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Pretty boy.
by three_milks

Summary

Carl and Enid are kidnapped, but are saved by one of the henchmen of the men who took
them. So Carl is determined to find that boy and find answers.

Notes

See the end of the work for notes
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Chapter 1

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

Carl slumps against the bed and just stares up at the ceiling in his room.

He had met the only two children his age in Alexandria and he didn't know what to make of
it. Mickey was kind of intense and good company, but I wouldn't spend more than two hours
a day with him. Maybe Enid is more interesting, but she just does dangerous things like get
out of the walls and put her life in danger because she doesn't feel comfortable here. Carl
followed her a few times just because he had nothing else to do and maybe Enid is
interesting.

The thing here is, she found out and they both drove too far from Alexandria and passed a
loaded truck. Of course they hid and waited for those guys to come out, but they didn't have
much luck because they were discovered.

So the moral here is; Don't follow a girl who has no friendly interest in you or you'll both end
up kidnapped in a cargo truck.

Carl felt Enid's judging gaze on his back and he really should be the one offended. She
brought them into this situation, he just wanted to make sure that nothing will happen to her.
Another piece of advice, don't worry about others.

Carl had to stay home helping Carol and Sam make cookies.

When his father finds him, he's going to kill him if these people don't do it first...

Carl hears Enid moving to get closer to him and is actually grateful for it, the little light she
managed to filter through the metal doors more chilling than reassuring.

At some point he lost track of time, he only knows that it is night and no more. Being at night
makes it even more difficult for him to get out of this alive, he is unarmed and tied up.
Complete shit.

No, he waits. If the walkers were a problem, for him they are not, for some reason he is not of
interest to them. He discovered it after they lost the prison, several walkers came up and tried
to bite him, but they didn't do it at the last moment. Carl thought that the smell of his vomit
scared them away or that they were just stupid. In one of his exits to follow Enid, he was
cornered by several walkers and they didn't do anything to him either. Carl thinks he's
immune and something about him scared them off, maybe the smell of him or whatever. He
always went in a group or accompanied by his father, so he didn't discover this until three
years after the apocalypse started. He hasn't told anyone yet and he won't until he's sure his
father won't have a heart attack when he tries to take a test.



If he was alone, he might be lucky, but Enid is here and that reduces his chances by 50%,
maybe more.

When the truck stops, two men jerk them down, dragging them into an abandoned building.

Once inside, they are thrown to the ground and Carl notices one of the men looking too hard
at Enid. Carl recognizes that look of lust, he was unlucky enough to experience it, an event
that still haunts his dreams or thoughts sometimes. He sometimes felt that man's hands on his
body if he was bad enough. He was never happier to see his father kill someone with twenty
stab wounds.

"The boy isn't much use to us, but if you want to take it, you can."

Carl gets a little closer to Enid in a protective way, he didn't want her to go through the same
thing as him and even reach the end. He can't do much in her vulnerable state, but if he can
delay this for seconds, then he'll try.

"Is she your girlfriend? Well, it will be more fun then."

The man laughs and Carl makes a disgusted face, he's not sure if it was because they thought
Enid was his girlfriend or because of what that idiot said. Maybe both.

"Brat, come here!"

Carl watches as a boy more or less his age enters through one of the many factory doors; he
was ash blonde, with long hair tied in a low ponytail, quite tall and with a cross shaped scar
on his cheek. Carl thinks for a second that he's hot and then erases the thought of him
immediately, that boy was from the opposite side.

"I can help?" The boy drags his voice and seems bored.

"Stay here with our guests for a moment."

"By the way...Roger has called you into the office, he says it's important."

The man nods and the blonde leans against the wall facing them both. The other two men run
away.

Carl watches as the older boy takes out a cigarette and lights it, quite uninterested.

"Hey you." Enid calls, getting up off the ground with some effort. "What's your name?"

"It's rude to ask for a name without giving yours first."

"Enid."

"Ron."

"Okay Ron, I'll give you two options. Get us out of here and we won't hurt you, or I'll kill you
as soon as I get out of this." Enid threatens.



Ron looks at his watch on his wrist and then shrugs, moving over to Enid to cut the ropes
around her wrists. He then kneels in front of Carl and releases his.

"Just... like this? What's the catch?" Enid raises an eyebrow at him suspiciously.

"None. I'll take you to the exit, sorry I can't give you a full tour of the place." Ron shrugs and
heads for the farthest door in the room.

Carl and Enid pick up two rifles they left lying around and follow him, mistrusting Ron.

Carl was in charge of aiming Ron's at all times, while Enid pushed him to make him walk
faster.

Once outside, they were both very vigilant in case all of this boy's other man's didn't jump on
them and kill them.

"Okay, this is the end of the tour, thanks for stopping by and don't ever come back please,"
Ron walks over to the door and drops his cigarette into a corner. "Fortunately, there won't be
much to see in a few minutes."

Ron quickly escapes from the factory, fleeing into the trees.

Carl and Enid look at each other in confusion for a second before running after Ron, but the
boy was quite fast and when Enid was about to reach his arm, they hear a loud explosion and
fire is present where they were a moment ago.

"I told them I couldn't give them the full tour. Our minutes were up." Ron says, behind them.
Enid starts and stares at him. "By the way, here's your hat, pretty boy."

Ron drops the sheriff's hat on Carl's head and runs away from the two teenagers.

Carl felt his face burn and swallowed, watching Ron's silhouette disappear into the trees.

"What the hell just happened?" Enid questions.

Chapter End Notes

I had edited this chapter before uploading it, but it was deleted and I no longer did a
second revision. sorry for any mistake.



Chapter 2

Carl closes the door behind him and drops onto the bed. He was grounded, no comics, don't
leave home, no nothing.

It sucked, especially since he decided to seek out and find Ron. He wanted answers, why did
that boy save they? Who the fuck was he? Why do I call it pretty? Every time he remembered
Ron's smirk when he called him pretty, he felt a flutter in his stomach.

"I don't understand why you want to look for this boy. He saved you and Enid, end of story,
didn't I?" Sophia drops down next to Carl, sighing.

Carl turns onto his side and rests he head in his hand, lifting he upper body.

"Sophia, no one saves you just because if in this world of shit. There is something hidden
among all this." Carl snorts and Sophia rolls her eyes.

"Maybe there isn't and he's just a good person. You said so, he was planning to blow up the
place, maybe he felt guilty if he left them there. There's no more, leave him please, it'll hurt
you."

The only three people who knew this were Enid, him, and Sophia. He and Enid just lied that
they got trapped by a dozen walkers and had to wait for them to leave. His father would be
more demanding if they told he the truth.

"You're really into this guy, Carl. If you keep it up, I'll think you like him." Sophia raises an
eyebrow as Carl blushes, then laughs. "You like him! That's why you want to look for him so
much. Aww, my pretty boy fell in love, I can't believe it."

Sophia can't stop laughing as Carl tells her to shut up, Carol or anyone could hear her.

Sophia met Carl three years ago and they became very close, like siblings, and she never
once saw him so interested in someone. Realizing that her boy had a crush, was being the
best day of her life in the last three years. She had to tell Daryl later.

After a pathetic shoving and tickling fight that Sophia won, Carl scrambled out of bed,
running down the stairs away from her.

Carl dodges Beth at the door and runs back to he house.

Sophia stops in the doorway next to Beth and sighs.

"You'll see when I caught him..."

Suddenly, Rick is heard from across the street yelling his son's name angrily and orders him
to return to his room.

"Or maybe not."



That same night there was a dinner for all of Alexandria in the open air, Deanna did it
monthly and it was also a kind of mourning if someone had died in that time since the last
dinner. It was awkward for Carl at first, everyone was looking at him and they wouldn't stop
whispering.

Carl sees his father approach Jessie Anderson's table and greets Pete, asking permission to sit
down. Carl knows it's a front to get along with Pete, the man was a piece of shit and an
abuser, but his dad cared about Jessie and it seems like he'll do whatever he can to make her
do better away from her idiot of a husband. They just didn't have proof of anything yet...

Carl puts more vegetables on his plate and walks over to the Andersons' table, where his
father and two other men were also there and he forgot their names.

When Carl sits down, Jessie was looking up at the starry sky and Carl imitates her. In his
entire life before this disaster, he had never seen the sky so clear and full of stars, it was too
obvious that the pollution had diminished too much. Maybe that was one of the few good
things.

"Is there anything interesting about the stars, Jessie?" Carl asks, popping some of the
vegetables into his mouth.

Jessie looks at him and smiles.

"I was once told that when you die, you become a star. I want to believe my son is a star..."
Jessie's expression changes to one of sadness and Pete sighs loudly.

"We already talked about it, Jessie." Pete says.

"I'm so sorry to hear this, Jessie." Says Rick, he was really upset by this new discovery.
"Luckily I didn't have to experience the loss of any of my children, but I have an idea of how
painful it can be."

Jessie sobs and quickly wipes away a treacherous tear, smiling. Pete just watched the scene
with annoyance and boredom.

"I don't know why you keep crying for him. I told him very clearly not to leave us, and what's
the first thing he does?"

Rick frowns and Carl has to hold his arm so he doesn't jump on Pete.

"Dad...my brother tripped and we could go back for him." Sam says, fear welling up in him.

Carl feels a drop in his stomach hearing that. Pete had abandoned his bloody son?

"Sorry, Pete…Did Sam just say that you had a chance to save his son and you didn't?" Rick
was shaking with rage and Carl swallowed hard. If he's lucky, his dad won't bite Pete's neck
off.

Pete lets out a sour, superior laugh.



"That brat tripped and ran off in the wrong direction. What was I supposed to do? I had to
protect my wife and my other child. He had given me nothing but trouble anyway." Pete
picks up his glass of wine and finishes the contents in one gulp. "Good night, let's go home."

Pete gives Jessie a warning look and his wife and son get up from the table. As the
Andersons walk away, Jessie gives them a sad look.

"Dad...

"I know, Carl."

Rick gets up and they both follow the Andersons back home. They both hide next to the
house next to a window where they are not visible.

Carl hears something break and jumps, looking at his father pleadingly. They knew Jessie
was being abused by her husband, why hadn't they done anything yet?

"Stupid bitch, you should have died with your worthless son!" yells Pete.

Rick comes out from where they were hiding and throws the door open.

Pete was holding Jessie's hair tight and Sam was sobbing in the corner, shaking with fear.
Carl rushes over to Sam to hug him against him, while Rick tells Pete to let go of Jessie.

Of course this ended with Pete and Rick beating each other up outside the house while calling
each other names.

Carl's memories are too rushed and mixed up to be sure of much, but at some point all of
Alexandria was around, driving Rick and Pete apart. As a result of this, Pete was taken to a
house away from his family, while Jessie asked them to please not do it. Carl really felt bad
for her.

Carl, Judith, and Rick slept over with Jessie and Sam that day. Too unprotected and mentally
vulnerable to be left alone.

Carl and Judith stayed in Sam's room, sleeping on a mattress on the floor.

"That's a lie..." Sam mutters, hugging a pillow tightly. Carl looks at him curiously. "Dad
pushed him. He said he was useless and he wished he hadn't had my brother. I miss him so
much..."

Carl doesn't quite know what to say and isn't really surprised by what Sam was saying. He
actually made sense.

"Mom tried to go get him, but dad hit her and dragged her away from he, leaving the zombies
to eat my older brother." Then Sam starts to cry and Carl carefully gets up to sit next to Sam
to comfort him.

"Sammy, I'm so sorry…" Carl murmurs, hugging the boy to his chest.



Sam shakes her head and holds on tight to Carl.

"Ron wouldn't have wanted him to cry like that. I have to be strong to protect Mom, but…I'm
more afraid than she is."

Carl misses out on the conversation from the moment he hears his older brother's name. How
many chances were there that the same boy who saved them was Jessie's son? Realistically,
none. Just because he's called Ron and he's blond didn't mean anything, there could be
thousands of boys with the same name and hair color.

But if it was...then Carl has another reason for finding that boy.



Chapter 3

With the whole Jessie thing, Carl's punishment took a back seat to Rick and Carl can't
complain.

Two weeks had passed anyway, his punishment must have ended and Carl managed to get
closer to Enid, actually Enid got closer to him. Bullshit, Enid was at he house just because
Sophia was here.

Apparently the two of them were friends. Carl was happy to see Sophia socialize and not
spend all day with Daryl or Beth.

The bad luck here is that Carl and Sophia were discussing Ron when Enid arrived.

"Carl, forget about that boy. It's been two weeks now, if he's not dead, then he's forgotten
about us. You don't have to save him if he doesn't want to be saved." Enid glares at him and
throws herself onto Carl's bed, comic book in hand.

"Enid is right, Carl. It's the first time I've seen you so obsessed with someone. Forget about
that boy, it's for the best." Sophia sighs and sits down at the foot of Carl's bed.

"You don't get it, I'm not doing it for me. When we were staying at Jessie's, Sam told me that
his older brother's name was Ron and he died when this started. Don't you think they could
be the same person?"

"I just think you like this guy." Sophia says.

"We didn't abandon you when you were lost and I won't abandon Ron."

Sophia has never seen such determination in Carl and she can't help but smile.

"If he wanted to be saved, then he would have come with you or helped you in exchange for
safety, he didn't. He doesn't need us and doesn't seek our help." Sophia tries to convince Carl
to give up, but she knows it will be next to impossible.

Carl sighs heavily.

"Carl, I know you're trying to do a good thing, but also keep in mind that Ron could be a bad
person. Maybe he's not Jessie's son, maybe he doesn't want anyone to help him. Please stop
looking for him." Sophia walks over to Carl and hugs him tight.

Carl just dangles his arms and rests his forehead on Sophia's shoulder. Maybe she was right,
but he wasn't going to stop until he got all the answers he's looking for.

Carl leaves the room, leaving the two girls alone, and he can hear Enid talking animatedly to
Sophia as he walks away from he room.



Leaving his house, he bumps into Carol and asks if anyone was planning to leave the walls
today. Getting a positive answer, Carl runs as fast as he can until he catches up with Daryl
and Abraham, ready to go. It was easy for them to let him go, as long as he had Rick's
permission. After lying, the three got into the car and left, they would go to look for supplies
at an abandoned supermarket an hour from Alexandria.

When they arrive, Daryl bangs on the door to lure out any Walkers of inside. There were only
seven, which made sense, the whole place was abandoned and there was a town miles away.
There was no food for zombies here.

Before going inside, Carl sees a motorcycle somewhat hidden behind two cars and garbage.
Too new to be abandoned here for a long time. There was someone inside if he wasn't
mistaken. Maybe it was nothing, but he makes sure to let Abraham and Daryl know.

Carl always wanted to go to a store and put whatever he wanted in the cart without worrying
about money, now he can. The place was huge and there was not only food, but also clothes,
toys, appliances.

They decide to separate, Daryl was against Carl going alone, but after much insistence, he
convinced him.
The three separate, but not before remembering that if something happens, they must scream.

Carl really enjoys his ride with the cart, first making sure to put all the canned food they can
find and then he heads to the toy area to find something Judith likes. His next stop is the
clothing section and before he realizes it, his cart is full of things. At least he has new
clothes...

When he returns to the driveway, Abraham had his cart full too, but there was more alcohol
than food... Carl isn't really going to complain.

"Let's get this in the car while we wait for Daryl." Abraham leaves the store with Carl trailing
behind.

When they leave, Carl finds it inevitable not to look at the motorcycle.

"I'll be back."

Carl leaves his cart by the car and runs to the motorcycle. The first thing he does is check the
tank. Full. He slides his hand over the engine and it was still warm.

They weren't alone...

Carl runs to Abraham and they both go back into the store, looking for Daryl. With an
unknown person or maybe more, they couldn't afford to be apart, so finding Daryl became a
more difficult task.

When they find him, Daryl has his back to them, with a machete that is not his in hand and
was talking to someone. At least he was okay...

"Who the hell is this?" Abraham asks, pointing to the boy leaning against the wall.



Carl gets between Daryl and Abraham to notice that the boy was nobody but Ron.

"It's what I'm trying to find out." Daryl answers.

"He attacked you?"

Daryl shakes his head.

"Ron! What are you doing here?" Carl asks, making space between the two men to get closer
to Ron.

"Hey, the pretty boy. And in answer to your question, I guess the same as you guys." Ron
shrugs and cringes a little at Daryl's piercing gaze.

Carl ignores the blush on his cheeks and glares at Ron. He didn't seem hurt and in fact, he
seems to be doing pretty well. Too much, to be alone.

"Where have you been? I've been looking for you." Carl frowns.

Ron looks at him in bewilderment, then smiles slightly.

"Were you worried about me?"

Ron seems too excited or flirtatious to ask the question and Carl snorts.

"Do you know this boy?" Daryl asks, pointing at Ron.

Carl nods.

"You are alone?" Abraham raises an eyebrow and Ron nods. "Why? No one survives outside,
let alone alone."

"After you blew up the factory. Where did you go?"

"We had another hideout besides that one, I managed to get to that place and stayed there
until my supplies ran out." Ron explains, too calm for the older men's liking.

"How did you meet him, brat?" Daryl looks at Carl, demanding answers.

Carl sighs and tells the whole story, knowing he will be punished worse when his father finds
out. Daryl could never keep anything hidden from Rick. And Abraham will tell someone and
that someone will tell someone else, and so a cycle of gossip begins until all of Alexandria
finds out.

Carl looks at Daryl pleadingly and the older man sighs, clearly not trusting Ron at all.

"How many Walkers did you kill?" Daryl asks.

Ron looks confused for a second, but then answers.

"Too many to count, I lost count after twenty."



"How many people did you kill?"

"Eighteen."

"Why?"

"They tried to kill me, they were bad people and...because they forced me."

Carl has a tally of nineteen kills under his own hand, but it would be weird to brag to Ron
that he has more kills. Weird and psycho.

"You're coming with us, brat. Whether you want to or not." Daryl takes Ron's arm and drags
him outside.

Carl can't help but smirk and picks up Ron's backpack from the ground to follow them. Ron
had clearly been protesting all the way to the car. Once inside, Ron simply crosses his arms
and glares at Carl.

"Why are you taking me with you?" Ron asks, watching as Carl opens his backpack and goes
through everything inside it.

"Why wouldn't we?" Carl replies, raising an eyebrow.

Seeing that Ron had nothing interesting, Carl puts the backpack between them and doesn't
know how he was holding back his excitement.

"I'd be more concerned with leaving you out there meeting one of us. So don't get too
confident so quickly." Daryl says, adjusting the rearview mirror.

Carl leans over to Ron and whispers in his ear, loud enough for Daryl to hear.

"Don't listen to him, Daryl is weak around children and adolescents. He wouldn't have left
you even if you pointed a gun at him."

"Shut your mouth, brat."

Carl laughs and Ron catches laughter from him almost immediately.

When Abraham finishes loading everything into the car, they finally leave the place that was
beginning to fill up a bit with walkers.

The path is indeed entertaining. Daryl puts on some heavy metal and Abraham makes crude
jokes about walkers. Ron doesn't participate much in conversations, only speaking when
Daryl or Abraham talk to him. It's easier with Carl, Ron seems more comfortable with him.

"Ron, can you answer something for me please," Carl completely ignores the loud music and
the laughter from both men. Ron looks at him curiously and that's enough for him. "Why did
you save us that time?"

Ron shrugs.



"I have two answers to that. The morally acceptable and the personal."

Now Carl looks curious and leans a little closer, shoulder to shoulder. Ron doesn't seem
bothered by that.

"I didn't want to drag anyone else into that explosion. Those guys were bad people, they
deserved it, but I didn't know you two and it didn't feel right to let you die like that." Ron
closes his eyes and throws his head back. Carl has to swallow hard to keep from saying
something stupid and can't help but stare at Ron. "And the other, you're cute. I couldn't let
someone that pretty die like that."

Carl is glad Ron didn't open his eyes, because he felt his face burn and was sure he looked
like a tomato.

"Now you. Why have you been looking for me so much?" Ron's eyes open and Carl can't
take his eyes off Ron.

"You say that like I spent two weeks looking for every trace of you. Finding you here was
pure chance. But I really don't know, I just didn't mean to leave you out there alone…" Carl
looks away from Ron and stretches a little to change the song, Daryl slaps him but achieves
his goal.

Ron smirks but doesn't say anything for the next fifteen minutes.

"By the way, you never told me your name."

Carl looks at Ron and thinks about it for a second. It was true, he didn't. It was unfair that he
knew his name but Ron didn't know his.

"Carl."

"Well, nice to meet you, Carl."

Carl smiles and Ron winks at him.

"You two, stop flirting and help us get this out of the car before it gets dark." Daryl opens the
door on Ron's side, startling both teens.

Both boys, blushing and embarrassed, get out of the car, helping Daryl and Abraham to get
everything out of the car.

After leaving everything with Olivia, Daryl put an arm around Ron's shoulders and dragged
him towards Deanna's house.

Halfway there, Rick came running up to them, looking very agitated and tired, also quite
angry.

Carl was so screwed.



Chapter 4

Carl has no idea how long his father kept talking non-stop, giving him a worse punishment
than before and so on. It turns out that Daryl left Ron with Abraham and went with the gossip
to Rick.

So now Carl won't be able to show Ron around or anything they could have done. What if
Ron ran away because his father grounded him and he couldn't keep an eye on him?

It doesn't matter anyway, his father was being somewhat flexible now and told him that he
should go help Sasha and Rosita move the tables out to the street for dinner. Normally when
it was very hot, they ate dinner in the street. Aaron and Eric also get together from time to
time.

Today, Enid, Jessie and Sam were with them, and Carl hopes that Ron will too, he just needed
to get away from his father to run to Deanna's house.

He constantly looked away from the house, hoping to see Abraham return with Ron, or just
Abraham, he didn't care, he wanted to know where Ron was.

"What are you looking for so desperately?" Beth asks, with Judith in her arms.

Carl turns around and smiles slightly.

"Nothing, why do you say that?"

Beth raises an eyebrow and shakes her head.

"I know you, you're looking for something, so tell me or I'll have to tickle you say." Beth
threatens, with a smile.

"The boy who came with us, I'm waiting for him and Abraham to come back." Carl explains,
returning to his task of arranging the tablecloths on the tables.

"Well, maybe Deanna has given him a home or a family to be with. There's still a chance you
won't see him for days. Maybe Deanna doesn't want him to stay, okay?" Beth didn't want to
be cruel or anything, but lately she's only been thinking more about the negative than the
positive, at least since what happened at the hospital.

Carl doesn't seem angry, in fact he thinks about what Beth tells him and shrugs.

"I don't think so, if Deanna lets Pete stay here yet, I don't see any reason why she wouldn't
want him."

When Judith begins to cry, Beth leaves Carl to take the baby into the kitchen to prepare her
bottle. Carl would have liked to do it if he wasn't watching for Abraham and Ron to arrive.
But Beth was right, if Pete was still here Ron could easily stay. The thought makes him smile,
and he runs to help Maggie, Glenn, and Enid get the chairs out. He prefers to help with



dinner, the tables, the chairs and everything that comes to mind than to continue being
grounded.

Dinner would be in at least another hour and a half, enough time for Ron to come back and
introduce him to the others.

Carl sits on the porch of the house and only listens to the voices of his family and the crickets
chirping. The night was very beautiful and he would love to stay outside for hours.

Carl sees Enid and Sophia arranging the plates at one corner of the tables. Enid was smiling
quite a bit and he could tell Sophia's clumsy movements.

"Carl, here comes your boy." Sophia exclaims, snapping Carl out of he thoughts.

Carl raises his head and sure enough, Ron was coming with Abraham about two streets away.
He almost immediately he feels his hands sweat and he gets a little nervous, what if his
family didn't like Ron? Oh God, he was already thinking as if Ron was his boyfriend of
months about to meet his father. What a stupid thing.

When Abraham and Ron are out on the porch, Carl awkwardly stands up and clears his
throat.

"What did Deana say?"

"The boy is staying with us," Abraham replies, patting Carl on the shoulder before walking
into the house.

Carl was liking this more and more.

"So..." Carl rubs the back of his neck and heads for the door. "I'll introduce you to the others,
or I can show you my room first, as you wish."

Ron just smiles and shrugs, he really didn't mind meeting this large group or seeing Carl's
room first. Deanna didn't tell him much, just that Carl's group was quite large, Ron is afraid
he won't remember everyone's names and faces.

Upon entering the house, everyone was already divided into groups or pairs, others were
helping to clean or make dinner, but they don't stop in the kitchen or the living room, they go
up to Carl's room.

In her room Beth was changing Judith's diaper and Carl is grateful for leaving his little sister
with someone else. He hated changing diapers.

"Done, now you're a clean little princess." Beth picks up Judith again and the baby giggles.

"This is Beth and the baby is my little sister, Judith." Carl says, looking at Ron.

"Nice to meet you, I'm Ron."



Beth and Ron shake hands, talk for a bit, and then she leaves Judith with them as she leaves
at a call from Maggie.

"She's so pretty..." Ron says, laughing when Judith kidnaps he finger to suck on. The babies
had too strong a grip. They were scary. "It reminds me when my brother was born, he was
always biting and sucking everything he came across."
"I didn't think you had brothers." Carl says, feigning dementia. He suspected it, but he didn't
have any reliable source to confirm that this boy was Jessie's son, he didn't want to ask
directly, maybe he was looking like an idiot.

"Only one." Ron doesn't look at Carl when he answers, just trying to get Judith to let go of he
finger without hurting the baby.

Carl takes Judith's hand to release Ron's finger and stands up with he sister resting on he
waist.

"There were comics on that shelf, but my dad grounded me and took them all away, so there's
not much here that's fun. Unless you'd rather Judy drool on your finger."

Ron laughs and stands up, Carl's room was very nice and Judith was a cute cutie, but he
really didn't want to end up covered in spit, although that was always better than ending up
drenched in walker guts.

"I think we can steal a mattress from Aaron's house to throw on the floor in the meantime. I'm
not sure we'll both fit in my bed." Carl wrinkles his nose and Ron smirks.

"No problem about that now, I can sleep on the couch."

"We have extra mattresses, we just have to go find them. We're not out there anymore, we
don't have to throw ourselves in the first decent place we find to sleep."

Ron apologizes to Carl and just follows him back downstairs to the living room, with Judith
babbling and giggling for no reason.

As they pass Rick, Carl smiles innocently at him and takes a step back.

"Dad..." he tries to say Carl, but is interrupted.

"Abraham and Daryl told me everything. Make yourself comfortable here, but I don't fully
trust you yet, so I'll be watching you."

Carl has the sudden need to hide in his room and not come out for two months, his father
always had to embarrass him like this.

Ron seems very understanding and nods, not uncomfortable or attacked.

"Of course, I have no problem with that."

"I'm Rick Grimes, Carl's father."



"Ron Anderson, nice to meet you, sir."



Chapter 5

Carl knew the possibilities, he was aware of them and it was about all he thought about at this
time. Now, for Ron to confirm it, it was a bigger shock than I imagined.

The first name and the blonde hair could pass him by, but the last name no. This boy was
definitely Jessie's son.

Carl looks sideways at his father, then looks at Ron with a smile.

"Do you want to go to the kitchen?" Carl's forced smile doesn't seem to go unnoticed by Ron,
but he doesn't say anything and just follows. Rick goes after them.

When they're in the kitchen, Carl nestles Judith against he hip, feeling the nerves through he
body.

"Okay...she's Carol, the two of them are Aaron and Eric, and she's Jessie." Carl begins to
introduce the four people in the kitchen, hesitating to say Jessie's name.

Carol, Aaron and Eric introduce themselves to Ron very nicely, but Jessie still hasn't turned
around, she was leaving the knife on the chopping board and dried her hands with her apron
before approaching them.

"Nice to…" Jessie wipes her smile away immediately and her eyes fill with tears, looking in
disbelief at Rick, Carl, and then Ron. "R-ron...Ronnie, is that you honey?"

Jessie sobs and covers her mouth, totally incredulous at what she was in front of. This boy...
this boy was hers her son, he was her baby, alive and safe in front of her.

Ron doesn't even answer, he just reaches out to hug Jessie tight and Carl is sure he heard him
sob.

Carl nods to the others in the kitchen and they all leave the kitchen.

"Sam, your mom wants to talk to you, she's in the kitchen." Carl says when he crosses Sam.
The boy thanks him and heads to the kitchen.

Carl heads into the living room and sits on the couch, sitting Judith on his leg.

"Okay, Carl...what was that all about?" Carol asks, sitting down next to the teenager.

"I met Ron a few weeks ago, I didn't know he was Jessie's son, but I wanted to bring him to
Alexandria anyway. He saved me and Enid…I couldn't leave him out there alone, okay?
When we went out in the late, we ran across it by accident and Daryl dragged it over here."
Carl explains, playing with Judith.

"I guess the world is very small." Sophia says, hugging Carl by the neck from behind the
couch.



Carl shrugs and smiles slightly.

"Did you and Enid come off the walls again? Carl!" Carol scolds him and frowns, they had
already had this conversation with him and Enid a few times.

"She came out, I followed her to make sure she's alright!" Carl fights back and gets up from
the couch.

After another scolding of Carl, especially from Carol and Rick, Jessie came out of the kitchen
still holding Ron tight.

"Thank you so much…" Jessie sobs, looking at everyone in the room.

"Ron, can we talk?" Carl asks, turning around to look at the blond boy.

"Clear." Ron kisses Jessie's forehead and carefully pulls away from her.

With Jessie, Sam, and Ron settled in the living room, Ron looks at Carl expectantly. Even the
others approached like the gossips that they were.

"The men who were in the factory, who were they?"

"They called themselves the Destroyers. They killed and raped for fun. I ran into them by
chance after my father pushed me when this all started. I don't really remember how I got
within reach of them, I just started running and I didn't stop until I tripped. They saved me,
but in exchange for that they wanted loyalty...they forced me to kill a man and gave me this
mark of ownership." Ron points to the cross-shaped scar on his face and Jessie gasps,
fighting back tears. Sam also looks scared and hugs Jessie.

"So horrible..." Sasha mutters.

Ron just shrugs. Everyone here must have had the same or worse experiences than him, he
won't argue which is worse.

"What did you intend to do after you blew up the factory, kid?" Abraham asks.

"I don't really know. I don't know how to survive alone out there, I would just stay in this
shelter we had until the supplies ran out or someone or a Walker would kill me."

"If you knew you couldn't survive on your own, why did you run away from us when we first
met you? Look, I know trusting others these days isn't the best thing to do, but I don't think
two unarmed teenagers could hurt you." Carl says, frowning.

"Yeah, I know…it's just that after spending so much time with these people, I didn't feel
comfortable confiding in someone else so quickly." Ron cringes a bit in his spot and looks
away from Carl.

Carl has the sudden urge to throw himself into Ron's arms, stroke his hair and whisper to him
that everything would be okay and that he would protect him.



"Those guys remind me of reclaimer idiots or some shit." Daryl snorts and ruffles his hair.

Ron gasps at what Daryl has said and I look at him with a mixture of disgust, fear and pity.

"Did you run into them? You and who else?"

Carl is amazed that Ron knows these men and can't help but think that they tried (or did) the
same thing to him.

"Michonne, Dad, Daryl and I ran into them…" Carl explains, his voice coming out almost too
low.

"Did they do something to you?" Ron rushes to ask, very concerned and even desperate.

Carl shakes his head and watches as Ron's tense posture disappears.

"They didn't manage to do anything to me. We killed them. Did they do something to you?"

"No... when we met them we were more and they didn't dare to do anything, but they tried to
negotiate for me in exchange for provisions. I was surprised that they refused, but when it
happened there were still several people who were good, at least with me and they had a lot
of influence and authority in the group."

"I'm glad to hear there's nothing wrong with you either, Ron. When I saw they had Carl, I lost
my mind." Rick sighs and rests his hands on the back of the sofa, behind Carl.

"It's good that they're dead." Ron says, ignoring Jessie's sad look.

"How about we stop talking about depressing things and go to dinner?" Aaron asks, breaking
the awkward silence.

"Carl, go get Ron a plate and silverware." Carol orders, walking into the kitchen after Aaron.

As the living room clears, Ron looks at Jessie and bites he lower lip.

"He died?"

Jessie shakes her head and strokes the cross-shaped scar on her son's face. For as long as she
can remember, she has always seen Ron's skin covered in scars, now he not only had more
scars, he had his hands stained with blood and his innocent look showed nothing more than a
broken person who had been through a lot. How everyone here...

Still, Jessie is happy to have her child back...



End Notes

I hope you liked it! Thank you for reading! 💕

Sorry for any mistakes, English is not my first language.

Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work!

http://archiveofourown.org/works/43871556/comments/new
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