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Elodie

––––––––
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“YOU’RE SURE?” HOLDING the phone between my chin and shoulder, I scribbled down the coordinates. “You’re sure these are correct?”

“Yes.” The male voice on the other end of the line was terse. “They’re right.”

“And you have a witness who places my sister on this rock?” Turning, I glanced at the huge map sprawled out on the coffee table, pinpointing the tiny island he described.

“As I said, Miss, I have one person who saw a woman fitting your sister’s description.” He blew out a breath. “That’s the best I can offer.”

“She had dark hair?” I went on, unsure why I couldn’t accept his information at face value, but I rarely accepted anything at face value. “Really dark, almost black.”

“I believe so. Now, I am a busy man, Miss. If there’s nothing new, I must get on.”

“Okay.” It was my turn to sigh. “Thank you for the information.”

Ending the call, the device slipped into my lap as I placed the notebook on top of the map. It was filled with notes and newspaper cuttings, sightings and reports from various locals—the only intangible evidence I had since my sister’s disappearance. The police had refused to do anything except file a missing person’s report, and there had been no new sightings since the recollections of the mysterious old male witness. Claiming to be the guy who’d sailed Desiree and her friend, Charlie, to the godforsaken place, it had taken him weeks to come forward, and I didn’t know whether to trust his testimony.

Leaning back in my chair, the familiar sinking feeling twisted in my stomach. I had no choice—Desiree was out there somewhere, and this crappy little island was the last place I had a sighting of her. I didn’t know what had happened, didn’t know if she was alive or dead. The only facts my family had were the last flight she’d taken and the knowledge she never made the return journey home. Something was wrong. I sensed it in my bones, and while I didn’t know what, I knew one thing—I would find out.

Picking up my phone, I dialed the number of the local tourism center I’d contacted about Desiree’s disappearance. The guy there had offered to arrange my journey, managing the logistics of flights and boat crossings and hopefully, a meeting with the enigmatic ferryman who’d taken her to the island in question.

“Universal Travel, this is Tom.”

Anxiety clenched in my belly, a silent plea not to do this, not to take this action, but I had no option. Desiree was missing, and our mother was close to the edge. Someone had to get answers, and if the authorities weren’t prepared to help, that someone was me.

“Hey, Tom, this is Elodie.” We’d spoken enough over the last few days to avoid the formal introductions.

“Elodie, hi.” He paused. “Did you reach a decision?”

“Yes.” It was my turn to hesitate as if the consequences of my next sentence would be more profound than I realized. “I want to book for the fifteenth. Can you arrange everything?”

“Sure!” I could hear the happiness in his voice. “I’ll do that right now and call you back.”

“Great. Thanks, Tom.”

Ending the call, I glanced out of the window. God only knew how I was going to pay for everything, but I’d worry about that another day. For now, my main concern was my sister. A shiver of unease traveled up my spine as the two questions that had plagued me for so long burst into my mind. Where the hell was she, and what on earth had happened to her there?
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Desiree

––––––––
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REACHING FOR MY HEAD, I groaned. Where was I, and how much had I drunk last night that my head was so heavy and sore? Rolling onto my back, my eyes flickered open, surveying the small chamber surrounded by a line of animal fur, and the weight of my predicament crashed over me all over again.

“Oh God!” I gasped, my hand shifting to stifle the sentiment before it woke the giant sleeping beside me.

How could I have forgotten Rasmie and the dank little island I’d been forced to stay on as his wife? How could I have overlooked all the dark and delicious things he’d done to me? As if to answer my question, my fingers fell to the soft leather at my neck, feeling where it connected to a line of rope. I didn’t have to look behind me to know where the rope led. It was tied to the wooden frame of his bed, ensuring I was tethered and available to him when he woke. Heart racing, I shivered at the realization. I wasn’t just being held on this island; I was his captive—the woman he’d decided would bear his children, and apparently, I had no say in the matter.

Worse was the dreadful way my body betrayed me and reveled in the denigration Rasmie insisted on inflicting. Rather than revulsion and disgust, it met his twisted commands with arousal and desire. I’d never reacted to any man the way I responded to him, and even though my head wanted to leave and looked endlessly for viable escape routes, my passion goaded me. Why walk away from a man who could open doors in my soul I hadn’t even known existed? Why walk away from the passionate fire burning between us?

“Because of this,” I mouthed the explanation as my fingers tightened at the rope. “Because he keeps you fettered to his fucking bed.”

“Nighean bheag?”

I tensed as he stirred, his colossal, muscular form turning to face me.

“What are you doing?”

“I need to relieve myself, Maighstir.” I clenched at the deferent term, still unsure why it affected me the way it did. I should have felt nothing but disdain, but when I showed the respect he desired, I sensed the visceral pull to him growing.

“Not without me, nighean bheag.” He chuckled, the dark noise resonating at my core. “That is why I keep you bound.”

“I did not wish to disturb you.” My gaze fell, resisting the urge to turn and meet his knowing eyes, even though I sensed them burning into my back.

“You are my wife.”

He said it so matter-of-factly, even though I still didn’t believe it was true. Taking part in whatever crazy ritual had been performed might mean something to him, to his people, but it meant nothing to me. I was no one’s wife, and certainly not his.

“It is your job to disturb me.”

My lips curled at his quip, my resolve melting just enough to permit me a glimpse of the goliath. Glancing over my shoulder, I took in his vast expanse of chest and huge bulging biceps, followed by his honed abdominals, tapering down toward the organ that gave me such pleasure. Breath hitching, I compelled my gaze away. Slipping back down that rabbit hole would not help me.

“Come back down here.”

I shuddered, his low tone no doubt intended to affect me.

“I shall help you with the other matter shortly.”

“But Maighstir...”

“Des-ir-ee.”

That was all it took. Just one gravelly murmur of my name in that timbre that sent electricity whipping through my system, and I yielded, falling back to the covers at his side. I knew from days of experience what would happen to me when I pushed my luck and disobeyed him, and while I might relish the eroticism of some of the penances, there was no getting away from what was happening here—Rasmie was holding me prisoner and imposing whatever cruel or disturbing punishment he saw fit. I sought to avoid those penalties as much as I could. I had to find a way off this damn rock, not fall foul of his next warped whim.

“That is better.”

I heard the smile on his face, though I didn’t lift my chin to acknowledge it as his strong arms snaked around me, pulling me against his nudity. I wanted to fight him—should have fought him—but my will was already ceding as my craving for him intensified. Ever since he took me as his wife, Rasmie had held me in a near-perpetual state of provocation. He played with me whenever he chose, displaying me in front of his friends and others, and only permitting my climax when he allowed my pleasure. Like everything else in this place, his approach was maddening, but there was no denying it was also effective—I was always wet for him, my carnal passion willing to override all other concerns when his body came calling.

“How did you sleep, nighean bheag?” Tugging me flush against him, he spun my body, so my belly pushed flat against his perfect abs. Straddling his burly body, I tried to get a handle on my burgeoning yearning, but it was already too late. One of his hands slid to my backside, massaging my tender flesh as the other gently pinned me into him.

“Well, Maighstir.” It wasn’t a lie. I’d been so physically exhausted and mentally drained since he’d brought me to his village, I rarely had trouble falling asleep. It was the waking hours that haunted me. “Thank you.”

“That is pleasing.”

This time, I witnessed the huge grin that lit his face, his blue eyes shining as they met mine.

“I need you rested to bear my son.”

Not this again. Aside from wanting to bare and humiliate me at every conceivable opportunity, the only other thing Rasmie ever broached with me was the subject of pregnancy. It seemed he had lost his wife, Vaila, before I came to the island, and she had been carrying his unborn child. The pain of that bereavement appeared to drive him more than any other impetus. He was determined I replaced her and filled his primitive hut with hordes of children, which was why he’d been bedding me every chance he got and refused to entertain the concept of contraception. Not that they even seemed to have anything like that here—it was like something out of medieval times. Women were useful for few purposes other than sexual hedonism and childbirth. Her status among his people was only elevated by motherhood. It was a grim and depressing reality.

“You have not bled since I first took you?” Optimism resounded in his voice. “I am right, yes?”

“Yes,” I admitted. “But I just had a period before I came here.” I cringed, resentful at having to relay such personal information. “It isn’t time yet, Maighstir.”

“You shall find you do not bleed this full moon.” Beaming at me, his enormous palm squeezed my ass cheek possessively. “Nor any other full moon for some time. The gods have spoken to me, have promised to provide you with a baby from my seed.”

I swallowed at the certainty in his tone. I had never known faith like it before.

“Please don’t be angry with me if it doesn’t happen right away.” Christ, I wasn’t even sure I wanted children, let alone with a barbarian brute from a strange island, who’d seized me without regard for my view on the matter. “Often, it takes a while.”

He snorted as though amused by me. “We have yet to work on your faith, nighean bheag, but do not fear. There is time.”

“Maighstir.” I wasn’t sure if I should raise the subject with him again, but there might not be a better opportunity. Too often, his men surrounded him, and at other times, I was more concerned with my own abject degradation than the subject of parenthood. “May I say something?” It still irked me to have to ask, as if I needed his permission to speak, but until I could get off this island, Rasmie’s word really was my law.

“You may.” He sighed. “But speak quickly. My organ swells at your squirms and wishes to impale you once more.”

As if to prove the point, he thrust his hips forward, driving his cock past my labia and between my cheeks. I gasped as he edged my hips wider with his insistent hands.

“I don’t know if I want to be a mother.” I met his gaze, trying to gauge his reaction. The last thing I wanted to do was upset him and land myself in even more trouble involving the public pillory and his mocking villagers. “Let alone so soon.”

“Well, of course, you do.” He laughed, shaking his head as if I was hilarious. “It is a woman’s greatest purpose to create sons, and I sense you shall provide me with many children.”

My brow furrowed. He wasn’t listening... as usual.

“But what if I am no good at the role?”

One of his hands rose to my face, cradling it in his palm.

“Do not trouble yourself with such things.” His tone was light but conveyed the warning—I was flying close to the sun, and he wanted this conversation to cease. “You shall bloom with the rewards of motherhood.”

That was easy for him to say. He wasn’t the one who had to grow, carry, and give birth to a baby. Sensing his will harden, I abandoned the pursuit. Rasmie would have his way—as he always did—and the only method available for me to avoid his determined plan was to escape... somehow.

“Come now.” His fingers tipped my chin to meet his gaze. “Do not fret. Consider instead the indulgence that awaits you.” Lunging his hard length, he grazed my sex again, tipping me forward as his palms returned to my ass, splaying my cheeks.

“Maighstir...” He wanted sex. He always wanted sex, but damn it, since I’d been with him, I seemed to always flirt with sexual stimulation as well.

My clit skimmed his hard lines as he massaged my behind, the usual sense of powerlessness growing and taunting me into submission. I hadn’t known how hot surrender could be until Rasmie had rescued me from Charlie’s pawing hands and made me submit. The man who had once been my savior had taken me for himself, and as two of his fingers slid into my wet sex, I acknowledged just how captured I was. It wasn’t only the fetters or the wild, angry ocean beyond his shores that held me here, but the spellbinding glint in his orbs and the relentless pressure of our passion. Sometimes, I wondered if I could walk away from this scintillating connection, even if the sea parted to guide me back to the mainland.

“You’re ready for me,” he whispered appreciatively. “My nighean bheag is such a good wife.”

I clenched around his digits unthinkingly, knowing I was relinquishing, whether or not I liked to admit it. No one had ever made me feel this way. My body was like a musical instrument, and only he could read the score.

“Maighstir.” My tone was frantic as he pumped his fingers in and out of my pussy. “Please.”

“What do you need, nighean bheag?” His tone had twisted into the mocking timbre I had learned to loathe.

“You.” I couldn’t bring myself to admit what I truly coveted—that the throbbing at my clit was clouding my judgment and making it impossible to think clearly.

“Then you shall have me.” His fingers withdrew in a heartbeat, but before I could respond to the loss, he flipped me onto my back, pinioning me with his powerful arms. “Right now, nighean bheag.”

Springing forward, his cock found my entrance as though it was programmed to know the way, and one hard thrust was all it took to impale me. A guttural mewl escaped my mouth as he filled me, my body exposed as he deftly withdrew and slammed back into my sex.

“Rasmie!” I just about managed his name, the sensations wracking my body as confounding as the formidable palms holding me down.

“Yes, nighean bheag.” His lips curled as his shaft stroked inside of me. “Take all of me. Let’s give our son no reason to delay.”

My hips rose as he claimed me, my pulsing clit desperate for more of his attention. I shouldn’t want this, shouldn’t want him, but every time he took what he wanted, it was so good.

“Maighstir.” I struggled against his hands, frantic to be free as if his bed had become a symbol of our whole dynamic.

“Desiree.” He folded over me, pinning me down with his body weight while his hips drove his erection into me over and over. “Do not fight me, nighean bheag. You shall not win.”

Eyes fluttering closed, my head lolled back against the covers, accepting he was right. Whatever fate awaited me beyond this hour, this conquest was a victory I couldn’t grasp. He was too big to counter, too strong to resist. I was helpless, powerless to prevent his pursuit as he pumped more cum inside me.



Chapter Two

Rasmie

I LEFT HER CURLED IN my bed, her desire to relieve herself apparently forgotten. Smiling wryly, I glanced back to ensure her tethers were still in place before I left. Desiree had been with me for almost an entire full moon, but I couldn’t trust her yet. It was still too soon for that much faith. She would do as I bid, bear my son, and flourish under my guidance, but if she thought she could slip away, she could think again. I had been bereft after Vaila’s loss. The trauma of losing two wives was simply unthinkable.

Pulling back the furs, I found my private chamber empty, though noise from beyond drew my interest. I strode toward it, securing my attire as I made my way outside to find both of my brothers waiting for me.

“Maighstir.” Jeemie bowed his head at my approach. “We did not want to wake you.”

“Worry not, dear brother.” Lifting my hand, I offered him a smile. “I have a wife for that now.”

“Ah, yes.” Our younger sibling, Alban, shifted in place, his brow rising as I neared. “How is married life this time around?”

I tensed at his conceited tone, pushing down the need to put him in his place. Alban had always been arrogant. The youngest of three boys, he was spoiled as a child and had never outgrown the need for constant attention.

“It is wonderful.” Reaching past him, I grabbed a goblet from my manservant and lifted the contents to my lips. “You should try it sometime.”

“Me?” Alban balked. “No way, brother. I need not sire heirs to have my fun.”

My gaze darted to Jeemie, who shook his head with a sigh. We both understood Alban’s temperament all too well. He had used his position and influence to his favor for too long, giving little back to the community.

“Regardless, you shall marry.” I watched his gaze narrow as I gulped back the freshwater.

“What?” Drawing back his shoulders, he moved toward me. “Is that an order, Maighstir?”

I rarely had trouble with obedience in the village. My people were content to accept their place in the group and benefit from the fruits of our collective labor. Alban, though, had always been different, a constant thorn in my side who knew his privilege as my brother brought him protection. He rarely addressed me properly, and when he did, it was with a condescending tone I despised.

“Yes.” I met his eyes, undeterred by the apparent show of authority his brawn inferred. Alban forgot his place, and it was my job to remind him of it—third in line for the role as chief, assuming neither Jeemie nor me bore sons—a fact I would remedy in the near future. “It is.” My focus flitted from him to our brother. “It is time both of you took wives. The survival of our bloodline depends upon it.”

“I have thought on the matter and agree.” Jeemie smiled. “Why should you have all the fun, Rasmie?”

“Precisely.” I laughed.

“Who says we’re not having fun?” Alban sniggered. “I have plenty, just without the restraints of a woman hanging off my arm all the time. I’m not built for that, Rasmie, and you know it.”

“You’ll grow into the responsibility.” My tone was firm. “It will make a man of you.”

Alban threw me a skeptical glance. “I am man enough, brother. If you are unsure of my pedigree, I can round up my most recent conquests, who can validate my view.”

“You live your life between your legs, Alban,” Jeemie scoffed. “You think sex is all that matters.”

“I do not think it.” Alban turned to Jeemie, enunciating the penultimate word. “I know it.”

“Enough!” I raised my palm to call them to order. “This is not up for discussion. You shall both marry, and I will take it upon myself to find you the right brides.”

Alban spun back toward me. “You!” His glare was accusing. “Why should you choose for us when you chose the woman now in your bed?”

“Watch your tongue.” I rounded on him, glowering as my heart rate quickened in disgust. “Desiree is my wife and merits all the respect associated with the role.”

“Respect?” Alban cocked a fair eyebrow, his reddish-brown hair much lighter than mine. “Is that what you have in mind when you parade her reddened bottom around the village for every man to leer at?”

“Do not question our Maighstir.” It was Jeemie who sprung to my defense, sensing the growing acrimony. “He embodies the old ways and shows us both an example of how best to lead our future wives.”

“Example? Is that what you think, Jeemie?” Alban shook his head. “I almost pity the poor woman.”

“She is your mathair, and you shall do well to remember it.” I could bear no more of Alban’s scoffing tone. “Do not think I shall not serve punishment on you, brother. If you push me by disrespecting my wife, you shall pay.”

“Fine.” He flicked his wrist dismissively. “Have it your way. I shall show your wife all the respect she deserves.”

My hands balled into fists at his insincere and impetuous scowl. How had any of us grown to be so ungrateful and entitled? It was certainly not the way our parents had raised us, and I silently thanked the gods our father was not here to witness Alban’s decline.

“Good.” Blowing out a breath, I forced myself to retreat and disregard his irritating ways. The day had started so well. I refused to permit Alban to denigrate it entirely. “I shall bring her to you both and observe this respect for myself.”

“Wonderful.” Alban’s jaw clenched. “I look forward to seeing her.”

“Now this matter is resolved,” Jeemie interrupted, his gaze traveling between us. “I must away.”

“You are set to hunt?” I inquired, a part of me envious of my brother’s sport. I hadn’t hunted properly since Desiree had arrived but could not bear to be separated from her for too long. The last time I had let Vaila out of my sight, I had never seen her again.

“Aye, Maighstir.” He grinned. “I am leading men north to find the largest stag. We shall feast once he is brought back as my prize!”

“Of course.” Clapping my hands together, I mirrored his smile. “The moon when the deer shed their antlers approaches. Now is a perfect time. You shall be away then for a day or two?”

“Aye, Maighstir,” Jeemie concurred. “If it is necessary.”

“Go with our blessings, brother.” I patted his back approvingly. “I know the gods shall smile on your endeavors, and your prized stag awaits.”

Jeemie smiled, reminding me of our mother. His dark blond tresses were reminiscent of her long sandy locks, though we all shared our father’s deep blue eyes.

“Thank you, and I bid you both farewell. I might ask, in my absence, you work together rather than pull apart?” He hesitated, perhaps unsure if his tone had offended me, but I agreed with him. Alban and I had always butted heads, but we had reasons to be united. We only had to remember them.

I watched as Jeemie strode away, turning to my youngest brother.

“It is just you and I, Alban.”

“Aye.” His lips twitched. “You can rely on me, Maighstir.”

“I hope so.” I sensed his tone was sardonic, but he had at least addressed me correctly. “I have two brothers, and I need to depend on them both.”

“Depend on me for what?” Alban’s eyebrow arched.

“To come on board and help unite the village.” I motioned behind him to the frenzy of village life. “Our people look to our family for leadership, and that includes you.”

“Is this about taking a wife again?” His voice dripped with cynicism.

“In part,” I admitted. “A wife would be good for you, just as a wedding is always good for the community, but it is more than that, Alban. I need to know if push comes to shove, if I really need you, you will be there.”

He eyed me suspiciously. “You are asking for my loyalty?”

“In all things,” I agreed. “Without hesitation.”

“You know I’m not good at this sort of thing, Rasmie.” Alban tipped his head back as if asking the gods for help. “I prefer independence to subjection.”

“And you have always had it,” I reminded him. “But the season of change approaches. I am finally married again, and soon, my wife will be with child. I need reliable men at my side, and there are few I trust more than you and Jeemie.”

“You have my loyalty.” His voice was solemn. “But I would ask one thing from you.”

“Name it.”

“I want a say in the woman I take as mine.” His gaze drilled into me. “I understand why you want to control those alliances, but I cannot wed unless I feel a certain way for the bride.”

“You mean, she has to make you hard?” I chuckled at his request.

“Aye.” He joined me in laughter. “And what is wrong with that, brother? You have enjoyed the blessing of two attractive wives. Let me choose one.”

“Okay.” My will was slipping. “We shall convene on the subject and discuss it when there is a suitor, but remember, I am your chief and shall have the final say.”

Glancing away, his jaw stiffened. “A compromise then?”

“Aye, Alban, a compromise.”

It was as good as either of us was going to get.

“So be it.” His eyes met mine. “I agree with this cooperation.”

“I am happy you do.” My attention returned to my chamber and the woman still tethered to my bed.

“You wish to return to your wife?” Alban’s brow rose, suppressing the grin I could tell wanted to surface. “You are missing her?”

“I am missing the things I do to her,” I clarified, determined not to rise to his bait.

“You should go then.” He signaled to my private chamber.

“What will you do in my and Jeemie’s absence?” My eyebrow cocked at the idea of Alban wandering the village unsupervised.

“Me?” His lips curled.

“Aye, you. I need a strong man to manage the wood collection before the next full moon. The nights grow longer by the day.”

“Then I shall see to it, Maighstir.” He saluted, though I had the distinct impression the gesture was intended to mock. “Fear not, the wood shall be collected.”

“Taing do.” I nodded my acknowledgment as my feet moved in Desiree’s direction. Parted from her for too long, my every fiber ached to see her again, to breathe in her scent, to be inside her.

“There is one other thing I need to do this day, Rasmie.”

My pace halted at his curious statement, and I slowly turned to catch sight of his smirk.

“What is this thing?”

“I need to please my maighstir.” His lips stretched into a wide grin. “I need to search for a wife.”
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Chapter Three
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Elodie

––––––––
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PULLING IN A DEEP BREATH, I stood on the step, fist raised and hovering in front of the door. Letting go of the air, I tapped three times, then lowered it to my side as I waited. Apprehension knotted as the seconds ticked by. My prior vow never to come back here flitted through my brain as the distinct sound of footsteps echoed from inside—she was coming. I braced myself as the door was yanked open. My little sister blew a huge bubble in her gum as her gaze fixed on me.

“Rochelle.”

I tried to sound upbeat, but God knew it was difficult. The youngest of the three of us, Rochelle was used to getting her own way and in recent years, had morphed into something of a wild child. Taking in the look of her scraggy braids, I noticed part of her hair was bleached platinum blonde, while others sported her deep natural brown.

“Can I come in?”

I waited as the enormous bubble expanded before slowly popping on her face.

“Sure.” She shrugged, sucking the stretched gum back between her teeth as she turned to allow me access. “Why are you here?”

“Mum.” Stepping over the threshold, I closed the front door behind me. “Or more specifically, Desiree.”

“What about them?” She wandered into the main room, not even glancing back.

“You heard Des is missing, right?” Anger flared at Rochelle’s complete lack of concern. She hadn’t visited since our sister disappeared and hardly ever picked up the phone. It was why I came here. I needed to speak to her face to face, woman to woman.

“I heard she went on some ridiculous trip with lover boy.” Rochelle blew another pink bubble as she slid onto her leather couch. “Ain’t she come back?”

“No.” My tone was terse as I towered over her. “No, she hasn’t.”

“Okay.” Her brow rose. “What’s it got to do with me?”

“She’s your fucking sister.” I was struggling to keep a lid on my simmering fury. “We’re your family. Doesn’t that mean anything to you?”

She stared at me vacantly. “Is that all you came to say? Because I’m busy.”

“Oh yeah, I can see that.” Glancing around her bare lounge, I was vaguely aware of the anger swirling inside me, the way it contorted, surging in an eruption of volcanic proportions. “Sorry to bust in on your frenetic existence. How fucking selfish of me!”

Rochelle’s gaze slid to mine slowly. “Whatever you came to say, El, just say it.” Her voice was low and snide.

“I need you to step up.” Inching closer, I enunciated the words through gritted teeth. “Be a decent daughter for once.”

She rolled her eyes. “Or what, sis? Are you gonna spank me?”

I squeezed my eyes closed, disdain for Rochelle fogging my head.

“What’s it going to take to get you to be part of our family?” My eyes fluttered open. “Des is in trouble, Rochelle, and I need you... Mum needs you.”

“To do what?” Her voice was monotonic, but her gaze darted to me with a trace of concern—the first and only sign she cared.

“To be there.” I turned toward her small, grubby window. “When I’m not.”

“Where are you going?” She was on her feet behind me. “Is this some sort of mass exodus?”

“Maybe you didn’t hear me.” Or more like, she just wasn’t listening. “Desiree is missing... actually fucking missing, Rochelle. She could be dead, for all I know.”

Her blank expression slid past me. “So, what, you’re going to repatriate her?”

“Is that all you can say?” I balked at her dismissive tone. “She’s our sister!”

“She’s never been there for me. None of you have.”

“Oh, yeah,” I mocked. “I forgot this is the Rochelle show. Poor little Rochelle, her life has been so tough. Poor little baby. She never got all the things she wanted.”

“Fuck you!” She advanced on me, her features screwed into an ugly ball. “You never gave a shit about me. Where were you when Ethan left? Where were any of you?”

“This isn’t about you, Rochelle.” I could scarcely contain my disgust at her self-indulged attitude. “Can’t you see that? I’m going away to some shitty little island to find our sister, and I need you to watch out for Mum. She’s not well.”

That made her stop in her tracks. “What’s wrong with her?”

“She’s not been herself since Dad, you know that.” My shoulders fell as a dozen horrid memories whipped through my mind. “She’s not eating properly and is easily confused. Desiree is the icing on the cake. She’s not coping, Roch, and I don’t know what else I can do.” Emotion bubbled in my voice as I struggled to contain the nightmare of the last few weeks. “Listen, I know we’ve had our differences,”—that was putting it mildly—“but I’m asking you this one time. Please check on her while I’m away.”
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