Chapter 6

That night Ant & I got ready for the party. It took me an hour just to get him to agree on the top I was going to wear. Every time I made a suggestion it was wrong. But I had chosen all the clothes so my fashion sense couldn’t be that bad could it???

Eventually we settled on a tie-dyed strapless, denim mini-skirt and knee hi lace up black boots. All designer clothes I had bought earlier. Ant decided to go a bit more formally though. His outfit was a black dress shirt, designer jeans and black dress shoes.

By the time we finally left it was half past nine; the party had started an hour ago.

“Ant, are they even going to let us in this late?” I asked a little worried.

“There are three reasons for our delayed departure my dear! 1. The party will not really start until half past 10 when we will arrive 2. You should NEVER be on time for this type of thing and finally 3. Hopefully most of the photographers will have given up by the time we arrive.” Ant replied

“So what your saying is that despite the fact that you informed me that I have no choice I have to go tonight your still trying to minimise the amount of contact I have with the media?”

“Well yeah! Baby steps little sis, baby steps.”

“Oh ok”

At that Ant grabbed me by the hand and took me to the door. Instructing me to close my eyes, he guided me through the doorway and down the front steps.

“Open your eyes Zee”

There in front of my eyes was a powder blue Jeep Wrangler, and Ant held the keys.

“So” Ant asked sceptically “Do you like it?”

“Of course I do but I didn’t think they came in this colour?”

“Father had it specially painted for you”

“For me? But Why?”

“Because he can”

“Well in that case then I’m driving” I said snatching the keys from him.

Jumping into the drivers seat I started the ignition, waiting for Ant

“But you don’t even know where it is!”

“That’s why you’re coming with me to be my navigator.”

With that and as soon as Ant had his seatbelt on I tore out of the driveway.

Two and a half hours later, after getting lost four times and stopping off briefly to get something to eat, we finally pulled into Carnation St. 2 minutes away from our destination.

“Damn” Ant said breaking the silence. “It appears that they were tipped off!”

The first thing I noticed as I stopped the car was the huge amount of photographers that were there. As soon as we had pulled to the curb the cameras had started flashing. So many people where there, to see me of all people. They asked so many questions and so quickly that I didn’t even get time to answer. But then Ant was dragging me through the crowd.

Once we finally got through I was able to see the name of the club we were attending. KRAVEN was the name displayed on the bouncer’s shirt. But I only got a brief look as I was ushered inside.

<><><><><><><><><>

Walking into the club itself was an even more daunting experience. I didn’t know any of the people here either, and they weren’t here to see me. But once I was through that door all of their eyes found me if only for a moment.

Just as I was starting to think that it was too soon and I wasn’t ready for this, the phone that I had been given rang.

“Turn around” Lyvvi said

“But…”

“Just do it Annie!” (Apparently she thought that Annie was more appropriate than Zee)

I turned and there behind me were Ahlyvia and Nikolass. FINALLY people I knew. So the four of us found a table, some drinks and started chatting for a while. Eventually though the boys started to feel that they “gorgeous” girls in the room were avoiding them because of Lyvvi and I, so they went to mingle.

An hour and 5 cocktails later, Lyvvi and I were chatting to some of the other socialites in attendance. Lyvvi, however, did not appear to be paying a great deal of attention to the conversation. Following her line of sight I realised that she was staring at a guy seated at the bar. He wasn’t too unfortunate looking a bit like a bigger Mark Phillopousis. He was very muscular with thick chocolate brown hair and olive eyes, well dressed in Armani to boot.

3 drinks later I couldn’t take it anymore.

“Lyv, why don’t you just go over and talk to him?” I asked

“Because I wouldn’t know what to say!”

“Just go over and make small talk, get to know him.”

“I couldn’t do that!”

“Ok then I will.” So with my Dutch courage I walked over to Lyvvi’s mystery man and attempted to introduce myself.

“Hi I’m…” I started to say.

“Anastazia Amelia Grace Walker, I know who you are.” He finished for me with a thick Russian accent.

“Ok smart guy, you know who I am but I don’t know you.”

“I am Aleksandr Peiterov.”

“Well Aleksandr, my friends and I have been watching you siting here by yourself for the last hour. We were wondering if you would like to come over and join us?”

“Da, I would love to.”

Walking back to the table Aleksandr and I talked a little. He was originally from Russia and had only been here for the last two years, helping to expand his father business. As we arrived I started my introduction.

“Ahlyvia Cutler this is Aleksandr Pei... Pe… Pet…” My pronunciation was terrible but Aleksandr saved.

Peiterov, my name is Peiterov.” He finished for me again. But this time all of his attention was on Lyvvi

