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        This trilogy may be considered darker than the pits of hell.

        Insatiable has numerous kinks such as exhibitionism, possessive and toxic behaviour, praise and degradation, breath play, gun play, probably too many hand necklaces, and sex next to a dead body. As well as having graphic sexual and violent content with mentions of rape, pregnancy loss and attempted suicide, it also has more potentially triggering material.

        A detailed list can be found HERE

        Your mental health is extremely important to me. I highly recommend readers not to continue with this story if any of the listed warnings are triggering.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        For the good girls who like to dance in the dark while being watched by the devil.
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            PROLOGUE

          

          KADE - 6 YEARS AGO

        

      

    

    
      I fucking hate people.

      Especially parties.

      It might be my fifteenth, but that doesn’t mean I’m going to participate in the celebration like my twin sister keeps insisting. I don’t like the attention or being around groups in general.

      Mum told me we could have a joint party; we’ve been doing it this way for years. But fuck that – I hate it. And if I hear the song “Single Ladies” one more time, I will lose my shit. Most of the people here are fourteen still and have a crush on anime characters, for fuck’s sake.

      I had to escape to my room like I always do.

      Locking my room door is mandatory, because sack having any of them tell my mum I’m smoking out on my balcony. Ewan, my stepfather, caught me last week while having a draw in the pool house and said if I did it again, he’d tell her.

      No one wants that woman yelling at them, scary bastard that she is.

      I like my privacy, my own space where I’m unbothered. I have my key jammed in the hole, the latch on and a chair against the door. No chances of anyone ruining my peace.

      I’d rather fill my lungs with smoke.

      It makes me feel weird, to be honest. People might think it’s great to be the centre of attention when they walk into a room, but I can’t stand it. I’d rather be invisible. I’d rather no one knew who I was, or my family history, or do everything they can to talk to me.

      They don’t want to know who I am, not really.

      You’d think living in one of the largest manors in the west of Scotland, they’d struggle to find my room, my wing, but unfortunately, they have, and if one more person knocks my door, I’ll put a cig out in their eye.

      I should go to the party before Mum or Ewan can bang on the door and give me shit, but I can’t seem to move from the balcony.

      Because I’m preoccupied.

      She has no idea I’m watching her.

      Away from the rest, away from the party, a girl with long dark hair, wearing a little black dress, sits on the edge of the pool with her feet in the water.

      Something about her intrigues me, so I keep my eyes on her.

      I like to watch people from afar. I’ll study the way they act, their facial expressions and body language in certain situations, the tones of their voices. I intentionally make people uncomfortable just to see their reactions. My teachers are forever complaining to my parents.

      Mum tells me to stop it, but it’s a great way to pass time and try to understand things that don’t come naturally to me.

      I tilt my head to the side and stare at the girl with intense fascination.

      Why is she not at the party? And who the fuck is she? I’ve never seen her before.

      I can’t stop looking at her – I don’t want to stop – unable to tear my gaze away as she stares at the starry sky. She must be cold, surely. September is nothing short of fucking Baltic.

      Maybe I should take her down my hoodie and…

      What? Shut the fuck up, Kade.

      I stub out my smoke then toss it into the ashtray hidden under my balcony ledge, keeping my eyes on the mystery girl while I shove on my trainers.

      Mum will come for me at any moment for the birthday cake. I waft the smell of cigarettes from my room and cover it up with air freshener.

      My phone dings in my pocket, and I quickly pull it out while I brush my teeth. The group chat I have with my two best friends pops up. Dez is pissed he isn’t here. And Base asks if I want to go to a real party followed by Russian words I don’t understand.

      Before I can reply with a yes, I hear footsteps.

      My shoulders slump. Here we go.

      “Kade!” Mum bellows from the other side of my door.

      I roll my eyes, place my toothbrush back in the holder and switch my phone screen off.

      “Are you in there?”

      I kick aside the chair and pull the latch. “Yep.”

      When I swing it open, I’m met with her scowling at me, arms crossed, tapping her foot on the ground. She’s smaller than me, with blonde hair that’s nothing like my dark. Similar eyes, blue and sleepy, but hers are glaring at me while I look at her, giving her a bored expression.

      “Were you smoking again? I can smell it from the stairs.”

      “No,” I lie, dodging her and making my way down the spiral staircase my stepdad Ewan designed for me.

      “Your sister was looking for you. You missed the cake.”

      I pull up my hood and tighten the strings, burying my hands into the front pocket as I grunt. Luciella has always been the golden child, the favourite, the one who doesn’t give my mum and Ewan any problems. They both worship the ground she walks on. I get it. I’m not like them. I’m not like my twin sister.

      Luciella would never be caught smoking or drinking at the age of thirteen, and definitely wouldn’t be brought home by the police after punching an officer.

      He deserved it.

      I’m sure everyone sees me as the bad kid. The one the family dreads when they get together. I used to give a fuck and attempt to fit in, but now I prefer my own company – the loner. They keep their distance, and so do I.

      Mum does try though, probably too much.

      She thinks I didn’t hear her crying to my dad over the phone about my “mood swings”, begging him to help her deal with their “unfeeling” teenage son. But I’m not a completely emotionless robot. I care about Dez and Base, and, when she isn’t a pain in my ass, Luciella. I just don’t see the point in following stupid rules or talking about feelings I don’t really get.

      There’s nothing wrong with who I am. Even Dad tells me I’m special and never to take offence at how others view me.

      He’s probably the only person on earth who truly understands me, yet he lives thousands of miles away in a mental institution – he’s committed numerous crimes and is deemed too dangerous to live amongst the public.

      It’s pretty fucking promising for me that he remembers feeling the same way I do.

      The famous Tobias Mitchell, American psychopath. The insane killer who took over every news channel in the world. He’s labelled as ruthless and unpredictable. Dangerous. A threat to life. Yet, when we visit the institution, he’s a caring dad who wants to know everything that’s going on in our lives. He tries to be involved as much as he can and looks at my mum like she’s the only woman in the world, full of complete adoration.

      Even though he tried to kill her.

      Yep. He can keep his crazy; I have my own.

      My stepdad has been in my life since birth and does what he can. He takes me for boxing lessons in an attempt at some father–son bonding, like he did with my stepbrother Jason. But he’s grown up now and has his own life, so it seems Ewan has moved on to me.

      I finish pouring a drink of juice and walk around the table.

      Some of my sister’s friends are giggling, whispering between them while openly watching me, and it makes me uncomfortable. The mystery girl by the pool isn’t here though.

      Not that I’m looking.

      I make a quick escape by pushing through the crowd and going out onto the grounds. The glow from the spotlights leads the way to the pool house.

      When I reach the end of the path, I glance over my shoulder to make sure no one has followed me before continuing. The ripples from the water reflect on the glass door of the pool house, and I lean against it, pulling out a cigarette.

      I look out to the loch, the moon resting just above the Munros in the distance. The manor is surrounded by water and green forests, and it’s kind of relaxing.

      I close my eyes as the nicotine burns my lungs, releasing it in a cloud of smoke.

      The sound of splashing has me frowning, nearly dropping the cigarette from my mouth when I see the mystery girl is still here. She’s perched on her elbows, casually chilling at the edge of the pool, still admiring the stars in the sky.

      I shouldn’t feel a rush of excitement, but I do.

      What do I do? Talk to her? Walk away? Hide?

      “Who are you?” I ask, taking another drag as I walk towards her.

      She doesn’t acknowledge my existence, and I really want her to look at me. I try again. “Hello? Who are you?”

      I don’t like being ignored, especially by a random person who resembles a ghost with freckles all over her body. I wouldn’t usually try to socialise but colour me fucking intrigued.

      From her side profile, I can openly admit she’s pretty. The thought smacks me upside the head because I’ve never thought of someone as pretty before.

      I assumed I was defective in that department, but since I like the way she looks, perhaps I’m not. It’s hard to study her the way I do others, but I’m more than happy to just… look at her.

      Getting annoyed with the silence, I huff. “You should go back inside. It’s too cold out here, Freckles.”

      Grimacing, I mentally punch myself in the dick. Freckles? Really, Kade?

      Still silent.

      If she ignores me one more time, I’m shoving her in the fucking water.

      I shake my head.

      Sitting on the bench next to the diving board, I inhale, unsure why I keep talking. I never talk. “You don’t go to my school.”

      I freeze when she looks up at me, and fucking hell, her eyes are insane. Coughing out the rest of my smoke, I lean my elbows on my knees as she stands, shaking off the water from her legs and slipping on her shoes.

      I don’t get it. Or her. Or why she’s walking around the pool towards me.

      Wait.

      She’s walking towards me.

      Oh shit. What the fuck is she doing? Go away.

      My breath is slowly being ripped from my lungs as she draws closer. In fact, I don’t think I’m breathing at all.

      Her hair flows down her back in curls, freckles dusting over her skin, and those eyes are fucking killing me. They aren’t blue, maybe a light green mixed with silver, like a forest in winter.

      What the fuck is wrong with me?

      She sits beside me and takes the cigarette from my lips, then places it between her own. The touch of her fingers against my lips doesn’t make me uncomfortable.

      I try not to show how much she’s affecting me by looking away, but my insides are somersaulting.

      I clear my throat while she smokes my cigarette like it’s hers. There’s a breeze and fuck do I inhale the sweet vanilla – she smells good.

      I turn my head and watch as she rests back, the end of the cigarette bright orange. Then she blows a cloud above us, eyes closed as the smoke dissipates in the air.

      Her eyes open, and now she’s looking at me. I’m stuck gazing right back at her beauty.

      Fuck.

      Once she’s done, she places what’s left of the cigarette back in my mouth. Her fingertips graze my lips and send a spark to my chest, and I’m not sure what that means. I toss the finished bud aside.

      “My name is Stacey.” Her voice is soft, quiet and calming. Colour me even more fucking intrigued. “I joined Luciella’s dance class a few months ago.”

      I wouldn’t mind watching her body move, to see her in her element. I bet she moves beautifully too.

      Stop.

      I light another smoke since she finished mine, eyeing her every few seconds as we sit in silence.

      Stacey.

      A name for the mystery girl.

      “What age are you?” I ask.

      She smiles at me, and shit, I’ve never liked someone’s smile before. I find myself faintly smiling back at her.

      “I just turned fifteen. Same as you.”

      Same as you.

      The three words have me wanting to know more about her.

      Her grin grows when I hum, a dimple denting deep in her cheek, and she looks away and tucks a strand of hair behind her ear.

      Butterflies, I think.

      I wonder if she feels them too?

      I must be ill. I’ll need to ask Mum what the fuck is wrong with me.

      “You sound American and Scottish,” she says. “So does Luciella.”

      We spend a lot of time in America visiting our father. It was only natural we picked up the accent over the years. Mine is a lot stronger and deeper.

      Hearing people yelling for Stacey, I sigh, knowing our meeting is about to be cut short.

      As much as I’d love to sit here and stare at her like a creep, I need to leave before she thinks I’m a weirdo trying to chase some girl I don’t even know.

      “Giving you a heads-up,” I begin, flicking the cigarette into the grass as soon as I see my sister’s blonde head. I narrow my eyes. Even though I don’t want to say the next words that leave my mouth, my impulsiveness wins. “Just because you’re my sister’s friend doesn’t mean you can speak to me. Stay the fuck out of my way.”

      As I turn to leave, she lets out a mocking laugh.

      “Funny,” she snaps back, and I halt in my tracks, brows knitting together as I glance over my shoulder at her.

      She pops out her hip and crosses her arms. “And cute. I was just about to say the same thing to you. So why don’t you stay the fuck out of my way, Kade?”

      I like the way my name sounds on her tongue.

      I smirk, loving this side of her. “Or else what?”

      Ah, fuck. Freckles is even prettier when she’s mad.

      The butterflies are going fucking wild, and I have no idea how to repress the feeling.

      She barges into me with her shoulder, and I can’t stop the grin pulling at my lips as she marches away with my sister.

      Her scent lingers, her dark hair bouncing down her back, but she keeps facing forward, refusing to give me that one last look at her I’m desperate for – until she’s about to vanish down the pathway among the trees, when she turns and gives me the middle finger.

      Fucking hell. Why am I smiling?
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      I pull the duvet away, slowly and quietly, and slide my legs out of the bed first. He stirs and reaches across the mattress, but I’m out and on my feet before he can touch me.

      My dress and underwear are scattered across the floor, my heels probably on his stairs or in the living room. A Tinder date that began in the pub, something to keep me busy. After a few drinks and endless flirting, he invited me back here.

      Is it bad that I can’t quite remember his name? He’s either Bryan or Byron. They do sound the same. I’ll need to check his profile before I delete the app.

      I notice a few missed calls on my phone from my best friend Lu, one from my other best friend Tylar and several messages from my stepbrother, demanding to know my whereabouts.

      I groan, rubbing my temples to try to ease my headache, then open Luciella’s contact and type out a message.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Can you pick me up? I’m at Branchton. There’s a row of houses across from a church. Do you know the place?

      

      

      

      

      

      I tiptoe down the steps with my heels and jacket to hand until I reach the bottom, sitting on the bottom step.

      My phone vibrates.

      
        
          
            
              
        Lu: On my way. Be there in five.

      

      

      

      

      

      Thank God.

      I know my friends are going to want the details. I can already hear the high-pitched squeals they’ll make when they hear I finally had sex after months of not being the slightest bit interested.

      The last person I slept with told me that as much as I’m a lovely girl, he couldn’t meet up again. Weirdly enough, he went missing a few days later, and still is.

      Being called a lovely girl at the age of twenty-one annoyed the hell out of me.

      There’s a car horn sounding outside, and I sigh in relief.

      Luciella’s stepfather bought her the car for getting into university. Ty is planning on taking over her family’s dance studio.

      I’m still trying to find myself, and I’m okay with that. I’m in no rush to sort my shit out. I’m a dancer and an aerialist, an instructor three nights a week for kids’ and adults’ classes, and we train for shows and competitions.

      My mum died when I was thirteen, and when my dad fell in love with Nora Fields, he moved us to this town to live with her and her two boys, Kyle and Chris.

      My dad died two years ago, but Nora and her sons insist on me staying there until I save up enough money to move out; she kept all the inheritance that was supposed to be for me.

      I don’t need to pay dig money, which is good, despite the utter nightmare of living in that house. It means I can focus on my goals.

      It’s nearly the break of dawn as I step outside. The black Audi R8 waiting has me freezing. The tinted windows hide the driver, but I know exactly who it is, and the fine hairs on the back of my neck rise, my heartbeat accelerating.

      The alloys are shiny, as if they’ve been freshly polished, and the headlights nearly blind me. I grimace, wondering if I can turn around and walk away.

      Lu is going to catch a slap when I see her later.

      The horn sounds again, making my shoulders tense.

      “Unbelievable,” I mutter under my breath, seeing no other way to get home since an Uber will take forever to get to this side of town.

      With my heels dangling from my fingers, messy hair, and make-up far from fresh, I feel nervous. Out of everyone who could pick me up after a one-night stand, he’s the last person I want.

      Unhurriedly, I make my way to the car, opening the passenger door and throwing myself into the seat. I don’t look at him – I keep my eyes forward, tossing my heels on the floor in front of me as I attempt to put my belt on. It retracts twice, and I blow out a breath when I finally manage to click it in.

      I try to ignore the addictive scent of mint, cigarettes and Tom Ford’s Noir. The same aftershave he’s used for years. I try to ignore him, but his presence is everywhere, even after two years of silence between us.

      I cross my arms in front of me, glancing at him sideways. “Lu said she was picking me up.”

      He doesn’t respond, looking bored as he types on his phone, his elbow perched on the leather divider between us. He has a fresh tattoo on his hand, which somehow makes it look even more veiny.

      I gulp, quickly looking away before he notices me letting my gaze travel up the new tattoos littering his body.

      His knees parted, gym shorts showing off his legs, he leans back against the driver’s seat, still texting. My scowl deepens as I watch him reply to messages instead of driving me home.

      He must have been working out in the home gym at the manor. His top is tight against his chest, the taut muscles still swollen from his session. There’s a cigarette tucked behind his ear, and wavy black hair nearly as dark as his soul falls over his forehead.

      He has a sun-kissed tan that makes me look like a ghost.

      As much as I’d like to say I’ve forgotten everything about Kade Mitchell, I’m a terrible liar.

      I roll the window down, ignoring the chill taking over me while I try to stop his scent from clouding my judgement. Yes, Kade might be handsome, a person that ticked every box for me at one point, but he’s my best friend’s twin brother and completely off limits.

      I know that now.

      The last conversation we had was two years ago, and he hasn’t as much as looked me in the eye since. I know Lu must have given him shit to get him to come pick me up.

      He’d never do this off his own back.

      Fucking Luciella. She’s aware of how much we can’t stand each other. She knows I try to dodge him every chance I get. I mean, she doesn’t know exactly why, but still.

      After nearly three minutes of rock music playing low and him typing away on his phone, the sun starts to rise. My jaw rolls in annoyance, my gaze flitting between the steering wheel and the front gate of the house I left.

      “Are you going to drive or just sit here?”

      As usual, I’m met with silence. He clicks away on his screen, the corner of his mouth curling up into a smile.

      I try not to stare at how handsome he is, despite being a reincarnation of the devil; how soft his skin appears under the harsh black ink. He doesn’t smile often, so who is he talking to? Annoyingly, my traitorous heart beats faster. Who’s making him grin like that?

      No. Stop, Stacey. Who cares who makes him smile?

      I can’t stay in this car. I need to get the hell out of here.

      “I’m getting an Uber,” I say, unbuckling my belt, but Kade catches it before it can retract, yanking it to click back in without a word, eyes still on the screen. He types with one hand, the other holding my seat belt in place until he eventually shuts his screen off and turns the car back on.

      The engine rumbles beneath us, and I’m rocketed back into the chair as he accelerates at a ridiculous speed.

      He turns the music up, and I stare at him, at his beautifully harsh features, while his silvery-blue eyes blaze into the road. I eventually put the window up to stop my hair from blowing wild.

      I open my messages and see one I must’ve missed.

      
        
          
            
              
        Lu: Kade’s coming instead.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: I hate you.

      

      

      

      

      

      She replies instantly.

      
        
          
            
              
        Lu: Sorry! He was driving his friend home. Please don’t kill each other.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: I really hate you.

      

      

      

      

      

      I click my screen off and stay silent, staring out the window at the trees whizzing by. My phone vibrates uncontrollably in my hand – a chain of messages from my stepbrother.

      
        
          
            
              
        DoNotAnswer: Where the fuck are you?

      

      

      

      
        
          
        DoNotAnswer: I’m on my way home and you better be there.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        DoNotAnswer: I mean it, Stacey.

      

      

      

      

      

      I roll my eyes and sigh as I ignore him. It’ll come back to bite me, but I can’t deal with him right now. Not while I’m in a car with Kade fucking Mitchell, trying not to breathe the same goddamn air as him.

      “You should’ve told Luciella no,” I eventually say, loud enough so he can hear me over the music.

      Kade’s jaw tenses as he speeds up.

      I huff, resting my elbow on the window, palm to the side of my head. “I would’ve waited for an Uber or walked.”

      He doesn’t answer me, just like I knew he wouldn’t.

      Kade takes the cigarette from behind his ear, sparks it, then tosses his lighter into the divider between us.

      He licks his lips, his sleepy eyes on the road, and I watch his mouth as he takes another draw.

      You’re nothing. You’re fucking dead to me.

      His voice echoes in my mind, a memory of the last time we spoke. Words he threw in my face; words I’d rather forget. I look away from him, keeping my burning eyes on the outside world as he drives into my housing estate.

      The security is tight – all the houses need codes to enter the grounds. Nora asked me when I was growing up if I wanted to have sleepovers for my birthday, celebratory parties or anything that got my friends here, but I always said no.

      I didn’t want any of them near the monster that lives inside those walls.

      Kade stops at the biggest house – three floors of white brick and unused horse stables at the back. An empty pool and overgrown weeds make it look eerie.

      He turns his engine off and flicks the cigarette out the window without turning to look at me. He taps his finger on his lap, the muscle in his jaw straining.

      Say something, I want to shout. Yell at me. Anything!

      I drag my gaze away from him, letting out a sigh as I grab my heels. I don’t say anything as I unclip my belt, and I stay quiet as I open the door and leave the car.

      I reach the gate, ready to push in my code, when I hear the engine start again. I peer over my shoulder, and our eyes meet like a clash of thunder. Goosebumps erupt over my skin, a thrill of electricity rushing in my veins. His eyes are as electric as I remember, but there’s something else behind them.

      Something dark that wasn’t there before.

      “Thank you,” I whisper. “For driving me home.”

      For a split second, I think he might actually say something back. But instead, he looks me up and down slowly, taking in my after-sex appearance, and draws his gaze away from me with a shake of his head.

      He’s disappointed.

      Kade lights another cigarette and turns his rock music up loud enough to wake my stepfamily before speeding off without giving me another glance.

      Yep. He still despises me.

      And after what I did to him, he has every reason to.

 

        * * *

      I quickly make my way to my bedroom on the top floor of the manor, letting out a breath of relief when I shut the door behind me. My back presses to the wood, and I close my eyes.

      My eyes burn, fighting tears I refuse to let fall.

      The first time I ever felt this way, this overwhelming feeling, was when we met. He’d interrupted me by the pool at his manor.

      I remember the way he looked at me, and how it made a warmth build in my chest. His eyes were so full of life. We’d smoked a cigarette together in blissful, comfortable silence, before he turned into an asshole.

      I’d tried to ignore him for years. But being around my best friend’s twin brother was too much – there was too strong a pull between us.

      Until that night, when everything changed.

      Kade Mitchell has been the broken shadow in my life ever since, and it’s all my fault.

      My heels drop to the floor, and I lick my lips, remembering a time when I’d do it and be able to taste mint and faint tobacco.

      I shake my head, pushing away the lone tears sliding down my cheek.

      Without turning the light on, I pull my dress off and unclip my bra, ready to remove my underwear. But before I can do anything else, a firm grip wraps around my throat, causing a strangled gasp to catch in my chest as the person backs me away from the door and slams me into the mattress.

      Air rushes out of my lungs from the impact in a choked-out cough. Pressure builds behind my eyes as they fly open in fear to see Chris – my evil and deluded stepbrother – above me.

      I try to slap his arms as hard as I can, so he’ll release his painful hold, but it only causes him to tighten it and lower himself onto me, crushing my nearly naked body between him and the bed.

      “Who the fuck was that?”
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            STACEY

          

        

      

    

    
      I love dancing in the dark.

      When I’m surrounded by carnage, which is often, it’s peaceful – an escape. I enjoy mentally vanishing from existence, even if it’s only for a moment.

      Sometimes, I close my eyes and block out everything as my body moves around the hoop, or as the silks wrap around my limbs while I hang mid-air. Usually, halfway through my routine, I’ll free flow, head lolling to the beat, imagining a silent audience that can’t take their eyes off me.

      Music will play, the genre completely dependent on my mood. I’ll tell myself that anxiety and unnecessary voices don’t exist. That they’re nothing but void thoughts desperate to destroy my calm. As each chord strikes, the black tendrils around my heart will shrivel away.

      There was a time when one person was able to make me ignore that side of myself. I helped him with his own darkness, and he made me feel alive, sustaining me with tender touches and words, stolen kisses and nights in his bed when no one knew. I was happy.

      I thought I was safe. I thought I was free.

      Until I wasn’t.

      But the past is the past. It’s nothing a bit of music can’t temporarily fix.

      “Spiracle” by Flower Face echoes around the studio I’ve been dancing in since I was a teen. Whenever this song plays, I think of him.

      I remember the way I felt sitting on the sofa across from Lu. Nervous. On fire. Wishing I was brave enough to touch him. His hand was so close to my own, and I dared myself to take it, to feel his palm in mine, to know how soft it was, but I was terrified of his refusal.

      He hated being touched – it would make him flinch and look as if he was in pain. Then his pinkie grazed mine under the blanket that we shared, eyes on the TV, and I fought a smile.

      It was from then that it really started. It wasn’t a dare – it was real.

      The studio is empty, like it always is after classes end. The colourful LED lights are dimmed, but sometimes, I turn them off completely. It’s relaxing, just closing my mind off from this world and being in my own – my axis shifts, and everything stops while I dance.

      But in a few hours, Chris will pick me up, and it will all come crashing down – and I’ll remember my true reality.

      The music cuts out, and I stop, gripping the hoop while I stay suspended upside down, one leg hooked over to keep me stable. I narrow my eyes at the screen of my phone – the text that’s popped up has interrupted my song and disconnected the Bluetooth.

      I flip down onto the crash mat, tightening the bobble in my hair as I walk to the other side of the room, my bare feet slapping over the flooring. Leaning against the fully mirrored wall, I open the messages in our group chat.

      
        
          
            
              
        Lu: My mum and Ewan just left. I think Kade and his friends are going out, so we’ll have the entire manor to ourselves for the party.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Ty: I’m still at my aunt’s house. But I’ll see you soon!

      

      

      

      

      

      Her mum and stepdad Ewan are going to America for a few weeks, something about a meeting with her biological father’s therapist to possibly get him accepted time in public. But so far all his appeals have been declined.

      I mean, I can’t see him ever being allowed time away from the institution. He’s terrifying. I spoke to him on the phone once while Lu hurried out of the bathroom, and his voice alone sent shivers through my body. He knew my name and warned me not to hurt his son like I was the monster.

      His voice was so deep and dangerous, I think I’d honestly pass out if I ever met him. As much as his son resembles him, I’d run in the opposite direction of Tobias Mitchell.

      He’s a diagnosed psychopath. A killer.

      After replying to say I can’t wait, I quickly send Chris a text telling him not to bother picking me up. I have the dress with me I’m wearing tonight, and I can grab a shower at Lu’s too.

      My stepbrother will definitely be pissed, but he’s always mad at me.

      A few days ago, after Kade dropped me off, I begged him to release me and lied that it was Luciella who drove me home.

      I have concealer hiding the faint bruises he left on me.

      I connect my Bluetooth back up to the speakers that surround the hall, restart the song and take in my sweaty appearance in the mirror.

      When my gaze drops to my chest, I stare at the small scar on my sternum, purple and deep. As much as my breasts hide it, it’s there. That was why Chris ripped a key against my skin – to deter others from touching what he thinks is his.

      He made me lie to Nora and say I did it to myself, and she believed me. She’d wanted me to seek help from a therapist, thinking I was harming myself.

      No. Your son is just a fucking monster, Nora.

      I run my fingers up the titanium poles. There are seven of them spaced out throughout the hall, a hoop in the middle hanging from the ceiling and deep-pink silks at the back. In the next room, there’s a huge dance area where the kids go.

      Tylar’s family owns the building, and she’s had plans to expand into somewhere bigger for the last year but has been caught up in her studies while her parents work on a project in Rome.

      I wrap the silk around my wrist, getting a good grip of the material, then do the same with my foot and pull myself onto it. Flipping myself upside down, the material twists around my thighs, holding my weight safely as I quickly fix my hair.

      Then I let the music take me on a lyrical adventure, using my flexibility and rhythm to map out the perfect choreography I could use at the Festival of Fright Night at Halloween.

      By the time the song finishes, sweat is layering my skin, and my limbs ache from the constant pulling and tugging on the silks. I flip myself upside down once again, settling in a full straddle, and pull off my top to reveal my sports bra.

      But when the material at the hook tangles and I start to spin slowly, my entire body freezes – there’s someone watching me.

      “Chris!” I snap. “You aren’t allowed in here!”

      My stepbrother shrugs as I untangle myself and drop to the floor.

      I narrow my eyes at him. “What the hell are you doing?”

      He smirks, making me step backwards as he takes one step forward, eyes dropping to my chest. “You know I like to watch you.”

      Uncomfortable shivers rush through me, bile rising in my throat. “I told you I’m going to my friend’s house.”

      “I’ll drive you. I’m not taking no for an answer.”

      “I don’t need you to drive me.”

      Chris lifts his hand to me, and I instinctively flinch away before he can touch the strands of hair that have fallen into my face.

      “You’ll do as I say, little sister,” he says. “Unless you want me to lock you in my room again. Maybe I’ll chain you to my bed this time?”

      I blanch. “No.”

      He smiles. “I’m driving you.”

      I gulp and nod, knowing I won’t win with Chris.

      I turn my back on him and head for the small changing room, throwing on my top as I go. I still feel far too exposed to be around him. After putting on my socks and shoes and wiping my face with a towel, I yank on a hoodie then pull my coat up my arms.

      He’s going to try to make me cancel tonight, but he can shove it.

      Not only would giving in to him make him feel powerful, but Lu would also hunt me down. This has been planned for ages, a secondary celebration of her twenty-first.

      A knock at the door makes me jump out of my skin. “Hurry the fuck up before I get you ready myself.”

      I scoff silently, shaking my head as I slide the strap of my bag on my shoulder, ignoring him when I swing the door open and try to walk by.

      He catches my wrist and hauls me back, pinning me against his chest and lowering his mouth to my ear. “Drop the attitude.” Chris turns my rigid body to face him, caressing my arms. “I’ve been good, Stacey. Stop attempting to piss me off by acting like a child.”

      “I haven’t⁠—”

      His rough, unwanted hands silence me as they travel up to my shoulders in a firm stroke. His thumbs run across the faint bruising there before cupping each side of my neck. “What have I told you about talking back to me? Do you want to make me angry?”

      He sucks his bottom lip, chewing on it as his eyes search my face, waiting for a snarky retort so he has a reason to throw me onto the floor or bite my cheek.

      My back hits the wall, causing the mirrors along it to ripple. His body crushes mine, and I grit my teeth to fight the revulsion, fists clenching by my sides.

      “So pretty and defiant,” he mutters, nudging his knee between my legs to force them open. His palm travels up my side. “Do you remember what happens to bad little girls like you?”

      “Get the fuck off me, Chris,” I warn him, shoving his chest but failing to move him away from me.

      He grins. The bastard loves when I get mad. I feel his excitement against me, and I swallow the strangling lump that’s building in my throat.

      Chris has been like this with me since I joined the family years ago. I tried to tell my dad when he’d barged into my shower the day we moved in and forced his mouth on mine. My dad refused to listen when I told him that the boy four years older than me had watched me undress on numerous occasions when I was only fourteen.

      Nope. I was apparently a teenage troublemaker, rebelling from the death of my mother.

      Chris has kissed me on numerous occasions, mid-argument. But every time, my lips have clamped shut – hard enough to cause me pain – to deny the tongue trying to pry its way into my mouth as I fought back.

      As far as I’m aware, we’ve never fucked. But he’s drugged me. Hit me. Made my life hell. I tried to run once, but it only made things worse. He became more violent.

      It feels like there’s no escaping someone as monstrous as Chris Fields, but one day, when I figure out a good-enough plan, I will.

      His lips part; he’s probably about to describe how loud I’ll scream for him, but a noise behind us stops his words.

      Thankfully, the studio door opens, causing him to jerk away, and I can finally breathe.

      Tylar stands in the entryway, mouth open, brows knitting together, confused as she looks between the two of us. “Um… Who are you?” she asks Chris, and I close my eyes, hoping he doesn’t introduce himself correctly.

      “Members only.” She points to the sign on the wall then stands aside, opening the door wider, silently telling him to fuck off.

      I want to hug her.

      “Of course,” Chris replies, glancing at me, spinning his car keys on his finger and licking his lips.

      He leans in and whispers against my ear, “Just wait until you get home, little sister.”

      I stare at him, waiting for him to leave.

      Before Chris turns away from me, his smile drops. “Behave.”

      Tylar raises a brow at me as soon as he’s gone. “Who the hell was that?”

      My own worst nightmare. The stepbrother you don’t know about.

      For my own sake, and my friends’, I’ve kept his identity a mystery and do my best to make sure it stays that way.

      My older stepbrother Kyle is an angel. He loves me like a brother should. But then there’s Christopher…

      “Just some guy,” I lie through my teeth, turning the speakers off and switching the main lights on to kill the colour-changing glow. “I thought you were at your aunt’s place?”

      “My mum wants me to deposit money into the bank,” she tells me, pulling open a small cupboard in the corner of the hall and unlocking the safe. She counts notes, about eight hundred pounds’ worth, then shoves the pile into her purse.

      “He wasn’t that Bryan guy, was he? I remember you describing him differently. That one was hot. I’m digging the smile and the shaggy blonde hair. Plus, he’s tall.”

      I huff, scrunching my nose at her calling Chris hot. He’s nothing but vulgar in my eyes. “No. That wasn’t him.”

      “Well, whoever he was, please keep it in the bedroom,” she says, tilting her head towards the door. “Come on. I can give you a lift to Lu’s.”

      The drive is filled with Tylar reeling off the rules of the studio, and I stare out of the window as I offer sounds of acknowledgment. But when she tells me that a house is currently on fire in Branchton, I look at her with pinched brows. No casualties, but apparently the homeowner was beaten to a pulp.

      The name hasn’t been released.

      My phone vibrates, and when I look down, I roll my eyes. The usual threat. One that used to make my skin crawl and dread returning home. But now it’s just routine from him.

      
        
          
            
              
        DoNotAnswer: Be a good girl tonight.

      

      

      

      

      

      I snarl at the screen, my fingers moving before I can stop them.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Leave me alone.

      

      

      

      

      

      The drive to Luciella’s takes us through to the loch, and the trees surround the road. We stop at the electric gates of the extravagant manor I still find breathtaking. Tylar tells me she’ll catch up in a few hours before driving off.

      Once she’s gone, I ring the bell; the two dogs start barking like crazy, which has me smiling.

      As soon as the door swings open, my smile drops, and I’m trapped under Kade’s dark scowl. It’s full of so much hatred and betrayal. If I’m not mistaken, he’d rather see me beneath the wheel of his motorbike than standing on his doorstep.

      His two Dobermanns, Milo and Hopper, who are usually away with him at university, sniff at my legs and hands, both growing excited when they recognise my scent.

      Instead of cowering with my tail between my legs or backing down from their owner, I lower myself to fuss over the dogs while I level him with a look just as grim.

      He breaks eye contact first, turning his large muscular back to me as he whistles for the dogs to follow. He’s wearing a hoodie, a backwards cap to hide his messy hair and has a beer bottle in his hand. I’m guessing he’s not going out tonight.

      I roll my eyes and mumble, “Great,” under my breath as I close the door behind me.

      This will be fun.
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      “If I wear the red dress then I can’t wear a red top tomorrow,” Lu says, alternating pressing each hanger to her chest. “But the blue is a little short.”

      “Then wear another – you have plenty of dresses,” I tell her as I paint my nails, a towel wrapped around me and wet hair down my back. I’m lying on my front, on her bed, while she loses her shit every five minutes about what to wear.

      “But I want to wear the red dress.”

      “Then wear it,” I say, twisting the lid onto the polish and blowing on my nails.

      “You aren’t even helping me, Stacey!” she replies with a huff and tosses both hangers onto the floor. “I can’t wear red. I’m wearing a red top tomorrow.”

      My best friend is insufferable at times.

      “Oh yeah, I meant to tell you that Kade and the others aren’t going out tonight. They cancelled their plans when Dez told them I was having a party.”

      “I gathered,” I reply, not looking up from my screen, staring at the annoying messages from Chris I’ve left unanswered.

      I’ll eventually have to respond, because if I don’t, he’ll track me here, and that’s the last thing I need.

      When I go home, I’ll dodge him. There are five rooms he can’t unlock from the outside; I’m well versed in the manor’s hiding spots.

      One day, I’ll be free. But I guess that’s the same day I slash his throat, because other than death, I’m not sure anything will stop him until I’m fully his.

      The thought of giving in to Chris makes me feel sick.

      Lu chucks a pair of rolled-up socks at my face. “Did you hear me?”

      “What did you say?”

      She sighs. “I know you’re not a fan of Kade and his friends. I’m hoping they stay away so you don’t leave.”

      I snort. She knows me too well, but I wouldn’t be leaving because I can’t stand them – I just can’t stand the looks he gives me. “Did you tell him to stay on his side of the manor?”

      “God, yes. I don’t think I can handle Base and his constant need to talk about sex. If they decide to have a full-on orgy again, I’ll kill them all.”

      “You weren’t even there,” I say. “It’s not like you witnessed it happening.”

      “I sat on the sofa Base was humping on two days later,” she mumbles.

      I giggle, trying to rid myself of the memory as if I hadn’t been there without my best friend knowing. Tylar wanted to spy on Dez at the pool house, because she was still head over heels for him. She asked me to go with her, and obviously, so I could catch a glimpse of Kade, I agreed.

      I wish I hadn’t.

      We walked into the building and froze on the spot while a full sex-fest went on in front of us, music blaring.

      Base, the Russian heir to an entire empire who never takes his eyes off Luciella, was snorting lines of coke from a set of tits while getting his dick sucked.

      Dez had someone bouncing over him and froze when he saw Tylar.

      Kade kept his scowl on me as he took his place behind a blonde bending over a pool table, naked, unbuckling his belt with a slowness that made me grit my teeth.

      He didn’t take his eyes off me as he pushed into her.

      I hadn’t felt pure rage until he smirked.

      Bastard.

      “I think Base just tries to get your attention,” I say. “To make you jealous or something. He’s been trying with you for years.”

      A darkness unravels over Lu’s face. “Well, he can stop. Just like Dez and Tylar stopped. It never ends well.”

      Ty and Dez had a thing; Lu found out and went crazy, declaring that none of her friends should go anywhere near Kade’s little trio. As much as I tried to tell her to calm down, that they were harmless, Ty called things off with him.

      And I know it hurt her and Dez when she did.

      Tylar and the rest arrive an hour later, and the night begins as we stand in a circle, taking shots that burn my chest.

      Luckily, this house is big enough that Kade’s little get-together is non-existent compared to the party Lu is throwing. And since alcohol is slowly slithering through my veins, a part of me is wondering if they’ll invite loads of girls over.

      The music’s loud enough that my ears are ringing. Someone brought strobe lights. The flashing has bodies glitching while they dance.

      My phone vibrates, and I tut.

      
        
          
            
              
        DoNotAnswer: If you don’t reply, I’m coming to get you from whoever it is that you’re fucking.

      

      

      

      

      

      I roll my eyes, muttering, “Asshole.”

      “Who the hell is that?” Tylar asks with furrowed brows, looking over my shoulder.

      I put my phone in my bra, shrugging as I take her glass and down the vile, strong drink it contains.

      “Hey, you bitch!” But she smiles as someone pulls her away from me, onto the makeshift dance floor.

      I make my way to the bathroom on the first floor. My vision is a bit messy from the strobes as I relieve myself then lean against the sink.

      I glare at my phone, which is sitting beside the sink. Maybe I’ll accidentally drop it in the water? Break it? Step on the screen so the messages are illegible?

      
        
          
            
              
        DoNotAnswer: I’ll rip his jaw off. You’re mine.

      

      

      

      

      

      I scoff at the text. Daily, hourly, I wish I could strangle my stepbrother in his sleep without him thinking I’m trying to make it sexual.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Can you stop? I’m at my friend’s party. And I’m not yours. I’m your fucking stepsister, you sick freak.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        DoNotAnswer: I’m coming to get you.

      

      

      

      

      

      Anger builds as I quickly turn off my phone.

      Surely it’s wrong for him to want me so badly?

      I hurry upstairs to Lu’s room and toss the phone on her bed. I know I should be doing as he says to stop the abuse, but I’m at my limit. I want to fight back.

      By the time I get back downstairs, most of my friends have moved into the main kitchen. Some are sitting on the counters, some at the breakfast bar, while hyping two people sitting on the floor for everyone to see. She’s straddling him and grinding against his…

      Oh.

      My eyes widen when I notice him taking her nipple into his mouth, grabbing her breast while he licks and sucks, as if he’s starving. Her dress rides up over her behind, where his other hand is gripping and moving her against him.

      A girl from Lu’s college class stops in the doorway, her jaw nearly hitting the ground. “You do know we can see you, right?” she asks the pair, but they wave them off as they continue kissing and grinding.

      “They’re just going to…”

      “Fuck, yes!” someone confirms for her when she struggles for words.

      Luciella walks in. “Absolutely not! This is my mother’s kitchen, goddammit!”

      I continue to sip my drink, shoulder to shoulder with Ty while we watch them stand and disappear out of the kitchen, the girl giggling as he smacks her ass and asks where the spare rooms are.

      Lu pops a hip out with folded arms, tapping her foot. “There are over thirty. Take your pick.”

      Someone tells her there’s a smashed lamp in the lobby, and she sighs before vanishing.

      “Such a spoilsport,” a voice says behind us.

      Ty groans when she realises it’s Dez.

      “You wanted to watch, didn’t you?”

      “Get fucked,” she retorts without turning around. “Go back to the other side of the house where you belong before Lu sees you talking to me.”

      “But we’re here for the free booze and the eye candy. Is Satan’s twin going to ruin that as well?”

      Tylar’s eyes flutter as Dez lowers his voice to a whisper. She ignores whatever he says, but I see her flush, and one of his hands takes her hip, pulling her back to him. “If I put my hand up your dress, would your cunt be soaked, remembering how it felt to have me fuck you in every way possible?”

      I clear my throat and suck on my straw, averting my eyes.

      “Stop,” she says, but her voice is breathy.

      He grunts. “You weren’t telling me to stop the other night.”

      He obviously can’t see how devastated Ty looks. She shrugs him off and storms away. Dez just laughs and takes a swig of his beer, eyes finding mine.

      I glare at him. “Why do you need to do that?”

      He hasn’t taken her ending things with him very well and is forever teasing her, knowing it drives her crazy. He’s always texting and calling, and Tylar being Tylar, she answers.

      “She loves it,” he replies, taking another drink of his beer.

      I raise a brow and glare as I nod towards my retreating friend. “Oh, evidently.”

      Dez winks at me with a smirk, pulling himself onto the counter. Before I can search for Tylar to console her, Dez glances over my shoulder. “You want another beer, Kade?”

      I freeze.

      He must nod, because his friend reaches out a bottle towards my shoulder. A warmth radiates against my back as Kade takes the drink, knuckles all bloodied and cut open. I hold my breath, trying to ignore my treacherous hormones as heat coils at my spine.

      I can smell him, the spice of his aftershave and the shampoo he uses on his hair. It’s intoxicating, memories flooding me of my fingers wrapped in his waves, the scent of his pillow, the sound of his laugh when I sing terribly.

      Still standing closely behind me, he only hums, and the deep rumble goes straight from my chest to between my legs, tingling all the way down like fireworks.

      My cheeks are most likely red. I haven’t been this close to him in such a long time. The alcohol is numbing my common sense, because my body should not be reacting this way.

      Does he feel the same way I do right now? Is he itching to grab me and drag me into an unoccupied room? Probably not, since he hates my guts.

      Dez glances at a tall, leggy redhead walking in and tilts his head at her. “Did you not fuck her last night?”

      I walk away before I can hear Kade’s response.

      “I could look at you all day, do you know that?”

      “Stop being romantic, Kade – I might get the wrong idea.”

      A low laugh, and… “Just another thing you taught me, Freckles. Don’t go home tonight. Stay with me.”

      I nod, and he presses me to the mattress, nudging my legs apart…

      No.

      I refuse to go back to that memory, the moment I knew what he meant to me.

      At that point, he was everything.

      And I lost him.
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      When I eventually stop dancing and sit down next to my friends, I can breathe. They gossip, play Never Have I Ever, where I completely dodge most questions when they discuss our firsts, then take the remaining shots set out on the table.

      I’m not sure why Kade has suddenly started making an appearance. For the past two years, I’ve only seen him a handful of times.

      And I’m either met with silence, glares, derisive snorts or passing comments muttered under his breath that he doesn’t think I can hear.

      He’s changed so much from the timid boy who couldn’t understand basic emotions, who needed to be shown that it’s okay to feel, who got nervous when he had no idea what he was doing in the bedroom to this version.

      By the time the crowd starts to disperse, it’s four in the morning. Lu’s in bed, leaving Ty, myself and a few others to play more drinking games.

      We’re all pretty drunk, happy, laughing while taking shots to prolong our buzz – until Kade, Dez and Base walk into the sitting area, two girls under Base’s arms.

      Tylar, sitting beside me cross-legged, won’t even glance at them as she pours another drink and asks who’s next.

      “We’re playing drinking games,” someone says. “Wanna join?”

      Tylar blurts, “No,” at the same time Dez says, “Sure.”

      We all shift on the sofas to make room, and the large coffee table between us fills with everyone’s drinks.

      “I think we should spice up these little games though,” Base adds, sitting down and dragging both girls onto his lap. “Depending on how adventurous you all are.”

      Kade drops onto the couch opposite me, and to my absolute horror, one of the girls on Base’s lap moves over to him. He pauses for a second, giving her a confused look, before a tattooed hand grasps at her hip. I gulp deeply, trying to ignore my jealousy.

      I have no right to feel this way.

      “You’re talking about How Much Can You Handle, aren’t you?” Tylar asks, frowning when they all nod. “You’re aware that Stacey and I are here? Lu will freak.”

      “Just no one touch Kade, and she won’t kill us.” Dez nudges his friend, but I don’t look at him to see his reaction as I study my nails. “Base can pair up with Stacey. You said you wanted to fuck her, didn’t you?” he asks his friend.

      Oh man.

      Base shakes his head. “You’re a dick.”

      Kade shifts on the couch, lighting a cigarette and tossing the clipper onto the coffee table between us.

      “If Tylar accepts, then she can have me,” Dez says, winking. “You game?”

      She nods slowly, her cheeks blushing with the alcohol. “I’m game.”

      “If you can handle me.” He smirks, slapping his friend on the chest. “And Kade already has Abbie, so there won’t be a riot from the twin dragged from the pits of hell.”

      “Stop saying that shit,” Base says. “She’s not that bad.”

      “But she’s Satan’s twin? We all agreed.”

      “If you want me, then stop talking about my best friend like that,” Tylar says, crossing her leg over her knee and quirking a brow.

      I can see from the edge of my sight that Abbie’s hand is high on Kade’s lap. He’s paying zero attention as he takes a draw of his smoke and blows it between us, a cloud coming straight for my face.

      She’s pretty. Her body is perfect – wavy brown hair, a nice rack, with long, smooth legs that dangle over his lap. Her dress is tight, accentuating every curve.

      But I know he hates it when someone plays with his hair or presses a palm to his chest the way she is. It took ages for him to be comfortable with my touch. He’s either fighting the urge to not cringe away, or he truly has changed.

      Have they had sex before? Or is it more? Does he talk to her about… everything?

      Tylar tilts her head at me. “I don’t think Base could keep up with this one.” Her elbow digs into me. “She’s had a lot of practice lately.”

      I slap her knee. “Hey!”

      She winces and apologises with a kiss on my cheek.

      Base – a taller, more muscular version of Dez – responds with chocolate brown eyes and a grin. “I’m up for the challenge if you are, Rhodes.”

      Oh God. Shitting shit.

      He would tear me in half.

      And I’m not about to fuck one of Kade’s friends, no matter how much we hate each other.

      Kade glares at me when I look at him – if it were possible, I’d be on fire from how angry he appears. Which is stupid, considering Abbie is whispering something in his ear and stroking her hand up his bicep, and he’s allowing her.

      I shrug as our eyes clash a little longer, unbothered as Base nods in agreement.

      I’ll play along with this for a minute, just to see Kade’s reaction, then I’ll go to bed before anything happens.

      Would he even care? Doubtful, since he has Abbie trying to draw his mouth to hers. He isn’t kissing her. He isn’t even looking in her direction.

      He’s looking at me.

      “How do we play?” one of the guys asks, completely interested.

      Dez’s eyes are on Tylar as he explains the rules. “Choose a partner – or partners – and fuck until you can’t.”

      Abbie, perched on Kade’s lap, lets out another flirtatious giggle, leaning back to whisper something into his ear again. His eyes move to her, and his brows furrow.

      “Stacey, there’s someone at the gate asking for you,” a voice says from the doorway of the sitting area. One of the guys who was waiting on an Uber. “He’s pretty fucked up.”

      Shit.

      “Is it the guy from earlier?” Ty asks me, a smile on her lips, and everyone around us is listening. “The one you were seconds from screwing in the studio? You could invite him in. Sorry, Base, but he was hot.”

      I grimace, and so does Dez. “We weren’t going to—” I stop, sighing as I place my drink on the coffee table in front of us. “Start without me.”

      “He’s pretty mad,” he tells me. “He’s shouting for you to get out there.”

      Kade’s cigarette freezes halfway to his mouth.

      Ty abruptly stands, but I tell her it’s fine and ask her to stay where she is, telling Base and Dez the same when they, too, get to their feet.

      “You sure?” Dez asks, concerned as he fists his hands. “I’m happy to tell him to get to fuck.”

      Base nods in agreement.

      “Yeah, I’m sure. It’ll be fine.”

      Standing and smoothing over my dress, I ignore Kade’s eyes following me as I walk out of the room.

      When I reach the gates, hugging myself with how cold it is, I huff out a foggy breath. “Really, Chris? Why are you here?”

      My stepbrother’s eyes are bloodshot, as if he’s had far too many drinks before coming here. “You weren’t answering me.”

      His words are slurred, and saliva slips from the corner of his mouth.

      “Are you high?”

      “Will it make you come home with me if I say yes?” he asks, fingers curling on the rods of the metal gate I refuse to unlock with the code.
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