. When he
finally finished with Kash walking in on them the silence that filled the car was entirely different,
chancing a glance over at his brother he saw something he never thought he’d see in his entire
life. His wordy genius brother was stunned speechless.

XXXXXXXXX

Lip didn’t know what to do. His entire life he’d been able to solve every problem his little
brother came to him with, all it usually took was a bit of common sense and a calm temper to



think things through, but this? This was something else entirely. This was Mickey Fucking
Milkovich. For all his supposed genius IQ he was not equipped to deal with this. However, if
eighteen years of problem solving had taught him anything it was that no challenge was
insurmountable if you had enough information. Which is what led him here, standing outside of
the Milkovich lair of darkness and dread searching for that missing information the only place he
knew he had a snowballs chance in hell of finding it. If you want to know about a Milkovich you
have to ask another Milkovich. With a little luck and a lot of prayer he might not die in the
process.

Just as he raised his hand to know the door swung open and his heart stopped for a moment
expecting Terry before he realized it was Mandy standing there looking at him like his wits had
deserted him. Which for a moment of blind panicky fear they had, but thankfully his courage had
returned just as quickly as it had fled.

“Mandy hey.” He wasn’t really sure what else he could say, Mandy was more his brothers friend
than someone he knew much about. Sure they spent time around each other, but never without
Ian in between them like a buffer to keep the snark and sarcasm from exceeding survivable
levels.

“Hi Lip. What ya doing here? Are you looking to score or something?” The slight uptick of her
mouth told him she was making fun of him, and normally he would have an opening salvo of his
own to sling in her direction, but right now he was too focused on Ian to worry about Mandy.

“What? No! I just well, can you and I maybe go for a walk and talk?”

“Talk huh? Well there’s one I’ve never heard before.” He could tell by her expression that she
was seconds away from calling him a perv and slamming the door in his face. Thinking fast he
did the only thing he could to get the information he needed and he hoped to God it was the right
thing to do even as he opened his mouth.

“It’s about Ian.”

Just like that she changed. Her hard eyes went soft and seemed to glow with an inner light of
love or something and her entire face morphed into something less scary and if he was being
completely honest more beautiful. Wow she really had it bad for his brother, or maybe she just
loved the fact that she had a friend now. As far as he knew Ian was the only boy in her life
besides her family, and maybe not even them, who never wanted anything from her and just liked
being around her for her and not what he was going to get out of her.

“What about Ian? He’s okay right?” Just like that the softness became worried anger and he
knew he came to the right person. She loved Ian nearly as much as he did.

“Well, that’s just it I’m not so sure if he is okay. That’s why I was hoping you and I could talk.”



“Yeah, alright, sure just let me get my jacket.” He really hoped he was doing the right thing, but
as far as he could tell he was doing the only thing he could. He needed information if he was
going to help his brother and since Ian wouldn’t give it to him and going to Mickey was out of
the question Mandy as Mickey’s sister and Ian’s best friend was sort of his only hope.

As he watched her jog down her front steps towards him he thought again of how pretty she was
before shaking himself. This was about Ian not about his dick, he needed to focus if he was going
to figure this out.

XXXXXXXXX

Mandy walked around the block again. She knew she was being a coward but after her
conversation with Lip she just didn’t want to deal with what was coming next. A part of her
wished she could just ignore the fact that Lip was asking questions about Mickey and Ian but she
knew she couldn’t. If she ignored it and Lip went to someone else or said the wrong thing to the
wrong person and Mickey found out she knew ahead of time and didn’t tell him. She shivered
not even wanting to think about what he would do then.

She knew Mickey loved her, but with Mickey just because he loved you didn’t mean he wouldn’t
hurt you. She asked him about it once, why hurt the ones you love, he told her it was because he
loved them that he wanted them to learn to be better. She didn’t know if she agreed with that but
her opinion wasn’t needed so she kept it to herself.

She didn’t want to be the cause of Ian getting hurt now, but if she waited and Lip got stupid
about this stuff he thought he knew, it would be alot worse later. Mind finally made up she
walked up the front steps into her house and called out for Mickey.

XXXXXXXXX

Ian sat at the register at the Kash-n-Grab and tried not to squirm. First Kash wouldn’t even look
at him opting to leave on “errands” rather than stay in the same building as he was. Then Mickey
was late. He knew they didn’t have a set time when he would come around but he always seemed
to come at the same time anyway, showing up at a quarter till one. It was already half past two
and still no Mickey.

Today was a holiday and Linda left him to close up at three for her while she took her kids to
some sort of play or something to try and give them more culture. She was convinced that if she
gave them as much as she could while they were still young and she could force them to go to
these things they would grow up to be better than the thugs they were surrounded by. He didn’t
have the heart to tell her it wouldn’t work, just look at Lip. He could quote playwrights and
philosophers off the top of his head, but that didn’t make him any less of a thug.



Getting up to lock the door and count up the end of day in his till he was halfway to the door
when it opened and in walked Mickey. For a minute he was relieved to see him but then he got a
good look at his face and knew that he was in trouble. He watched him turn the lock and flip the
sign and tried to stay still. Every instinct he had was screaming at him to run, but common sense
prevailed and he knew that running would just make everything so much worse.

XXXXXXXXX

Mickey watched Ian stiffen and knew the boy saw it coming, probably his expression, and he
liked him all the more for standing his ground. So many others had tried to run in the past, like
getting away from him at that moment would somehow make his anger disappear, like he
wouldn’t find them. Looking at Ian for a moment he made his decision and jerked his head
towards the stockroom. Watching him turn and slowly walk towards “their room” he followed
close behind slowly taking off his belt as he went.

He could not believe that Ian had been so stupid. He thought that he had understood the rules,
he’d gone so long without breaking one, but it would seem he was wrong. Ian had been talking to
Lip about him breaking rule two. No talking, how hard was that to understand. Oh well, what’s
done is done and now he just had to make sure firecrotch learned his lesson and didn’t do it
again.

“You’ve been talking to your brother about us Ian. That breaks the rules, do you remember which
one?”

Every muscle in Ian’s body seemed to freeze, like a stiff wind could have knocked him over. He
watched him frantically search that empty head of his for the answer and come up empty, he
stayed turned aways from him but that didn’t stop him from seeing his struggle. Unlike Ian
Mickey had been in this situation before so he knew what was going to happen now.

“Um, rule two.”

“Rule two, that’s right see you do know the rules. You’d been doing well too, I thought you
understood what to do then my sister comes to me and tells me that Lip is asking her all kinds of
questions about me. About my relationship with you. Now where do you think he got the idea
from?” They both knew the answer already, he just wanted to see if Ian would answer him or not.

“Mickey, I’m sorry I just, I only wanted his advice on what to do about Kash and we were
talking and I don’t know it just came out. I’m sorry I’ll never do it again I swear.” Oh the
begging and pleading portion of the punishment was his favorite, he let him ramble on for a
minute savoring the slight tremor in his voice that came from being faced with the unknown.

“I know you won’t and you want to know why I know that. Because you’re gonna remember
your punishment for it for the rest of our relationship. Turn around Ian.” Ian hesitated for a few



seconds which meant he would have to draw this out a little longer than he normally would to
make sure to knock that particular habit out of him. Gallagher turned and immediately his eyes
became transfixed by the belt in his hands. Silly boy.

“Don’t worry I’m not gonna hit you with it. I save that for when you’re being willful. Right now
I want you to get down on your knees.”

He waited while the redhead hesitated all he had to do was raise one eyebrow and Gallagher
cringed but he still didn’t sink to his knees. Oh he was going to be stubborn about this, the fear of
what was going to happen was giving him ideas about being defiant. One backhanded slap had
him falling to his knees, the corner of his mouth bleeding. For a moment he looked like he was
going to try and get back to his feet but after a second he stayed down. See he knew he was a
smart boy; he just needed little reminders of his place is all.

Reaching up he looped his belt around Ian’s neck before sliding it through the buckle and pulling
it tight around his throat wrapping the end around his fist a few times to make it even tighter.

“Now put that busy little mouth of yours to work doing something other than breaking my rules.
And keep your hands behind your back, I want to see you really work at it.”

He watched Ian hesitate again, they really were gonna have to work on that, before reaching out
and freeing him from his pants. Watching him he waited until his lips closed around his tip
before he pulled on the belt tightening it even further while simultaneously placing his hand to
the back of his head to hold him still while he thrust forward fucking his tight throat. Repeating
his rules with each thrust to help him remember.

By the time they reached the last rule for the second time he was so close. Ian’s face was turning
a bright red and his hands were fisted behind his back while he struggled to breathe. With one
final thrust he finally came and watched as firecrotch choked on mouthful after mouthful of his
hot cum.

When he was finally spent he pulled himself free of his mouth and pulled his belt free at the
same time allowing Ian to breathe again. He watched as a small puddle of his cum fell to the
floor as Ian coughed and tried to draw air into his starved lungs.

“Look at the mess you’ve made. Lick. It. Up.” He waited until Ian was on his hands and knees
licking at the cum on the concrete floor before he started speaking again.

“You’re not gonna go around talking about me again are you Ian?”

“No, I swear.” His voice was rough and sexy, he might just have to fuck his throat like that again
just for fun. Though not today, no reason to confuse him even more.



“Good boy.”

XXXXXXXXX

Lip sat on his bed trying and failing not to worry about Ian. He’d had a half day at work today
and should have been home hours ago. Fiona had been worried too, but he’d lied and told her Ian
had said he’d stay over with Mandy tonight, not wanting her to wait up for him.

He knew something must have happened and he was afraid that something had to do with
Mickey and that whatever it was, it was his fault. He never should have gone to Mandy; he
should have gone to Fiona right when he found out, but he hadn’t wanted to snitch his little
brother's secret.

He was in the middle of imagining Ian dead in a ditch somewhere like some kind of single child
parent on prom night when the bedroom door opened and Ian slipped inside. It was dark so he
couldn’t see his face but he would know his brother anywhere.

“Ian.”

He watched his brother jump in fear and knew something had happened. Not waiting for his
brother to lie to him he stood up striding across the room in three steps and grabbed him by the
arm dragging him out of the dark bedroom and into the bathroom. This way they could talk
without waking Carl. Flipping the light on he turned to ask his brother what happened and froze.

Ian’s neck was a ring of bruises like someone, like Mickey, had tried to choke the life out of him.
His bottom lip was swollen and looked like it had just barely stopped bleeding from the cut in the
corner and his left eye was discolored and slightly swollen as well.

“What the hell Ian! Did Mickey do this to you?” He knew the two of them were fucking, but was
Mickey beating Ian? Why hadn’t Ian said anything? Was this the first time? Was this because he
talked to Many?

“Calm down Lip it isn’t that bad. By morning it’ll barely be noticeable. If you’d been asleep
when I got home like you were supposed to be you never would have known.” Watching his
brother try to laugh this off made his stomach churn.

“Barely be noticeable. Well, hell I know now Ian. What happened? Did he do this because I
talked to Mandy?” That was it, that one sentenced seemed to flip a switch in his brother. With
one move he’d shoved him back until his back hit the wall so hard he bounced back off of it.

“What the hell Lip, I tell you something and the first thing you do is go running to Mandy? Why
would you do that?”



“I was worried about you. No one knows Mickey is gay they all think he’s a homophobe and for
good reason. He kicks the crap out of any queer that crosses his path. Case in point.” He was so
angry he didn’t even think when he tapped his brothers black eye to get his point across. Just like
that it was on.

Ian swung his fist full force catching him in the stomach making him double over in pain. He
knew there would be a new bruise there in the morning. Clenching his fist ready to retaliate he
started to unfold himself and looked up. Unfortunately he was at eye level with his brothers neck
and those bruises broke his heart and his will to fight.

“Go ahead, kick the crap out of me if you think it will make you feel better. But I’m telling you
right now no matter how much damage you do to me it won’t erase what he already did to you.”
Seeing his brother's eyes filled with tears just somehow made it all worse. His brother never
cried not even when Frank laid into him. Whatever Mickey did, must have been beyond bad.

“I’m, I’m just gonna go to bed. I’ll see you in the morning Lip.”

With that his brother just shuffled out of the bathroom without so much as glancing back.
Mickey Milkovich had managed to do in two months what Frank Gallagher hadn’t managed in
nearly two decades. He’d broken Ian.

CHAPTER 4 - FAMILY CONCERNS

Mickey had Ian over at the crack of dawn, while he didn’t want to sleep with the little bastard
that didn’t mean he didn’t deserve a nice morning wake up. Watching his red hair reflect the light



while his greedy mouth worked its way up and down his dick was soothing in a way he never
expected to feel. It helped him focus.

Lip knew about him and Ian and while the lesson was necessary he knew the bruises left behind
would be enough to get the bleeding heart Gallaghers to start making trouble and that wasn’t
something he wanted to deal with. Normally he would just give Ian a farewell beat down and just
move on but he wasn’t done with the boy yet and there was no way he was going to let someone
else decide when he stopped getting his rocks off with someone. Now he needed to make a plan
so that whatever came next he wasn’t just reacting.

Their first obvious move would be to try and keep Ian away from him, so he needed to be ready
for that and he knew just what to do to make sure that no matter what happened he would always
be able to find Ian and get him alone for a while.

“Hurry it up firecrotch, you and me gotta go see your boss this morning.” Closing his eyes he let
everything else drift away and just enjoyed the sensations washing over him. Life was good.

XXXXXXXXX

Lip woke up early the next day but Ian was already gone. A part of him was relieved, he didn’t
want to see Ian before he had this conversation with Fiona. If he did he might just grab Fi’s
baseball bat and go find himself a Milkovich instead.

Walking downstairs he helped his sister get all the younger kids ready for school the whole time
trying to decide what to say. When it was finally just him, Fiona, and Steve he sat at the counter
while she cleaned up the breakfast mess.

“Get a move on Lip or you’ll be late for school.” Fiona was always worried about him missing
too many days and messing up his chance to graduate, the first Gallagher to actually make it
through high school and get the prize of the diploma at the end.

“Yeah, I don’t think I’m going today. We need to talk Fi.” He watched her head snap back to
look at him and horror fill her eyes.

“Please, just tell me you didn’t get Karen pregnant.” Well that explained the look.

“No, no, nothing like that. We need to talk about Ian.” That was a phrase not usually bandied
about the Gallagher household, maybe if it had been they wouldn’t be in this mess now. He
would deal with his older sibling guilt later, right now he needed to fill Fiona in so they could try
to handle this together.

“What about him?” Glancing at Steve he thought about asking him to leave but then decided
against it. The older guy might have some good ideas on how to handle this. For all that he



wasn’t exactly a South Side hoodrat by nature that sometimes worked in their favor. The rest of
the family all thought along the same lines, sometimes rich boy was able to pull them in a
different direction.

“I know we’ve never actually talked about it but you know Ian’s gay right?” They had to all be
on the same page before they could get anywhere. He knew he was a bit blindsided by the whole
Ian liking dick revelation but Fiona had always been a bit more intuitive about this sort of thing
so it was probably old news to her. Either way the question had to be asked.

“Yeah, so what? Did someone find out? Is someone hassling him? Ian! Come down here!” He
watched the thought of someone messing with Ian make his sister turn into a fierce warrior and
was glad. They were gonna need that fire soon enough.

“He’s not up there Fiona. He already left. Ian’s been seeing this guy who’s like so deep in the
closet he couldn’t find the door if he wanted to. Ian told me about it to ask my advice on
something and when this guy found out I knew he… Well he beat the crap out of Ian for telling
me.” It still tightened his throat just remembering the way Ian looked the night before, the defeat
in his eyes enough to make him want to cry.

“He did what? Who is this guy, do you know his name? Is Ian okay? He didn’t hurt him too bad
did he?” Her concern made this so much easier but it was still hard to keep his anger out of his
voice, and the tears out of his eyes.

“Ian wouldn’t talk to me about it but he had a black eye and a split lip like the guy hit him and uh
there were all these bruises around his neck like the guy choked him or something. He waited
until he thought everyone would be asleep before he came home last night and he left before we
woke up this morning. I don’t know what to do Fi, I don’t want to make things worse but I’m
worried for him.” Hell he was whatever was beyond worried at this point, but he was also in way
over his head. He didn’t know what to do, he just hoped Fiona did.

As he described Ian’s injuries Fiona had clenched her fists tighter and tighter in rage until the end
when he thought she must be cutting into her palm with her nails by now. A glance at Steve
showed him just as concerned and angry as the rest of them. The guy really was an honorary
Gallagher.

“Do you know who this guy is?”

“Yeah, but after I tell you, you can’t tell anyone. Just my knowing got Ian hurt this bad, I don’t
want this guy thinking that his message didn’t take and that Ian’s still going around telling the
rest of his family.” That was his main concern when talking to Fiona about this, not that she
wouldn’t know what to do, but that they would all do the wrong thing again and get Ian hurt even



more. Just asking Mandy vague questions about Mickey in general had gotten his brother hurt;
he didn’t want to be the cause of anything else happening to him.

“I got it, Lip now tell me.”

Taking a deep breath he pushed back his anxiety and did what he knew he had to do.

“Mickey Milkovich.” Even saying it didn’t make it easier to understand. If asked even a few
days ago who the biggest homo hating hood rat in all of the South Side was he would have
answered anyone with the last name Milkovich.

“You’ve got to be shitting me. How the hell did Ian end up with that homophobic prick?”

“It’s a long story that has to do with Ian’s last boyfriend. What happened was …”

XXXXXXXXX

Fiona listened throughout the entire story of Ian’s love life of late and could barely keep from
getting sick. Her baby brother went from one highly inappropriate relationship to another and
she’d never even noticed, and she had a feeling that even Lip didn’t know the full story. He said
he’d confronted Ian about his sexuality less than a year ago and had only been in the loop since,
that was a lot of time left unaccounted for and she seriously dubbed Ian had volunteered
everything right out of the gate.

She’d always sort of left Ian to his own devices. He’d always done better that way. He was the
one who almost never got into trouble, the one she never had to worry about and now she
realized she was wrong to think that. He was the one she should have been worrying about the
most.

He was the one who’d needed her and she failed him.

She had known he was gay, probably before he did, and had just thought that if she didn’t
confront him about it or talk about it it would be one less thing for him to worry about. The main
fear of anyone growing up in this neighborhood with a secret like that was that someone else
would find out cause that meant one more person who could potentially let something slip and
get you into trouble. She had thought she was doing the right thing, she had even kept an eye on
him over the years looking for any sign of someone hassling him about anything and she still
missed it.

After a few hours they decided that Steve would take Liam and go pick up Debbie and Carl from
school. He would keep the kids away from the house for a few hours so she and Lip could try
and talk some sense into Ian. If that didn’t work then they would gather all their courage and go
to the source. Mickey. She never thought she would see the day when she would have to a



Milkovich about their relationship with one of her siblings. She thought she had raised them all
to be smarter than that.

XXXXXXXXX

Mickey had Ian follow him into the Kash-n-Grab just after nine, sure it was a bit early for him to
be out and about most of his usual dealings didn’t even start until after noon, but he knew early
in the morning was their slower times. Just after school started they were dead quiet until the
junkies and the bums woke up around noon, that left him with plenty of time to set everything
straight with Kash.

He thought about it for a bit after he and Kash had their little talk and while sure perv boy agreed
to everything he wasn’t the one running things. It wasn’t his agreement he needed but his wifes.
The sound of the bell over the door had Kash looking up from his magazine and a scowl of
impotent rage sent his way. It must be hard being so weak.

“What are you doing here?”

“Don’t worry towel head I come with a peace offering of sorts. Ian.” He already told Ian what he
wanted him to do today and after a little refresher on the rules the boy had agreed. Watching Ian
shuffle over towards the old fuck and drop to his knees filled him with an emotion he had never
felt before, he had used his boys to close deals in the past but had never felt much of anything at
the sight of them doing it before. He would have to think about it later, the clock had just started
ticking down on their little visit and he had a conversation he needed to get through.

“You two have fun, I’m gonna go up and have a little pow-wow with Jihad Jane okay.” Running
up the stairs while Kash was too occupied to even think to stop him he let himself into the
apartment above the store. Wow, talk about gaudy what the hell this place made his eyes hurt.

“What the hell are you doing up here? Didn’t anyone ever teach you to knock?” She looked him
up and down like she already knew the answer and while he would normally meet trash talk with
trash talk now wasn’t really the time for it. He would have to owe her one.

“You and I need to have a little chat.”

“We don’t have anything to talk about, you need to leave.” She was trying to come off forceful
but he knew him being in her home was knocking her off stride. She knew who he was, she
knew his reputation, and he was alone with her and had obviously blown by her husband to get
there. She was nervous and scared, just the mindset he needed her in.

“Really cause I thought we could chat about how your husband has been fucking Ian Gallagher
since he started working for you. How old was he when he started here again? Fourteen?” He
watched the denial flash across her face followed by that soul deep knowing that wives always



seemed to have. She knew, even if she didn’t want to know, she knew he was telling the truth.
Now he just had to make her believe what her gut had been telling her all along. “If you don’t
believe me you can take a peek downstairs and see hubby getting his rocks off in Ian’s sweet
mouth.”

He watched the implications crash down on top of her, hard enough to force her to sit down
before she fell down. Good. She understood a lot faster than her husband had and he was the one
doing the illegal shit. She looked up at him with tears of rage and fear mixed in her eyes and
what he was sure was an unintentional plea for mercy. He was a Milkovich if he sounded the
alarm on a kid fucker not only would his family descend on this place ready to burn it to the
goddamn ground but so would every other thug and banger in this shit hole of a place. They
might not be able to agree on much but the one thing every low down dirty fuck in the South
Side agreed on was that age did matter.

“I see you understand the situation you’re in here, but don’t worry I’m not in a destructive mood
right now. In fact you and I are going to come to an understanding.” Sitting down across from
her he started to outline what he wanted and what he was willing to offer in return, they both
knew she was in no position to refuse but the gesture was nice.

XXXXXXXXX

Ian got home just after three when the house should have been a madhouse making it easy for
him to slip in unnoticed and straight to his room. He wanted a shower so bad, he just wanted to
wash this entire day away. What he found instead was Fiona and Lip sitting in the kitchen
waiting for him.

“Sit down Ian we need to talk.” So much for that shower.

He didn’t want to talk to them, he didn’t even want to think after the day he had. He knew Lip
wouldn’t let this go, that he would have to go to Fiona at some point he had just hoped it would
take him a few more days to get to that point, he should have known better. They were both
looking at him like he was some cute little animal that needed to be rescued or something and he
hated it. He wanted to turn around and just storm back out of the house but the only place he
could go would be back to Mickey and that was the last place he wanted to be right now.

Sitting down at the table he kept his eyes trained on his hands, he would hear them out he owed
them that much but he couldn’t look at them while he did, it would break him.

XXXXXXXXX

Seeing his brothers injuries in the harsh light of day makes Lip sick. The bruises had all darkened
and stood out against his pale skin making him look hopefully worse than he felt. Because if he
felt as he looked he couldn’t help but wince at that thought. Looking over at Fiona he saw her on



the verge of tears and knew they had to start this talk now or risk neither of them being in the
right frame of mind to do it.

“You need help Ian.”

“I don’t..”

“Look man this isn’t some chick flick movie of the week where I point out you need help and
you deny it. Then I say you’re in a bad situation and you make excuses for Mickey. We’re just
not gonna do that okay. You are a smart guy, I should know I taught you most everything you
know, and you know that this isn’t right. You know that what’s happening between you and
Mickey is abuse and you know that you need to leave this relationship.

“Now that we’ve covered everything you already know let’s move on to the things you might
have missed. Fiona and I know you, inside and out, and we love you. Debbie, Carl, and Liam
love you more than anything. You’re the big brother who knows about all that outdoors-y
camping crap and who helps them with their feelings. So since math isn’t really your strongest
subject I’ll break it down to basics for you. That’s five siblings who love you unconditionally
and who want you around for a very long time versus one prick of a boyfriend who makes it
where you feel the need to sneak around and hide bruises from us. Now that we’ve done the
math and laid it all out for you, now you tell us what comes next.”

Fiona waited until he was done before she jumped him with her two cents worth.

“If you decide to leave Mickey I will buy more baseball bats and we’ll stand guard until he goes
away. We’ll have your back no matter what until you can walk out that door without fear of a
Milkovich coming at you. We will stick with you through all of it. If you decide to stay with
Mickey then Lip and I will hound you everyday until you change your mind and start seeing
yourself for who you really are. A bright, funny, courageous, handsome guy who deserves way
better than someone who hurts him. Before you decide though do me a favor and think about it
like this for a minute. What if it was Debbie whose boyfriend decided she was just some
punching bag huh? What would you do then?” Hopefully this would be enough to help him see
things the way they were seeing it.

Their cards laid out on the table they both got up and walked into the living room giving Ian the
space he needed to know that this decision was his to make. They would be there for him no
matter what. As long as he knew that then this was a productive day, no matter what he decided.
The sound of the back door closing had them both jumping up and racing to the kitchen. Ian was
gone. Looking at each other they tried not to freak out. He would be back, they knew that, he
always came back. Always.

XXXXXXXXX



Ian tried to stop crying but he couldn't, all he knew was that he needed to get out of the house so
he went for a walk. He knew they were waiting in the living room for him to tell them he was
leaving Mickey but he didn’t know if he could. Beyond the fact that Mickey scared him, and
what he thought Mickey would do to him if he left, he kind of thought he might just be in love
with the son of a bitch. Now the only thing he had to decide was, was the love he thought he felt
worth the pain he was in?

Mickey could be sweet and caring at times but that part of him was buried so deep under who he
was as a Milkovich that at times it was hard to remember it was even there. He was so intense
and focused not only on what he wanted but how best to get it that at times it felt like Mickey
forgot that he was a person at all. His rules were constricting at times but at the same time he saw
the reasoning behind each of them and knew why Mickey had them in place. As a Milkovich if
he came out as gay it would be like declaring open season not only on himself but on whoever he
was with at the time too. He got it, but that didn’t mean he had to live with it. Not after today.

Decision made he got up, brushed the tears from his face and walked out of the house to go face
Mickey… one last time.

XXXXXXXXX

Mickey was in his room when Gallagher opened the door and stepped inside.

“What do you want Gallagher?” He hadn’t expected to see him until the next morning and was a
little thrown to see him so soon after their afternoon adventure.

“It’s over Mickey.” Those words stopped him completely, every part of his body froze in place to
wait for what came next.

“What the hell you talking about, over? What’s over?” He better not be saying what he thought
he was. None of his boys had ever even tried to leave him before, he had no frame of reference
for this. He had only just gotten a handle on his emotions after having everything flip on him
after seeing him go down on Kash and here he was throwing him off center again. What was
with this guy never doing what was expected of him?

“We’re over Mickey. I deserve better than this Mickey, better than you. We’re done.” With that
Gallagher just turned and left.

He could have stopped him if he wanted to, easily really, but he just let him go. As much as Ian
seemed to think he was in charge of the situation there were parts he was overlooking or just
didn’t know about and it would be his pleasure to enlighten the little fuck about all of it soon
enough. Looking up as the door opened again he found Mandy standing in the doorway staring at
him.



“Happy now Mick?”

“Shut up!”

She left just as quickly as she’d come leaving him sitting there. Alone. No, no way this was not
over, not by a long shot. He was as happy as he’d ever been with Gallagher and he would get
him back. They would be happy again. Together.

CHAPTER 5 - NEXT STEP

Ian had come back a few hours earlier and both Lip and Fiona had studied him closely looking
for new bruises before asking him what happened.

“It’s over.”

That was it, that’s all he said, before heading up to his room to wait for dinner. They decided to
leave him alone with his own thoughts for a while focusing instead on what to do next. Sure Ian
had left Mickey but they both knew that wouldn’t be the end of it, from what they knew of
Mickey he really wasn’t the type to take rejection well.

“So what now?” Lip knew it wasn’t fair to look to Fiona for all the answers all the time, it wasn’t
like she was that much older than he was, but he didn’t know where to even start this time.

“I don’t know Lip, this is sorta new territory for all of us, for all the shitty relationships we’ve all
had none of us have ever dealt with someone like Mickey before. Part of me just wants to pull
him out of school and make him quit his job and keep him with me all day long where I can keep



an eye on him and make sure he stays safe.” Yeah, Gallaghers had their fair share of interesting
relationships just look at Frank and Monica for god's sake, hell they even had a few violent ones
peppered in here and there, but none of them had ever dealt with something on this scale before.
The Milkovich family wasn’t just violent; they were the professional kind of violent.

“Yeah I know what you mean, but we can’t do that and you know it. I’ll keep watch over him at
school and we really need the money his job brings in so we’ll have to come up with something
for while he’s there too. I mean Kash already knows about Ian and Mickey so maybe we could
get him to help out. I know the little perv is a coward but he could at least give us a call if
something goes down at the store, or even keep Mickey out of the place I mean it is his place
right.” Not that he really thought Kash would be a big help, hell his wife had bigger balls than he
did.

“Won’t hurt to bring it up I guess, we’ll go there tomorrow morning before you have to get to
school and figure it out on that end. I’ll have Steve take Ian to school instead of letting him walk
then you can meet him there after we’re done. After that you walk with him every day until this
blows over, I don’t want him alone for very long, no telling what Mickey will do.” That was
beyond true, while they had always known Mickey or hell all the Milkovich clan were kind of
psycho, they had never guessed Mickey was this messed up.

“What about the others?” The more people in the know for now the better off Ian would be, they
needed help, protection from the Milkovich’s wasn’t something two people could pull off. While
Steve already knew about it, he didn’t KNOW about it yet, not really. Hearing and seeing were
two very different things in this case.

“What about them?” God he loved his sister, but sometimes the bigger picture just totally eluded
her.

“What the hell are we gonna tell them Fi? Deb and Carl might still be young but they’re not
stupid they’ll notice all the changes we’ll be making to the day to day of the Gallagher way, not
to mention when Ian comes down to dinner his face is gonna totally give it away that something
is a little off here.” The last thing they needed was for the others to start making a big fuss over
Ian’s new look. His brother was already on shaky ground, he needed everything to go back to
normal again if he was ever going to get back to normal himself.

“Okay so we’ll meet them outside when Steve gets them back here and we’ll lay it out for them.”
Sounded like a plan, only one more thing to decide.

“What about Vee and Kev? They’re here almost every day, hell they’re practically family, do we
tell them to?” While he loved Vee and Kev like family there weren’t the best in a real down and
dirty fight. One on one they did alright, but going against the well armed professional thugs like
Mickey and his psycho relatives was something else all together. He didn’t even think they



owned any actual weapons, a lot like them they just had things that could be used as weapons in
a pinch. Telling them might do more harm than good.

He knew this had the potential to completely blow up in their faces here, Mickey went totally ape
shit when Ian had just told him about their twisted little relationship. How would he react to the
entire Gallagher clan both blood and honorary members knowing and uniting against him. He
wasn’t stupid he knew Mickey was going to try to get Ian back, one way or another, he was just
worried what shape that attempt would take and something told him having more people in the
know would either be the best thing for Ian or the worst. Unfortunately only time would tell
which one though.

“We tell ’em. I’ll text Steve and tell him to text me when they’re on their way, when he does you
go get Vee and Kev and bring them over we’ll tell them all together then we’ll all have dinner
here.”

“Sounds like a plan.” Now he only hoped that it worked.

XXXXXXXXX

Fiona stood out in her front yard trying to stay calm. Steve and the kids were only a few minutes
out and Lip would be back with her friends soon and she was going over what was to come in
her mind over and over again. She was second guessing everything! Should she tell them all out
here so Ian wouldn’t overhear them? But what if she did that and someone else overheard
instead? Were Carl and Debbie too young for this drama? But what if she left them out of it and
something happened while they were around and it caught them totally off guard?

Finally the car pulled up just as Lip, Kev, and Vee were walking through the gate leaving her
with no more time to agonize and making her just react, like usual.

“Is this gonna be another ‘Gallagher emergency’?” Kev demanded good naturedly using air
quotes to get his point across, causing Vee to elbow him in the stomach.

“Shut up Kev. Whatever it is Fi we are totally here for you one hundred percent, aren’t we Kev?”
Her tone left nothing to the imagination about what would happen if he gave the wrong answer,
sometimes he looked at the relationship Kev and Vee had and wished she could find something
as stable as that. She loved Steve, but sometimes being with him only added to the stress in her
life.

“Yes, honey, you’re right as always.”

“Thanks for the support guys, let's go inside and have a seat in the living room and I’ll explain
everything.” Helping get the kids herded would help her to get her thoughts straight before they
had to really talk.



Getting everyone settled she made sure that Deb and Carl were both near Lip and Steve since
they both already knew most if not all of what she was about to say she reasoned they would be
the least reactive, so the least likely to scare them with their outbursts. Standing in front of
everyone she began her little speech. She kind of wished she had more time to practice it but
time was one of the few things they didn’t have a lot of right then. If they didn’t get things
moving fast then Mickey would be able to sneak past them and get to Ian and that could not
happen, she wasn’t sure they would be able to separate the two of them a second time.

“Alright I don’t know how many of you already figured this out for yourselves but Ian is well…”
She couldn’t say it, she just couldn’t make herself out her own brother without his permission
even if it was for his own good. Fortunately Lip had no such problems.

“Ian’s gay.”

No one said anything at first, not even Carl or Debbie who just looked at each other like they
were having a silent conversation. Most likely that conversation consisted mostly of I told you so
or inappropriate dick questions.

“Fi I hope you didn’t call us over here psyching us all up for that bombshell, cause gotta tell you
less of a bomb and more of a fourth of july popper.” Kev was as usual taking everything in
stride. She couldn’t tell if he really had already known or if he just didn’t care enough to have a
reaction at the revelation. Out of everyone in the neighborhood Kev had to be the most easy
going of the lot and the least judgemental.

“Yeah honey, I hope you and Ian know we don’t care about something like that.” Vee almost
sounded hurt at the idea that they thought she would actually care about something like that.

“Oh, we know that, and that’s not why you’re here, that was just me making sure you all knew
that before we got to the problem.”

“What problem?” Now Vee sounded less hurt and more worried bordering on scared. If Ian being
gay was the warm up then the acutal problem had to be a doozy and they all knew it, and in this
neighborhood being gay brought a whole host of problems some worse than others but all of
them the kind best avoided if possible.

“Ian’s ex-boyfriend, well one of his ex-boyfriends anyway.” Thankfully Lip chimed in again
when she got tongue tied. Together they might just be able to get through this entire thing.

“What about him? Is he being a dick cause if he is Kev will totally kick his adolescent ass, won’t
you honey.” Vee, always willing to lend out her honey in times of need, was patting Kev’s knee
in solidarity.

“Yes, dear.” And Kev, always willing to agree with Vee.



“Unfortunately it’s not that simple, and Kev before you commit to that you might want to ask
who Ian’s ex is.” If it had been some little punk like Roger Spikey then she would have been able
to handle it herself, she could be intimidating when she needed to be.

“What’s the big, as long as it’s not someone like Mickey Milkovich we’ll totally be fine.”

“Funny you should mention Mickey cause… well -” She didn’t even have to finish, they all got it
right off.

“No fucking way, Mickey “homo hater” Milkovich is in reality a fucking homo!” Kev was on his
feet now, finally finding a topic he could get excited about.

“Sit the fuck down Kev, I got the feeling there’s more to this story than just that. Not that being
in a relationship with that dirty white boy isn’t enough of a reason to call a get together. I thought
Ian would have better taste, though I suppose his options are a bit limited at the moment.”
Watching Vee’s face scrunch up at the idea of fucking Mickey Milkovich was funny enough to
help ease her anxiety a little, if she was being honest she had thought the same thing when Lip
first told her about it, but after hearing about his other love choices she wasn’t sure how to feel
about it now.

“Alright I’ll sit down, no need to hit me, but I can’t wait to get to work tomorrow this is the
juiciest piece of info to ever cross the threshold of the Alibi.” Kev was one of the biggest gossips
around and finding out something like this must be making his day. Too bad she couldn’t let him
use it, them knowing to help protect Ian was one thing but if it was spread around to everyone
then they were all dead and as soon as Kev’s brain clicked back on then he would realize that
too. People didn’t fear that family for no reason, they had the rep and the power to back the
threat their name laid out.

“NO!” She and Lip started yelling at the same time.

“NO! You can’t do that Kevin! The last time Mickey found out someone knew about him
because of Ian is why we’re here now. Plus could you imagine what Mickey or better yet Terry
would do to you if you started spreading that bit of gossip around. I don’t see them taking the
fact that it’s true as a good enough reason not to beat your ass for saying it, do you?” That was
enough to at least get his ass back on the sofa. She knew it would take him a little while to work
his way through it himself, it always did, but eventually he would understand and keep his mouth
shut.

“Why what happened?” She could all but see Vee’s big Gallagher loving heart already breaking
in her eyes.



“He beat him Vee, really bad.” She was still pissed about that and wanted to take her bad to his
fat head to show him why beating her baby brother wasn’t okay, but she knew it wouldn’t work
out well for her if she did.

“Yeah and it was all because Mandy found out Ian had told me about it and I hadn’t even told
anyone else either. You can’t breathe a word of this Kev.” Lip was staring at Kevin apparently
trying to get his brain to work through sheer force of will.

“Why the fuck are we even here?” She knew from his tone that he was already on the fence
about opening his mouth about this and she already knew what would seal it forever.

“You’re here so you can help us keep an eye on Ian to help make sure this doesn’t happen again.
He broke up with Mickey but something tells me this is far from over.” Without another word to
them she yelled up the stairs. “Ian can you come down for a minute!”

Going back over to everyone else she sat on the coffee table in front of Debbie and Carl taking
their hands in her own.

“Are you two doing alright with this?” If the blatant homophobia swirling around this cesspit had
gotten to either of them she needed to know now so she could work on getting that corrected
before either of them said anything unforgivable to Ian.

They both nodded, neither of them caring about Ian being gay, but both caring a great deal for
Ian himself. She knew he was their superhero brother and they both looked up to him a lot.

“How can we help Ian?” Debbie was the one voicing the question but she knew Carl wanted to
know too, that was just the way it worked with the two of them. Debbie would ask the questions
and Carl would listen intently to the answers while giving off the impression he didn’t care at all.
At his age reputation was everything and being seen as a softly who cared about anything
especially family wasn’t cool.

“We’ll talk about it after dinner alright, we don’t want to talk about it in front of Ian right now,
he’s still hurting and we don’t want to make it worse okay.”

“Okay.” She looked over at Carl to see him nodding his agreement eagerly, apparently his rep
wasn’t more important to him than some things after all.

Hearing Ian on the stairs they all turned to greet him and froze in horror. This wasn’t the happy,
enthusiastic, outgoing Ian they all knew and loved. This Ian was a man who’d been beaten down
and didn’t look like he thought it was safe to get back up yet. Looking over at Kevin she saw her
answer, he would keep quiet about Mickey, hell they’d all do anything to keep this from
happening again.



“Ian it’s time for dinner could you help Carl and Debs get the table ready.” Watching him slowly
shuffle towards the kitchen with the kids in tow broke her heart just when she thought there was
nothing more to break.

Dinner went about as well as could be expected, everyone avoided the topic of Mickey or Ian’s
new look. By the time Ian very quietly asked to be excused everyone was extremely on edge
from all the things they had yet to say. After they all heard the door to the boys room close
everyone let it all out.

“That no good son of a -“

“Who the hell does Mickey think he is, he can’t just -“

“Poor baby, I just want to grab Ian and -“

“How do we help him Fiona?”

Fiona and Lip just waited for everyone to get it out of their systems, they didn’t even try to take
over until all the yelling finally died down.

“Okay, so this is as far as we’ve gotten so far with the plan. Tomorrow morning before school
Lip and I are going to see Kash to see if he’ll be any help with protecting Ian at work. Beyond
that we never leave him alone. Lip will walk with him to and from school every day, when he
can’t be with one of us for whatever reason we’ll send him to sit with Kev at the Alibi, if that’s
alright.”

“Sure Fi, anything for Ian you know that.”

Everyone here loved Ian with all their heart, and now they were all going to protect him with all
they had. She just hoped it would be enough.

XXXXXXXXX

Ian heard his family downstairs planning and scheming to keep him and Mickey apart, talking
about bringing more and more people into it, even going to Kash for help like that would change
anything. He could tell them that Kash was already in Mickey's pocket but he couldn’t find the
energy to make the words leave his throat and it wasn’t like they were asking him anything
anyway. All he could think the entire time, wasn’t how embarrassed he would be when all these
people found out his secret, no he was only silently counting to himself how many rules his
family was about to break and silently prayed that he and Mickey never did get back together
because he didn’t think he would survive the punishment for this.

Hell he wasn’t even sure he would want to even if he could.



CHAPTER 6 - CIRCLING THE WAGONS

Mickey made his way into the Kash-n-Grab just before closing. He knew that Kash’s little fem
nazi wife had taken their two brats for an ‘extended vacation’ to her mother’s house. Which he
knew was just fancy bullshit talk for the bitch left him after their little talk this morning. For now at
least, he knew she’d be back soon enough, she had too much invested in this marriage to just
let it drop now, not after they had already come to an understanding.

“Hey, Kash, how have you been? Long time no punch buddy.” Watching the older man flinch just
from his words was a mood boost he really needed just then. It made him smile. He wasn’t sure
how much Linda had told him but he had to know enough to know the position he was in now.
He had no power at all here, he was the one on the wrong side of the law here and had to toe
the line if he wanted to keep his freedom and his family.

“Mickey, what are you doing here? Ian doesn’t work today.” He said that like Mickey didn’t have
Ian’s work schedule memorized, like he hadn’t brought him by this morning for a little visit, when
they both knew he did. He always knew where to find Ian. It was kind of fun watching him try to
squirm out of this conversation and fail at it like he failed at everything else in his life.

“I know that dumbass, I’m here to see you. I don’t know if the little wifey told you but I’m your
new security guard for the store. I start tomorrow, she and I already came to terms about pay, all
I need now is for you to put me on the schedule right alongside Ian. If he works, I work, you
understand me?” The dark skinned man got paler and paler with every word he spoke. By the
end of it he was pretty much as pale as someone of his color could get.

“I see you do. See you tomorrow, boss.”

XXXXXXXXX



Kash opened up his store the next morning with the worst feeling of dread in the pit of his
stomach. He had of course done what Mickey had asked of him the night before, after a very
heated call with his wife, but he was also certain that there was more to the story than what he
knew. When he looked up at the sound of the bell and saw Ian’s older brother and sister
standing there looking at him with determination lighting their faces his certainty turned into a
dead weight in his chest.

“Can I help you?” He hoped the answer was no, he hoped they were here to tell him that Ian
was quitting and they needed his last paycheck. He hoped for the impossible. In this
neighborhood you didn’t give up employment unless you knew of a scam that would make you
more money and even then it was less giving up the job and more putting it on hold until you
knew if the scam would pay out or not.

“We hope so. We’re here about Ian… and Mickey.”

“I’m sorry I don’t know what you’re-” He tried to deflect, to not be caught giving away information
about Mickey, but he knew it wouldn’t work. Honestly he didn’t know why he even tried anymore,
everyone seemed to know everything about his business these days.

“Save it pervo, we already know about you and Ian, and we know about Mickey and Ian, and
frankly I am fighting a very strong urge to just deck you on principle. Good news for you though
is that no matter how fucked up your thing with my brother was it has nothing on his new thing
with that grimey thug so you’re being cut some slack.” What was it with everyone threatening
him with bodily harm lately. He’d known when he and Ian had begun their little arrangement that
there was always the possibility that someone would find out and violence would be a factor in
that revelation but he was beginning to understand just how severely he’d underestimated
everyone’s reactions. He’d thought that because of Ian’s age people would overlook it for the
most part, he wasn’t a child not really he had the responsibilities, the mind and the physique of a
man, he had been wrong.

“Look Kash, we didn’t come here to give you a hard time, we came here to let you know a few
things and then to ask you a favor. Not for us, but for Ian.” He could tell from the look in Fiona’s
eyes that while she hated him almost as much as her brother, and she found him disgusting in
that way that it seemed only women could, she was trying to be civil in the hopes of getting what
she wanted.

He nodded his head for them to continue but he had a feeling that whatever their favor was
Mickey’s request last night had already countered it. For a street rat Mickey was surprisingly
smart when it came to out maneuvering people.

By the time the Gallaghers left with his assurances ringing in their ears he felt like he was going
to be sick. Ian had managed to find the will to pull himself away from Mickey, and now he was
going to be a part of helping to shove him back towards his abuser.

Again he thought about how if he was a better man, a more courageous man, he would have
told Mickey to go to hell and taken his chances. He was a grown man after all and Ian was still



so very young, it would be the right thing to do, for him to stand up to Mickey and help keep Ian
safe and protected. For the second time though, he knew that what he should do and what he
would do would not be the same.

Picking up the phone he made a second call to his wife, she was as much in this as he was and
she needed to know the facts. They both knew she would be coming back with the boys sooner
rather than later and he couldn’t let her walk into this blind. It was bad enough he was getting it
from all sides, she didn’t need to experience this as well.

XXXXXXXXX

Ian made it to Kash’s store without incident and with his older brother standing across the street
waiting for him to get inside before he would leave, like he was Carl’s age or something. He
understood their reasoning and he was even thankful for all the protection but he had a bad
feeling deep inside that none of it would do any good.

His family thought that they knew Mickey and what he was capable of, hell they even had a
back up plan, a last resort which involved going to Terry about the whole thing. That just proved
to him how unprepared his family was. He hadn’t spent a lot of time with the entire Milkovich
family, he mainly split his time between hanging out with Mandy who still tried to be his friend
and doing everything he could to keep Mickey happy, but there were times when he would see
the others and what he saw didn’t add up to what he’d thought he’d known before his thing with
Mickey had started.

Mickey was the one in control over at the Milkovich house, he was the one giving out the orders
even to Terry, all the others were just as afraid of him as he was. He hadn’t understood it at first
until one night when he’d come out of Mickey’s room on his way home after Mickey was done
with him to find Mickey and Terry fighting. Mickey had Terry pinned to the floor and was
punching him in the face repeatedly, Terry had tried to fight back, to at least block some of the
blows but Mickey had countered every move he made and had beaten him easily.

When Mickey had gotten up off the very bloody man on the floor he’d yelled about people not
doing as they’re told. When Mickey had turned and saw him there in the doorway he’d pushed
him back into the bedroom and he hadn’t been able to limp back home until well into the night.
Fighting really did get Mickey’s blood up, he supposed he should have remembered that before
giving in to his family’s demands that he leave him.

What his family had wanted had seemed reasonable, right up until he remembered exactly who
Mickey Milkovich was. It would have been less painful to just stick it out with Mickey and wait for
him to grow tired of him like he had all the others, but instead he had pushed back and now it
was a fight. Mickey never lost a fight.

“Hey firecrotch.” Spinning around he found Mickey leaning against the magazine rack by the
door dressed in the security jacket that the store kept for the few times a year they could afford
to hire someone to stand guard over their merchandise.



“Mickey?”

“Looks like we’re working together.”

XXXXXXXXX

Kash knew that Mickey wanting a job at the store had been a bad idea from the start, but telling
him no hadn’t really been an option, not if he wanted to still have a store. He knows what's going
to happen next, and if the look of terror flashing across Ian's face was any indication he does as
well. He has tried to lie to himself all day waiting for Ian to begin his shift, to tell himself that he
doesn't know what's going to happen after he does what Mickey wants him to, but the lie falls
flat even when he's only telling it to himself. Hell he’d even tried to tell himself that Ian simply
wouldn’t show up, that he’d somehow know that Mickey was waiting for him and just not come.

Bowing his head in shame he does what Mickey told him to do, something he's beginning to see
everyone does in the end, there is no fighting Mickey, not really. He'll find your weak spot every
time and aim for it.

"Ian you're doing inventory in the back today, I'll run the front." The look of betrayal Ian shoots
him as he shuffles past towards the stockroom is the only sign that he knows exactly what's
happening. That he knows that he is a lowly coward, who never deserved him in the first place.

Mickey smirks that damned infuriating smirk of his as he follows right behind him. He tries not to
think about the sound of the lock sliding into place as the door closes behind them both.

Keeping his eyes trained on the front door he resolutely ignores the back of the store. He will
focus on his customers and nothing else, he knows it's the easy way out, but it's all he can think
to do.

There's nothing he can do, nothing he's willing to do, to help Ian so he'll focus on everything
else and leave Ian to help himself. If there's a way out he's sure Ian will find it, he's smart like
that. As the bell above the door rings he plasters on his best fake smile and gets to work.

XXXXXXXXX

Ian stands in the corner facing a rack of beer, he refuses to look at Mickey he can't yet. Not until
he can hear something besides the rush of blood in his ears, or feel something besides his heart
pounding under his skin.

"Mickey-" He tried to explain, to say something, anything to calm him down.

"Shut up Ian. I don't want to hear it right now! Now I got a gaggle of Gallaghers all up in my
personal business, Lip was bad enough but now you've gone and blabbed to everyone else.
What am I supposed to do now Ian, hmmm? You tell me!" He could almost feel the heat of his
anger rolling off his skin. Not only had he gone against him, but he'd tried to leave him too, all in
the same day. He would be lucky if he was still breathing at the end of his shift.



Part of him wanted to defend himself, to tell Mickey that he hadn’t been the one to talk, to tell
him that Lip was the one who had gone to Fiona. He couldn’t do that though, not to his brother.

"I'm sorry Mickey-" He had to try even though he knew he wouldn't listen. Not this time, not after
what he'd already done.

"I'm sorry Mickey. I won't do it again Mickey. I didn't mean to Mickey. Save it Ian, I've heard it all
from you before, after you went and opened your big mouth the first time. I let you off easy then,
and look where that's gotten us. So now you tell me, no more excuses and apologies, what am I
supposed to do now? Huh? You obviously think that I'm just full of hot air that I'm all talk, right?"
Mickey was still standing near the door across the room from him, but that did nothing to ease
the fear he was drowning in.

"No." He really didn't think that, he knew for a fact that Mickey had all kinds of follow through.

"Well you must otherwise you wouldn't have done this, you would have thought twice about it all
and come to the right conclusion. If I do this I'm gonna be in a world of hurt, but no you came to
a different ending didn't you. You thought if I do this I can just walk away, because Mickey is
such a pussy he won't do anything. All I have to do is tell him that it's over and that will be the
end of it. Is that what you thought?”

He couldn’t answer, he knew no matter what he said Mickey would just get angrier, so he tried
to keep silent. Even though he knew that wouldn’t work either.

“Is it?" He had to say something, but there was nothing to say, nothing that would make any
difference.

"No.” In fact he had known that simply telling Mickey that they were over was pretty much the
worst thing he could do, but it was also the only option. Especially now, with his whole family
finding out about the two of them.

“You keep saying this shit Ian. I didn’t think it. I didn’t mean it. I’m sorry. I’m tired of hearing this
shit from you. Time to put some fucking actions behind those words. Prove you mean what you
say. Come on Ian prove it to me. If you don’t really wanna leave me, show me.”

He knew what Mickey was asking for, what he was demanding. Now he just had to decide, and
quickly, what he was going to do. He could fight him, keep his word to his family, try to prove
that he really did want out. Or, he could give in to what he knew was inevitable, because as
much as he loved his family they really didn’t know Mickey. They knew what he used to know,
before he finally saw the truth. They thought that there was a way around Mickey, a way out, he
knew there really wasn’t.

Closing his eyes in defeat, he moved towards Mickey rather than farther away. The smirk
tugging at Mickey’s lips told him more than anything that he’d also known there had really been
no choice at all. Choice implied options, and really when it came to Mickey and what he wanted
there were no other options, you simply did what he said. When he was finally within arm’s



reach of his former boyfriend he did the only thing he could do and still call himself a Gallagher.
He punched him right in the face. When he thought about it, it truly had been the only option left
to him.

XXXXXXXXX

Lip stood on the sidewalk and waited for Ian to get off work. His shift should have ended about
ten minutes ago, but that wasn’t unusual really, so he decided to just stand back and wait for a
few more minutes before he went in to drag Ian out.

He looked around as he finished his cigarette, still no sign of Ian, the worry he felt was
beginning to grow to new heights. While in theory Ian should be safe inside the store, with each
passing second without so much as a glimpse of his brother that theory became less and less
sound. Taking one last puff he started towards the building set on putting his own mind at ease,
maybe Ian was just caught up finishing something for Kash and didn’t notice the time, it wouldn’t
be the first time that happened, though it hadn’t happened since the two had stopped hooking
up.

Opening the door the bell sounded deafening as he saw Mickey leaning against the counter
reading a magazine and looking completely and utterly bored. He had a fresh split in his lip that
he kept touching with his tongue and a shit eating grin that he wanted to smack right off his
smug little face. Kash sat at the register behind him with his eyes downcast, never looking up
from his own hands like the coward he is. Taking all this in there was only one question echoing
in his mind.

“Where’s Ian?” He didn’t know what he expected, for Kash to finally man up after a lifetime of
cowardice and tell him that Ian was safe locked away in his office just waiting for Lip to come
and take him home. Or for Mickey to do a total one eighty and say he’d given up on tormenting
his little brother and wanted to turn over a new leaf. All he got was deafening silence ringing in
his ears, until Mickeys voice finally filled the void left by his question.

“Gallagher’s in the back. Inventory right Kash?” The bastard actually paused for an answer, an
answer that spineless Kash actually gave. Like a fucking loyal dog barking on command.

“Yeah, that’s right.” Even while speaking to them the man’s eyes never left his hands.

“Been back there all shift.” Oh god.

Rushing towards the store room he ignored Mickey’s snarky remarks about Ians work ethic as
the door swung open and revealed his brother bleeding and broken on the sticky linoleum floor.

Oh god.

Part of him, a large part, wanted to turn around and beat the shit out of Mickey and Kash both.
To make them hurt as much as Ian obviously was. He could practically feel Mickey’s breath on
the back of his neck, just waiting for him to make the stupid choice, the obvious choice. The



Gallagher choice. If he did that though, there was a greater than average chance he would lose,
that he would end up beside his brother their blood mixing together on the sticky floor, and Ian
would still be at the mercy of that abusive son of a bitch until someone at the house got
suspicious enough to come here looking for them. Hell with their luck the gutless wonder at the
front of the store would lie about them having left already, and Fiona would believe him like they
both believed that he would look after Ian.

Moving forward he bent down to help his brother to his feet, he would get him home even if he
had to drag him there.

Stepping out onto the sidewalk he could barely hear Mickey’s parting words over the rushing
winds.

“See you tomorrow Ian.” Like hell.

CHAPTER 7 - SINKING DEEPER STILL

Fiona didn’t know what to do, she came home from a day working in a glorified strip club
disguised as a restaurant getting her ass pinched by rowdy drunks to find Vee in her kitchen
trying to keep Ian from losing what blood he had left in him. At first she’d gone off thinking that
Mickey had tried to kill Ian for leaving him, but Vee said that while Ian looked bad and probably
felt worse his injuries were mainly superficial. This beating was meant to punish not kill.

“What do we do Fi?” She wished not for the first time since this whole shit show started that
there was someone else they could look to for answers, because she was fresh out.

She was so far out of her depth with this, things like this just hadn’t ever come up within the
family before. The closest thing to an abusive relationship they had ever seen was Frank and



Monica, but they had abused each other and it was mostly verbal mudslinging and drug fueled
uncoordinated slap fights.

“I don’t know Lip, plan B I guess.” Which had better fucking work since there was no plan C.

“Go to Terry.” It was the only thing left to do, someone had to reign Mickey in and his father was
the only one that could do that. Owing Terry a favor, while simultaneously outing Ian to him
wasn’t ideal but it was starting to look like protecting Ian from Terry would be a hell of a lot
easier than trying to keep Mickey off his back.

“No.” Looking over towards Ian, preparing to comfort him if the pain was getting too much, she
saw raw panic in his eyes. “Don’t go to Terry, big mistake, don’t go to Terry.”

“Ian look I know that Terry is a scary guy, but we can at least keep him off your ass while he
keeps Mickey on a leash.” And God knew someone needed to put a leash on that son of a bitch,
and a muzzle, and might as well neuter him for effect during this little mental fantasy.

“No, Terry is afraid of Mickey, he’ll tell him. Don’t go to Terry, you’ll just make it worse.” The very
idea of worse seemed to make him shake in his seat, and no wonder if this was getting off light
in the world of Milkovich.

“Okay Ian, we’ll think of something else, I promise we won’t go to Terry.”

But if Terry wasn’t an option what was left? Terry was the biggest baddest son of a bitch to ever
stalk the mean streets they called home. He was the crazy bastard that even the crazies
avoided, and if he was afraid of his own son, this man who wasn’t afraid of anything or anyone,
what did that make Mickey? Worse?

The cops? As if. All of Southie knew how useless they were, hell half of them were on the take
and the other half were just too damn lazy to be crooked. Tony might have been an option if it
was anyone other than the Milkovich family. Not to mention the shit going down right now wasn’t
even illegal, unless you wanted to press charges for assault and be labeled a whiney snitching
bitch for the rest of your days.

Kash was useless as a stop gap, the coward couldn’t even protect himself from Mickey let alone
Ian. Ian would have to quit his job, and they really needed the money he brought in, he helped
them through some of the tighter parts of the month. Maybe Kev could hire him on at the Alibi,
have him bus tables or something, she knew he would look out for her baby brother at least.

No, it looked like the only thing left to do was circle the wagons and look after Ian themselves.
They could do this, they were Gallaghers they could do anything! Right now though what they
had to do was put Ian to bed and let him get some sleep. Tomorrow they would figure this shit
out.

XXXXXXXXX



Lip stood outside the Milkovich house and waited for Mandy to come out, he texted her that they
needed to talk and talk they would, about her psycho brother. If they couldn’t go to Terry for
protection they at least needed to go to someone for advice. Someone used to dealing with
Mickey on a regular basis. Someone who cared about Ian enough to maybe bend the rules a
little, if not break them.

“What do you want to talk about Lip?” Looking up he found Mandy standing on her front porch
waiting for him to speak his peace. Taking a deep breath he opened his mouth and hoped that
in doing so he wouldn’t make things even worse for his brother all over again. He knew Mandy
told Mickey about their last conversation, but he also knew that there was a way to maybe get
around that this time. All he had to do was play on the one soft spot she had.

“Ian needs your help.” This wasn’t about Lip trying to get information about her family, this was
about her best friend being in a world of pain. This was about the one person they both loved
with all their might. Before when he asked Mickey hadn’t really hurt Ian yet, he was just starting
up with his brother, this was an entirely new situation. He hoped he didn’t make things even
worse by trying this route again but he really didn’t see another way through here.

“I’m listening.”

“Look I know you told Mickey about the last time you and I talked and I get it, but I really need
your help here. You know Mickey better than anyone, please tell me what we need to do to
make this right because everything I try just seems to make it worse.” He couldn’t fuck this up
again, Ian wouldn’t survive it and if Ian didn’t survive than none of them would.

“Jesus, you fucking Gallaghers. Hold on a minute.” She opened the door just enough to stick
her hand inside to grab her coat. “Follow me fuckhead, we can’t have this talk anywhere near
the house.” Following behind her as she led him towards a shitty little park nearby he got caught
in the sway of her hips. Damn, Mandy had a great ass.

“Hey numbnuts, if you’re done checking out my ass back there you might want to hurry it up a
bit. I don’t got all night.” Shaking his head to clear his mind from the gutter his thoughts had
fallen into he got down to business,

“Just what the fuck is going on with your brother and mine? And while we’re at it just what the
fuck is up with your brother full out?” He knew the hit was coming before she even turned
towards him, she was a Milkovich, nothing with that family came without some violence
attached, not even conversations.

“Fuck you Gallagher, that’s my brother you’re talking about so watch your mouth!”

“Alright, sorry, but after what your brother did to mine today I think I’m allowed to be a little
pissed at him don’t you?” The way she shuffled away and refused to meet his eyes told him not
only that she knew he was right, but that she already knew about what happened to Ian or
maybe even had known what was coming before it happened and hadn’t warned any of them.
“So tell me, what’s his deal? And why hasn’t Terry set him straight yet? I thought he would have



put a stop to this mess long before now.” Hell they had all thought Terry would step in by now,
they had even come up with plans for what to do when Terry showed up looking for his pound of
flesh from Ian. Only Terry never came.

Sitting on the swing next to hers he gave her time to gather her thoughts, lighting up his
cigarette before offering her one as a good will gesture or some shit, while he wanted to shout at
her to tell him already he didn’t want to rush her and miss something important. The more he
understood Mickey the safer he could make things for Ian.

“Mickey is complicated alright. He was the sweetest fucking kid, but Terry doesn’t exactly like
people who are thought of as sweet so over the years Mickey learned how to act the part of the
tough guy, but that’s all it was, an act.”

“So what changed him?” Cause sweet kid or not, the thug he was now wasn’t an act.

“Terry changed him. About two years ago our dad came home early from a run, the deal had
gone belly up or something and he found Mickey in bed with some boy he’d been hooking up
with. Terry was furious, he got so mad he beat that kid half to death and had my other brothers
dump him off at the hospital while he had a little talk with Mickey. He beat Micky senseless,
though he didn’t do as much damage to him as he did that guy he caught him with. It was a near
thing but he managed to pull back a bit when he was laying into him. I swear if Mickey hadn’t
been his son he would have killed him then and there, but we Milkoviches have a code in our
family, no matter what you don’t spill your own blood. So instead Terry goes out and comes back
with this Russian skank from some whorehouse disguised as a massage parlor across town, he
tells Mickey that she’s going to fuck the faggot out of him, and as far as Terry was concerned
that’s exactly what she did.

“About six months after that Terry must have seen something that made him think his whore
cure hadn’t been enough because he started sending Mickey out on suicide runs. He sent him
to deal with the lowest of the fucking low, real scum, all with the hope that one of them would
pop this little teenage thug and swipe the merch. No such luck, a few tried of course but you
know Mickey he wasn’t having any of that and no matter the odds he always seemed to come
out on top. Eventually Terry got tired of waiting for Mick to drop dead so he up and rushed him
one day when he came out for breakfast, just knocked the table over and tackled him. I swear
he was planning to beat him to death.” She sounded so shook just thinking about that fight, it
must have been a hell of a sight to still make her so choked up about it all.

“So what happened, how is Mickey still running around these mean streets of ours if Terry was
so dead set on killing him?” It was common knowledge that if Terry Milkovich wanted you dead
you were better off doing the deed yourself and saving him the trouble of doing it for you, cause
when he got his hands on someone it was over before it even really started. So how was Mickey
still alive and well?

“Mickey won the fight. I don’t remember much about that day really. I remember dad flipping the
table and getting Mickey pinned under him, I remember him beating him so hard I could hear



every hit from across the room. I remember trying to pull Terry off only for him to swing back and
knock me across the face hard enough for me to taste blood and skid across the floor a bit.
After that all I remember is looking up to see Mickey covered in blood standing over a downed
Terry with a pistol in his hand pointed square at Terry’s head.”

“Holy shit.” Sure they had some knock down drag out fights in his house, but no one had ever
really tried to kill each other. Not really.

“I begged him to put it down, not out of any feeling for our father but because a murder rap
would be a bit hard to dodge with so much blood all over both of them. After a minute Mickey
listened and just walked out of the house, he was gone for a few hours and when he walked
back in he was a new man. He stood right in front of Terry with the coldest eyes I had ever seen
and laid down the new law, he was in charge now and if our father didn’t like it he was up for a
round two any time, but he made sure we all knew what the ending would look like if it came
down to that. Terry sat there silent through the whole fucking thing, never opened his mouth
once, and when Mickey was done telling him how it was Terry just smiled and said it’s about
fucking time son, I had my old man ousted long before he reached my age.

Since then Mickey has ruled our little family. He decides on the runs, he splits the profits, he is
the final say in all things Milkovich. Terry still acts like he’s cock of the walk, says he likes the
way people shake just from the sound of his voice or the mention of his name. It’s not like
Mickey cares what outsiders think of him so he lets it pass, but it’s all just smoke and mirrors.
Terry isn’t in charge of squat anymore.” Huh, so Ian was right, going to Terry really wouldn’t
help. Well that was one less option open to them, fuck.

“What about the whole gay thing?” Could they get Terry on their side using that as leverage?
Maybe if they ignited enough rage in him over his son’s sexuality it would provoke another fight,
and even if Mickey won that one too they could find a way to spin it in their favor.

“Well, after Mickey took control he paid that Russian a visit, I don’t know what happened
between them that day but Svetlana comes around every couple of months to talk to him about
some kind of business thing so I figure they must have made peace or some shit. Not long after
that he came home with some random guy, just marched him past us and into his room like it
was nothing. A few weeks later he dragged the guy into the kitchen at breakfast, sat down at the
table like it was a normal day and declared he was done with him. My father and brothers
jumped him in seconds and beat him down pretty good, before they booted his ass out of the
house they made sure he knew what would happen if he ever ran his mouth about whatever shit
he saw in our house or whatever shit he got up to with Mickey. After him came another guy, then
another, and another-”

“And now there’s Ian.” Great! There’s that Gallagher luck again, if they didn’t have bad luck
they’d have no luck at all.

“Yes and no. Ian is different, if you had seen Mickey with the others you would know that to. If
any of the other douchebags my brother banged on the regular had pulled the shit Ian has or



even you have on his behalf he would have curb stomped them and walked off to find someone
new to play with. I don’t know what it is about Ian but there’s something there that hasn’t been
before.” She stood up throwing her now used up cigarette into the sand by their feet, she was
apparently done talking.

“What like love or some kind of fairytale BS? He beat the shit out of him, twice. How is that
love?” Love was supposed to lift you up or some, or so they say, not tear you down. How was
what Mickey did to Ian in any way love?

“Not all love is good or kind Lip, you should know that better than most look at you and Karen.
When Mickey loves someone, really loves them, he doesn’t hurt them because he wants to, he
does it because he thinks he’s helping them learn from their mistakes. He’s trying to make them
better or stronger, or whatever he thinks they need to be in order to be safe. I’m not saying it
makes sense to anyone who isn’t him, but you asked me about him and now you know about as
much as I do. Do what you want with it.” She started to walk back towards her house, he would
have followed her and pestered her into explaining herself a bit more but getting past Mickey
and Terry to get to her once was all the luck he had left.

“Like what? What the fuck am I supposed to do for Ian now? How do I save him?” She hadn’t
answered the most important question yet. Now he knew pretty much everything about Mickey,
though he still needed to have a good think about most of it to see where it fit in with everything
else he knew, but nothing about how to stop this train wreck before it completely ruined his
brothers life.

“You don’t.”

XXXXXXXXX

Mandy slowly walked back towards her house, alone, it seemed Lip had at least a little self
preservation instinct in him after all. She thought for a minute there he might offer to walk her
home or something. Instead he chose the wiser path for once and left her alone with her
thoughts.

She had just betrayed Mickey. She had told an outsider intimate details of her brothers life, the
brother who had always been there for her in one way or another her entire life. She broke the
Milkovich code. Family first, fuck everyone else.

She did it for Ian. That sweet boy who showed her that she was worth more than what she could
do for a boy with her body. The boy she would probably be a little bit in love with forever.

She wasn’t sorry.

If Lip didn’t start backing off Ian was going to be the one to pay the price for it, but the boy just
didn’t learn from hints. He needed the bigger picture, he needed reasons and fact, that was just
how his mind worked, so that’s what she gave him. She knew he wouldn’t go spreading it
around or anything, but she also knew that even without him telling everyone else he was



eventually going to get in a fight with Mickey and some if not all of it was going to come out in
the heat of the argument.

After that Mickey would come looking for her, he would know she was the only one who could
have snitched on him about his past to Lip and he would be right. When that happened she
knew she would have two choices, run for it as far and as fast as she could and never look back
or stand her ground and take her punishment like all the rest. Unlike the others she knew if she
ran Mickey wouldn’t come after her, she was his sister and he loved her, but that wouldn’t make
leaving any easier.

She wasn’t sure what she would do yet, so she just pushed the decision to the back of her mind,
she would decide in the moment. Who knows maybe Lip would be the smart guy everyone
always says he is and keep his mouth shut about this forever.

XXXXXXXXX

Mickey laid across his bed and thought about his day at work. As days went it was as productive
as he could have hoped for, he knew Ian wasn’t ready to come crawling back yet, but he would
be soon enough. He had the Gallagher pride that was hard to crack, but he would get him in the
end, he always got his way in the end.

Ian had managed to surprise him with that hit of his, it was actually pretty damn strong and not
something he had expected from the younger boy. Sure he was a southie born and raised and
he came from a family who took the whole fighting Irish thing to heart, but he’d never really
heard anything about Ian getting into fights with anyone, that was left to the rest of them.

Flexing his fingers he felt the tug and burn of his healing knuckles with pride, Ian had put up a
good fight for such a scared little rabbit. Maybe after this all blew over and everyone was back in
their proper place he and Ian would start fighting for real, just to keep things interesting. Oh yes,
the future looked fucking bright indeed.

CHAPTER 8 - OPTIONS AND OPPORTUNITIES



Lip tried to sleep but couldn’t get his conversation with Mandy to stop playing on a loop in his
brain. She made it sound inevitable, like Mickey getting Ian was just the way it had to be, like he
should stop trying to keep them apart. Like hell.

If Ian was giving up on life and starting to think that life was Mickey was the best he could do
then all he had to do was show him he was wrong. While their neighborhood might not be all
that friendly to queers that didn’t mean there wasn’t anywhere that was, he could take Ian to the
place of his people and watch the life come back to his eyes as he took in all the glitter and man
bods.

Plan in place he went downstairs to use the laptop for a little research, it wouldn’t help anything
if he didn’t know where to go.

A quick search on google for gay chicago brought back a surprising number of results. Most of
them were northside, of course, and most of the bar names made him snicker. White Swallow,
FairyTale, Manhandler Saloon, The Closet apparently puns were the name of the gay game.

He had never really looked into any of this when Ian first “came out” to him, and now he was
regretting it. After hearing that his brother had already hooked up with at least one other guy he
had just left him alone to make his own way like he was allowed to do with chicks. He thought
he was being supportive by not sticking his nose in things that were so very obviously private.

Then he found out about him and his boss and he nearly lost it. It was sick and wrong and
creepy and it took him far too long to earn back Ian’s trust after his blow up over the whole thing.
If he could he’d lead a perv posse against Kash same as he would any other predator he found,
but that would out Ian and he didn’t want to do that, especially not now.

Grabbing his coat he headed back upstairs to get Ian dressed, if they were going to hit the clubs
Ian needed to look his best. He was going to be the best damn wingman he could be and show



him that there was more to life than Mickey. That there was better than Mickey. That he had
options and the world could be full of glitter and rainbows if you really wanted it to be.

XXXXXXXXX

“What about him?” Ian was sure if he heard that question one more time he was going to snap
and kill Lip. He wasn’t even sure why he had agreed to this, but in his defense when Lip had
roused him from his nap and told him they were going out to live a little he hadn’t thought he’d
meant here.

The White Swallow was a darkened room with strobing multicolored lights that bounced off a
glittered dark dance floor. There were half naked guys in their twenties gyrating to the heavy
thump of the music covered in some kind of oil and while he knew that younger him would  have
been drooling at the thought of coming here this him was just scared shitless that Mickey was
going to appear from the crowd like a horror movie villain and punish him for not asking more
questions when Lip dragged him out of the house.

“No, he’s too short.” The guy was barely average in every way, and while normally that wouldn’t
matter to him the more excuses he could throw out there to keep from having to talk to anyone
the better.

“This from a guy seeing someone who's a good five inches shorter than him. Come on Ian stop
being so snotty and pick someone. I can’t be a good wingman if you don’t put in the effort too.”

“I’m gonna go get another drink.” While it wasn’t as easy to get served here as it was at the Alibi
they had managed just fine with their fake I.D. though the look the bartender had given Lip said
it was more a personal choice than a professional one. If his brother got too obnoxious he could
just point that out and watch him freak over it for a solid half hour. It would at least give him a
reprieve if only a short one, and who knew maybe it would be enough for Lip to call the night a
bust and they could go home.

“Fine.”

He was at the bar, not even bothering to flag down the bartender, the longer he could have an
excuse to stay away the better off he would be. He didn’t need Lip constantly nattering on in his
ear about how he could get with any guy in the room.

“Ouch, those look painful.” Turning to his right to face the guy who was brushing up against him
he found himself face to face with something he had never really encountered before. An
attractive older man. He was fit and well groomed, no dad body here. His skin was smooth and
tanned, his clothes and accessories were top of the line and fit him well this was a man of
means who was used to getting what he wanted in life with little to no effort. And right now what
he wanted was Ian, and if his voice stayed that smooth he might just get that too.

“Not really.” He didn’t want to talk about his bruises with this guy. He didn’t want to think about
them with this guy. Hell, he didn’t want to think at all.



He reached up and lightly brushed his fingers against the bruise across his right cheek before
humming lowly as if he had just discovered something he had thought he already knew but
hadn’t been sure of until just then.

“You look like you could use something to take your mind off your worries. I know just the thing if
you’re interested.” Jerking his head towards the back rooms his meaning was beyond clear. Ian
didn’t know what to do, he was utterly transfixed by this guy, but doing anything with him would
be against Mickey’s rules.

Mickey wasn’t there, and they weren’t together anymore, and his idea or not this was why he
was here in the first place. Nodding he let the man lead him away never once looking back to
see if his brother was paying attention. If he was going to do this it needed to be his choice, and
his alone.

The room was large but small cubbies had been carved out of the sides of it so there was some
privacy, even if it was only an illusion of it. After he was led into one he dropped to his knees
without prompting, Mickey hated it when he hesitated.

No! This wasn’t Mickey, he needed to stop thinking about him, this had nothing to do with
Mickey.

Unzipping his fly he felt those soft hands running through his hair and waited for the impatient
tug, the command that he get a move on, but it never came. Opening his mouth he let his
tongue trail up the exposed cock taking a moment to get him all wet and slippery, Mickey had a
habit of flipping him over mid-blow for an frantic fuck and he had learned early it was best to try
and minimise the damage if the mood changed suddenly. As the fat tip slipped past his lips and
the salty tang began to coat his tongue he remembered he didn’t need to bother. This wasn’t
Mickey.

The guy started to thrust into his mouth, shallow at first before growing bolder when Ian didn’t
protest. He knew he should, but he also knew it was easier to just relax his throat and take what
he was given, trying to refuse just led to worse things in the end.

Worse with Mickey, but this guy wasn’t like that. Where Mickey would just do what he wanted
this guy went slow with every change he made giving Ian plenty of time to back out or stop him.
There was no anger here, only pleasure and it was so freeing he found himself enjoying the act
far more than he would have before. There was nothing wrong with the guy, he was everything
he used to think he wanted in a man, but he was something so different from anything else he
had ever had he knew it would have taken a few goes to get used to it all.

When the cum began to fill his mouth he swallowed it all down with only a small protesting voice
to be heard in the back of his mind. Wiping his mouth with the back of his hand he leaned back
on his heels and looked up at the man who had changed his night without even trying to.



“I’m Ned by the way, you were great, if I see you here again we’ll definitely go for another round.
See you later.” Without a backwards glance he walked out, his needs already met, and left him
to pull himself back together.

He had just cheated on Mickey. He was going to die. Lip was going to be thrilled. These three
facts repeated on a loop in his mind until he rejoined his smirking brother at the front of the bar
and quietly asked to go home. He saw the way his subdued response brought Lips energy down
to match it but he couldn’t bring himself to care, he needed to think and he couldn’t do that here.

Ian called off work the next day, the fact that none of his siblings gave him shit for it was enough
of a clue that things weren’t going to ever be the way they used to be, before Mickey. Before
everything turned to such shit.

He just needed a day, a day to sit in his room by himself and just think. Without Mickey. Without
Fiona. Without Lip. Without anyone weighing in and telling him what he should think or feel. Last
night hadn’t been ground breaking in any way, but at the same time it had rocked him back a
step in every way that mattered. Every expectation that hadn’t been met had been both a relief
and a disappointment, it was all just so confusing.

He didn’t love Mickey and as much as everyone, namely Mandy, kept saying it he knew Mickey
didn’t love him either. There was something there, he could feel it and he knew Mickey was
feeling something too, but unlike everyone else seemed to be he wasn’t certain what that
something was.

He needed space and time to think it all through beginning to end, but he also knew that was
going to be nearly impossible to find. Everyone wanted to help him so bad, they kept adding in
their own opinion when really he was the only one who knew enough to make any kind of
informed decision and the decision he was leaning towards now was one he wasn’t sure he was
strong enough to follow through with.

Closing his eyes he tried to will himself back to sleep, maybe everything would be easier after a
nice long rest. Maybe.

XXXXXXXXX

Mickey though Ian had learned his lesson by now, after their last time together there shouldn’t
have been any more of this bullshit. Now, here he was trying to track the little bastard down after
he didn’t show up for work. Running up the steps to the Gallaghers front door he pounded
against the wood until his knuckles hurt and the door was finally wrenched open by Fiona
Gallagher, the head bitch in charge of the Gallagher clan. Just the bitch he needed to talk to, if
anyone knew where Ian was it would be her.

“Where’s Ian?” She looked at him with so much disgust it was like he was pissing on her shoes
or something. Her body was braced against the door frame, obviously not wanting him in her



house, but was that because it was him or because Ian was inside and she didn’t want him near
him?

“Fuck off Mickey, Ian doesn’t want to see you.” Yeah, like that wasn’t fucking obvious.

“That’s nice, is he upstairs?” They way her eyes darted away from his told him he was right, Ian
was inside now all he had to do was get past the dragon at the gates.

Using all the strength his body could muster he pushed past her, the surprise helping him as
much as the push did, breezing into the house like he owned the place.

“Ian get your ginger ass down here!”

“He’s not here Mickey.” Yeah right, and when he found him they were just going to talk.

“If he really ain’t here then you won’t mind me having a quick look.” He was heading towards the
stairs when his path was blocked by old loudmouth himself. Phillip.

“Fiona already told you Ian isn’t here Mickey, so why don’t you just fuck off back to your own
house?” He was standing on the stairs arms crossed obviously intending on blocking his path.
“You must have better things to do today than run around after Ian. Don’t you have some guns
to run, Russian whores to talk to, drugs to buy?”

For a moment his mind went completely blank. No one on the southside knew about his
dealings with Svetlana, so how did Lip find out? Only his family knew and they would never tell
an outsider his business, especially not that business.

“Yeah, maybe I do. You tell baby bro I’ll catch up to him some other time. You hear me Ian!
We’re not done!” Turning away from them both he rushed back out the door heading towards his
house and hopefully some answers.

Mickey walked home trying to keep his anger in check but failing, every step towards his home
had his mind spinning faster and faster and his anger rising just as quickly. He knew it hadn’t
been his father, even the ballsy Gallagher clan wasn’t brazen enough to ask Terry for anything,
even information. His brothers knew all about it, but Lip didn’t know any of them well enough to
just walk up to one and start interrogating them. That only left one person who could have told
Lip about his dealings, and the very idea of it made his stomach start to turn.

“Yo Mandy!” Slamming her bedroom door open he was greeted with a look of pure sibling
hatred. Like fuck.

“God, don’t you knock asswipe?”

“Normally I would totally respect your privacy princess only it seems you ain’t respecting mine.”
He locked eyes with her not wanting to miss it when realization hit and she admitted what she
had done.



“Oh.”

“Oh is fucking right. Where the fuck do you get off telling Lip Gallagher of all people my fucking
business. How much did you tell him Mandy? Why? Did he get you all hot and bothered so your
brain stopped working.” He knew his sister was a bit on the boy crazy side but if brainiac was
what did it for her at the moment he just might have to start vetting her fuck buddies. Just to
make sure she never tried to sink so low again.

“Mick.”

“Don’t you fucking Mick me! I asked you a goddamn question and you better start fucking
answering me. Why?” He knew she had a reason, they were a lot alike in that area, but
whatever reason she had would never make it right.

“I just thought-” She started and stopped, biting her lip, before falling completely silent again.
Apparently she realised her reason wasn’t good enough and now she didn’t want to own up to it.

“You thought what? Huh?”

“He came by asking about you and I thought if he understood better than maybe he would stop
making everything so fucked up.” God damn it Mandy. Now she sounded close to tears, and she
probably looked it too but he couldn’t tell since she refused to look him in the eyes.

“So you thought you were helping? By telling my private business to a guy who could spread it
all over the fucking neighborhood. How is that helping me exactly? You could have just told him
to fuck off.”

“But then Ian would-” She was helping Ian, he understood the impulse there was just something
about the guy that screamed help me at the top of its lungs. He understood the impulse but
what she had done was not okay, she would have hated it if he’d done something like that to her
when it came to her personal dealings and now she turns around and offers up his whole life to
someone neither of them really know.

There was no way she told him about the whore and just skipped over the rest.

“Oh so this wasn’t about me at all, it was about Ian. Why didn’t you just say so.”

“No I-” Now she was looking at him, her eyes watery and pleading with him. Any other day that
would have been the end of it, she felt bad and that would have been enough. Normally he
hated it when his sister cried no matter the reason, but not today. Today she needed to
understand.

“No! No more excuses from you. You broke the fucking code Mandy. If you were anyone else
you would be on the floor right now praying not to die under my boot. Damn it! What am I going
to do with you now? Huh? You tell me. What am I supposed to do now?”



“I don’t know Mickey.” He knew what he should do, he also knew what he wanted to do now all
he needed to know was what he was going to do. There was really only one option, she got
herself into this mess, now she could work her way back out of it.

“Well I do. If you want to help so much then that’s exactly what you’re going to do. You’re going
to help me. I want you to go to the Gallaghers and find out whatever the fuck Ian is hiding from
me, he’s ducking me today which means there’s something he doesn’t want me to know and Lip
was too damn smug not to know what it fucking is. If he knows then it’s a safe be the whole
fucking family knows, they share and share alike over there. Find out for me Mandy or don’t
bother coming back here.” It would gut him to lose his sister, even to something as mundane as
a fight, but right now he didn’t trust her and he needed to trust the people he lived with. That
was the only way this whole thing could ever work.

XXXXXXXXX

Mandy sat on the edge of her bed and held in her tears. A beating would have been easier to
take than that look of betrayal on her brother's face. She knew he would be angry, she even
knew he might be disappointed in her for telling Lip so much about the family. She hadn’t
expected him to look at her like she was his enemy. She needed to earn his trust back and fast,
if he had too long to stew about it all she knew there would be no changing his mind back. He
was stubborn like that.

Rummaging through her closet she sorted through all of her clothes until she found a more
understated sexy combo to wear to go see Ian. She knew he wouldn’t be the one to tell her
anything, he would be too on guard around her afraid she would tell Mickey everything he said.
She would need to target Lip and for that she needed to look sexy without trying to look sexy,
she couldn’t go looking for Lip right off or he would get suspicious but she could spend the night
with Ian and just happen to cuddle up with Lip. If Mickey was right and Ian was avoiding him he
would probably wouldn’t want her around either, but he would never turn her away leaving her
with the perfect opening.

She could do this for Mickey, she would do this, and he might even forgive her.

CHAPTER 9 - TELL ME WHAT YOU SEE



Mandy walks to the Gallagher house trying to calm her breathing and stop her mind from racing.
She could do this, it wasn’t like she hadn’t been a sounding board for Ian in the past, even when
he was trying to get his head on straight around Mickey. If trying to wheedle it out of Ian failed,
which she was sure it would best friend or not, she could always go to Lip. Mickey had said he
probably knew whatever the fuck this was all about just as much as Ian did.

Walking in like she lived there she went up the stairs and straight to Ian’s room before anyone
could notice she wasn’t actually a Gallagher, and just like Mickey thought that was where she
found him flat on his back smoking a cigarette so deep in thought he didn’t even notice that she
came in.

“Jesus Ian, don’t fall into a coma, it would be boring without you around.” It took longer than it
should for his eyes to focus on her but when they did they flashed with fear for a moment, trying
to see behind her before he finally calmed down in the knowledge she was alone. Shit, Mickey
had been right Ian was hiding something.

“Scoot over bestie, I’ve had a shit day.” She watched him think about it for a minute, he wanted
to be there for her but at the same time he didn’t want her there at all. He was so deep in his
own head he was half asleep.

“Now isn’t really a good time Mandy.” He sounded so sad about turning her away, no one ever
had before always too wrapped up in their own shit to really care about hers. But that was just
who Ian was, he was the boy straight out of a fairytale. Prince fucking charming, if only he had
been into girls maybe they could have had their happily ever after together.

“That’s alright Ian, I’ll find somewhere else to be.” She normally would have ragged on him a bit,
tried to guilt him into letting her stay, but she didn’t want him to feel back about pushing her
away when she wasn’t really there for him in the first place.



She needed to find Lip. Everyone knew that all Lip needed to start talking was an opening, so
she would give him one and see what came up. Running back down the stairs she found Lip
and little Debbie in the kitchen cleaning up after dinner, she hesitated in the doorway for a
moment before digging down deep for her inner Milkovich and sauntering in like she had every
right to be there.

“What the fuck are you doing here?”

“Uh my best friend lives here buttmunch. I’m here all the fucking time, what the fuck’s your
problem?” She went to the fridge to grab herself a beer, making sure to bend down to look for
something else while she was at it. Standing up she slammed the door closed before turning
back to Lip and the kid, leaning back against it she sighed. “Why don’t you Gallaghers ever
have anything good to swipe?”

“I’m sorry our larder isn’t up to your standards princess.”

“Whatever.” She wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction of knowing she had no idea what he
had just said. He lived to lord his brain over everyone else.

“Seriously though, why are you here?” Debbie chose that moment to slip out, getting out of
clean up while big bro was distracted. Smart kid.

“Like I said I came to see Ian, but he looks really out of it so I came down to get a beer before I
tried again.” Leaning against the counter she put the beer down next to her before crossing her
arms to draw his eyes to her chest. The more distracted he was the easier this was going to be.

“Yeah, he’s been in a mood all day, you’d be better off calling it quits and trying again tomorrow
or something. You know how he can get when he’s too deep in his own head.” That she did,
when Ian was thinking too much the rest of the world had a tendency to slip away. It would take
a bomb blast to knock him back to reality.

“Well, I was going to try and get an invite to sleep over, my house is not very welcoming at the
moment. With Ian out of it, and my house a warzone, that must mean it’s up to you to entertain
me.” Taking another long swig of her beer she kept her eyes closed, knowing exactly the picture
she made with her head tilted back and a bottle at her lips.

“How do you figure?” He sounded more distracted than incredulous, though the annoyance was
there it was too busy being strangled by lust to do him much good.

“The way I see it you did check out my ass last time so I figure you owe me a thrill for a thrill.
Dance monkey boy.”

“If it’s a thrill you want.” He moved closer to her, he was so on the hook now she could blow him
over without much effort at all.



“Well I was hoping for a roll in Ian’s bed, but yours might do in a pinch.” She closed the gap
between them, their mouths now so close every word was felt before it was heard.

“Yeah, it’ll definitely thrill you more than his, plus there’s a bit more privacy.”

“Sold.” They came together wildly, his tongue invading her mouth with the urgency of a starving
man. It must have been a while since Karen let him slide in.

They made their way up the stairs, tangled in each others arms, him in the lead moving her
back towards his room with his firm grip keeping her from tripping over anything in their way.
The room wasn’t the largest, but the bed was decent and that was all they really needed
anyway. While he was pulling off his shirt she tried to shimmy out of her shorts without having to
move him to get them down, they were a mess of half removed clothes and desperate groping.
It was amazing.

Their coupling didn’t take long at all once they really got started, honestly she hadn’t expected it
to after she realised just how desperate he was. He was rolling off of her before she had really
gotten very far at all, his breathing heavy and his skin covered in sweat. The technique had
been there but the timing was off.

Taking the cigarette he offered, likely as a consolation prize over his shitty performance she
thought for a minute before broaching the subject she came for again. Maybe he would be so
moved by his less than earth shaking fucking skills he would let something slip out of
embarrassment.

“What’s up with Ian anyway? Not that you didn’t deliver on the promise of a thrilling time, but he
was being a real a-hole to me earlier.”

“Nothing he should be on cloud nine now that your brother’s out of his life.” He gave her a
pointed look waiting for her temper to take over, it was hard to hold back when all she wanted to
do was hit him until that smug look left his stupid face.

“So he and Mickey are really over now?” She didn’t believe it, Mickey wasn’t the kind of guy you
could shake if he didn’t want you to and he definitely didn’t want Ian to shake him yet.

“Completely.” There was something behind that word, he smiled too much when he said it for it
to not mean anything.

“You sound sure, I don’t know there’s a lot of bounce back in relationships like theirs.” What did
Lip know that she didn’t?

“Yeah, Ian definitely has Mickey out of his system now.” It took her a moment for it to click why
that was ringing such a bell for her. When it did she felt like she was going to be sick, it wasn’t
what he was saying it was the tone he was saying it in. It was the same tone every guy in the
world used when someone they ran with scored. It was the fuck tone. The maybe I didn’t get
any but at least someone did, tone.



She needed to get out. Now. Rolling over she groped for her pants, dragging her clothes on
easily in the dark. Most of them hadn’t really made it off in the first place, more pushed aside
than anything.

“I’m gonna go back over to try and poke Ian back to life. No offense but you’re not the bed
partner I came for.” Turning away she fled out of the room and kept going until she was standing
on the street outside.

Mandy was shook and she couldn’t even try to hide it, Ian had cheated on Mickey. She had no
idea what she was going to do now. Mickey wanted to know what Ian was hiding, and he
wouldn’t forgive her if he found she knew and didn’t tell him, but at the same time this was far
bigger than she had thought it would be when she agreed to look into it. None of the boys who
came before him had even even thought about doing something like this before, she had no
idea how her brother would react other than with absolute violence. He could kill Ian.

Taking out her phone she pictured Mickey the way she had left him, sprawled in the middle of
their couch alone playing one of his stupid ass video games, he looked so intense while reigning
down CGI hell it made her mind shiver at the thought of telling him now. Maybe she could wait
until he was in a better mood, but then again these days he was never in a better mood.

The quicker the better, hitting speed dial she took another breath half hoping he wouldn’t
answer but knowing her would. He was waiting for her call.

“What?”

“Mick, we need to talk about Ian.” She was going to hate herself for the rest of her life if Mickey
really hurt Ian for this, but she couldn’t see any other options. She had to tell him.

XXXXXXXXX

Mickey had never been this angry before in his life, no one had ever made him this angry before
in his life. Not even Terry. When Terry had started coming at him it had been expected, even
normal, but what Ian had done was so against everything he had ever thought might happen it
was grating on him just to think about it.

He needed to get to the little bastard and explain why doing shit like this wasn’t allowed, but
there was nowhere he could take him. His siblings were setting up camp at his side making it
next to impossible to get his hands on him. But he had a plan, for all that the Gallaghers were
protective they were also really gullible when given information by someone they trusted to tell it
to them straight. Someone like Linda Karib.

Linda had a rep in the neighborhood of being honest and a real ball buster. As far as anyone
outside of the situation knew Kash had been the one to hire him to work in the store as a result
of his chicken shit nature getting the better of him, so as far as everyone else knew Linda was
completely in the dark about everything.



So having her call up Fiona and apologize one mother to another pseudo mother was beyond
believable. She confessed to being in the dark about her husbands desires and only finding out
recently, about not knowing about what Mickey had done to Ian during his first shift at the store,
and about how she had taken care of things on her end at the store so if Ian felt safe to he was
welcome to come back to work without fear that Mickey would be standing at the door waiting
for him. All of it was the truth if only a partial truth but Fiona licked it up as quick as Linda was
pouring it out.

Ian would be at work the next day, he was sure that Lip would still walk him in but he made sure
he would be nowhere in sight when the day began. He told Kash to have Ian run upstairs to his
apartment to grab something for him at the start of his shift then to not expect him back down
until it was time for him to clock back out. Linda had taken her runts with her to visit some
relative or another, she seemed to have a million of them to choose from. He and Ian would
have the apartment to themselves to have this little talk.

The sound of sure footsteps on the stairs had his eyes locked on the door.

Showtime.

Ian didn’t look up until he was already a few steps inside just enough so that running back down
wouldn’t do him much good. Not that he would find help at the bottom of the stairs and they both
knew it.

“Hello Ian.” He kept his voice even and low even though all he wanted to do was scream and
start throwing punches.

“Mickey.”

“I’ve heard you had an eventful few days. Care to share?” He watched the panic flood his
system just before the resignation set in. Then something else flickered across his face, it was
so quick it took him a minute to understand it but when he did it made him smirk. It was
realization, he knew how Mickey had found out as surely as he knew that his finding out was
inevitable.

“Mickey I-” He didn’t let him get any farther than that, he wasn’t interested in his side of things at
the moment. He already knew enough, he knew what happened he didn’t need the details or the
lame ass excuses. He only needed to hear one thing and he would hear it before the day came
to a close.

He lunged for him, taking him off guard with how quickly things were escalating. Normally they
would talk a little first, he would let Ian talk himself around to understanding why he deserved
whatever punishment he’d earned that day, but not today. Today he had had enough.

Pinning him to the wall he started pulling at his clothes, easily twisting the struggling boy this
way and that until he was greeted with the sight of a very naked Ian. Twisting him around one
more time he pushed him face first down onto the waiting bed following behind him quickly,



crawling up his body to drag his hands up towards the headboard where the cuffs waited to be
used. Today he would learn his place.

"You know I thought you and I had a special relationship. The kind that demanded a great deal
of respect but obviously you don't understand, so I'm gonna explain it to you again." As he
spoke he started unbuckling his belt and slipping it through the loops of his pants, the only
sound heard over the harsh breathing was the jingle of metal against metal and the slow slide of
leather through denim.

Arching his hand back he held it suspended in mid air for a moment waiting for the anticipation
to grow and overwhelm the little bastard. When Ian began to squirm and tug at the cuffs binding
his wrists to the headboard he grinned. Now.

Letting the belt fall with all his might the sound of leather meeting the flesh of the little bitches
ass was so sweet and satisfying, it almost made up for the hell that firecrotch had put them both
through to get them to this point. Almost, but not nearly enough, the thing that nearly put it over
the top for him though was the begging. Oh, how he loved to hear his little ginger bitch plead
with him for mercy.

"Mickey please! I'm sorry I'll never do it again! I swear! Please just stop!"

Raising the belt again he let it fall just as hard as the first blow if not harder. The red welts
stretching across his ass appeared as if by magic before his eyes. Oh yes, Ian would definitely
learn his lesson now.

"Did you really think you could just leave? Go around offering up this ass to every swinging dick
you meet? Huh?" Stretching out over him he reached up and gripped his hair tightly pulling his
head back to place his mouth right next to his ear. "You don't fuck around on me Ian, the only
way you’ll be riding some other dudes dick is if I decide to put your tight little ass there. Do you
understand Gallagher?"

"Yes! I understand Mickey I swear, I won't do it again, not ever again I promise."

"You know what Ian, I don't think you do understand, not yet anyway but you will. I promise you,
you will."

As he spoke he gripped Gallaghers narrow hips in his hands and lined him up just right, this was
going to be so good, even the thought of it was almost orgasmic. For the first time in over a
week he would be inside his little firecrotch, and it felt powerful.

XXXXXXXXX

"No, Mickey please don't-" Ian began to beg once more, useless though he knew it was, he had
to try. He had screwed up and brought this on himself he knew, Mickey decided he needed to
learn something and this was his lesson.



The rest of his plea was nothing but a grunt of pain as Mickey slammed into him burying his full
length into him with one long hard thrust. The rock hard pelvis hitting the new welts on his ass
causing white hot pain to shoot through his entire body, this could not be happening! Each thrust
caused more and more pain to course through his veins until he wasn't even trying to keep
himself up any longer. The only thing keeping his ass in the air was Mickeys bruising grip, as he
buried his face in the pillow beneath him, unable to still the sobs pulled from his chest.

A sharp slap to his already battered ass brought his head up and his mind back to his current
reality. He had to get through this, maybe if he just survived this lesson everything would get
better... somehow.

"Who do you belong to?"

"You, Mickey, I belong to you."

"Fucking right you do! Are you ever going to step out on me again?"

"No! I swear."

"Why? Huh, why won't you go whoring around again?"

This one was trickier, the other panted questions had simple easy answers that he could just
repeat by rote almost, no real thought involved. This one though, he wanted a specific answer
and if he didn't get it he was afraid of what might happen next, the last thing he needed right
now was another lesson on top of this one. What had he said before about the lessons?

"Because you love me, and I love you." Closing his eyes tightly he waited for the response
hoping that was the right answer. The room was silent for a few minutes, nothing could be heard
but the harsh slap of flesh against flesh with Mickey's every thrust into him. Please be the right
answer.

Still nothing, at first he thought he might have said the wrong thing and made him even angrier,
like too angry to speak even, but he soon realized that was it at all.

"That's right baby, mmmhmm." He wasn't talking because he had gotten the answer right,
Mickey was happy, for the moment anyway.

It seemed like it lasted for an eternity but soon enough Mickey stiffened behind him and he felt
the warm rush of cum filling him up. It was over! Finally. No sooner had the thought entered his
mind than Mickey finally released his grip and fell to the side of him almost like this was just a
normal quickie between lovers or something. His every muscle went lax now that his body
wasn't being assaulted every second any longer, he was boneless with relief. That was it the
lesson was done, any time now Mickey would untie him and that would be that. Right?



CHAPTER 10 - GOODNIGHT AND GOODLUCK

Fiona rubbed her hands against her face to try and wake herself up a bit more, the coffee wasn’t
helping; she had been up for so long she was developing a tolerance for the caffeine and sugar.
Ian hadn’t come home the night before and she was going out of her mind with worry, normally
she would have just shrugged it off and gone to bed with a plan to yell at him in the morning for
making her worry but after Mickey came into their lives each missed check in became a thing to
fear.

They had thought it would be safe to let Ian go back to work after Linda Karib had called and
said that she was finally in the know about the whole situation and had taken care of things.
Everyone knew that once Linda chose to handle something, it got handled. When Ian hadn’t
come home on time from work she had Lip go get him thinking maybe he just didn’t want to
chance walking home alone, something she should have thought of but it had completely
slipped her mind in the relief of having another ally on Ian’s side. Lip had come back furious
saying that the store was closed with a sign on the door saying they would be closed for repairs
for the next three days, something about an inspection or something, with no sign of Ian.

They had both run to the Milkovich house but were greeted by Terry at the front door who told
both of them to fuck off before they could even ask if Ian was there. While they were sure he
was they hadn’t wanted to chance stirring Terry up enough that he would do something they
couldn’t handle. If they were both out of commission there wasn’t anyone left to really help Ian,
so they backed off and made their way back home trying to come up with some kind of plan to
either get in that house or find a way to get Ian out. Calls to Mandy went to voicemail, neither of
them knew Mickey’s number not that it would have done them any good to try, and Ian didn’t
have a phone of his own. By the time morning rolled around all that was left to do was to wait
and worry.



Hearing the front door open she jumped up to run and see who it was, if it wasn’t Ian she was
going to say fuck it and do her best to storm the gates of the Milkovich house herself, she
couldn’t keep sitting around. Seeing her brother trying to slip past her notice and up the stairs
would have normally filled her with amusement at the idea that one of them thought they could
get something over on her, but with this brother the furtive behavior filled her with pain. What
had happened now?

“Ian?” He froze on the stairs but refused to turn around, oh no. “Ian look at me.” She knew what
she was going to see, but she needed to see it. She needed the anger it would bring.

He finally turned towards her after thinking about it for just that little bit too long. His eye had
been blackened again and his lip cut, she could see bruises peeking out from under his clothes
on his wrists and neck and the way he moved told her there was far worse under them that she
couldn’t see.

She reached out her hands hesitating for a just a moment, giving him enough time to move
away, before pulling him against her where he finally broke. His sobs and the wetness of his
tears against her neck broke her heart. Squeezing him just a little tighter, not wanting to
aggravate his injuries but needing him to know that she loved him and she would always be
there for him, she cleared her throat to speak past the painful tightness building there.

“Go lay down sweetie I’ll be up to take a look at you in a minute.” Rubbing up and down his back
she gave him the best reassuring smile she could slap on with her watering eyes. While she
watched him slowly trudge up the stairs, his head down and his shoulder still tense and
hunched over ashamed of the weakness he just let slip. This had to end and she knew just how
to end it.

For Ian.

XXXXXXXXX

Mickey was sound asleep. His morning romp took a lot out of him after the night he had, after
their shift at the store ended he had brought Ian back home with him to spend the night and
make it up to him, he would get up around noon and start his day then. It wasn’t like he had
anywhere to be today, he showed up when he wanted to and no one said dick about it. He was
in that pleasant state of floating somewhere between being awake and being asleep, where the
world didn’t exist when the world decided to descend on him again.

A loud bang of his door hitting the wall behind it had his eyes snapping open just in time to feel
the cops hands grabbing at his arms. He was pulled out of the bed and slammed onto the
ground, his hands were already being cuffed behind his back so he had no way to keep his face
from being rubbed against the carpet, he could feel the burn against his cheek.

He could hear his dad and his brothers yelling across the house, he had a feeling Mandy would
be joining them if she hadn’t gotten up and followed after Ian already. Fucking raid. He was
being pulled out in just his boxers and dragged towards the front of the house, he knew how this



worked soon enough he would be on his knees in his own fucking yard waiting to be taken down
to be booked.

Someone had to have called something in on them for the cops to be beating down their door
so damn early in the day, but no one would dare call the cops on his family. No one was that
damn dumb, well almost no one. He knew one family who just might pull that ripcord without
thinking it through first, and when he got out he would be paying them a little visit.

The sun was blinding but he managed to stay on his feet until he was shoved down next to his
brother Iggy.

“You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say can and will be used against you in a
court of law. You have the right to an attorney. If you cannot afford an attorney, one will be
provided for you. Do you understand the rights I have just read to you?” They all nodded, no
one was going anywhere until they gave some acknowledgement and it was fucking cold out
here.

“With these rights in mind, do you wish to speak to me?” His father answered for them all by
spitting at the bastard's feet. Like fuck they were talking to the cops.

“We have executed a warrant for these premises based on the belief that this house holds illegal
substances and materials. You will be taken down and held at the precinct, you will not be
booked until after the search is completed and the list of charges has been submitted. Alright,
take ‘em out of here.”

This was going to be a fun night, he knew what the cops would find. A few unregistered guns,
some drugs never enough to amount to intent to distribute, a few other little surprises but
nothing that added up to much at all. Since it was Terry’s house he would lay claim to the
majority of the things just lying around, any drugs or other shit found in specific rooms would be
laid at the feet of the owner of the room, but they always made sure those things were personal
use based. Never enough to put anyone away for very long, that’s what fucking warehouses
were for. Never keep shit on you that could get you popped for a long stretch.

Terry would probably do the full bid for the guns, non-probation felony serving three to seven
and it ain’t like Terry could ever get time off for good behavior. So he would be out of the game
for a few years. He was still considered a minor and the only thing that could be pinned to him
would be his recreational drugs that he always made sure were just under the felony limits, he
didn’t keep anything else in his room since Gallagher became a fixture there. The kid had a hell
of a temper and it was better to not tempt fate. That left him looking at somewhere around six
month inside. If he had a parent that was worth a fuck he could have gotten off with drug
counseling but given his pedigree and the fact that he had violent run ins on his sheet he would
serve at least a little time in juvie.

That was fine, it would just give him time to plan. Fucking Gallaghers.

XXXXXXXXX



Ian watched the cops pull away with the majority of the Milkovich clan in tow and turned back
towards his house to see his family standing on the porch watching alongside him. Mandy was
standing behind Fiona against the door frame of the house looking completely lost, he knew the
confusion wouldn’t last and she would soon be jumping into the fight to see how she could help
the people she cared about, but for now there was nothing for her to do. She had shown up not
long after he got home, her eyes full of tears and regret begging for his understanding, he only
had the energy to scoot over and let her crawl into bed with him but that was all they really
needed.

Lip looked equally happy and confused. He was happy to see Mickey go but he seemed
confused as to why Mandy was standing with them rather than with her own family, though that
didn’t seem to stop his eyes from wandering over her barely covered form. If his brother hurt his
best friend he would have to do something, though he had no idea what he could do about it at
this point. Mandy was a big girl and she could take care of herself, but there were some things
that as a best friend you just had to step in on and this was one of them. Sure Mandy had
screwed him over a few times when it came to Mickey but he couldn’t blame her for that, she
was just trying to survive in that house and he knew that feeling well enough to not hold a
grudge about it.

It wasn’t until he looked at his sister standing on their porch with a smug look of satisfaction
lighting up her features that he knew. Fiona had called the cops on Mickey and his family, and
she was proud of it. He didn’t know what would happen now, but he knew whatever it was it
would leave lasting damage to them all.

Fiona thought it was over, that the cops had taken care of their problem for them but he knew
better and if she knew Mickey she would know it too. This didn’t take care of anything; it only
delayed the inevitable.

Mickey would never be gone for long.

THE END


