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      Sometimes things fall apart so that better things can fall together.
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  Chapter One

  
  







I was seven years old when I caught my mother kissing her best friend. I didn’t understand that telling my dad would end up with us on a plane three weeks later to Europe. We never stopped travelling. I didn’t see my twin brother; we never spoke again. I was thirteen when I saw dad throwing out a birthday card signed Mom, Ren and Georgia. He never came to terms that Mom had left him for another woman and had gotten remarried. Not until the start of the summer when he had met his new wife. He finally decided to take time for himself and travel without working.

I got the freedom I had always wanted and was left to my own devices in London. That was until Mom called me telling me that her and dad had finally spoken. Mom offered me the opportunity to study in New York, to come home. It didn’t take me more than three seconds to say yes while crying my eyes out over the fact I was finally speaking to her because dad had never allowed it.

I packed my bags, closed the door on the London house, ready to be sold and booked a one-way ticket to New York. A place that I should have been able to call home, only I felt like a stranger as the driver took me through the busy streets. Where there were dreamers, actors, businessmen, a whole different world compared to glum London. The lights were blinding, and there were no signs of the city slowing down.

The brakes of the town car squeaked as they pulled up outside a four-story row of townhouses. The building towered over me as I climbed out. I admired every sand-coloured brick that built up the beauty in front of me, took in the carvings of the pillars outside on the front porch. My lips parted in awe and I wanted to meet the designer to pick their brain on how they created a palace in the middle of a city. I looked around me, the houses running down either side of the street were just as magnificent. Mom’s house stood out though screaming French royalty. My mind was slowly dissecting the building brick by brick, finding the original structure and the modern adjustments. I used the catalogue in my head trying to figure out exactly when the house had been built.

The driver, Riggs, climbed out of the driver’s seat and collected my suitcases from the back. It had surprised me when I had seen him standing by arrivals dressed in a long-tailed coat and white gloves, along with the drivers cap on his head. During the journey here, the old man had attempted to make small talk about knowing me from when I was a child. Reminiscing had been the last thing on my mind. My palms were sweating and I’d almost chewed a hole in my cheek from thinking about seeing Mom and Ren for the first time in thirteen years, Georgia too. Since Mom had called three months ago, we hadn’t spent more than a day without talking to each other and getting to know each other. While dad had disappeared off the face of the earth. One person I hadn’t heard of was Ren, my twin. I was under no illusion that things would go back to how it used to be, we were kids after all. I just hoped that we still had some sort of sibling bond because being in a new and scary place I needed someone in my corner.

“Your mother gave me your set of keys.” The greying driver passed over a set of golden keys with an A key chain in my hand. I nodded, wrapped the cold metal in my hands and looked up at the impressive building. Riggs placed the two hard leather cases either side of him and picked them up making his way up the stairs. I shook myself out of my analysation, scurrying up the stairs behind him. There was a plaque with a golden script reading ‘Versailles’ beside the dark oak doors. French indeed.

Riggs stood to the side, allowing me to open the door. I matched the right key and turned the lock, pushing the heavy wood. Inside the house, it was pitch black. I stepped in, squinting to see if I could find the lights. Riggs beat me to it when he flicked the switch on the other side of the doors. I smiled at him.

“Thank you.” I smiled. “Mom?! Ren?! Are you here?” I called out.

It wasn’t just a townhouse; the walls had been knocked through on the houses either side to create a palace. In front of me was a grand staircase, stairs on both sides of the room. The floor black, white, and gold marble, with black glazed stairs and bannisters, a strip of carpet trailing up in dark green. The walls were white bringing light back into the room, under the stairs there was a set of closed double doors. To my right, there was an arch leading to a lounge and the left was to an unlit kitchen.

No one had answered me. I turned back to Riggs.

“You can leave those by the door. Thank you for your help.” I forced a smile. I didn’t want to show how disappointed I was that no one was here. I wrapped my arms around my body.

“Are you sure, Alexandra? I can take them to your room for you.” I shook my head.

“Honestly, it’s okay. Thank you.”

“Okay, then. Goodnight. My card is on the fridge, call me anytime you need to go somewhere.” He told me in his thick New Yorker accent. I nodded. “Welcome home, Alexandra.” He tipped his hat at me and left, the door shutting silently behind him.

“Ren?!” I called out again, listening to the echo in the hall. I slipped my keys into my pocket, walking over to the kitchen. I felt the wall for the light switch. The bright overhead spotlights came on and I was greeted with a beautiful glossy black and light grey kitchen. A large island in the middle with the sink opposite the wall that homed the double oven. A series of beautiful worktops and cupboards in glossy black. There was a glass and plate left on the side and the room smelt of roast chicken. Lying on the island there was a piece of paper with my name on it.

I rolled my eyes; I knew it would be a note telling me that she was and would be home soon. I’d had the same type of notes from my dad over the years. I folded it and read it aloud.

“Georgia and I are out for the night; we’ll be home tomorrow morning. Ren should be home soon. Third floor is all yours, welcome home baby girl, love Mom.” I sighed. “Love you too, Mom.”

I took my suitcase upstairs to the third floor, huffing and puffing, out of breath. It took me three attempts to find the room with the boxes of my things I’d sent ahead. The room was laid out with a king-sized bed with a TV in the bed frame. There was a desk, wardrobe, a chest of drawers, the walls were bare, a mid-tone grey. The floor black wooden laminate. I rolled my two cases to the side and sat on the bed. Looking around at the pile of boxes and lay back on the soft mattress. The bed was already made with beautiful white silk sheets. I scoffed to myself. I couldn’t imagine my Mom taking so much time furnishing the room, but I remember her telling me that Georgia was an interior designer. I pulled out my phone from my jacket and texted my dad telling him that I had arrived, even though I hadn’t heard of him properly in weeks.

It took me at least an hour of just staring at my packed belongings before making a start. I pulled out all my clothes hanging them up in the wardrobe, placing my shoes in a neat line by the door. I hung up a picture of me and my Dad in Japan. A photo of Ren and I when we were children on my desk, along with my laptop and small desk lamp. I placed my own pillows and blankets on the bed, the blush pink making a big difference in the room. I rolled out my white rug on the cold flooring. I wanted to be surrounded by my clutter, anything that would make me feel more at home. I was placing my books on the shelf above my desk when I heard movement from outside my door.

I raced towards my door, yanking it open and stepping into the hallway to see if I could catch Ren. The footsteps headed up to the next floor. I quickly reached the bottom of the stairs, but when I looked up, I couldn’t see any sign of Ren.

“Ren?” I called up. I braved taking the steps to the dark floor, using my phone to see where I was going. There were three doors along the corridor. “Ren? Are you up here?” My skin crawled at the silence. I knew he was up here. I took my chance that the room with the door shut was his bedroom. I knocked on the door. “Lawrence.”

I thought he would at least want to say hello to me now that I was home. He was the only person I wanted to speak to, one of the reasons I’d agreed to come back to New York. I banged on the door, my blood boiling that I knew he was ignoring me.

“Ren. Open up.” There was still no answer. I huffed and moved away from the door. I stepped down a few of the steps then stopped, seeing if I could trick him into coming out of his room. Still there was no sign of him and I couldn’t hear anything from his room.

I returned to my room and slammed the door. Embarrassed and hurt that he had pretended I didn’t even exist. He infuriated me and I hadn’t even seen him yet. It proved that we were truly twins because no one could annoy me as much as Ren did.

“Asshole.” I mumbled under my breath. I could confirm that I did not like whatever kind of person my brother had grown up to be. Considering our mother had always been the loving parent I was left wondering what kind of fucked up childhood he had.

I finished unpacking the large items in my room, happy with the progress and managed to compact everything else into a box of random things. I lay back in my bed, sinking into the pillows and pulled my throw over my body. I managed to keep myself occupied by flicking through the channels on the TV finding a horror movie to watch. I fell asleep to the screams of Sarah Michelle Gellar in I Know What You Did Last Summer.








  
  
  Chapter Two

  
  







Even with how big the house was, the sound travelled easily. I woke up to the faint clash of pans and distant chatter. I’d realised that I’d fallen asleep in my clothes and groaned as I peeled off my old jeans. I changed my underwear and pulled on a t-shirt dress and a pair of tights with my hair raked into a high ponytail on the top of my head. When I went to turn the doorknob to go downstairs, I froze, realising it would be the first time I saw my mother since I was a child. She was no longer a distant childhood memory or dream, or the voice on the other end of the phone.

I was clueless of what to expect, after all, Lawrence had pretended that I didn’t even exist last night. The last thing I wanted to deal with was a cold shoulder off her too. Mom had sounded happy to have me back in her life on the phone. I had to trust that everything would be fine. Even if she hadn’t picked me up from the airport or been here when I arrived.

Seeing Georgia was bound to be awkward though. The woman I had used to call Aunt, my Mom’s best friend. I didn’t even know what she was to me anymore. I had liked her back when I was a kid, she was one of my favourite people. The memory of eating vanilla ice cream with extra caramel drizzle and walking around Central Park was a fond one. I shook my head, shaking away the anxiety and burying it. I took a deep breath and headed downstairs with my phone clutched in my hand so tightly my knuckles turned white.

My tights swallowed the sound of my footsteps and I don’t think anyone heard me coming. I poked my head around the corner first, wanting to assess the atmosphere before I walked in.

Mom was sipping coffee with both hands at one of the breakfast bar stools. Her long black hair was tied back in a sleek and neat ponytail, dressed in a tight-fitting navy business dress, with dewy glowing makeup, looking much younger than the forty-one she was approaching.

“Love, you need to take some deep breaths.” I spotted Georgia when she spoke, standing at the stove, flipping whatever she was cooking in the pan. I sniffled lightly, getting the smell of bacon and eggs.

“What if she hates me? Vernon could have said anything to her. She was so quiet when we spoke on the phone.” Mom sighed.

“You also spoke to her every day. She doesn’t hate you.” Georgia’s French accent was still as thick as I remembered. Georgia turned around and placed the pancakes on a large round dish with rashers of bacon. Georgia was tall and stunning, like a supermodel, dressed more casually than Mom, but her dark brown hair and golden highlights were in thick styled curls. She was in a chunky beige jumper and a pair of blue Mom jeans, looking like the perfect housewife.

“I don’t know if I can do this. I’ve missed her so much, too much. She’s my baby girl, but if she looks at me with anything but admiration I might crack.”

“Don’t expect so much so soon. It’s going to be a process.” My mother placed her cup on the table and Georgia rounded the large island. I watched as she tucked herself into my Mom’s side. Mom wrapped an arm around her waist. My heart beat faster and I smiled at how happy they both were. It was easy to understand what I couldn’t as a child now. Mom and Georgia were so in love.

I took a deep breath and walked into view.

“Hi Mom.” My Mom turned to look at me, she was taken back when she saw me, taking me in from head to toe. Georgia gave me a subtle nod and then kissed the top of Mom’s head before returning to the stove. Mom cleared her throat and stood. I stepped in further. She held out her arms shyly. Instinct took over as I quickly closed the space between us and wrapped my arms around her waist. One of her hands moved to the back of my head and one to my back, swaying me side to side.

“My Alexandra.” She whispered. “My little girl.” Her voice cracked like my heart. I couldn’t bring myself to feel anything but warmth, seeing how happy she was, how relieved. Knowing that we both had the same fears of meeting again. She pulled back and cupped my face, looking at me. “Look at those freckles, huh, just like your Momma.” She grinned. I grinned at her. She dropped her hands and pulled out a seat beside her. “Georgia made breakfast, come get some food down you. I bet you can’t remember the last time you had something greasy. I know what your dad is like.” Bitterness rolled over her tongue. I offered a small smile as I took the seat next to her.

“That’s true.” Dad had always been extremely healthy, growing up I would only ever get something greasy when I was out with friends. Most of the food he made was vegetarian and I preferred something smoked and fatty.

“Bonjour, Alexandra.” Georgia smiled at me, bringing over a glass teacup. “Green tea?” She offered. I nodded, placing my hands in my lap. Georgia dropped in a tea bag and poured steaming hot water into the cup. Mom had picked up on the little information I had given her over the past few months. She really wanted me to feel at home. Both of them did. Georgia put a plate in front of me and I thanked her.

I picked up the tongs and put a pancake along with two rashers of bacon on my plate. Then I grabbed the syrup, drowning my food in the sticky substance. Before I ate, I cleared my throat.

“Has Ren been down yet? I haven’t seen him. I- I think he came home last night but he went straight to his room.” I looked between Mom and Georgia. Mom glanced at Georgia in silent communication, which only made me more confused. I wanted her to be honest with me. I needed her to be honest with me if we were going to build any type of relationship with each other. Dad had never lied to me; we were always honest with each other. Mom was lost for words and those big green eyes didn’t know what to say to me.

“Lawrence sleeps in on a Sunday. He should be down any minute.” Georgia said, switching off the stove. I watched her pour herself a green tea as I cut some of my pancake with the side of my fork, watching them both. An awkward atmosphere settled over the kitchen as we ate and drank.

“He doesn’t want to see me, does he?” I said quietly, looking down at my plate. Mom shuffled on her seat and put her hand on my arm.

“Of course he wants to see you. Alexandra, you are half of each other’s soul. He had missed you more than you can imagine. Ren is just extremely busy these days, that’s all. I’m sure he will get the chance to spend some time with you when he can.” I nodded, not believing a word she said. He had a chance to even just say hello and welcome back last night. Instead, he ran off to his bedroom like a grumpy princess in a tower.

Silence fell over the kitchen again and I sipped my tea, finishing the food that Georgia had cooked. Then I helped myself to another pancake. A distant memory came to mind of Saturday mornings with Georgia when I was a child. Georgia had always been around, practically lived with us, it made sense to me now, seeing how in love they were with my own eyes. Part of me wishes I would have seen it when I was younger. Mom and Georgia started to discuss renovations they wanted to make to their bathroom.

“If we remove the tub then there’s a huge void of space in the room.” Georgia sighed, filling the sink with hot soapy water.

“Oh, we’ll think of something. I just don’t see the need for one when we both hate baths, love.” I chewed on my lip, playing with a suggestion in my mind and not knowing if I should speak up.

“A sauna,” I mumbled to myself. They stopped talking and turned to me, I looked up from my plate.

“What was that, love?” Mom asked.

“She said a sauna.” I jumped in my seat at the sound of the new voice in the kitchen. I turned around as he breezed past me.

In a black turtleneck and long dark grey coat, my brother strolled around the kitchen owning the space as man of the house. His auburn hair in perfectly placed messy curls atop of his head, shaved at the sides. He leaned down to kiss Mom’s cheek.

“Morning mother.” Then he moved to Georgia. Georgia leaned into the kiss on her cheek. “Bonjour mère.” Even the simple French phrase was perfect down to the accent. I was able to understand him from my basic French knowledge, but I had no doubt that Ren was fluent after growing up around Georgia. She had always tried to teach us odd French phrases when we were younger. He opened the fridge to grab a bottle of water, ignoring me. My lips parted in disbelief as my hands began to shake, causing my fork to clatter against my plate.

My twin. My other half. He was standing in the same room as me and pretending as if I were nothing more than a speck of dust. As if we hadn’t been apart for over ten years. There was no excuse for the way he was acting and he couldn’t act like he hadn’t heard me or seen me.

When Ren turned, we caught each other’s eye, staring each other down as he took a swig of his water. I tried to form words, it should have been easy. Twins finish each other’s sentences, they know when the other was hurt, or what the other was thinking. As I stared at Ren, I didn’t know who he was, let alone what he was thinking. The guy staring at me was not the brother I thought I would be looking at. His eyes were miles away, cold, distant, like a well-oiled machine. He was calculating the situation, then went to turn on his heel.

“Lawrence.” Mom warned him as she stood up to put her coffee cup in the sink. He glanced over at her then back at me.

“Good to see you, sis.” He said then walked away before I could get another word out. I watched him leave, grabbing a set of keys by the front door. No one said anything until the front door had been slammed behind him. I shook away the tears that were welling in my eyes. Ren’s reaction had been the one I hadn’t wanted. I’d been away too long.

“He’s just-“ Mom started.

“Busy. I know you said.” I stood up from my seat. “I think I’m going to finish unpacking.” I turned to Georgia. “Thank you for breakfast, the pancakes were just like I remember.”

“My pleasure.” She answered.

I raced upstairs and threw myself on my bed then screamed into my pillow. I took deep breaths trying not to let my emotions get the best of me. The move was harder on me than I thought it was going to be.

“It’s going to be a while until the three of you feel comfortable around each other.” I turned over to find Georgia waiting in my doorway. I wiped under my eyes in case a few tears had snuck out. She walked in with a smile on her face and sat on the edge of my bed. “You and your brother used to move as one unit when you were younger. I have no doubt that you will again, but you have to give it time.” I pulled myself up and sat with my legs crossed, hugging a pillow to my chest.

“I wish dad would have just let me stay in the house in London.” It was the wrong thing to say, I knew that when I saw the pain in Georgia’s eyes. I couldn’t imagine what Mom would have done if I had said it in front of her.

“I don’t. Neither does your Mom or your brother.” Georgia brushed the flyaway hairs away. “You’ll feel better in a few days.” I nodded. “I liked the idea of a sauna.” She tried to coax me into talking. “If I gave you the measurements, do you think you could create something for us? I think it would mean a lot to your Mom.”

“Yeah, okay sure.” I sighed. Georgia was trying, so I had to try as well. “I was heading out to look at accent colours and accessories today, if you would like to come with me? We could take a walk around Central Park. I think that ice cream cart is still there.”

“That would be great.” Reacquainting myself with the city was bound to help me feel better.

“Let’s say an hour?” She smiled. I nodded.

Georgia left my room and shut my door behind her. I picked up my phone dialling dad’s number. The call went straight to the answering machine. I frowned. He still hadn’t replied to my text either. It had been almost a week since we had spoken on the phone and that was strange for dad and I. We always stayed in contact. I couldn’t shake the feeling that something was wrong. Something I couldn’t put my finger on.
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A lousy postcard, that’s all he sent me. A few words on a piece of card saying he missed me and loved me. There was no picture, just white. I had no idea where he was. The more I looked at the postcard, the angrier I got. I pulled it from the corner of my mirror and dumped it in the trash. He hadn’t called or answered any of my texts, but still found the time to send a stupid piece of card.

I couldn’t concern myself with my dad. It was my first day at University and I had impressions to make. Good ones. I needed to take a few deep breaths and just get on with it. I’d been in New York sixteen days and it had been strange to say the least. Mom was trying to build a bond with me, although her knowledge of me was back when I couldn’t even peel my own fruit. Georgia was the easiest person to be around, she didn’t force conversation, or make me talk. I was left to my own devices. I spent most of my time diving into the bathroom project I was given. Mom shed a tear when I showed her designs of the bathroom, telling me they were better than what was originally planned. Both of them were happy to pick my design even if I wasn’t qualified.

Ren on the other hand I had barely seen, breakfast was the longest time he was around me. Other times I bumped into him on the stairs, and he barely spoke to me. When he was around and needed to speak he used French. It was grating on my last nerves and every time I saw him I wanted to snap at him or push him down the stairs. Whatever would give me the most joy in that moment.

I spent longer in the mirror than usual, struggling to braid my hair. Then I changed my lipstick four times and my clothes twice. I was about to change from my black skirt with golden buttons trailing up the side and the sheer blouse with a vest, but I hadn’t realised the time until I heard Mom calling me for breakfast. With my bag hooked on my shoulder, I shuffled my skirt down while balancing my books. As I rushed down the stairs to Mom and Georgia’s floor. I heard another set of footsteps close behind me. Growling under my breath I rushed to go faster in hopes to avoid being alone with Ren.

I turned the corner into the kitchen. The place next to Mom had become mine, in front of the stool there was a mug of green tea, and a plate of toast with melted cheese. Georgia and Mom were wrapped in each other’s arms, their foreheads resting against each other and stealing kisses. The same position I had seen when I was a child, only now I smiled.

“Morning” I said, placing my books beside my plate and slid into the seat.

“Morning, Lexie.” Mom smiled, pulling away from Georgia, blushing like a teenager. I laughed lightly.

“You didn’t have to stop. I don’t mind. PDA is normal.” I brushed it off, trying to take away the embarrassment for them. Mom screwed the lid on her travel cup.

“You don’t want to see your Mom kissing her…wife.” Sometimes Mom didn’t know if she should say it aloud. She thought it would be tough for me to get used to but the truth was it was the easiest thing. All that mattered was her happiness.

“Yes, Mom. Your wife.” I clapped sarcastically. Georgia let out a laugh and my Mom pointed at me.

“You, young lady, are too much like me.” She grinned, collecting her bag. I smiled back and took a bite of my toast.

“Bonjour, Georgia.” I smiled turning to the honey brown-haired woman, who dumped a plate in the sink. She looked up and smiled at me.

“Bonjour, Alexandra.” I went to open my mouth again until the hairs on the back of my neck stood up. Ren strolled into the kitchen.

His matching dark red hair messily on top in curls. Wearing the same dark grey coat, I’d met him in, only this time a shirt and a pair of skinny black jeans.

“Bonjour, Mom, mere.” He kissed both of their cheeks, like a doting son and turned to me with a bland look. “Alexandra.”

“Lawrence.” I mumbled. Mom sighed and put down her bag again. Ren had his head buried in the fridge, no doubt to grab something quick so he could get out as soon as possible. He couldn’t stand being in the same room as me for more than two minutes, walking off anytime I tried to speak to him.

“Lawrence, you’re driving your sister to class.” My dearest twin stopped with his head in the fridge and leant back.

“N’avons-nous pas de chauffeur pour une raison?” Another of Ren’s greatest tricks was always speaking in French. Sometimes I could understand the basic phrases if I were lucky. It was clear he knew that I wasn’t versed in French like he was and I was positive he loved that. I glared taking a sip of my tea.

“Save the planet and take your sister.” She folded her arms, with a raised eyebrow. The look of a mother who refused to be given attitude by her son. “And while you’re at it drop the French.” Ren leaned against the tall built-in fridge and looked out the window. “Do you understand me?”

“à la perfection.” He smirked. Georgia stepped in, narrowing her eyes at her stepson.

“Qu’est-ce que ta mère vient de dire?” She scolded him.

“I’m teaching. We always speak French.” He spoke in English and rolled his eyes.

“Well until Alexandra has been home more than two weeks you speak English.” Georgia frowned at him then looked at Mom. My heart thumped louder in my chest. A tiny niggling in my chest that felt right. “You’re going to be late for your meeting, mon amour.”

“Shit.” Mom quickly picked up her bag, looking at the clock on the wall. She kissed Lawrence on the cheek. “Behave, and take your sister. We’ve already talked about your attitude.” She pointed then looked at her wife, with a soft kiss and tucking Georgia’s hair behind her ear. Mom placed her hand on my arm, and I saw her stumble to not kiss me on the cheek. “I’ll see you later. Maybe we can all go for dinner and you can tell me about your first day?” I nodded.

“That would be great. Have a good day at work, Mom.” She rubbed my arm and left the kitchen in a hurry.

Georgia wrangled Lawrence before he could sneak off and leave me behind. She sent us off after transferring money for lunch into my account, even though I had enough money. In fatal silence, my twin and I walked around the building to the underground parking lot. Ren strolled towards a black Lexus SUV and climbed into the driver’s seat. I sat myself in the passenger’s seat, placing my books and bag in the footwell as he pulled out.

We drove in silence, not even the sound of the radio to fill the gap. Pure silence rattled the car as we drove down the street. New York traffic made it worse and looking at my phone gave me a headache. Every time we had to stop Ren would pull out his phone and text. I rolled my eyes, not only unsafe but rude. The frustration fuelled in the pit of my stomach.

“This is a fucking joke.” I laughed in disbelief. Ren glanced over at me and raised his brow for a moment, then turned back to driving. “Seriously, nothing? You know I grew up with everyone telling me that I was so lucky to have a twin, that it’s amazing that I have someone who will always have my back. But it’s nothing but a joke.” Still, nothing came from his mouth. “Say something!” I exclaimed.

“What?!” He slammed his hands on the wheel, looking at me as we stopped again.

“What the fuck do you want from me?” He shouted back, glaring at me with green eyes that stared back in the mirror every morning, except they were empty. Dark. Traumatized. Soulless.

“I want my brother.” My voice cracked. “It’s been over ten years since we’ve been in the same country. Six since we even spoke to each other. And I’m here, and every time you look at me it’s like you want to kill me.”

“If I wanted to kill you, I’d do it.” He mumbled. “Here’s the thing, Lexie, you aren’t my sister. I don’t know who you are, I don’t know what poison Dad fed you about mom and Georgia, or anything. I don’t trust you.” He might as well have stabbed me in the heart. The pain would be no different.

“I love Mom, and I love Georgia.” My voice cracked. “Dad never fed me anything. He was upset, sure, but he’s moved on. Everyone has. Plus that’s not an excuse to be a prick to me every chance you get. Dad always talked about how much he missed you.” Ren scoffed as he parked in a busy parking lot, filled with various types of cars and students from every walk of life. Seeing my new University for the first time was the last thing on my mind.

“Vernon didn’t miss me, he took you because he could Alexandra. He did it because he’s a homophobic asshole and it was the best way to ruin Mom. That’s only the tip of the iceberg. You never saw her cry, you didn’t hear her scream, or when she called you because she forgot you weren’t here before. He took you away, and every time Mom managed to find you he did it again. When he realised he couldn’t run anymore he let you come back, thinking that would help his case. He’s still running because he’s a coward. Returning, you, my dear twin, to soothe the wound.” With that, he got out of the car and I followed.

“What the hell did you mean by that?” I asked, grabbing my things. “Mom finding me? What exactly is Dad meant to be scared about?” It was hard to believe that Dad kidnapped me. Although I never heard from Mom during my time in Europe, and Dad always made out that’s what they agreed, one child each. It never made sense, but I never looked for anything further.

I walked around the car. Ren passed me, knocking my shoulder in the process. I growled and spun to follow him. I hooked my bag securely over my shoulder, then shoved my books under my arm.

“Lawrence.” I grabbed Ren by the arm and he shrugged me off, turning back around to face me.

“You put Dad on a pedestal but he’s the villain of this story. He took you, and he made you into this clean-cut artsy princess that relies on her trust fund. We can talk when you finally get some blood on your hands. We’re done now.” He growled. “Just fuck off and leave me alone.” He shook his head.

“I don’t know where I’m going!” I shouted after him as he stormed away. I watched him walk towards three men who were leaning against a similar car to his. They were too far away to make them out, but two gave him a ‘bro’ hug and the other clapped him on the back.

“That’s Lawrence Quinn.” Ren was using Mom’s maiden name. He hated Dad enough to erase any sign of being his son.

I looked behind me. Standing before me was a girl my age. She was in a beautiful white jacket, with a striped t-shirt in black and white with layered necklaces. Paired with blue jeans and a pair of white Air Force. The soft nude hijab was perfectly matched to her satin lipstick. She hugged her MacBook tightly to her chest.

“He’s part of one of those stupid secret societies on campus. And probably one of the biggest assholes I know next to Adriel Venice.” She smiled, holding out her hand. I wanted to sigh with relief knowing my brother wasn’t just an asshole with me, at the same time I wanted to kill him for it. “Hi, I’m Naila. Second-year med student. I can show you where to go?” I shook her hand.

“Alexandra. You can go with Lexie, Lex, Al. The choice is extensive.”

“Lex, like Lex Luthor huh?”

“Ahh the superman reference, not my thing.” I shrugged. “That was more my brother’s thing, he used to love superhero movies.” Keeping the identity of Ren close to my chest seemed like the right thing to do. It didn’t look like I would be gaining many friends by divulging the information.

“Sorry to interrupt but did you say you were a med student?” Naila and I both looked to see a guy. A hot guy. He had a neat brunette quiff with dark brown eyes, dressed in a t-shirt that showed off his impressive amount of muscle. The package in his jeans did not leave much to the imagination either. I supposed hot guys were one way to get out of my head about my messed up family. I held out my hand.

“Lexie.” I introduced myself, gifting him a wide smile.

“David.” He shook my hand. “First day and I’m already meeting some of the most beautiful girls on campus.” Naila gave a small awkward laugh.

“I’m Naila. I can walk you both over. Come with me. Are you staying in dorms?” She asked as we started walking.

“No. I’m staying with my family,” I answered. “My Mom and her wife live on the Upper East Side.”

“Yeah, same. Live with my Dad. I don’t think I could slum it in dorms. I like my beauty rest.” I rolled my eyes at David’s ego and constant level of trying to flirt with anything that walked.

“Right then.” Naila nodded. I could tell how uncomfortable she felt around him. I took the chance of linking arms with her to help her feel better. We locked eyes with one another and smiled, leaving David out of the moment. New York was looking even better, especially if I had already found a friend.

As we walked, I looked over my shoulder towards the direction I had seen my brother’s head. He was gone now, along with the other’s he had been with. A secret society. My brother obviously knew the right people or had an incredibly high IQ for someone to invite him. Secret societies were the kind of thing you heard about in movies or whispers around a hall. There was never any solid evidence of their existence. The mystery surrounding my angry twin only grew.
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“You know the bed feels warmer sleeping here alone!” Naila and I sung at the top of our voices as I drove us to class. The past month I had gotten closer to Naila. We were thick as thieves; without her, I would have lost my way over a hundred times. Using terrible facetime connection, Naila was always directing me out of the mess I had gotten myself into time and time again.

With hot coffees and my Mom’s BMW, we braved the fall morning. Naila and I were wrapped up in thick clothing to keep us warm. Naila was showing her love for Billie Eilish, in a black jumper and her neon green logo, matched with a pair of black jeans and Doc Martens. She also wore a black bobble beanie over her hijab. While I wore a white jumper with coloured flecks with a long-burnt orange coat and dark blue jeans. Being in London for the past year meant I was used to the cold, and my wardrobe was perfect for the cold weather.

I was more than happy when Mom put me on her car insurance and I no longer had to drive with Ren, because nothing had changed between us. The more time that passed the worse he seemed to get as he was ready for me to vanish into thin air and celebrate about it. Like a happy twin unit though we managed to avoid each other perfectly as if we were tapping into whatever science superpower twins had.

Even after a month I still hadn’t heard anything from my Dad. My texts were starting to get angrier with every passing day, especially after Ren had left me with new information on my first day.

Naila leaned over and turned down the radio. For so early in the morning, she was dressed to the nines. She turned in her seat, facing me slightly.

“So how is David?” She asked, with a small smirk while sipping on her latte. I rolled my eyes, blushing.

“It was one date.”

“Two.” She retorted. “And you’ve kissed.”

“One and a half. All we did was study in the library. We might have kissed a few times. But that doesn’t mean anything.” I scoffed.

“Are you lying to me or yourself?”

“Shut up.” I blushed, chewing on my lip.

“Considering you were just as cringed out as me when we met him, you sure do seem to spend a lot of time together.” She teased me.

“He isn’t as bad as he first seemed. I guess he was just trying to make an impression. I mean you were pretty quiet, now I seem to have a constant headache.” I smirked.

“Bitch.” She laughed. I smirked at her as I pulled up in the parking lot. I cut the engine, resting my head back, then checked my phone again for any sign of my Dad contacting me.

I jumped at the sound of someone knocking on the window. Naila let out a scream. David was standing on the other side of the door, giving me a cheesy grin.

“He’s creepy.” Naila mumbled. I rolled my eyes.

“He’s not that bad.” I laughed. I pushed open the door, and David held it open for me with a smile still sitting on his face. I climbed out of the car, then David leaned in for a sweet kiss that made me blush.

“Good morning, Princess.” He pulled back and straightened my coat lapels.

“Hey.” I whispered. Naila slammed the car door shut.

“Hey girl, I’m heading to class. Meet you at the library later?” She called over the car. I looked over my shoulder and nodded at her.

“Yeah, I’ll be by the Art History section,” I told her. “See you later.”

“Bye, Lex.” She waved and walked off. Naila didn’t usually stick around when David was around. Which I didn’t mind, I knew he made her feel uncomfortable. I just didn’t see how.

“Can I walk you to class?” David asked, offering me his arm. I looped arms with him.

“I’d like that. Are we still going out on Friday?” I asked as we started to walk.

“Of course, do you still want to go bowling?” He groaned.

“Come on, bowling is fun.” I gave him a little shove.

“I’d rather take you for a nice dinner.” I sighed. My only wish about David was that he would do things that were fun, instead of dinners and nice dresses. Else spending time with David was going to become boring fast.

“Live a little.” I teased.

David dropped me off at class, with another sweet kiss. I spent the morning looking at Victorian architecture and making notes, more than happy to get myself a fresh coffee and a cheese toastie. Half days were the best because it also happened to be my best friend’s half-day, which meant we could spend the afternoon buried in the library, hidden in the aisles of books.

Naila sat opposite me with her back against the shelves, looking through her medical textbook, while I scrolled through Pinterest finding my happy place within the millions of photos of buildings, saving them to various pinboards.

“Would you ever buy a house that’s literally falling apart and fix it up?” She asked as she flipped through her book. “I think I’d hire you.”

“I would be offended if you didn’t.” I laughed. “But yeah, as long as the foundations were stable I’d flip a house. I think it would be fun. Plus being in the property market is clever, it’s good money.”

“Has your mom started the bathroom yet?” She flipped another page.

“They start next week. Mom cries every time she hears about it because I did it for her. I didn’t expect her to be so emotional.”

“That’s because she missed out on so much of your life.” Naila closed her book. It warmed my heart, and after what Ren said about her trying to find me and every time Dad moved us, I naturally gave her more slack and let her into my life more. I still didn’t know the truth. I didn’t want to bring it up to Mom because I was afraid I would upset her. There was also no way I would try and talk to Ren about it again. I was stuck in a state of limbo with a family that was in shreds.

Naila left earlier than me, to babysit her little sister, and I listened to music while I sketched in my notepad, working on my assignment for next month. I didn’t leave until Mom and Georgia both texted me about dinner. I scurried to pack away my things and headed out. I wrapped my arms around myself as I stepped out into the chilly air. The overhead lights lit up the campus, only a few straggling students walked past me.

Once again I’d managed to get myself lost. I stood on the path lining the quad of four buildings, one on every side. Paths lead into the middle of the patch of grass where a beautiful trickling fountain stood. It was also the busiest place I had seen on campus that night.

One of the buildings, opposite to where I stood, was bustling with students hanging outside, every time the door opened there was a flood of music. It was clear that it was some sort of party and while I managed to place where I was, the Events Halls, I still had no idea how to get back to the car. Then, like a flare gun that I didn’t want to use, I saw a head of warm dark red hair gleaming under the lights. Lawrence.

I watched him climb the stairs and the two people who looked like they were guarding the doors let him pass with a clap on his back. I cut across the quad and rounded the fountain. My mind was set on the party that my twin had gone into. It crossed me that it was most likely the society Naila had mentioned on the first day of school. I strolled up the stairs shoving past the littering students on the stairs.

I tried to walk straight in. My head held high when in reality I was shaking inside. One of the guys standing at the door grabbed my arm before I could push open the door.

“I don’t think you’re meant to be here, do you?” I stared at him, his hair was tied up in a man bun, tattoos crawled up his neck, clad in black clothing. He made my heart stop beating. I stumbled for a moment before I tore my arm away.

“I’m Alexandra, Lawrence’s sister.” I put my fingers around the strap of my bag, hoping that my prick of a brother would manage to get me into the party. The guy looked over to his friend on the other side of the door. I looked over my shoulder to see a taller guy with bleach-blond hair, wearing almost the exact same outfit.

“He did say she was back.” The blonde guy shrugs. The guy with the man bun looks at me again.

“Is Ren expecting you?” He questioned me.

“Of course.” I scoffed, lying through my teeth. Ren probably thought he was safe from me here, considering how well he avoided me on a daily basis. I didn’t know what would happen when Ren saw me, there was a high chance that it would end badly. My curiosity was getting the better of me. Man bun nodded.

“He’ll be on the Dais with the guys, have fun. And welcome back.” I nodded, trying not to furrow my eyebrows at his welcome. Welcome back to what I questioned. The Dais was another part of the puzzle. Why was it referred to as that? Because my brother was not royalty. The Society seemed like a way for my brother to boost his ego.

I nodded curtly and pushed open the heavy door. The music was deafening, my ears already ringing. Before me there was a room of people grinding on each other, dressed in skimpy dresses and tight jeans. The walls were dressed in sheets of black silk, protecting the walls. The red lighting and strobe lights made the walls feel dark enough that it was a black hole that I could be swallowed by. Scattered around the room were dark red leather sofas in the room, where couples were making out, some with an extra participant. I shook my head looking around the room for any sign of my brother.

I looked up, I spotted another level, that was almost empty apart from the large wing back chairs that resided over the party. Up there I could see my brother as he greeted the same people I saw him with on my first day. My eyes locked onto the staircase, no one was guarding the stairs but the area was clear. No one dared to go near there. I was a fool for my attempt as I climbed the stairs to what Man Bun called the Dais. The walls were covered like downstairs, but the lights were softer and it was easier to see what was going on. I walked towards my brother who had taken a seat in the semicircle of chairs. All four of the chairs resembled thrones. High winged backs and expensive leather. They were all filled.

“Lawrence.” I called. My twin’s head flicked towards me. His eyes darkened with fury. When he stood he knocked over his glass placed at the side of his chair, as it scraped across the floor. He stood in my face. Ren grabbed my arm, trying to pull me away.

“What the hell, Alexandra.” He shoved me towards the stairs. His strength surprised me and I fell against the railing, my hands shooting back to catch myself. I growled, shoving him back but my brother didn’t move an inch.

“Well, well, little Lexie grew a rack when she grew up.” If only they knew the half of it. I looked past my brother and saw one of the guys leaning forward on his knees, a smirk dancing on his face. His bright pink hair fell onto his face with dark, grown out roots that matched his thick brows and the eyes seemed familiar, crystal baby blue. There was something I couldn’t put my finger on. “Don’t you remember me?” He asked, feigning hurt. I shook my head. Lawrence swore under his breath before he looked at me. I raised my brow at him.

“Evan.” He snarled at his friend. I crossed my brows and stared at the pink-haired guy.

“Mrs Warwick’s son?” I asked. Evan smirked, leaning back in the leather chair. He used to come and play with Ren and I when we were kids. They would never let me join in with their ‘boy’ games.

“That would be me. Need a seat, little Lexie?” He patted his lap. I turned my nose up at him.

“Pig.” I muttered.

“Evan shut up.” I glanced over to the guy sitting closest to the railing and had to do a double take.

The girl was sprawled over his lap, in barely a dress, it was just a strip of red fabric, her head resting back against his. Her eyes glazed over, and I managed to make my deductions. The girl held a joint in her hand. A hand resting around her throat, yet in a possessive grip, a beautifully detailed New York skyline tattooed on the back of his hand. His lips pressed along the girl’s jawline and she moaned lightly in response. His eyes were locked into mine. He took the blonde in his lap into a bruising kiss, still looking at me in the corner of his eye. 

His hair was perfect, held back off his face with product, that curled up softly at the ends. I couldn’t make out the colour of his eyes, but they were consuming and dark. Slight stubble graced his face. It was easy to see how well built he was under the black dress shirt, muscular yet lean and agile. The shirt was rolled up to his elbows showing off the various other tattoos etched on his skin.

He raised an eyebrow at me as he pulled away, wiping the lips of the obvious slut on his lap. Her lips were swollen and angry, she looked at him as if she were starving.

“Is there something you have to say, Alexandra?” His voice was deep, powerful, rough like a crackling fire. He was the leader.

“Nothing to you. I’m here to talk to my brother.” I snapped, trying not to cower.

“I don’t take lightly to attitude, Angel. So, I’d be careful. You’ve already distracted Lawrence’s gameplay and I don’t appreciate that.” Ren grabbed my arm and pulled me to look at him again. I snatched my arm back again.

“Stop manhandling me.”

“Get out of here.” He growled, grinding his teeth.

“I got lost. And I needed help, okay? I saw you and followed you. Plus, Naila told me you were part of some secret club and I was curious.” I admitted. The four of them laughed, which only made my blood boil. “What’s so funny?” I glared at my twin.

“Nothing, you would understand, Sis.”

“You know I’m the oldest right, little brother.” I was losing it dealing with his bullshit. Ren shook his head in disbelief of my newfound attitude.

“Just go home.”

“She could stay.” Evan winked at me. Lawrence shot him a look. “Right, Francis?” Evan looked at the guy who was sitting on the other end. The guy had warm darker skin with frizzy wavy hair that swooped across his forehead, with dark brown eyes. He could have been mistaken for being kind with chubby cheeks. But something about his eyes screamed danger.

“Maybe she could tell us what Papa Vernon was like.” He answered. What did my Dad have to do with anything I thought to myself?

“Ren, your sister has outstayed her welcome. Get her out of here and take her to her car.” The leader spoke with the whore on his lap.

“Yes, boss. Let’s go.” He nodded towards the stairs and I turned on my heel towards the stairs.

“Oh, and Alexandra.” My hand gripped the bannister when my name was called. I didn’t look at who was talking. I didn’t need to, it was the ringleader. “I’d be careful who you hang out with.” Ren forced me down the stairs. When we reached the bottom of the stairs, that’s when people began to stare. As if they had never seen twins before. Ren walked by my side with his head up and I kept mine down.

When we walked outside, I took a deep breath of fresh air. The two guys that had been guarding the door were standing next to each other, talking. Ren leaned over and crashed their heads together. They complained and looked at Ren confused.

“Fucking idiots, she’s clueless.” He snarled. I stopped on the steps at the exchange, my mouth dropped open. “You’re lucky that’s all you’re getting.” The two guys turned white, recoiling from Ren.

“What the hell man. She said she was your twin. She looks like you too.” Blondie rubbed his head.

“She is but she knows fuck all.” Ren turned to me. “Move.” He waved his hand and walked past me, considerably faster than before. I struggled to keep up with him.

“Ren! Wait up.” I called. He didn’t stop, I had to break into a jog to catch up with him, almost tripping over my own feet. My brother kept his hands tucked into his favourite grey coat and he kept his eyes to the front. “What is going on?” I asked.

“Stop asking questions. I didn’t answer them before and I’m not answering them now.”

“I deserve to know. I haven’t said anything to Mom yet but if you don’t tell me anything I will.” Ren came to a halt.

“If you talk to Mom about anything, I’ll be the least of your worries. Mom doesn’t need you bringing up shit from the past. She knows what’s going on and she won’t tell you a thing. Don’t make this any more difficult than it needs to be. If you do anything to upset her, you’ll be gone. I’ll make sure of it. I will do anything to protect her, and Georgia, so don’t test me.” He stepped into my face, looking down at me. I bit my lip, fighting back the stinging tears.

“You’re a prick.” My voice cracked.

“And you’re a selfish bitch. Don’t see me complaining. You know what? I can’t cope even being anywhere near you. Keep following the path and take a right. You’ll find Mom’s car. Just leave me alone for fuck sake, I don’t know how many times I have to tell you.” Ren stepped around me, brushing my shoulder as he walked off.

Finding answers to questions, had only given me more. My brother and his strange group of friends with the world’s largest egos, watching over a party like they were kings of the world. It was clear that something was being kept from me, from comments the guys guarding the place made, the guy with the New York tattoo wanting me out of there, and then Ren admitting there were things I didn’t know.

I didn’t know if I wanted to figure out what it was or not.
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I wiped the steam off the mirror in my bathroom, standing naked in the mirror. My fingers danced over the small incision scars from over a year ago. I laughed to myself thinking back to what Evan had said about growing a rack. That had not been the case. My D cups had done anything but grow naturally. I remember the judgement I had gained from Dad when I had gone forward with the operation. We didn’t argue often, but that day he had told me I was as narcissistic as Mom. He apologised a day later, although the words had already cut me.

I wrapped the fluffy towel around myself and walked across the hall to my bedroom next door to get ready to meet David.

Nearly two hours later, the only thing left to think about was shoes. None of the shoes I had brought with me seemed right even though I would be wearing bowling shoes for most of the night. I ran downstairs pulling the pins from my curls. I called for Mom and Georgia, hoping either one would have the same shoe size as me. No one answered but I heard Ren talking in Mom’s room.

“Adriel is pissed off. She pissed him off, Mom.” He exclaimed, sitting on the edge of her bed while she was folding away clothes.. Adriel that’s who he was. The guy with his hand wrapped around a girl’s throat as if it were the most normal thing in the world.

“No, Adriel is angry because you’ve been off your game. That’s on you baby boy.” She sighed, reaching over to touch his cheek.

“And it’s her fault.” He mumbled and pulled at his curls. For a moment he looked like a doting son, who needed his mother, not a prick who had done nothing but be rude since I got home. Home. A strange concept when I thought about it because I never really had a permanent home. Ren didn’t make it easy though.

“Stay with Evan for a few days, clear your head and concentrate on your job tonight.” I walked up to the door and they both stopped talking. Ren glared and rolled his eyes at me.

“Hey, baby. You okay?” Mom smiled, folding a shirt into one of four piles.

“Yeah, I was wondering if you maybe have some shoes I could borrow? I have a date tonight.” I blushed.

“With who?” Ren snapped, examining my blue skinny jeans and white lace crop top. Adriel’s warning rattled in my mind, to be careful who I hung around with, and now Ren was suddenly interested in who I was dating. Almost acting like a brother. Part of me nearly believed him. Neither of them had power over who I had in my life and I wasn’t about to let a pair of pricks dictate anything in my life.

“Like you care.” I smiled sweetly.

“What were you looking for?” Mom asked, trying to diffuse the tension between us. I knew Ren wouldn’t pick a fight with me in front of Mom, he was too much of a Mommy’s boy to upset her. I didn’t want to upset her either.

“Black ankle boots?” I suggested. Mom stood and walked into the wardrobe and slid open the mirrored wardrobe door. She pulled out a pair of suede ankle boots. She handed them over to me.

“Thanks Mom.” I smiled.

“Have fun tonight. You look beautiful.” I nodded and thanked her again before walking back towards the stairs.

“Lexie?” She called. I turned back. “Have you heard off your father?” She tilted her head to the side. I shook my head.

“No, and I’m worried,” I answered because no matter how many times I called he hadn’t answered me. If I didn’t hear from him soon I was going to report him missing.

“I’m sure he’ll call soon. Let me know when he does, okay?”

“Yeah, of course. See you later.” I ran up the stairs to finish getting ready.

Every girl wishes for a Prince Charming, someone who would sweep them off their feet. David was exactly that. He stood on the porch holding a bouquet of red roses.

“Hey, Princess.” He flashed his toothy white smile, he held out the flowers. I grinned, taking the flowers and pressing them to my nose, breathing in the fresh floral scent.

“Let me just put these in some water,” I told him. “I’ll be back.” I walked into the kitchen, where Georgia was making herself a cup of tea. She spotted me and smiled.

“They are beautiful.” She gushed. “Here, I’ll sort those out and put them in your room. Go have fun. Text us if you’re staying out for the night.” My stepmother winked.

“Georgia!” I laughed, shaking my head. “I’ll see you later.” I turned around and walked out of the kitchen. Standing in the archway, I looked over my shoulder. “Hey Georgia.” She looked up. “Love you.”

“I love you too.” She pressed her hand to her heart. I smiled and nodded at her before making my way back to David. I grabbed my bag off the floor and stepped out into the cold New York air.

“Let’s go.” I said. David pressed a quick sweet kiss to my lips.

“Why don’t we go to dinner instead?” He asked, offering me his arm. I looped my arm into his.

“Nuh-uh, nice try.” I rolled my eyes as we walked down the stairs towards the yellow cab waiting for us.

“Bowling isn’t very…ladylike.” He shrugged.

“And I’m not a lady,” I informed him. “Being a ‘Lady’ is overrated.” David pulled open the car door. I slipped into the car and David closed the door, to walk around the other side.

David rested his hand on top of mine as we drove to the bowling alley. He was the perfect gentleman, he told me how beautiful I was and how he was the luckiest man in the world. I couldn’t stop blushing the entire way.

When we arrived, he opened the door and gave me his hand to get out. Inside, he put on my bowling shoes and ordered my drink for me. Even though I had picked to go bowling, I was awful and looked like a fool. I was never a brilliant player, but something had put me off my game. It felt as if a pair of eyes were watching me.

“I can’t do this.” I whined as I turned around, after watching my ball fall into the gutter. The bowling alley was a sight for sore eyes with the hundreds of neon lights littering the walls, and David looked out of place in his smart clothes, sipping on his glass of Lemonade. I walked towards him pouting. He shook his head with a laugh as I wrapped my arms around his neck. His hands rested on my waist.

“You are terrible.” He smiled. “Ready to give up and have a drink at the bar?” I nodded, leaning up to peck his lips. There were only a couple of rounds left, but the game had become boring. He patted my waist. “Let’s go then.” I unravelled my arms from him and took my bag off the bench.

We walked up to the front desk, with my arm looped in his and our bowling shoes in our hands to swap back our shoes. I sat down on the sofa they provided, and David put my shoes on for me, slowly zipping up the side of the boot and catching my eye.

“You are truly the most beautiful girl I have ever laid eyes on.” He smiles at me.

“Stop.” I blushed. “You’ve said that more than enough tonight.”

“I’ll never stop.” He helped me stand. I rolled my eyes. I’d never come across a guy who doted on me as much as David did, not even my ex’s. He was my perfect New York prince charming. He made my heart race, I never stopped blushing around him. He was real with me, not the pompous asshole I had met on the first day of classes.

There was a bar on the other side of the street. The bar had bare brick walls with hanging warm lights over the bar. The bar and tables were made from solid dark oak. Chairs and booth seats lined in red leather. The low lighting gave the place a homey feel.

I hated the American drinking age, I was used to being able to drink whenever I wanted. I knew that David had a fake ID but he refused to use it, selling me a line of how he would rather stay sober while spending time with me. Only to send my cheeks red again.

We sat at a booth, next to each other, sipping on glasses of Lemonade and Pepsi. David’s arm rested on the back of the booth seat, his body turned slightly towards me with his leg crossed over. He brushed his fingers over my hair and I leaned into his touch.

“So you’ve still heard nothing from your dad? That’s kind of weird.”

“I know. And Mom is acting just as weird as my brother about it. There’s something more to the story you know? Some of the things that he says…” I stopped talking. I liked David but I didn’t want to tell him everything, not when I was still trying to process everything myself.

“What has he said?” I chewed on my lip. Unsure whether I should open my mouth or not. “It’s me, Lex. If you can’t trust me, who can you trust?” It was a leap of faith to tell David everything so soon into whatever relationship was growing. I opened and closed my mouth, trying to speak.

“Okay, so first off you know that secret society that everyone talks about on campus? My twin brother is a part of it. And well, he is known as an ass.” David perks up and shuffles closer to me. Something set me on edge about telling David everything. Part of me wondered if I should have kept it to myself. After all, there was a reason I hadn’t even told Naila.

“Which one?” He titled his head.

“Lawrence. Ren, our family calls him.” David’s eyes widen and he nods. It was as if a weight had been lifted from my shoulders. Telling David meant that I was able to talk more freely about everything he did to boil my blood. “Anyway, I followed him into one of those parties they were throwing. And the people around me were saying some really weird things. Everyone around me is keeping secrets.”

“Weird in what way?”

“Ren said that Dad kept me away from Mom. That every time Mom found out where we were, Dad would make us move again. The worst thing is that it kind of makes sense. Dad and I moved a lot, and I haven’t heard from him in weeks. I remember one time where that would add up to what Ren said, and that was when I saw Dad rip up a birthday card from Mom. Four days later, or even sooner, we were on a plane moving again. He said it was because of work, but it all happened so fast.” I took a sip of my Pepsi.

“What did you see at the party? I’ve heard all the rumours on campus.” He smirked. I rolled my eyes. Typical man, I told him something meaningful and he concentrated on the party. I gave David a shove on the shoulder.

“Do you really want me to tell you details about people grinding on each other?”

“No. I’m just curious. Don’t you want to know what your brother is up to?” He asked.

“My brain can only process one thing at a time. First, my Mom and Dad, then Ren and whatever his stupid asshole friends get up to.” One asshole in particular.

“Okay, okay. Well, have you tried talking to your Mom?”

“Ren already wants me gone. If he finds out I dragged everything up for Mom, he would kill me. Besides, Mom is really happy I’m back and I don’t want her to worry about that.”

David cupped my cheek and pulled me forward, gently meeting me in the middle for our lips to touch. I glanced at him through my lashes. I wasn’t shy about sexual encounters and he made my heart race. I wanted him, at least at that moment.

It was the flicker in the pit of my stomach that made me wrap my arms around his neck. I pulled David in closer, taking the moment to bite his lip. David pulled away and touched his lip.

“Easy tiger.” He laughed. “No need for that.” I blushed red and looked away.

“Sorry. I got carried away.” Dropping my hands to play with the edge of my crop top. David turned my head towards him.

“Shall we get out of here?” He smirked. Feeling a little more confident again I tilted my head.

“Why would we do that?” I asked, reaching out to play with the hair on the nape of his neck. David took my hand and he kissed my fingertips, then laced our fingers together.

“You’re so perfect Alexandra. I want to show you that.” He whispered. I nodded.

“Okay, but your place. I don’t want to deal with Ren for at least another ten hours.”

“Ten hours huh?” David smirked. He slid off the booth seat and I slid out after him. He swung our hands as I took one last sip of my drink before he tugged me out of the bowling alley. As we walked through the building, we dodged the children running through the small arcade, some of them greeted David and he gave them a subtle nod. I pulled out my phone texting Mom and Georgia, telling them I was going to Naila’s after my date. I didn’t know why I lied. I was nineteen, and Mom would have preferred to know where I was, but I wasn’t ready to share my sex life with my Mom.

David helped me into the cab like a gentleman. His driving seemed slower, and there was nothing to occupy my time because every time I tried to tease him he would push my hand away. Part of the excitement had died down by the time he pulled outside of an apartment block. A doorman waiting outside to take the car from him. The elder man tilted his head at David as we strolled into the expensive and brightly lit lobby. David stole a kiss in the elevator but nothing more, which I was itching for.

It was almost killing me by the time he opened the door of the penthouse. The penthouse of all places. It suited the kind of person David was. The part I tried to ignore about him, the egotistical side.

“Shh, my Dad’s asleep.” He whispered to me. I took off my boots and held them in a steady grip as David led me upstairs. I couldn’t see much in the dark, but I could feel the polished wood underneath my thin socks.

When David locked the door, he began to strip down from his shirt. His room was filled with sports memorabilia, basketball to be precise. There was an atmosphere in the room, something that set my teeth on edge, the same feeling I had when we were out as if I was being watched.

“Are you planning to keep your clothes on?” He winked. I shook my head, my boots clattered to the floor. I removed my jeans as fast as I removed my top. When I was down to my underwear David pushed himself against me, cupping my cheeks.

“Beautiful.” He whispered, closing the gap between us. His lips pressed against mine, soft and tender kisses. I kept my teeth to myself. He used both of his hands to unclasp my lace white bra, being strapless it dropped to the floor.

Slow, David pushed me backwards towards the bed. The back of my knees hitting the bed. David lowered me down to the soft mattress, with his hand on my back. Every touch was loving and gentle as if I were a porcelain doll at his service. He leaned over me, his lips lowered onto my breast, kissing around my hardening nipple. I closed my eyes, squeezing them tight, attempting to manifest his lips around the sensitive bud. A slither of pain to set me alight. I needed something more and I was certain that David wasn’t going to give it to me.

“Your tits are the most perfect pair I’ve ever seen.” He murmured against my skin, sending light vibrations through my body. “You got a good gene pool didn’t you.” He chuckled. I hummed in response knowing the truth David had realised. Feeling slightly insecure and bored. I pulled David’s head up, clasping a chunk of his hair, pulling him up to my lips. I took David in a harsh kiss, trying to spark a fire. “Calm down Lexie.” I sighed lightly at his complaints.

“Just fuck me already.” I whispered. Give me something more exciting, I thought to myself.

“Are you on anything?” He asked. I nodded.

“Implant.” I murmured, stealing a kiss.

David stood and shook off his jeans, money and keys dropping to the floor. A few more seconds and David was naked. It was too dark to see what David was gifted with. He was quick with taking off my matching white lace briefs. We were bare in front of each other, except it was like I didn’t know him at all. I shuffled back on the bed. David leant over me, pressing a sweet kiss on my lips. He nudged my knees apart.

His cock pressed against my cunt and I smirked lightly getting a feel for the size. I was glad he owned something that would give me something. He wasn’t the biggest person I had been with, maybe the European guys were good for something.

His tender kisses continued as he pushed in slowly. Every thrust was slow and tender. Even with his size, David didn’t hit the spots I wanted him to, that I needed him to. My arms lay in an awkward position which meant I could hold him closer to me, or force him into a deep kiss. It was like sleeping with an elderly man, everything about him was slow. His touches were light, boring. There was nothing exciting. But David was into everything he was doing, he thought he was the best. I could tell by the smirk he fed into the kiss. I let out small moans, most fake, while David released manly grunts as if he were running a marathon.

I needed more. I needed fire. Something I could sink my teeth into. I’d experimented, I knew what I liked. David didn’t understand, it was clear from the bite and the tugging on his hair that David liked his fucking traditional. Straight from A to B with no detour.

Then the worst thing happened, at least it was in the moment. David came, with a loud moan. His head buried in the crook of my neck, placing a small kiss. He pulled out of me and lifted his head.

“I really like you, Lexie. You’re the most amazing girl I’ve ever met.” I forced a smile.

“I really like you too.” I whispered, unsatisfied. It was the truth, I really liked David, but I wanted to rush home and finish myself off with the showerhead because a gush of water treated me better than David had. I didn’t want to admit it.

Sex was important in a relationship. I didn’t want to throw away a piece of rare happiness that I had found in New York so soon. I hoped I could educate David in the ways of pleasing a woman. I needed to talk to Naila as soon as I could. I needed a girl talk. David pulled on his boxers and I curled up under the sheets.

David climbed into the bed next to me and tucked me under his arm, pulling me into his chest.

“So perfect.” He whispered. “And all mine.”

“Bit soon isn’t it?” I joked.

“Get some sleep, Alexandra. I’ll take you for breakfast when I wake up.” He kissed the top of my head, then turned me onto my side and moulded his body around mine. When I closed my eyes I still had the feeling that set my teeth on edge. I tried to ignore it, dressing my face in a smile thinking about the good parts of the night, even if David was boring in bed.
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The feeling of being watched never left. I stirred in the night, it wasn’t until I noticed that David no longer had me tucked into his side. I could breathe for a moment. One thing hadn’t changed: I could still feel eyes on me. I shivered from the chilly New York air. The blanket had dipped down on my naked body. The chill had pebbled my nipples. I pulled the thin covers over myself, snuggling myself into the soft pillow.

“No point in being modest now.” I jumped, a small scream emitted from my lips. I looked towards the desk, pulling the cover tighter to my body.

The moon highlighted his face as if he were a fallen angel. His hair swept back from his face framing his jaw. The intruder was dressed in a black jumper, a pair of black cargo pants. Strapped around his shoulders there was a gun holster. He twirled a butterfly knife between his fingers, the blade caught the moonlight. Ren had given me his name, even if he didn’t know it. Adriel. The mysterious man that had my brother bending to his will. I could relay his hand wrapped around the blonde’s throat, the stare and his warning. This man considered himself a God on Earth, it was easy to see.

“W-what are you doing here?” I whispered, careful not to wake David.

“Watching the Whore Adventures of Little Alexandra.” He shrugged. “Quite bland if I do say so myself.”

“Go.” My voice cracked. “Before you wake David. Else I’ll scream.” I warned him. Adriel chuckled.

“Scream.” He leaned forward on his elbows. “It will make everything more enjoyable.” I reached out my hand beside me to wake David. My hand landed in something warm and wet. Breathing heavily, I looked away from smirking Adriel to the place beside me.

The dark only allowed me to see a small amount, but it was clear that David wasn’t beside me. The bed was empty and blood soaked the sheets. I screamed, my voice breaking. My gut turned and I threw myself out of the bed.

In a few short steps, Adriel was beside me. A heavy boot on my ankle stopping me from getting away. My chest tightened, it was getting harder to breathe with every second Adriel was near me. He was a murderer, a killer. I slept while David was killed beside me. The pressure on my ankle caused me to wince. I whimpered in pain as he pressed down harder. I was struggling to think straight. He was going to kill me next. I was laid out like a meal to him, bare skin, stalled in fear. Adriel could have done anything to me and I wouldn’t be able to move.

“You can’t kill me. What would Ren say? I’m his sister.” I blurted, trying to pull my ankle from under his foot. I prayed that my brother wasn’t as heartless about me to his friends as he was to my face. Adriel chuckled.

“Clever girl, using Lawrence as your escape. You should know this though: Ren will only be bothered about the mess he’ll have to clean up.”

“Please,” I whispered. “Let me go.”

“Do you remember what I said to you?” Adriel removed his foot from my ankle, crouching beside me.

“What?” I stuttered. He leaned in closer, the blade travelling against my jaw, as I let out sharp short breaths.

“At the Events Hall. What did I say to you, Angel?” I took a deep breath. It had been the only thing on my mind for days. I couldn’t figure out what David had to do with it, why he had killed him? I couldn’t see anything wrong with David but boring sex. He didn’t deserve to die because of it.

“You warned me about the people I hang around with.” I said. The warning had swum around my head for days, only now was it starting to come together. Adriel must have thought he had a reason to murder him, but why had he warned me to stay away from him when he could have killed me too. Is out of loyalty for my brother or another part of the underlying mystery that New York was slowly piecing together.

“And yet we find ourselves in this position.” Adriel’s eyes were dangerous, his irises almost as black as his pupils. The blade brushed back my hair, a cold fire sweeping down my spine. “Your twin is my right hand, and I happen to like your mother. Which means you belong to me now Alexandra. Mind.” The knife’s blade flattened against my breast, trailing to the side. I flinched at the cold steel on my nipple. “Body.” It moved down, following the curve of my ribs and hips. “Soul.” The knife landed against my cunt and my body betrayed me with searing heat. Adriel leaned closer, his breath brushing my ear. “Look at that, Angel. Your body knows its master.”

“I do not belong to you.” I growled, gaining some sort of backbone again.

“We’ll have to see about that.” He stood up, pulling his jumper off to reveal a tight-fitting black shirt. He chucked the jumper at me. “Put it on. Now. I can easily change my mind if you decide to disobey me.” I pulled the jumper closer to my naked body. “It sounded like some awfully boring sex. I was surprised he didn’t die before I got to him.” How long had he been waiting in the dark? How much had he seen or heard?

I watched as he casually looked around the floor, pretending the room wasn’t drowning in blood. I took a glance at the open window. David’s room was at the back of the building, which meant his window was the fire escape. Fifteen flights of stairs. Adriel was lean and fast, and I was terrified of heights. There was a high probability I’d throw up the contents of my stomach over the railing. There was no way I’d make-

“Stop trying to escape, You’d only be met with Ren at the bottom anyway.” Adriel threw my underwear at me. I scrambled to put them on and then picked up his black jumper.

When I placed it over my hand I was taken in by the smell of Bergamot and Amberwood. Dior. I snuffed my eye-rolling as I pulled my head in and my arms into the sleeves. Adriel was standing by the window, his eyes locked on me. I took another look at the bed, then the drying blood on my hand.

“Is he dead?” I asked. Adriel chuckled darkly.

“Wouldn’t you like to know.” He answered. “Get up.” A gloved hand yanked me from my spot on the floor, the cold leather of his gloves causing me to shiver. I stumbled on my feet, my ankle hurting more than I expected. Adriel hauled me in front of him. “Walk.” I stepped out of the low window. The grates were painful on the sole of my feet. With a bruising grip on my arm, I was dragged downstairs, whimpering when the mesh began to graze my skin.

The rickety fire escape was daunting. It felt as if it were about to crumble at any moment, it didn’t compare to the modern interior. Every time I lagged he jolted me forward. I gripped the railing out of pure fear of the stairs collapsing. Looking down at the ground beneath me caused my stomach to churn. The bile rose to my throat. Tears floated down my cheeks as I sniffled.

“Stop fucking touching everything.” He growled. I cried out again as he wrapped his hand into my hair. Tears freely streaming down my face.

The closer we got to the ground the better I felt but my stomach still churned from the clutches the monster had on me. I took a deep breath when I stood on solid ground, ignoring the gravel in my feet. We were in an alleyway with lined up garage disposals and a van. The van was matte black, the windows were blacked out. It was a shadow in the darkest area of the alley. Leaning against the back doors of the van, facing away from the street, was Ren. Dressed all in black, an outfit much like Adriel’s. When he spotted me, he swore under his breath.

“You fucking idiot.” He growled. My brother riled me up and for a moment I forgot my situation. I glared, hard, imagining my eyes burning into his skull.

“Murderer.” I bounced back.

“Adriel.” Ren started.

“What did I tell you, Ren? Your personal life interfered. She was meant to be kept away from David. You thought that keeping her at arm’s length would keep her out of this.” Adriel stepped closer to Ren, exerting alpha dominance. “It only brought her closer to it all. You are to blame.” Adriel whipped around. “Tell him everywhere you were fucked like a whore and everything you touched.” Both Ren and I turned our noses up at him. “I won’t ask again.” The look in his eyes warned me not to push any further. I looked down at the ground, wrapping my arms around myself.

“I walked barefoot from the front door to the stairs. We used the b-bed.”

“There’s blood beside the bed and window, she was on the floor. She touched the third, seventh, ninth railing.” Ren took in the information and nodded firmly. He opened the back door and pulled out a large overnight bag and I didn’t think it was clothes for the Gym. Ren pulled on a set of leather gloves like Adriel and walked off towards the fire escape.

“You’re not going to kill her, are you?” Ren spoke as if it was a shame that wasn’t being put through my skull.

“She’s mine now.” Adriel shrugged.

“I am not yours.” I lifted my head and glared. Adriel ignored me watching Ren walk up the escape.

“Sit in the back.” I climbed up into the back of the van, placing myself against the back of the seats at the front. The van walls were lined with guns, cases hooked to the walls. Adriel sat himself across my only exit. His head leant across the frame of the doors.

In those moments of silence, I began to piece together that Mom knew what Ren was up to. She knew he was murdering people and covering it up. Busy. That’s all she had said. Busy murdering innocent people, David had been nothing but a gentleman to me. Nothing but perfect with his smile and laughter, maybe there were a few wrinkles to iron out, but he made me feel good in ways I hadn’t for a while.

I wanted my Dad. I wanted to be back in London. It had all been a huge mistake. I had been there. Even if I had been asleep. I was now an accessory to his murder. What did that say about me? I should have been screaming, risking my life to make sure my twin and his friend didn’t get away with it. Instead, I was just sat compliantly in the back of the van.

I’d go home. Not my home, but I’d go back to the town house, pack my things and book myself on the next ticket to London on my credit card. I would call Dad until he picked up, I told myself. I was certain he couldn’t have sold the house so quickly, maybe he and his new wife were there. All I knew was that I could no longer stay in New York.

My relationship with my brother was non-existent and Mom had done nothing but lie to my face. It wouldn’t have surprised me if Mom and Georgia had blood on their hands too. I thought my family was a mess before, but nothing compared to this.

“Where is David?” I didn’t want the answer, not really. But there was something in my gut that told me to ask again.

“Somewhere more than he deserves.” I sucked in a breath. He was dead. Killed in cold blood. There was no doubt he was killed beside me as I slept.

“Where’s the body?” I whispered.

“I’m curious, why did you get fake tits?” He turned to look at me, dark eyes, not a single shred of light. I stuttered for a moment before sitting straighter in an attempt to hold my ground.

“How did you know that?” I swallowed. While I wasn’t ashamed of my boob job I didn’t make it common knowledge to everyone I met. Not even all my friends in London knew, a few hadn’t even realised.

“The incision scars on the side of your breast. You should know if David knew about your little operation he would have not been a happy bunny.” He casually pointed his knife at me. “Humour me. How was it being fucked so boring? I mean I didn’t see it but that kiss at the bowling alley was awfully…pious.” Adriel smirked. He had been the eyes I felt on me the entire night. I wondered if David had realised.

“Shut up.”

“People don’t usually keep breathing after talking to me like that, Angel. It’s something you’ll learn. Before long, the only thing that you’ll be saying with those pretty lips is ‘Yes, Sir’.” There was a glimmer in the bottomless pits of his irises. He was getting a kick out of it. He wanted a rise out of me. To Adriel, this was a game.

I turned my head away, finding a spot on the wall. A silent cry left my lips. A whimper. I was scared and cold, there was no denying it or acting like I was stronger. Dressed in barely anything I felt like a whore.

“Where’s Vernon?” I snapped my head back to look at him, glaring. “I answered your question about David, so you answer mine, Angel.”

What was it to him that he knew where my Dad was? Although it was a question I wanted answered myself. I knew that things had been rough since I was a child, but why did Adriel of all people care where my dad was.

“I don’t know and if I did, I wouldn’t tell you a single thing. You’re a monster.” Adriel smirked at me. A beautiful monster because he had captured my attention from the moment I was on Dais.

“Yes, Alexandra I am. Get some sleep.” I watched as he stood. One hand on each door as his shadow swallowed me then the doors slammed shut. I jolted at the sudden noise.

I was left in the dark, trapped and the sick thing was I still wanted my brother to hold me and tell me it would be okay like he did when there was a monster under the bed. Turns out the monster had caught him and now he had caught me too.
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I expected to wake up floating down to the bottom of the sea with rocks in my pockets if I were honest, or at least wake up with a cramp in my neck. I was surprised when I woke up wrapped in soft sheets. I sucked in a breath and jolted upright in the bed. The sheets were soft white cotton, with pillows that felt like clouds. The room around me screamed industrial, the walls bare brick. On my left was a built-in wardrobe with sliding cherry wood doors. There was a window behind me, the tinted glass showed that whoever owned the place liked their privacy. The polished bare wood flooring was carpeted with dark red velvet rugs. With shaky breaths, I swung my legs around so my feet touched the soft rug. I looked down at what I was wearing, my own clothes. I spotted my overnight bag sitting by the wardrobe door. Someone had changed me into a lace cami and boy shorts.

Last night. Adriel. The blood. I looked down at my hands. They were clean and when I lifted them to my nose out of curiosity. My skin smelt of bleach, running my hand over the back of my other I could tell the severity of dryness on my skin. They had bathed my hands in bleach to get rid of all the evidence. I whimpered, then pulled at my hair. I felt clean, too clean. Almost as if it had never happened at all. I needed out. Wherever I was I needed to leave, go back home. I wasn’t safe.

I opened the bag and pulled out the leggings and sweater that was packed for me. I suspected it was Ren who had brought the clothes because they had been the first thing in my drawers. I pulled the clothes over what I was wearing. Not caring for the lines of the boy shorts gave me. Inside the bag were my running trainers. After putting on my shoes I zipped up my bag, then slung it over my shoulder and stepped out of the room.

I was in a small hallway with a door on my right and a door in front of me opened to reveal a bathroom, but I didn’t go snooping. I needed to go. It was a few steps to a walkway that overlooked a large open plan area. I stopped for a moment, listening, but my ears were ringing. I stepped lightly and made my way down the stairs that curved around to one of the walls. In the centre of the room, there was a large seating area, a TV on the wall between the floor to ceiling windows.

On my last step, I turned my head. The kitchen was blocked off as if you were looking into a dollhouse with the front wall missing. The area wasn’t empty. Braced on the black marble kitchen counter, head thrown back, shirtless, was Adriel. Being shirtless I could see that he had more tattoos, his entire arm was covered and a few others scattered around his body, although I couldn’t make out what they were from where I stood. His body was lean muscle, sculpted abs and I hated myself every second I stared. His dark hair fell into his eyes and his jaw was tight. I watched the veins in his neck flexed as he let out a deep moan, then bit down on his lip.

I failed to remove the shock from my face at the blonde on her knees in front of him. She worshipped his cock as if he were a God. I silently choked. Adriel rolled his hips, forcing her to gag on his cock. Without looking he used one hand to grip her hair and drill her. The blonde moaned around him and I was frozen in my spot. I’d watched porn before, but nothing compared to the scene that I was watching. There was only one small part of me that hated it and that was because I wasn’t the one sucking the hot guy off.

Then I remembered exactly who he was. Adriel had threatened me and manhandled me. I remembered how scared I was. I took another step and it creaked under me, like a scene from a movie. My head shot towards the act in the kitchen.

Adriel was looking directly at me, his dark eyes held me there, as his face read pure bliss as he moaned again.

“Good girl.” He soothed the blondes hair as he fucked her face. He was thrown over the edge and came down her throat looking at me. He hissed in bliss as he pulled her off his cock and looked down at her. “Thank you, whore.” He told her. My stomach churned and I wrapped my arms around myself. He pulled her up by her hair and I got a better glimpse of her.

It was the same blonde from his lap that night. She was dressed, if you could call it that, in a white lace bodysuit. It hugged the curves of her light golden tanned body. I had spent enough time in cold countries and fake-tanned myself to know it wasn’t real. She turned around, carefully wiping her face to fix her lipstick and caught me watching.

“Rayne, time to go.” Adriel ordered. The blonde, ‘Rayne’, nodded, then dipped her head.

“Yes, Sir.” My lips parted. The first thought in my mind was that Rayne was brainwashed, because who would willingly say that to Adriel. He was a psychopath. His words from the night before came to mind, warning me that I would be saying ‘Yes, Sir’ before long.

Rayne strutted around the island out of the kitchen in a pair of striking red bottom heels. She took another look at me with a smile and grabbed a long trench coat off the back of the chairs. The world we lived in was all about feminism and looking at Rayne and remembering the way she was lounging on his lap that night, I didn’t think she thought much of herself.

Adriel tightened the pair of slim fit grey joggers low on his waist, then strolled towards the breakfast island. He placed his hands on the counter. His face cold, calculating and unreadable. We just stared each other down, there were no exchanging of words. I only gripped my bag tighter.

“Did you notice you’re blushing?” He asked me. I swallowed, lifting my spare hand to my warm cheek. “Did you enjoy yourself, my little voyager?” He tilted his head.

“Pig.” I growled. I step down onto the wooden floor.

“Put down your bag.” He ordered.

“You have no control over me. Last night I was in shock and now I’m not, so I’m going to report you to the police.” I walked towards the hallway Rayne had left through, quick on my feet.

I should have known that it wasn’t going to be as simple as that. I was dragged back by my wrist, my bag falling to the ground. He had swapped from my wrist to my neck in a second. His reflexes were almost inhuman. As my head hit off the wall between the hallway and the kitchen. I cried out at the pain on the back of my head. My eyes teared up and I flinched as the pressure on my neck tightened. I pushed myself further into the hard brick as if it was going to help me get away from him.

“Your first mistake was telling me your plan. Plain stupid if you ask me.” He leaned in, hot breath on my neck. I was shaking, pawing at the tattooed arm that held me against the wall.

“Let go.” I coughed. “Please.”

“Do not threaten me in my own home, Alexandra.” He whispered in my ear. “And it’s cute to think that you’ll be going to the police. You’re mine now. You won’t as so much breathe without my permission.” With a final squeeze of my throat, he let me go and I crumbled to the floor heaving. I placed my hands on the floor to ground myself and looked up at him through my dark red hair. “Pick yourself up before your brother arrives, he already thinks lowly of you.” I coughed again as I heard a door open.

A whistle carried out into the large space.

“We saw Rayne on the way out. Damn, does she look good.” I turned my head to see the bright pink hair pushed back by a thick elastic headband strolling into the apartment. I pulled myself off the ground, then wrapped my arms around myself as he smirked at me. “Hi, Lil Lex, how you feeling babe?” Evan asked as he sipped from a takeout cup. He pulled himself up on the breakfast bar and I pushed myself against the wall.

Evan was dressed in a similar outfit to Adriel and Ren last night, strapped to his thigh was a large hunting knife. The silver handle catching the light. I was going to die. Evan spotted where my eyes were, he smirked. I watched intently as he unsheathed the knife. He admired it in the sunlight, taking glances at me.

“Pretty isn’t she?” The blade was sharp, I guessed that only a slight pressure would slice someone apart. Had they done that to David? How did they silently kill him while I slept beside him?

My heart started to beat again as I saw Ren walk in, looking down at his phone. He was in his signature grey coat. There was the five-year-old part of me that wanted to wrap myself around my brother even after what happened last night because he had always been the one who looked after me, even if I was the eldest. It was too much to handle. Francis walked in beside him, also dressed like Evan in a black hoodie and cargo trousers. A pair of circular sunglasses on his eyes, dark brown hair brushed over his forehead.

Ren turned on his heel to look at me. Examining me up and down. I searched his eyes for any sign of emotion but it was nothing but a void. Yet there was still a piece of me hoping that my twin would take pity on me. He returned to his phone.

“Ren, can you take me home please?” I asked quietly. He didn’t look up from his phone to answer.

“No.” He walked away, taking a seat in the sitting area.

“That’s got to have hurt.” Evan whistled. I put my head against the wall, blinking away the tears.

“Evan go sit on the chairs, not my fucking counter.” Adriel snapped, grabbing my elbow, proceeding to drag me across the room. He pushed me down on the black leather couch.

“Stop putting your hands on me.” I snipped, rubbing my hand over my elbow. Adriel took a seat on the wingback leather chair like the chair from the events hall. He rested his ankle on his knee, his elbow supported by the armrest. He acted as if he hadn’t just been sucked off by a whore in his kitchen five minutes ago.

Ren was sat beside me as far away as he could. While Francis and Evan were on the couch opposite.

“What are we doing with her exactly?” Francis leant forward on his knees.

“It’s not as simple as killing her because it would break my Mom’s heart for some reason.” Ren sighed, tucking his phone away. I snapped my head towards him.

“Oh and that’s the only reason I’m alive huh? Because of mom? Not because we shared a fucking womb. You’re a prick.”

“So you love to tell me, dear sister. Change the record.” Ren rolled his eyes and looked past me to Adriel. “So are you really claiming her?” My mouth dropped.

“Claim me?” I exclaimed. It wasn’t the dark ages; I wasn’t something to be claimed. “I am not a dog!”

“I’ll be taking full responsibility of Alexandra.” Adriel ignored me. “I’ll be talking to my father about it. Her only saving grace is that she is Sofia’s daughter. Besides, an unpaid body to dispose of is a hassle and he has enough to deal with while he’s playing goose chase with a bunch of snakes.” Adriel brushed back his hair with a hand. Adriel was addictive to look at, and he knew it. His eyes met mine for a brief moment and my blood ran cold at the monster.

“I am not some pet.” I snapped. I looked at my brother. “You seriously need to start explaining shit before I lose my mind. Please, Ren. Please.” I reached out to touch his arm and Ren shrugged me off. “Just look at me. Please.” Ren slowly turned to look at me with his jaw locked. All four of them it seemed had perfect void faces. “Why would you do it? Do you seriously think Mom wants her son to go down for murder?” Ren chuckled and shook his head.

“You wouldn’t get it, Lexie. You left this world far behind on a magical silver spoon that Daddy fed you. You don’t know what I’ve been through. What we’ve been through. What it takes to survive, and you never will. So stop. Stop trying to reach out for something that clearly isn’t there. I have no interest in being your brother. So shut the fuck up before I’m cleaning your blood from the floor.” I curled up around myself, pulling my knees up to my chest.

“Nice that you jumped straight to murder thought.” Evan teased. “I’ll give you a little nugget, Lil Lex.” I looked up at him, watching his lips. “There would have been a lot more blood if it were murder.” The blood thumping in my veins echoed in my ears.

“He’s not dead.” I whispered. I pressed my hand against my chest. He wasn’t dead. My entire body felt weightless as if I were floating. David wasn’t dead but I couldn’t bare to imagine what they had done to him. While there may not have been enough blood to mean death, there was still blood.

“No, he’s not. Wipe that relief off your face that pig doesn’t deserve it.” Adriel growled. “You’re so fucking blind.”

“What are you talking about?” I glared at him. His presence infuriated me. Adriel looked over at the other three who nodded, only leaving me confused.

“Go clean yourself up properly,” Adriel ordered me. “Ren go with her.”

“Go fuck yourself.” Ren answered.

“You’re the only one I trust with her. Dumb and Dumber will only make this more difficult.”

“I’m not a toy for you to pass around.” I stood up: my hands clenched at my sides as I looked down at him. Which was my mistake. Adriel raised his eyebrow at me, standing to join me. When he closed the space between us, I noticed how much taller he was. I craned my neck up to look him in the eye. There was no room for falter. He raised a hand, the same tattooed one that had been wrapped around my neck. His fingers traced my jaw and held my breath, glaring.

“You have no idea how I like to play with my toys, Angel. I’m not the sharing kind of man.” He gripped my chin harshly. “Collect your bag and freshen yourself up. I mean you want to see David, don’t you?” I smacked his hand away and stood back. A white-hot flush of anger crossed his face, while I heard one of the guy’s gasp. I felt the same way they did, realising I had taken it too far. Ren brushed in between us.

“I got her.” He said, saving me from Adriel’s wrath. “Get your bag.”

I stayed silent as I stepped back a few steps before daring to turn my back on Adriel. I picked up my discarded bag from the floor and walked towards the stairs. My eyes remaining away from Adriel. He sat back down in his chair, which meant his back was to me and the winged back gave me no indication of the mood I had put him in. Ren strolled over to me following me up the stairs closely.

I looked down at him as we crossed the walkway to the small hallway I had been in earlier. Adriel’s arm was resting on the side of the chair, grazing his fingers over his full lips as he watched me. I kept walking, with Ren’s tight grip on my shoulder. He brought me to a halt outside the bathroom. He flicked the switch on by the side of the dark cherry wood door frame. The shower made my jaw almost drop to the floor.

The shower took up the entire sidewall, with overhead jets. There was a free-standing bath in front of me. On the other side of the wall, there was a toilet and sink. The industrial theme of the loft followed into the bathroom. The plumbing and taps were black matte piping. Subtle black sparkling tiles covered the walls and gleamed under the lights.

“Get changed properly.” Ren gave me a soft shove into the bathroom. I stepped in and turned to close the door when Ren stopped me, then stepped into the bathroom too.

“You’re not coming in here!” I growled. He rolled his eyes at me.

“I’m not going to look, am I?” He shut the door then turned away.

I quickly rushed to change my underwear, finding a sealed pack of thongs in my bag. I glanced at my brother’s back, he obviously wanted to avoid touching his sister’s underwear. I pulled the tag off the new sports bra and put the nude sweater back on.

“You can turn around,” I mumbled. Ren turned on his heel and leant against the door. He folded his arms, watching me. Bad idea to have told him to turn around I thought to myself. His cold distant eyes made me feel no better. “Who changed me last night?” The question I had avoided asking because if Adriel got another eyeful of me, I fear that I would throw up.

“Rayne.” I shivered thinking about Adriel’s slut touching me. I shook my head softly as I picked up my hairbrush. “Don’t judge. She’s a friend.” I hated that my brother cared more about her than me, and I was his flesh and blood.

“A friend who clearly had no problem with sucking dick in front of others.” I scoffed.

“Rayne likes sex. Adriel likes control. It’s not your place to judge. They negotiate everything they do. So keep your opinions to yourself.” Ren replied. I brushed out the tangled curls and luckily there was a hair tie wrapped around the bottom of my brush. I didn’t answer him.

Adriel liked control, that was more than clear. But I didn’t want to know about his sex life. The part of my brain that betrayed me thought differently. I found myself wondering what it would be like to be with Adriel. I could tell what kind of man he was. I had seen it with Rayne. He liked to degrade girls which should have been a turn-off but the sweetness of his voice was almost loving. Tender. He still cared. Rayne had liked it.

I brushed my teeth over the sink and took the time to remember how to breathe properly. I rinsed out my mouth and put the toothbrush and paste back in my bag.

“Did you seriously get a boob job?” Ren burst out. I spun and faced him horror written all over my face.

“What the fuck is it to you, Lawrence?” I asked.

“I’m asking. Why would you go change yourself? Was it for a guy?” His questions threw me off because they were awfully brotherly. I smirked.

“That’s very protective of you. Almost like you’re my brother. I’d be careful if I were you. Wouldn’t want anyone to think you care.” I zipped up my bag. Ren narrowed his eyes at me but refused to answer. “Where are my clothes from last night? And my shoes? Are they still at-Are they still there.” I asked him. My twin scoffed in response.

“Of course they aren’t. If they were I wouldn’t be doing my job properly would I?”

“And what exactly is that job?” I interrogated, folding my arms, mimicking him.

“Cleaning.” He answered, stood straight then yanked the door open. He waited for me to walk out first. The thought of returning to the other three gave me a chill. I stared at the doorway for a moment. “Go on.”

“Do I have to?” I whispered.

“You made your bed now lie in it. Let’s go, sis.”
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When Ren and I had joined everyone else downstairs again. Adriel had gotten dressed in a black t-shirt and jeans with a black version of Ren’ long coat. His hand was adorned in the same rings I had seen him in when we met. Adriel overpowered everyone else in the room and they let him.

I was taken outside to an underground garage with a line of black vehicles. A matching Lexus to Ren’s, two sports cars and two motorbikes, then Ren’s car.

“Alexandra and I are taking my car.” Adriel ordered. He took my bag off my shoulder and handed it off to Francis.

“I’m not going with you.” I stopped walking; my voice echoed off the walls. Everyone turned to look at me.

“You don’t get a say,” Adriel answered. “Move or don’t. I’m itching to get into it with you, Alexandra. Ren being here will not stop me from punishing you.” He growled.

Punishing. What kind of power did he think he had over me I contemplated. Go with them, somehow get David free and run to the police as I had planned. I only hoped he wasn’t seriously injured because there was no way I could carry his weight if we needed to run. Whether or not there hadn’t been enough blood loss to cause death, there had been a lot of blood. I closed my eyes, taking a moment to think about the soft kisses David had given me. I had to do it for him. I didn’t understand why he had been kidnapped and hurt by this group of psychos, but I felt the need to help him.

“Alexandra.” He growled again. I opened my eyes again.

“Fine.” I whispered, folding my arms over my chest. Adriel nodded at my brother and their friends. I followed Adriel over to the low sports car. He opened the driver’s door and settled himself in. Following suit I got into the passenger’s seat. The car was small, and I didn’t like sharing the small space with him. I compressed myself as small as I could after putting on my belt. The engine roared to life, making me jump as the garage door automatically opened. I looked over as he put the car in gear.

“You haven’t put your belt on.” I said quietly. He looked over at me in the corner of his eye but ignored me as the car sped forward. I clasped the door as we left the others behind in a flurry of colours at the speed. Adriel made dangerous manoeuvres as he took us through the streets. He had to calm down when we reached the centre of the city. My stomach was more than thankful for it.

I leant my head on the window, drifting off to anywhere that wasn’t in the car with the monster beside me. He had warned me about who I hung out with and I had taken it with a pinch of salt, now I’d awoken in a strange and fucked up world. Part of me wanted to be back in bed with David before it had all turned to shit. David had been one of the best things about living in New York.

“He doesn’t deserve your thoughts.” Adriel spoke. I lifted my head, turning to him. One arm resting on the window ledge, the other hanging loosely at the bottom of the steering wheel, slouched in his seat. Which surprised me because he looked relaxed, something I thought he couldn’t do.

“What do you know about anything?” I raised an eyebrow. “You’re a monster. Monsters don’t get to talk.”

“Angel.” He chuckled darkly. “Oh Angel, are you craving more than my hand around your throat? Because the way you talk to me is getting you there.” He shot me a dark look.

“What are you going to do about it?” I rolled my eyes. I regretted the words as soon as they left my mouth. With a sharp reflex, his hand dipped from the wheel and down the side of the seat, where he pulled out a small pocket knife, flipping it open in one small flick. He swapped hands on the wheel, allowing his armed hand to press the knife against my jaw.

I clutched the edge of my seat, my breathing became shallow. My jaw stung, I was certain he hadn’t broken the skin, but it was sore to say the least. He seemed casual, nothing but a distant façade etched on his face.

“You’re much more compliant when I have a blade on you. So let’s try this again shall we?” He carried on driving with ease, while seconds away from slitting my throat. “Would you like to change your attitude? I liked the shivering naked girl on the floor last night. Although I do love an excuse to shatter spirits.” I forced myself to take a deep breath.

“I’m a lot stronger than the girls around you then.” I clenched my first, keeping myself grounded.

“Are you referring to Rayne? Jealous Angel?” He questioned.

“Of a whore? Hardly.” I scoffed. The blade moved position, lower on the side of my neck, scratching at my skin.

“Do you know what would happen if I applied a little more pressure? You’d bleed out in seconds. Die right here and I wouldn’t blink an eye.” He flattened the blade against my skin. I hissed at the cold metal touching my skin. “Rayne is much more of a woman than you. She knows what she wants and needs and she isn’t afraid to take it. You saw her on her knees sucking my cock? That’s where she wants to be, belongs. It gives her more power than you’ll ever understand. She’s also a dear friend. So do not insult her.”

“Fine.” I whispered, in fear that he would apply more pressure on my neck.

“Say it.” He smirked as he pulled into an empty and ruined neighbourhood. It wasn’t hard to figure out what he wanted me to say. Adriel was egotistical, he wanted to feel powerful and have everyone under his control. The car stopped, which allowed Adriel to turn his body and lean over me, leaning into my ear. “Say it.” He whispered. His hot breath caused mine to become unsteady again.

“Yes, sir.” I swallowed. Adriel removed the blade from my throat, and I let out a deep breath. He nicked my earlobe with his mouth.

“Good girl.” He sounded just as he had this morning, and it sent a shiver down my spine. “Get out the car. For your own sake, I wouldn’t try to run. Ren is quick on his feet.” I snapped my head towards him. Our faces were inches away from each other.

“It doesn’t surprise me that Ren is fast. It must run in our blood.” I’d done cross country when I was younger. I’d stopped a couple of years back but I had no doubt I could still run fast enough to escape Ren. “But I won’t run.”

“Is that because you’re going to save David?” He smirked and climbed out of the car. I scurried out after him and glared, better than looking at him like a gaping fish. Adriel had a way of knowing everything I was thinking and I couldn’t figure out how he did it, because I swore I didn’t make it obvious.

“Monster.” I quipped.

“Is that your only defence? Because it’s getting boring quite quickly. And if you’re trying to figure out how I would know about your failed plan, a normal person would have tried to escape with more effort than you have. Fought their way out, but you’re biding your time. After all, you are Sofia’s daughter and I wouldn’t expect anything less from you. The first years of your years here with her etched that on your soul. Play smart and survive.” A car skidded up next to us as Adriel circled the car. I turned watching him as he got closer. His body pressed me up against the car. “Here’s the thing though, Angel. I’m smarter. Besides you won’t be in the mood for much saving after this.” He casually brushed hair from my face, my body betraying me, burning to relax into the soft touches. I watched his eyes fail him and for a split moment, he wasn’t a danger, at least to me.

“I called ahead. Apparently, our buddy David just woke up.” I heard the voice of Francis.

“Let’s get this over with,” Adriel said not taking his eyes off me for a split second. “Follow your brother.” He ordered. I looked around where we were, the middle of nowhere. My seven-year-old memories weren’t exactly an accurate map. All I could see were red brick buildings towering over, most of them surrounded by fencing and barbed wire.

I spotted Ren in the corner of my eye as he walked past, straight through a pair of doors that were littered with graffiti. Adriel stepped back and nodded his head towards the door. I quickly stalked off, wrapping my arms around myself. I followed Ren through the door. The handle was sticky and I rubbed my hand off on my leggings. I could see Ren making his way up the stairs. Looking up I saw it was at least eleven stories high. He was silent walking up the stairs, the fact he was walking without a care in the world put me more on edge.

The building smelt of piss and vomit, making my stomach churn. The walls were decorated with the same graffiti that was outside, along with chipped paint in various layers, which showed the years of colour changes. On each floor, there was a set of double doors that when I peered into, I could see a corridor of doors. It was clearly an old apartment block, the wallpaper was art deco, showing part of the history of the building.

When we were a few stories high I heard the doors at the bottom open and three more sets of footsteps. I caught up to Ren, by his side and we fell into step together. A small smile escaped me as I realised it was probably the first stereotypical twin thing we had done since we told our mom we couldn’t have sandwiches of our own to share.

“Ren.” I whispered. He ignored me and I cleared my throat. “God, you’re insufferable.” Still, not a single word left his lips. “I got a boob job because I didn’t exactly get the genetics I wanted, okay?” He chuckled and my heart thudded in surprise at his human reaction.

“So you’re vain then?” He glanced at me. I shook my head.

“I did it for me. My confidence, not that it’s any of your business.” I scoffed.

“Then why tell me?” He took a glance in my direction.

“Because I wanted you to talk to me and it seemed like an angry reaction was better than none.” I looked ahead at the stairs that were blocked off by yellow caution tape. Two steps were missing and my body ran cold as I looked through the gap to the level below us, catching a glimpse of Evan’s pink hair and Adriel. He looked up at me, void of emotion as always. I turned away as Ren lifted the tape for me. I shook my head.

“Can you go first?” I asked. Ren rolled his eyes and ducked under the tape, stepping up onto the last step and leapt over the hole.

“Going up, Lil Lexie?” Evan whispered in my ear and my body jumped. I looked over my shoulder and glared. Trying to psyche myself up to take the leap. I ducked under the tape and couldn’t help but look down. I’d break bones, maybe even crack open my head. I was afraid that if I spent too long looking down the hole then I would be pushed by one of the monsters standing behind me.

A hand was pushed in front of my face and I looked up to see Ren kneeling across the gap. His face gave nothing away but his hand told me another story.

“You’re still afraid of heights?” He asked.

“No,” I answered. “Just falling.” Last night I had been able to control the fear that was setting over me because the fire escape was surrounded by railings and the stairs had been sturdy enough. A hole dropping to another floor made my skin crawl. He stood up and held out his hand again. I took it, flinching at the cold touch of the rings on his hand, then leapt over the hole. Ren moved up another step to make room for me and I gripped onto him as if my life depended on it. My free hand latched onto his coat. He pulled me up a step before letting go of my hand and I looked back at the hole, which only made it worse. I let go of my brother when I saw Adriel staring, while Evan ducked under the tape. Ren carried on walking as if nothing had happened. I followed after him.

Ren stopped on the level we were at, walking through the double set of doors to the corridor with the ugly yellow and orange art deco wallpaper. Halfway down the corridor, a burly middle-aged man stood outside the door. He was dressed in a casual suit with a gun in his hand. Wrapping my arms around me seemed like a good idea, and I did until they were at the point of crushing my ribs. I wasn’t going to get comfort from anyone else. I chewed on my lip as the older guy realised that Ren was standing in front of him.

“Sir.” He nodded at my brother.

“You can wait downstairs, Keith.” Adriel spoke from behind me.

“Yes, Master Adriel.” He nodded at the presence behind me. Master? I wanted to scoff and laugh. He thought that highly of himself that he had people calling him Master. How did someone like Adriel earn that much respect? Because Keith didn’t seem like the type of guy to listen to someone that was half his age.

Ren opened the door, the rotten smell only got worse when he opened it. Adriel knocked me as he walked past and my shoulder bashed against the wall.

“Am I going to get to set the bastard on fire this time?” Evan asked as he strolled in after him. Francis gripped my shoulders and guided me into the vile apartment.

“I can’t wait for you to kiss our asses after this.” He whispered in my ear. Ren closed the apartment door and I felt trapped. The apartment was small, maybe only four rooms. The kitchen door was hanging off and I glanced in to see a crumbling kitchen. It was covered in dust and dirt, part of me swore that there was blood sprayed on the cabinets that did have the doors on. Something scattered across the floor and when I caught sight of a rat diving under the cabinets I screamed. The four of them turned to look at me, while Adriel had his hand on the last door. Evan broke the silence, bursting out laughing, clutching his middle. I pressed myself against the dirty wall.

“If a rat scares you this is going to be so much fun.” He chuckled.

“I don’t see David, where is he?” I snapped.

“If this is going to happen, you won’t speak until I tell you to. There are some things you should hear from the cunt’s mouth. This is me doing you a favour, don’t make me regret it.” Adriel ordered me. I nodded. I was losing my nerve and that couldn’t happen. I had to figure out how I was getting David out of here or at least find out where I was. I nodded. Adriel pushed the door open.

The room was bare, stripped to the basic foundations from countless fires. The burn marks scarred the walls and the window brought in harsh sunlight.

There he was, with his back to me. There were a pair of headphones on his head and he was tied to a chair. I spotted blood on his back, the same blood that had been on the bed last night. A thin layer of cold sweat brushed over my skin. Adriel strolled into the room and ripped the headphones off his head, tossing them to the floor. David flinched and looked up at Adriel, who casually pressed his back against the wall, where he could still see me. I stepped closer and when I was a few steps away from the doorway, Ren grabbed my arm. I looked over at him and he shook his head.

“Morning Scum. How did you sleep? I hear this place has five stars.” Evan smirked, grabbing a chair and swinging it around to sit on it backwards. David spat at him. Evan growled in return and wiped the spit from his face. “I’m gonna enjoy watching you burn.” He snarled, Evan had gone from the jokester to an emotionless void like the rest of his friends.

“It’s been a long time since we spoke, David.” Adriel said.

“Fuck you.” David growled, he sounded in pain and my heart leached for him.

“I have some questions for you,” Adriel replied. “If you’d rather not have any more pain, I suggest you answer them. What were your intentions with Alexandra?” I pressed my hand against my heart, my eyes stinging. Why was he asking questions about me?

“Lexie? She was a bit of fun. No one blinks an eye at a man who has a pretty wife on his arm.” I whimpered and a hand covered my mouth. From the smell I could tell it was Francis. I breathed heavily; panic resided over me.

“Just listen.” He whispered. “And stay quiet.”

“Get that from Daddy Dearest?” Adriel asked, tilting his head. “That’s why he married Mommy, right? No one suspects the picture-perfect family.”

“My mother was old money and good looking. She was a means to an end for him.” He croaked. The man talking was a completely different man to the man I spent the night with. David had made me laugh and feel almost…loved. “Just like Alexandra would be to me. Once she stopped with her headstrong act and whore tendencies. She will be perfect.” Adriel smirked when David stopped talking.

“You say that like you’ll be coming out of this alive. We don’t condone selling drugs to children. Your father knew the deal, and what the Kings allowed. Now he paid the price. And let me tell you it was a lovely price for my bank account.” Selling drugs in general is bad enough, but to a child? What had I gotten myself involved with? I found myself thinking about what Adriel had said to me that night over and over again. I watched Evan light up a cigarette, his eyes never moving from David.

“My father will find me.”

“Did you not understand what I just said you piece of shit? I drove a knife through his heart last night. His body is being disposed of as we speak. We’re giving him the best he deserves, eaten by a bunch of pigs.” David flinched. “Back to Alexandra.”

“Why do you care about a whore?!” David spat. Adriel nodded at Evan. I watched as Evan brushed back his pink hair and leaned forward, driving the hot cigarette into his arm. David emitted gut curdling screams as Evan used him as a human ashtray. I thrashed against Francis when I smelt the flesh. These boys were monsters, even David. Dealing drugs to children. I felt sick to my stomach. Tears spilled over; I was awful at hiding my emotions.

“Alexandra was filthy and she needed to be purged of her whorish bedroom habits.” What was he talking about I thought, turning white as a ghost. Embarrassed. It was bad enough I had my twin questioning my vanity. I didn’t want to be there, and I no longer wanted to save him. Some twisted part of me didn’t care what they did to him and that only caused me to feel worse. I pried Francis’s hand from my mouth and took deep breaths. Ren was leaning against the wall, staring at the back of David’s head. I stepped beside him; I thought he would be my safety blanket.

“I feel sick.” I whispered. Ren didn’t answer and I wiped under my eyes. Adriel was staring at me again. I caught his eye and he smirked.

“You really thought you’d get away with making her into a stepford wife?” He asked David. “She’s too far gone for that.” He kicked off the wall and whispered in his ear, then looked at me. “Angel come here.” He ordered. I went to open my mouth but decided to shake my head instead. “It wasn’t a request, come here now.”

“Just go.” Ren rolled his eyes, giving me a small shove. I took small steps, wrapping my arms around myself again as I stepped into the room. Adriel held out his hand for me, but I didn’t take it. I walked around the chair and gasped when I saw him.

His left eye was black and swollen, I wouldn’t be surprised if he couldn’t see out of it, lip busted, cuts and bruises decorated his chest. He was only wearing boxers, revealing the deep clotted stab wound in his leg. I guessed that’s where the blood must have come from.

Adriel snatched me at the waist, pulling me against his front, my back pressed against him. My ass feeling what Rayne sucked only a couple of hours ago. His hand held my waist. My eyes watered when the other trailed up my side, before settling around my throat, softer than earlier, but no less possessive. At that moment I almost understood what Rayne liked about it and I could imagine the look on his face.

“She’s mine now, but don’t worry. I assure you I can take care of her needs.” I wanted to snap. Scream. Punch. However, my body was frozen in place. The betrayal of my own body made me angrier.

“You disgust me.” He spat at me. I pleaded with my eyes at David, in the hope he would understand that I had no say in what was happening and that I was here to save him. I opened my mouth to speak, to tell him this wasn’t a choice, but Adriel was quick to grab my jaw, pulling my head back to look at him. He gazed down at me and he was hungry. Those pitiless eyes craved blood and it chilled everything inside of me.

Looking at Adriel reminded me of what David had said moments ago. Why should I save him when he thought so lowly of me.

“Are you starting to see now, Angel? Your precious David was caught selling drugs to children. And up until a few weeks ago, he was a trusted ally. His father had connections with the right people, but their little business pissed off the wrong people. He used that power for foul means that neither us or our friends approve of. And all he wanted you for was pretty photos on his mantelpiece, who knows what would have happened if you didn’t bend to his will.” My legs were shaking as I used what strength I had left to move my head out of his grip.

“Lexie.” I turned my eyes as far as I could in Adriel’s grip. “I’m sorry. Don’t listen to them, okay? I would never hurt you, everything they have told you is lies. If you had just told me sooner who your brother was, I could have helped you.” David had changed his tune. I didn’t get a chance to answer again because a punch was thrown at his jaw, a sway of a grey coat. David’s jaw cracked and he cried out. A fresh cut on his cheek began to bleed. Ren didn’t look phased as he examined his knuckle wiping blood from his rings. I gaped at the violence my brother had done, but not at who it was aimed at.

“You have nerve.” Evan growled, he looked at Adriel, who released my chin. My face set towards David again. “When can he die?” Adriel chose to ignore Evan’s desperation to kill.

“Your father was the last person to speak to Vernon before he disappeared.” My father again, always popping up in questions. I squeezed my eyes shut, telling myself I would not cry.

“The bastard disappeared before he paid us. He wanted a new ID and a Passport. That’s all I know. Just let me go. I meant you no harm.” David’s eyes were pleading. “It was all my father, come on Ade.” David and Adriel obviously knew each other better than I had realised. Adriel knew what I was getting myself into from the day I met David. Adriel was trying to protect me and I had no idea why.

“Don’t fucking call me that,” Adriel growled. “You can’t stop lying to my face, can you? We spoke to the children, David. The ones you’ve put in hospital, they told us you were there. We’ve been paid a lot of money to kill you, but I’ll let you in on a secret. I would have done it for free.” There were innocent children in the hospital because of him. I thought David was one of the better men and my judgement had been clouded by charm and romance. I was disgusted with myself.

“I wasn’t! Please let me go.” He struggled with the ropes that were cutting into his skin. Adriel ran his hands down my sides, gripping my hips. He leant down to my ear.

“Shall I kill him? Or do you want to?” I pulled myself out of his grip and Adriel only dragged me back in, only the next time I was facing him. One hand was on the small of my back, the other cupped the back of my neck. His thumb grazed my cheek. “Do you want him dead?”

Yes.

But I didn’t say it aloud. That would have only have made me as fucked up as Adriel. He smirked.

“Hmmm, I’m disappointed. Just like all the other girls. Shame.” Adriel looked at Evan. “All yours. Have fun with your barbeque.” Evan looked like a kid on Christmas morning. He swung his leg off the chair and walked over to the corner of the room where there was a brown paper bag. He yanked out a large and cheap bottle of vodka. My mouth was unable to form words as the cap was ripped off.

Evan stood over David and poured the bottle over his head with a sadistic smile. David spluttered against the vodka, calling out for help. Then Evan pulled out a pack of matches. Evan glanced at us all, Ren on one side of the room, Adriel with his grip on me, and Francis at the door.

“Well? You going to get going or do you want to burn with him?” Evan joked as if it were something that should be laughed about. He only proved how crazy he was. David fought harder against the ropes, screaming out louder.

“Please, no! I can work for you. I’ll find out anything you want to know. Please, I know I can find out. Just give me time.” He begged. Adriel pushed me towards Ren, who gripped my arm to pull me from the room.

“I like my men loyal. Not the scum of the Earth.” He snarled. He walked around him as Evan walked out too dodging the vodka soaking into the floor. With a quick swipe of the matchbox, the flame came to life and he had no second thoughts about tossing it at David’s head.

His hair caught alight and he screamed as the surrounding area caught fire too. The chair shook as he let out gut-wrenching screams. I turned away, then hid in my brother’s chest as the screams continued. Ren surprised me when he wrapped an arm around me.

“Get her out of here before she throws up.” I heard Adriel over the screams and crackling of the fire. The smell of burning flesh reaching my nose, making my stomach churn. Ren moved with me still against him. “And Angel? This is another warning too.” He spoke as the screams came to a halt. David was finally dead.

I heard the door open and the cold air hit me, as soon as I heard the door shut again. I pulled myself away from Ren, running out into the stairwell and retching up my guts. I only produced bile because I hadn’t eaten anything, which only made me feel worse. I coughed up my guts as Ren walked out. He stood against the wall until I’d finished. I pressed my head against the wall and cried. Tears flowing freely down my face.

“Who are you?” I cried out.

“In the simplest terms?” He said. “Trained killers. Assassins.”
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“Dad, it’s me again. If you weren’t checking your messages, then your inbox would be full by now. Just please call me. I saw Ren…he’s murdered people Dad. No one will tell me what is going on, and I know you know something. Please just pick up the phone.” I spoke into the receiver. I was no longer surprised to be met by the answering machine.

Ren had taken me home after I’d stopped emptying my stomach. I didn’t bother talking to him, not in the car or as we walked into the house. Mom and Georgia were nowhere to be seen, but I didn’t want to face them anyway. They knew what kind of monster my brother was. He returned my phone and I came to the realisation that I hadn’t even thought about my phone. I mumbled thanks and slammed the door into his face. I’d become a shell, no emotion passed through me as I lay in my bed for hours on end.

That had been twenty-four hours ago, and I hadn’t left my bed since. I buried myself in the covers and slept as much as my body would allow me to. The smell of burning flesh never left me while Ren’s voice rattled inside my head. Assassin. It seemed like some sort of sick joke. Yet at the same time, it made sense. The way Adriel had been waiting for me in the dark. Ren cleaning the crime scene, my own hands had been dipped in bleach.

I tried calling Dad as soon as I got my phone, again and again. It seemed like he was the answer to a lot of my questions. Mom asked about him, Ren hated him, Adriel had grilled David about him. I had more information than a few weeks ago but it still didn’t give me any real answers. Just that whatever the connection to David and his family had been was about my Dad moving us around the country. I needed answers and something told me I wasn’t going to get those from my mom.

Naila had texted me asking how the date had been, and I wanted to throw up again. I had no doubt I would have if there was something in my stomach to throw up. I didn’t lie because my time with David had been great. Only after had everything fallen apart.

I didn’t know if I could live in fear. I was constantly looking over my shoulder, scared that Adriel was watching me in the dark. I lost how many times I looked, thinking I saw something move in the corner of my eye. Every time, it turned out to be a figment of my imagination.

David had not been the person I thought he was. I felt foolish that I thought I was safe in his company. I trusted him, I’d told him everything. As soon as I had told him about Ren being my brother, he was far more interested. From that moment all David had done was collect information because his family hadn’t been paid.

I couldn’t stay in my room any longer without eating. Two in the morning seemed like a safe time to get out of bed and head to the kitchen. When I climbed out of bed searching for some clothes to throw on I spotted the vase of roses that David had brought me on my desk. I walked over and picked up the vase in my hand, examining the already wilting flowers. I raised my arm and threw the vase across the room. The glass shattered across my floor, spilling the water and flowers.

I was light on my feet as I snuck down to the kitchen, using my phone to light my way. When I was sure no one was around I switched on the kitchen light. I hadn’t done a good enough job because sitting in the sitting area by the windows was Ren. He sat there silent, shirtless in a pair of dark green sweats. He lifted his head from his hands and flinched at the bright light.

“Sorry.” I mumbled. There was no turning back with my stomach rumbling. I walked over to the fridge and pulled open the door. Then piled my arms with ham and salad. I placed the food onto the breakfast counter and turned to grab the bread. Ignoring him didn’t make me feel any better. I chewed on my lip for a moment before turning to look at him. “Can we talk?”

“No.” He answered and looked out the window.

“I don’t know how many times I have to beg you to have a conversation with me. It would be easier if you just talk to me, you know. You can’t hate me forever.”

“I can try.” He glanced over as I began to make my sandwich.

“You hit David. Was that because of me?” Ren’s hatred faltered for a split moment.

“No, I just wanted to punch him.” He shrugged. “You haven’t seen what I have.” I buttered the bread and sighed. He was determined to act like a child still.

“I need you, Ren. I can’t understand this without you. I can’t do it without you.”

“We’re not going to have this conversation again. I can’t be your brother.”

“Can’t or won’t.” I snapped. “I’ve taken so much of your shit. I’ve seen things too. Things I can’t even comprehend.” Ren refused to reply. “Is Dad involved with dealing drugs too…What David and his family were doing?” I placed the ham perfectly on the bread while trying not to vomit, thinking about innocent children who had ended up in hospital.

“I don’t have the answers to that.” He shrugged. Thankfully the salad was pre-chopped and I chucked everything on, adding mayonnaise, then cutting it in half.

“But it’s why everyone is looking for him?” I tried again. I walked over, sitting myself on the coffee table in front of the chair. He raised an eyebrow at me as I placed the plate next to me.

“No, it’s not.” He told me.

“Then why? Please just tell me. Because suddenly I’m involved in this whole mess. Adriel thinks he has some weird claim-”

“Adriel saved your life. No one was meant to survive in that apartment. Don’t be ungrateful.” I swallowed.

“I need you to answer me honestly,” I whispered. I looked up at my brother, our eyes clashing, staring each other down. “If he hadn’t told you not to kill me. Would you have done it?” Ren blinked and titled his head examining me. The silence between us was heavy and I was more than nervous. I didn’t know if I wanted the answer. Not really.

“Yes. I would have killed you.” He brushed his hair back with one hand and I nodded, lifting the plate up to him. He silently took one half of the sandwich and got up. Giving him half of my sandwich was a peace offering, as close as one could be at least. Ren had been honest with me, even if it should have scared me.

Ren stood up and walked towards the stairs. At the last second, he turned back.

“I’ll give you this advice, though I hardly think you’ll listen. Things are going to change, and I advise that you let them. Goodnight, Alexandra.” He continued to the stairs.

Leaving me alone with my thoughts. I finished the other half of the sandwich alone. He would have killed me. That’s how far gone my twin was. Too far. I didn’t know who he was, whether he had hit David because he enjoyed the violence or because of me. As for his advice, I didn’t know how much more my life could change at that point.

I couldn’t go to the police. I’d only destroy Mom and Georgia’s lives if I put Ren in prison. I didn’t care for the rest of them but Ren. He had been my other half when we were younger, even if that was a distant memory now. I curled myself up on the chair that Ren sat on and watched out the window.

The sports car that I had been in hours before sat on the other side of the road. A shiver ran down my spine as I saw the windows roll down. However, he wasn’t looking at me as I expected. He looked further down the street. Following his eyes, I spotted my mother. Dressed in a dark trench coat and hands tucked into her pockets, there was no sign of Georgia. She stepped up to the side of the car and looked as if she were talking to him.

I jumped at the sound of the front door opening. The hallway light switched on and I leaned over to see Georgia kicking off her heels. She spotted me and sighed, with a sad smile etched on her face.

“Bonjour, Alexandra.” She said walking towards me. I sat up straight.

“Why is Mom talking to him?” I asked. “And please, don’t lie to me. That’s all anyone seems to do.” Georgia shook her head and sat on the arm of the chair, looking down on me.

“He is informing her of what has happened, and what his father has said.”

“Which is? More than the basics, Aunt Georgia.” The old title spilled from my lips and Georgia stroked my hair.

“Saturday and the disposal of David’s body. Also, what will be happening with… you.” I pulled away from her and Georgia looked hurt by it.

“You know what happened?” I whispered. It only proved me right that Georgia and Mom knew everything Ren had done.

“Oui.” She glanced out the window.

“What’s going to happen?” I asked. Terrified by the idea that my mom could just hand me over to be killed. “Georgia, am I going to die?” I cracked as tears spilled down my face. I imagined the painful and slow torture David had been put through. And his death. It was unbearable to watch someone die like that. My sandwich churned in my stomach. Adriel claimed I was safe, that I was his, but no one could know how long that would be. Ren himself had said everyone in the apartment was meant to die that night.

“No, you’re not. Let’s wait for you Mom huh?” She kissed the top of my head. The entire situation was fucked, like something from a low budget movie.

The front door opened again. Mom made an appearance in the doorway, shrugging off her coat to reveal her business suit. She chucked it over the counter and made her march to me. I was stuck between cowering and running at her. She dropped to her knees in front of my chair and pulled me into her chest. I cried aloud, tucking my head into her. I was scared, more scared than I had ever been in my life. All I wanted was to study and graduate, it was the reason I was in New York.

I lifted my head and spotted Adriel leaning against the door frame. His dark hair perfectly slicked back and dressed in an all-black suit with the first few buttons of his dress shirt undone. No one could deny he was one of the hottest men they had laid their eyes on. No matter how beautiful he was, it didn’t make him anything more than a murdering monster, even if I no longer felt a single thing for David. He smirked at me and I clutched my Mom tighter, but she pulled away from me.

“Mom-” I started. She shushed me then smiled.

“I know. I know what happened. You have a lot of questions, baby girl. Maybe if you hadn’t been taken from me you wouldn’t have any at all.” She tucked hair away from my face, cupping my swollen pink cheeks. I sniffed, wiping my nose on my sleeve. “When you came home, I wanted you as far away from this life as you could be. What’s happened is on me. I should have asked more about your date. These are the cards we’ve been dealt.”

“I managed to give you twenty-four hours to process everything. In this cruel world there are rules. Even as your mother I can’t protect you. This isn’t your world so I don’t expect you to understand.” Georgia started to stroke my back. “You need to go stay with Adriel for a while.”

“No!” I shouted, pushing her hands away. “How can you even suggest that?!”

“Baby girl.”

“Put me on a plane to London. I won’t say anything. I just want to leave.” There was no way I would willingly spend any more time around Adriel.

“You can’t, Lexie. I’m sorry. Some of those reasons being purely selfish because I just got you back.” Her eyes glazed over and she was almost crying.

“Sofia, hurry it up.” Adriel huffed. My Mom’s jaw locked, and she snapped her head around.

“Heir or not, you will remember your manners when you are in my home.” Her tone turned almost as cold and heartless as Ren’s always was. He scoffed. Heir I questioned, keeping my mouth shut. Mom turned back to me. “Right now, you need to stay with Adriel because you are under his protection until I can sort something more permanent out. And I will.” Ren had known this was going to happen, he told me to let things change. I wanted to run up to his room and beat him down. My brother must have been insane to think that I would move in with Adriel.

“Why can’t I stay here? If Ren is part of this thing as well. Why can’t I be under his protection?” I begged. Mom shook her head.

“It doesn’t work like that, unfortunately. Adriel is not going to hurt you, but you have to go.” Mom clearly didn’t know Adriel as well as I thought.

“Temporary?”

“Temporary, you’ll be home before you know it. Maybe by then, you can see the masterpiece you drew huh?” She was referring to the bathroom I had designed for her. I nodded subtly.

“I’ll go get some of your things.” Georgia stroked my hair. “Is there anything in particular you want to take?” She smiled.

“Just- Just my laptop for class and I guess my- my sketch pad and pencils.” I answered, swallowing. Georgia nodded and stood up, she leant down to give Mom a sweet kiss. I watched her walk past Adriel, surprised when he kissed her cheek and bowed his head. Georgia brushed her hand on his shoulder as she turned the corner for the stairs. He looked at me through his thick lashes. Mom was wrong, Adriel was not afraid to hurt me, and I knew she wouldn’t believe me if I told her.

“Alexandra.” She called out. I turned my attention to Mom. She placed her hands in her lap.

“What?”

“You should know I named you after a woman who had the power to strike fear by simply whispering her name. I need you to know that you were named after a strong woman who almost conquered every demon she faced. Remember that.” I furrowed my brows and nodded. Mom stood dusting off her straight cut trousers, she helped me up from the seat.

His eyes burned into me and I glanced over at him glaring. I cowered though when he raised an eyebrow. I wrapped my arms around myself.

“Ade.” I heard Ren’s voice calling out, but I couldn’t see him. Adriel leant his head back, so he was able to see the stairs. There were mumblings then Adriel nodded.

“I understand, brother. Don’t worry yourself.” Adriel walked towards me. I stepped back when he reached out for my hand. He growled at me.

“Now is not the time to test my patience. Take my hand, Angel.” I looked over at my Mom who nodded. I sighed and took the hand he offered me. His hands were larger than mine, with one squeeze he could have shattered every bone in my hand.

“I’ll be speaking to your Louie tomorrow.” Mom told him sternly.

“That would do you no favours. My father would simply tell me to kill her. Allowing this is the only way I can ensure your daughter’s safety.” Adriel said.

“I can assure you that your Father would not hurt even a hair on her head, but that is between me and him. What he will ask is that you introduce her into this world. But Satan save you if you dare harm her in any way.” She stepped into his face. Adriel didn’t back down, he only stood taller as he pulled me into his side. I flinched.

“I respect you Sofia, because you are my elder, but don’t think for a moment you take rank over me. Don’t insult my intelligence by treating me like a child. I’m no fool. Your daughter will be safe.” I found that hard to believe. I didn’t trust a single word that came from his mouth. He was a monster. A pig, thinking back to what I saw in his kitchen.

Mom stepped back, swapping her scowl for a smile. I looked over my shoulder to see Georgia with my small suitcase. She passed it over to my Mom and they talked in hush tones.

“I told you, you’re mine, Angel.” Adriel’s cold, sterile voice drifted into my ear and I shivered, then looked up to meet the eyes of the Monster I had been handed to.
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As soon as the front door closed behind me I wanted the ground to swallow me. His hand was still wrapped in mine, his grip tightened as if he thought I would take the opportunity to run away. I wanted to. There was nothing I wanted to do more, but Mom had asked. She needed me to do this, and I trusted her to make this as short as possible.

Living with Adriel seemed worse than any nightmare that had crossed my mind. He was beautifully captivating, but Adriel was soulless and destructive. The image of that girl on her knees crossed my mind and goosebumps spread across my arms.

I carried my suitcase over to his car on the other side of the road. Adriel let go of my hand, popping the boot of the car. Still in silence as he snatched my case from my hand. I rolled my eyes, looking over my shoulder at the house. The lights were still on in the kitchen and I made out the silhouettes of Mom and Georgia. When I looked up I caught the curtains belonging to Ren’s room being shut.

I hated him for letting it happen. I hated him for letting all of it happen. Someone who was meant to love me no matter what, have my back, and protect me like I would him. Like I was doing by not calling the police. Maybe if Ren hadn’t treated me like shit since I walked through the door, then maybe I wouldn’t have been in this situation.

“Get in the car, Angel. Before I lose my patience.” I turned back to Adriel, he was leant against the driver’s side of the car and he looked tired.

“That would require you having some in the first place.” I smirked. I almost would have considered him human for a moment. His eyes weren’t as emotionless as they usually were. I walked to the door, then pulled open the car door. I slipped into the seat and hooked the seatbelt over my body.

“Shit, my phone.” I grumbled. I went to unbuckle myself, but Adriel stopped me.

“Ren can drop it off tomorrow.” He turned on the engine.

“I’m willing to come with you, the least you can do is let me get my phone.”

“I’m not waiting around for you.” He snapped.

“I’ll literally be two minutes.” I replied. Adriel ignored me, brushing his hand through his hair and messing it up. He sped off. I slumped further into the seat, cussing him a thousand times over as he drove us across the city.

I watched him, one arm on the steering wheel and the other was supporting his head.

“You don’t have your seatbelt on.” He raised an eyebrow at me.

“Concerned for my safety, Angel?” He smirked.

“Hardly. Die if you want.” I shrugged.

“Someone is getting brave. I feel like I’m sitting next to a completely different girl, not my Angel.” Adriel enjoyed ruining people’s lives. It was all a game to him, he played with lives like I had dolls. The women and the killing were a means to an end to the monster sitting beside me.

“I’m not your Angel.” I growled. I wasn’t going to take his bullshit any longer. He took me away from my home and I refused to make his life easier.

Fifteen minutes later, I couldn’t be too sure without my phone though, we arrived outside of Adriel’s apartment. He slowed the car to drive into the underground parking lot that opened at his arrival. I furrowed my brows and looked at him.

“Does anyone else live here?” I asked.

“There’s apartments on the lower levels but they are blocked off from mine.”

“Why?”

“Because I like my privacy.” He dismissed and got out of the car. I followed suit and then opened the boot of the car to get my trunk, while he stood there checking his phone. I slammed the boot shut and walked off towards the doors I had left less than forty eight hours before. I never expected to be back ever again.

I powered up the stairs, hoping to reach the top before him to get a moment’s peace. Adriel was quick, which meant he soon caught up and surpassed me, leaving me to struggle to carry my case up the stairs. I glared at the back of his head, hoping it would burn a hole into his thick skull. I’d be much happier if he were dead.

It was easy to understand how him and Ren were friends, even without the addition of being partners in murder, they were both entitled pricks.

By the time we reached the doors of Adriel’s personal bubble, I was out of breath and collapsed against the wall while Adriel unlocked two different locks on the door. He pushed open the door and stepped into the apartment, surprisingly holding the door open for me. I strolled past him with my head held high, attempting to roll my suitcase over his foot but failed. I walked down the corridor noticing there were two more doors on my right side that I hadn’t noticed before, which had heavy padlocks on.

Shivers ran down my spine, as I thought of a room lined with dead bodies or body parts in jars.

Adriel shrugged off his jack, throwing it over the back of the nearest chair. He turned to look at me while he rolled up his sleeves, looking more like the man I met at the events hall. He leant against the chair and folded his arms over his chest. I stood a couple of feet from him, wrapping my arms around my body for security.

“Here are the ground rules. You will be seen and not heard.”

“What is this? The dark ages.” I quirked up my brow. I wasn’t some fifties housewife. His face was dark, moving his arms to clutch the back of the chair.

“Don’t interrupt me. Believe me when I say this, from this moment on I will follow through with my threats. One wrong move, Angel and you will find yourself over my knee. No matter who is in this apartment. You now know from experience I don’t mind an audience.” Adriel smirked. “Next, when I have guests you will treat them with respect, whether it is your brother, Rayne, my men or any other guest. You’ll be riding to and from campus with me, I’ll need a copy of your classes.”

“Whatever your foul mind desires.” I mocked. Before I could take my next breath Adriel had erased the small space between us. I was pulled against his body. My hands automatically braced themselves on his shoulders. I found that I wanted to see how the short hair on the back of his neck felt under my fingertips. I pulled myself away from those kinds of thoughts. I forced myself to relive the moment he ordered Evan to kill someone.

Adriel pressed his forehead against mine, closed his eyes and took a deep breath. I swallowed, almost able to feel the pressure he had around my neck the last time we were alone in his apartment.

“Angel, I’ll only tell you once. Do as I say and you will make all of this easier on yourself. I can guarantee you’ll find some pleasure in our arrangement.” He whispered. His hand slowly brushing my arm, then my collar bone until his hand gently wrapped around my throat. “Part of you enjoyed it. I could feel it.” I nodded, entrapped, sinking further and further into his touch. I wanted the pressure. I needed it tighter to cut off my circulation. I needed to punish myself for not grieving David, for being weak, for trusting my dad. I wanted him to come get me even while all signs pointing at him for being a villain.

Adriel chuckled darkly, then dropped his hand and shoved me away. It wasn’t hard but it caught me by surprise and I lost balance, sliding across the floor. When I hit the hard wood my wrist took the brunt of my weight. I looked up at him through my cascade of red hair.

“Did you feel special?” He mocked me. He took off his watch and discarded it in his pocket. “For that split moment you did, didn’t you? You felt like you were one of a kind. Let me lay this out for you. Don’t expect to be treated like you’re anything more than other girls. Don’t expect me to treat you like you’re anything more than what you are, Angel. You grew up travelling the world, having anything you desired without having to work for it. You don’t want to be like every other girl? You want to impress me? Us? You want your twin to look at you like you’re more than a piece of shit on his shoe? Then do something about it.”

“Fuck you.” I snarled. Adriel was infuriating and enchanting. And I hated him.

“Only in your dreams, Angel.” He stepped forward crouching down to my level. His tattooed hand brushed the hair from my face, then he gripped my chin to pull me closer. “At least until you’re begging me.” He snarled with his teeth. Adriel stood, brushing back his hair. He looked down at me. “You’ll be sleeping on the couch. Sweet dreams, Angel. Don’t let the nightmares keep you up too long.”

I didn’t move until I had watched him disappear up the stairs and walk into the hallway. I didn’t move until I heard the click of his door shut. I pulled myself into a ball and forced myself to swallow the tears. I would not be weak. I had to be a strong woman who conquered her fears and anything that life threw at me. I wouldn’t be a damn cookie cutter.
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The nightmares kept me awake, I was no longer sleeping from exhaustion. Wide awake and David’s screams echoed from every shadow in the room. I stayed up sketching, under the low light from the lamp beside me. I’d been drawing my own version of Barbie’s dream house since I was ten. I swore I would find a plot in the middle of nowhere and build it. A safe-haven where I would never have to move again, and I would be far away from Adriel and his minions.

I didn’t remember being pulled down by sleep, until I was being poked in the face by my mechanical pencil.

“Damn Ade, are you sure you didn’t poison her or something?” The blurred voice of the pink hair demon caused me to jump, and I smacked his hand away, scurrying away into the seat of the couch to get away from him. I opened my eyes, blinking as he became clearer. He was crouched in front of me with a lopsided smile. “Mornin’ Little Lexie.” He greeted.

“Get away from me.” I croaked, then cracked my neck, undoing the tight joints from sleeping on the sofa. I refused to look him in the eye. Evan’s blue eyes glimmered with happiness, joy, everything you wouldn’t expect from a murderer. Evan took pride in what he did, and suddenly I didn’t feel guilty for feeling nothing about David. I was an awful person for it making me feel better, knowing there were others just as heartless and cruel. It didn’t mean I felt comfortable around him.

Evan was dressed in a loose white tee and skinny jeans, a casual teenage boy look. His pink hair with dark roots falling into his face. Boyish summed up Evan in a nutshell. He could act like a normal college student, spirited and fun. He hid the darkness from everyone and I wondered how many times he tricked someone into a false sense of security before killing them.

I looked around the room, looking for him. My so-called protector. I glanced towards the kitchen, wondering if he was getting another blowjob. My heart settled when he was nowhere to be seen.

“He’s in the shower.” Evan answered my silent question. “Just in case you want to join him.”

“Fuck off.” I glared.

“Ren gave me this.” He stood, slipping his hand into the back pocket of his jeans and pulled out my phone. I snatched it from his hand, stood and walked over to open my suitcase. I checked my phone for messages, seeing Naila had asked to meet for Lunch. I text her back, then tucked my phone into my small shoulder bag that Georgia had packed for me. I pulled out an outfit, prepared my toiletries to shower, then shut the lid of my suitcase.

“How are you feeling?”

“Don’t talk to me. Please.” I mumbled. I didn’t want to talk to them anymore than I had to. I was there to survive until Mom got me out of there. I didn’t know how she was going to pull it off, but Mom was the only person I could count on.

“You’re naïve if you think you can bury your head in the sand.” Evan sighed. I looked over my shoulder. Evan had lounged himself on the couch I had slept on. He picked up my sketchbook and began to flip through the pages. I growled and stormed over, then snatched the book from his hands.

“Keep your murderous hands off my stuff.” I clutched it towards my chest.

“We were born into this.” Evan diverged information. I was craving another part of the puzzle. “You were too, not that you’d remember much I imagine. I can only speak for myself but I am not your enemy. You know I was your brother’s friend. I thought of you as my own sister.” I shook my head. I wasn’t looking for a trip down memory lane. I wanted answers.

“I don’t care what you thought about me, that is long gone.”

“Just listen to me, Lexie.” He glared. “You took ballet from three, horse riding and swimming from five. And then last summer you were here before you turned eight, we went to summer camp and you picked up archery just like that.” Evan clicked his fingers. “I see the way you look at me, Lexie. You see the monster I am, but you don’t see the monster that you were being moulded into. I bet if someone were to give you a bow and arrow you would hit a bullseye with your eyes closed.” I swallowed, stumbling to open my mouth and emit words. It was hard knowing Evan knew my childhood better than me.

“Why would my Mom and Dad do that? My Dad did everything to give me the best life he could.”

“It was someone higher up than your parents, Lexie.”

“Who?” I poached, begging for a name.

“My father.” I flinched at the voice above me. I peered up to see Adriel looking down at us, hands on the railing. His hair was still wet, dressed in a pair of black jeans and a navy blue sweater. “He takes the intelligent and high society children, then inducts them into training. We’re trained to kill. You’d be surprised how many rich and powerful people need a few heads chopped.” I watched Adriel as he walked down the stairs. “Does knowing make it any easier for you? Will you sleep better knowing that your brother knows which artery kills you in seconds or which takes hours?” Adriel walked closer to me. “Does it help that while your Daddy was reading you bedtime stories, we were watching someone die?” I stepped back from him. “Go shower. I have a class to get to.” He ordered. I picked up my things and dashed off towards the stairs.

I slammed the bathroom door shut, locking it behind me, resting my head against the door and took deep breaths. Evan had unlocked memories I had forgotten all about. Hobbies that I had stopped doing as soon as Dad and I were out of New York. I’d asked once if we could find a new ballet class and he had brushed it off. I never asked him again.

The summer camp was a distant blur, it was the time everything had started to fall apart. I remembered taking the archery activity, someone who worked there had taken me over when they saw how I aimed. They were happy, too happy. Only I hadn’t noticed then why they were so excited. Everything I had enjoyed as a child had an ulterior motive. Dad had known. He took me away from whatever was planned for me.

My life had been written before I could even walk. If I had stayed, I would have become a carbon copy of Ren. I’d be nothing more than a murderer.

My body shook as it was hit by a wave of nausea boiled in the pit of my stomach. In the next second my head was in the toilet, throwing up bile because once again I’d forgotten to eat properly. I cursed myself, clutching my stomach, I had to start eating again before I made myself ill.

I showered, which gave me more time to think. Mom had mentioned introducing me to this ‘life’. Adriel had obviously taken her advice and used it to scare me with stories. Now that I was home, would it mean that whatever training I had left in the middle of, would restart?

I brushed my teeth, staring at myself in the mirror. At the monster I was being moulded into. Evan’s words had hit me hard. If my moral compass was so right then why didn’t I fight harder. Why didn’t I go to the police no matter what David and his family were involved in? I could have attempted an actual escape, but instead I shared a sandwich with my brother as a reward for admitting he would have killed me. I was already conditioned to New York’s dark secret without even noticing.

Throwing on a pair of slim-fit blue and green tartan trousers and a long-sleeved black top I was ready to face the music downstairs. My hair was still wet, but I didn’t think I was in the position to ask Adriel if I could borrow a hairdryer. I brushed it through and tied it in a low bun on the back of my neck.

I listened before I walked downstairs, seeing if I could listen to their conversations and if they would divulge information while I wasn’t around. I could only hear faint chatter and French. Ren. I mumbled ‘prick’ under my breath and walked downstairs. I made sure I was heard, making my footsteps heavy. The talking stopped like I suspected when they heard me. As I walked down the stairs I looked to the kitchen. All four of the murderers were together. I wondered if they ever spent more than a few hours apart as I dumped my dirty clothes on top of the suitcase. I went to sit down but Ren’s voice stopped me.

“Georgia gave me your breakfast.” He called out. ‘Fuck’ I swore under my breath, going over there had me trapped with them. I sighed, wrapping my arms around myself. Ren pushed the container towards me. When I pulled off the lid I was happily greeted by steaming pancakes, bacon, and a small tub of maple syrup. Alongside a little plastic fork. I smiled; Georgia was still looking after me even while I wasn’t in the house.

The four of them stared at me and I raised an eyebrow.

“What? Do I have something on my face?” I asked. Evan chuckled while Francis’s lips turned up into a smirk.

“No.” Ren said. “Just eat already so we can leave.”

“Are you driving me?” I suddenly found myself wanting to be trapped in the car with Ren rather than Adriel. He shook his head and my shoulders slumped.

“No. I just got rid of you, why would I want to do that?” I gaped at him. Ren had almost seemed playful but I thought we had gotten further than that last night.

“Prick.” I mumbled, opening the tub of sticky sauce and pouring it over the pancakes and bacon.

“You know after I saw my first person being cooked to a crisp. I couldn’t look at bacon for months. It has that flesh look about it.” Francis leant over the breakfast bar. I put down the fork, remembering the burning flesh, taking a closer look at the crispy bacon. I placed my hand over my stomach and shoved it back towards Ren.

“Can you tell Georgia I wasn’t hungry?” I mumbled. I promised myself I would get something to eat on campus that didn’t remind me of a flame grilled body.

“You need to eat.” Adriel drawled, sipping on a cup of coffee.

“Well, I don’t want to alright?” I snapped. “You don’t have control of everything in my life.” I stormed over to my things, packing my bag for class.

“I think you’ll find I do. The sooner you realise that the better.”

“I am not a brainless monkey for you to control. I would rather die than ever follow a single order from you. Now for fuck sake can we go?” Adriel slammed his coffee down on the counter, spilling the hot beverage. Evan and Francis flinched while Ren shook his head.

“Get going.” Both Francis and Evan went to open their mouths but were greeted by a smack on the back of their heads from Ren, who after directed them towards the front door. It seemed that my twin was Adriel’s right hand man the more time I spent around them, because Ren was always the first to follow Adriel’s directions. Once they had left the apartment seemed to turn cold.

Adriel strolled over to me.

“Put down your things.” He asked calmly. I think that was the most terrifying part. The atmosphere completely changed.

The apartment turned eerily silent. The look in Adriel’s eyes made my skin crawl, his dark brown irises were black. I put down my things slowly, as soon as my arms were empty Adriel grabbed my chin and pulled me into him. My hands were placed against this hard chest. The voice in the back of my head told me to feel lower, to cure curiosity of what I had seen a couple of days ago. I stared into his eyes; my lips parted. Adriel was a beautiful monster. The stubble was growing on his jaw and now that I was in good lighting I could make out the small scar by the hairs. The same on the side of his head in the fade of his hair. There was no doubt Adriel’s body had many more hidden scars, with a story behind each of them.

How could someone with no soul be so beautifully intriguing. Captivating suited him better. Adriel was captivating, I’d known that since the moment I met. It only made me hate him more.

“Seems to me you need a lesson in respect.” He whispered. “My girls give me their respect. You don’t hand out orders or give me a smart-ass attitude. I don’t give two shits if you shared a womb with Ren or Evan used to help you steal cookies. They are my men and I will not allow anyone to show me disrespect.”

“Get off me.” I shoved, Adriel didn’t relent from his grip. I struggled and he only tightened his hold on me. There would be bruises I wouldn’t be able to hide and that worried me. I couldn’t risk having anyone ask questions because they could end up dead too.

“Stop fighting me. It will get you nowhere.” He growled. “I won’t warn you again.” His hand rested on my lower back, moved to my waist and he dug his fingers in. Whimpering at the pain, the almost pleasure, made me sick to my stomach.

“Then take your fucking hands off and let me go.” I growled. I had to be brave, strong, and conquer my demons. It was easy. Easier said than done.

Adriel’s quick reflexes were something I wouldn’t get used to. One moment I was pressed against his chest the next Adriel had sat down, bending me over his knee. I squealed as I slammed my hands on the floor to balance myself. The way my body was bent over his knee meant that I didn’t have the strength to pull myself off. I was in a perfect position for him. He had all the power, and I was royally fucked.
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Anticipation. It warmed the blood in my veins. My cheeks were flushed red. If I let whatever was about to happen follow through, would that make me weak? It would mean giving into the wonder of what exactly Adriel was capable of. He was capable of kidnap and murder that was clear enough but that girl, Rayne, she had been bewitched by him. Part of me wanted to know what that would be like. The same part that didn’t mind the burning flesh or feeling guilty for David. That conditioned part. Adriel hooked his fingers into the back of my trousers, yanking them down off my ass. The waistline was tight around the top of my thighs, which more than likely made my ass look bigger than it was. I squeezed my eyes shut thinking it would help me.

“Is that your pulse I feel racing?” He asked. A light touched circled my right cheek. My hand curled into the threads of the rug in an attempt to stop myself freaking out. “Do you know what I want to do to you? Since the moment I laid eyes on you I knew you would get under my skin. I find your type frustrating. That sense of entitlement.”

“I’m not entitled.” I snapped. I hated every time someone suggested that I was born with a silver spoon in my mouth.

“Hmm.” Adriel mused. His hand laid flat against my ass, rubbing, warming my flesh. The heat from his palm was searing. One touch could have imprinted him into my skin. He removed his hand. Then with a moment’s notice it came thundering down onto my ass. I bucked, crying out in pain. By instinct, my hand reached back to touch my burning skin. Adriel pushed my hand away with force. “No. Hands on the floor.” I ignored him, pressing my hand against the heat. My eyes were filled with tears. Adriel wrapped his fingers around my wristed and forced it away. The force almost caused me to lose balance and I had to place my hand down on the floor again to regain it.

“Stop.” I rasped.

“Why? You like it.” He answered. Another smack landed, on the other side and I bucked again. I bit my lip, swallowing my cries. “Do not undermine me.” Another. “When I ask you for respect you will give it to me.” Another.

“You get my respect when you’ve earned it, Bastard.” I snarled. Another harder smack landed. I cried out, almost screamed, chewing down on my lip. I could taste blood in my mouth.

“I could do this all day, Angel. Keep.” Another. “Testing.” Another. “Me.” Each one stung more. It was wrong of me that with every blow it wasn’t just my ass burning. The heat between my thighs grew hotter and deeper with every hit. I cursed Adriel for knowing my body better than I did. The betrayal of my body only made me as bad as Rayne on her knees in the kitchen. “I’m good at reading people. I know exactly how you’re feeling right now. If I dipped between those pretty thighs you would be dripping for me.” Adriel wrapped his fingers into my hair then pulled me off his lap. I landed on my bare ass. Adriel slipped two rings back on his hands. I admired the beautiful New York skyline. The same city I wanted to escape and never turn back. I could see why Dad had wanted to never come back.

“And that my Angel is what makes you like the other girls. You will learn your place even if I have to tear you down first.” He stood, straightening his sweater. “I suggest you get up from the floor, get your things and you take yourself down to my car before I lock us in this apartment for the rest of the day to show you all the things I’m craving to do to you.” There was a part of me that didn’t mind the idea and I wanted to tear it from my body. Adriel had violated me, yet all I could see myself doing was diving back in with him so I would get more. He walked over to the counter to pick up his phone then began typing.

I lifted my ass up and slid my trousers back over my ass, hissing in pain. I stood to fasten the button, refusing to take my eyes off him. I was quick to collect my things.

“I’m ready.” I spoke timidly. Adriel didn’t take a second to look at me as he leant over to unhook a set of keys from the wall, then said nothing as he walked towards the front door. I clutched my laptop and sketchbook tight to my chest.

I followed Adriel down to the garage and got into the car with him, keeping as far away as I could from him while I tried not to think about how much my ass burned. He had actually spanked me, as if I were a child and I enjoyed it. The first time I had felt alive in months, and it was from something so degrading, and went against all the feminist bullshit I had fed myself over the years.

Usually driving with Adriel was when we would have talked the most, when I would manage to get real information from him. The drive was silent. I was more than happy to get out of the car with him before it had even stopped moving. Adriel didn’t try to stop me either.

I attempted to go to class but when I got to the door I had to turn around. I couldn’t face it. My cheeks were still burning from the encounter in the apartment. My ass burned in the remembrance of his hand hitting my sensitive skin over and over again. Instead, I found a quiet corner of the library and buried myself into sketching, or at least tried to. I found myself drawing the New York skyline, with the exact details that were on a certain tattoo I was always staring at.

When my phone alerted me, I jumped. Naila had asked where I was. I glanced over the bookshelf to figure out where I was sitting then texted her back. I gained a quick response that she was on her way.

“Hey, Lex.” Ten minutes later I looked up to see Naila strolling towards me in a pair of blue jeans, white tee and a nude pink duster jacket, covering her hair was a white hijab. Unlike her usual make up, she took a softer natural side. My best friend sat beside me. My heart leaped at the friendly face. Someone disconnected from my fucked up weekend that I could finally breath again. I wanted to tell her everything, but I was sure that would have only ended up putting her in danger. I felt more than awful for lying to her.

“Hey, Na.” I smiled. “How was class?”

“I fell asleep halfway through and ended up typing a thousand F’s on my page. I love Medicine but sometimes it’s the best time for a nap. How was your class?” She asked, nudging me.

“I wasn’t feeling well, so I’ve been hanging out here.” I lied.

“Everything okay?” She furrowed her brows.

“Ren is my brother.” I blurted. A weight instantly lifted from my shoulders.

“Ren? As in Lawrence Quinn.” Naila unhooked her bag in shock.

“His name is actually Lawrence Miller but yes.”

“And I-I insulted him.” She stumbled on her words. “I am so sorry. Oh my god, I totally messed up. Your brother isn’t an-”

“Asshole? No you were right.” I told her. “However I more commonly use the word prick.” My best friend’s shoulders relaxed.

“You were pretty quiet over the weekend. Was it bothering you? Because I don’t blame you for keeping it quiet. Whatever club Ren is a part of is hated by anyone who isn’t a member. Although that is mostly down to jealousy.”

“This society, club thing, what’s it called?” I asked, closing my sketchbook and putting it aside. Naila shrugged.

“No one knows. All the information anyone has is rumours. Members are inducted…” Naila placed quotation marks. “…basically since birth and they just are… I guess.” Inducted. There were hundreds of other words she could have chosen but she used ‘inducted’. Inducted like taking ballet, swimming, horse riding and archery.

That night I had followed Ren, it had been a meeting of whatever secret society they were a part of. Everyone that attended were killers and there were at least a hundred people dancing and drinking that night. I was beginning to realise the powerful position my brother was in. The four had sat up there on thrones. I already knew Adriel was the leader of the band of merry murderers, but he was the leader of them all. My skin crawled as my ass burned against the carpet.

Adriel’s father was in charge of training kids. Adriel was in charge of leading them. The people at the Events Hall were groomed to be killers. And Mom was a part of it, so was Georgia. So were my Mom and Step-Mom trained assassins too I asked myself.

“You shouldn’t worry about your brother. He has your life and you have yours.” Naila reached out to grab my hand. “Do you want to grab something to eat?” My stomach rumbled. I squeezed her hand.

“I have never heard anything more beautiful. This morning I wanted a salad, now all I want is a burger and fries.” I smiled.

“Have you got your car?” Naila retracted her hand and stood. I shook my head. I couldn’t tell her it was because I was a prisoner in Adriel Venice’s home, it wouldn’t have gone down well and I didn’t want to scare her away.

She was the only friend I had in New York and I wanted to protect her. I promised myself I wouldn’t drag Naila into the mess but I would indulge in burgers and fries while talking about anything and everything not to do with Adriel and his friends.
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It was like having a security detail. Except they were following me to save their own asses. While enjoying my greasy food with Naila, another person joined our table. I knew instantly she had been sent there, like the good girl Adriel had called her.

Rayne was beautiful, honey highlighted blonde hair and big green blue eyes. She was dressed in a burnt orange off the shoulder jumper dress with thick black tights. She crossed her legs, placing her hands in her lap with a big smile on her face. I stared at her, there was a high possibility that Rayne was a trained killer too. I was beginning to question everyone that walked passed me.

“H-hi?” Naila stuttered. Rayne smirked at her then held out her hand.

“Sorry. Hello, I’m Rayne. And what’s your name beautiful?” Naila blushed and glanced at me in the corner of her eye. I shrugged. I found it more than suspicious that Rayne was trying to flirt with my best friend. “I’m a friend of Alexandra’s twin.” I scoffed lightly, and Adriel’s whore. “Ren asked me to see how you were doing today because you weren’t feeling well this morning.” I found it hard to believe that Ren had sent her when Rayne and I both knew it was Adriel.

“I’m fine.” I lied. I would be much better if I was left alone to at least eat in peace.

“I was told your classes were over. So I can give you a lift home if you’d like?” There was something about her question that didn’t seem much like a suggestion. A subtle message that Adriel wanted me back in my cage, like I was a child with a curfew.

I plastered on a fake smile and nodded.

“Sure.” I turned to Naila. “I’m sorry. I’ll try and call you tonight.”

“We hadn’t even got to talk about your date with David yet?” She pouted. My blood ran cold. I even sensed Rayne go still beside me. I shook my head, spreading my fake smile wider.

“There’s nothing to talk about, plus he totally ghosted me. Last text I got was that he and his Dad were heading on a last minute holiday.” It was easy to lie, it rolled off my tongue without a second thought.

“What the?” She frowned. “He was smitten with you.”

“I know.” He also wanted me to be the perfect doll wife, who wouldn’t say anything about the things he was getting children into. I leaned over and kissed her cheek. “I’ll text you. Thanks for lunch, Na. I really needed it.”

“Anytime, babe.” She waved her hand. I grabbed my bag, laptop and sketchpad and stood then looked at Rayne. She smiled at me and stood up too.

I followed Rayne out of the cafeteria and out to the car park. I made sure I stayed a step behind her at all times, watching her. Rayne was carefree and happy. Emitting a lot more energy than the sultry look she wore after sucking Adriel off that morning. Rayne flicked her long blonde hair off her shoulder as we approached a red convertible. She smiled at me.

“Get in.” She said climbing into the driver’s seat. I repositioned my strap on my shoulder and sighed, walking around to the other side.

Sitting in the car with her was beyond awkward. I thought back to the first time I had seen her. She had sat on Adriel’s lap, stoned, as happy as a cat with cream. Then that morning she was proud of herself. It was like Rayne had two personalities.

“I know what you think of me.” I froze at being caught out. I swore I had kept my face neutral around her.

“I don’t know what you mean.” I shrugged, clutching my things tighter to my chest.

“Yes you do. I was totally stoned that night but I remember you.” Rayne glanced over at me. “You know when Adriel had his hand wrapped around my throat.” I chewed on my lip. “I’m also sorry for what you saw in the kitchen. Usually our audiences are more aware of our arrangement.

“What exactly is that arrangement?” I found that I didn’t know if I was asking because I was curious or jealous, and that was concerning.

“Sex, dominance, submission. We give each other what we need. It’s the twenty-first century after all.” Rayne was comfortable with telling me her sex life. I could have only imagined having the confidence she did to tell a stranger. Even if I had gotten breast implants during my gap year, I sure didn’t flaunt it.

“Why?” I tilted my head looking at her. “Adriel is a… monster.” There was no other way to describe him, especially because of the way my ass was still burning. Rayne nodded.

“You’re right he is. He’s a monster, but Adriel is also one of the most loyal men I know. More loyal than you can imagine. I went through…let’s call it a rough patch and Adriel helped me back up. He brought me back from a dark place I thought I wouldn’t get out of.”

“So you fuck him to say thank you?” Rayne laughed at me.

“It’s not a payment for his help. It’s mutual. Adriel likes to be dominant, he’s a natural born leader in and out of the bedroom. He likes to mix his pain and pleasure together. It keeps him calm and collected. He uses it as a healthy outlet in a safe environment.”

“He spanked me.” I blurted. I acted like I trusted Rayne more than anyone else in my life. It seemed it was the day to tell everyone my secrets.

Rayne was taken back by my confession, she nodded, taking in the information and then processed it.

“What did you do?” She asked as if it were the most normal thing in the world.

“I didn’t do anything. He assaulted me!” I exclaimed. Rayne shook her head.

“When Adriel feels like he is losing control he acts out. If you give him what he wants you can end up with the power. Evan, Ren, and Fran would all tell you the same when it comes to their work. I can tell you that from the bedroom. All Adriel craves is control.”

“So he acts like a child if he doesn’t get what he wants. A toddler throwing a tantrum. I don’t know if that makes it better or worse.”

“Three things that make Adriel tick. One, Loyalty. Two, Control. Three, Submission. Remember that.” I shook my head. Rayne was brainwashed, utterly brainwashed. “I’m not saying he is a good person, Lexie, but he is a lesser evil. There are far worse people out there and I think you already know that.” I did. David had gone from my hero to my nightmare after finding out he was selling drugs to small children. Adriel had him killed though, so who was the evil one? Adriel killed people and David ruined them. I should have been killed and I hadn’t. Adriel made out that he had saved me that night, and that staying with him would keep me alive. My brain was fucked.

“I don’t see it.” And no more was said.

Rayne dropped me off in Adriel’s private garage. She pulled up behind one of his cars and reached into her side door, holding out a set of keys.

“This is my set of keys, if you just leave them on the counter, I can get them some other time. Ade isn’t in.” I nodded, taking the keys from her.

“Thanks.” I climbed out of the car and she reversed to get out.

The gate shut after her and I heard a deadbolt slide. Something told me there was no chance of getting out. I walked up the stairs, swinging the keys around my finger while looking down at my phone. Mom had texted me, telling me she loved me. I scoffed.

“Then get me out of here.” I mumbled. Another text came through from Adriel, the number unsaved. He told me he would be home soon, and to not fuck around with anything. I rolled my eyes and unlocked the doors. I dumped my bag by the door and kicked off my shoes, not worried about the mess because my ‘roommate’ could go fuck himself. Looking up, I smiled seeing how the sun beams danced across the walls. The apartment was an industrial dream, and it hadn’t belonged to Adriel, I might have enjoyed being in it. I could still look around though and not ‘fuck around’ with anything. As I walked down the hall, I spotted one of those doors that had been locked missing the padlock. The padlock was on the floor. I quickly dumped my laptop and sketchbook on the sofa then walked back to the door.

I stalled for a moment. Surely, he wouldn’t keep dead bodies in the apartment, and I wasn’t about to walk into a freezer of limbs and brains. I shook the idea out of my head, knowing that Adriel wouldn’t incriminate himself like that. I pushed the dark wood, the hinges creaking. A pull cord hung slightly to my left, I pulled it. The lights flickered and I stumbled back a step. The walls were lined with glass cabinets. A table in the centre of the room with items scattered on it.

The contents made my stomach churn, but it didn’t surprise me. I stepped in, looking over my shoulder to ensure that I was alone. I walked around the room. On the left side of the room there were whips, some with a single tail, and some more than nine, then there was a bullwhip. I wrapped my arms around my middle and carried on walking around. I pulled open one of the draws to see anal plugs and quickly shut it again. Another was full of dildos. The back wall had a large array of paddles, some with cut outs in the paddle and in different materials. The right wall had other various torture devices like gags and clamps. My skin crawled. There was a final selection by the door.

A cabinet with spotlights, shelves on the top and bottom, the shelf in the middle was the tallest, with a velvet neck bust. A polished golden band engraved with intricate vines. A hoop hung at the front. A collar. I’d never seen craftsmanship like it even if it did have a disgusting purpose. I couldn’t deny that it was beautiful.

The shelves above and under were filled with other types of collars, but they didn’t compare to the one on display.

This was what Rayne and Adriel did. They probably tried everything in this room. Their relationship was built on fucking. Dominance. Submission. That’s what Rayne had said, and she had meant it quite literally. I turned to look at the table in the middle.

Slowly I picked up one of the items on the table. It was a riding crop. I’d refused to use one during my riding lessons when I was a child. This one though, was for another purpose. Maybe I should have been thankful that it was only his hand.

But my stomach curled. I didn’t want to think about Adriel and Rayne using these things. It made me sick because the fucked up part of me wanted it to be me. I tried my hardest to remember that it wasn’t my fault that it came from whatever part of my brain that probably made Ren just as fucked up. Adriel was worse than a monster. He was Satan. He was addictive. Controlling. Dominant. I hated him for it.

“What part of don’t fuck around with anything did you not understand?” I dropped the riding crop onto the table. I didn’t understand how I hadn’t noticed him walk into the apartment.

Adriel leant against the door frame with his arms crossed over his chest. He was in different clothes than in the morning. A tight black tee and a pair of those cargo pants, probably the same ones from that night. I swallowed, afraid, there was no lying and getting out of it, even if the door had been unlocked. Instead I took a stupider route.

“It makes sense that you go all Mister Grey on women. You are a monster after all.” I said. Adriel smirked and stepped towards me.

“Fifty shades is a terrible representation of the things I like to do, Alexandra.” He leaned into my ear. “I’m worse, which one makes the pleasure more intense.” Adriel blinked, his long lashes brushing his cheek then he locked eyes with me. We were both breathing heavily, his hot breath grazing my face. It felt like the first time he had his hand around my throat. The conversation I had with Rayne lingered in my head, merging with the words Mom had told me the night before.

His eyes were blazing black lava and they were hungry. I told myself to use it to my advantage. I told myself that was the reason I hooked my fingers into his belt loops and closed the small gap between us. I rose up on my toes, diminishing the height difference which surprised him. I saw it in his eyes and he didn’t stop me. Adriel was dying to know how far I was willing to go because his eyes glimmered and they were teasing and testing. That messed up, childhood conditioned, and fucked up part of me closed the gap.

Adriel’s lips were warm and soft, I could taste coffee on his lips, sugary syrup, putting my finger on the taste of caramel. He didn’t seem like the type of guy with a sweet tooth. I loosened my fingers, telling myself the way his lips moved against mine told me he wasn’t going anywhere. I wrapped my arms around the back of his neck. Returning my feet to the ground and pulling him down with me. I smirked against his lips, thinking I had managed to subdue Adriel Venice into letting me kiss him.

My body betrayed my brain and I couldn’t understand why I was kissing Adriel or why I was enjoying it so deeply. Adriel knew exactly what he did to girls and I was beginning to understand why Rayne enjoyed fucking him if that was how he kissed.

With a quick movement, his hand was wrapped around my throat and he switched our position. I was slammed against the wall with such force that I couldn’t figure out if I was seeing stars from our kiss or concussion. He used his other hand to lift mine from around his neck, as he pushed his tongue into my mouth, then he pinned them above my head. I whimpered, almost moaned. I couldn’t tell what the strange noise was emitting from my mouth.

Adriel chuckled darkly into our heated kiss as his body pressed against mine. I could feel how hard and thick he was against my stomach. The whore side of my brain had control as I started to grind against him, wanting more. However, Adriel was now the one in control and that was the way he liked it. I hadn’t needed his blonde whore to tell me that. Adriel pulled away.

Head to head as we both breathed deeply, catching our breath. I tried to go in again but the hand around my throat tightened and Adriel tutted at me. My head was pressed against the wall, pressing on the small lump that he had caused before. I whimpered at the pain at the same time of wanting more. I closed my eyes, unable to look him in the eye. I had just proven I was the same type of girl that I had judged Rayne of being.

“I told you I owned you. You made that move all on your own.” His fingers squeezed and I coughed from my lack of circulation, my hands struggling to get free.

“Monster.” I spat or at least attempted to. Adriel squeezed again.

“Now I know how your eyes light up, Angel. I’ll be doing it more often. Remember that you were the one to start this, but I will be taking over from here, now I know what you’re capable of handling. I can’t wait to show you what I have planned.” He tightened his grip one last time before releasing my throat and hands. My eyes were watering and I coughed regaining my ability to breath. Adriel and I looked at one another. He was joyous. He craved more and there was a part of me that wanted to give it to him.

I sucked in another deep breath, still catching my breath and coughing.

“Get out of here. Now.” He ordered. I scurried away to curl myself up on the sofa, holding my hands against my neck to protect it.

I watched Adriel as he locked the room and casually made his way to the kitchen, whistling. He began to prepare food which took me by surprise. I watched him cook, adding vegetables and chicken to a Wok.

Adriel surprised me when he shoved a bowl in my face. The steaming smell hit my nose and my mouth began to water over the nutrition.

“Eat, before you make yourself ill.” I ate silently as he stood a few metres away at the island. While eating I applied pressure to the bruising on my neck. Bruises that were racing to the surface. All because I found myself liking the pain.
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My joints cracked from another night on the couch. There was nothing more I wanted than my own bed. The sun hadn’t even risen yet. The sky was a hue of orange and pink. I stood and walked over to the window soaking my face in the rays of the morning sky. I wrapped my arms around my body, and for a moment I felt safe and at peace. When I looked around the apartment, I saw that Adriel hadn’t gotten up yet. I smiled to myself realising I had some more time to myself.

I touched my lips. The kiss was as bruising as his hold on my neck. I ran my fingers over my neck, feeling for the bruises that graced the area. Adriel had snatched back the control without a moment’s notice. I knew things would change after Adriel and I kissed. I wanted to hate him, and I did, but there was also a part of me that wanted to kiss him again and much more.

The sound of my phone ringing brought me out of my daydream. I sighed, turning around to answer my phone that was on the coffee table. I expected to see Naila calling me, Mom or Georgia. I didn’t expect to see Dad lit up across the screen with the picture of him. When I rushed to pick up my phone it nearly slipped through my fingers. I pressed the green call button and held up the phone to my ear.

“Hello? Dad?”

“Alexandra.” I slumped to the floor when I heard his voice. After everything I heard and been through Dad’s voice was a comfort. I forgot all that had been said about him when I heard his voice. When I had left for New York Dad had already been gone and it had been two months since he had picked up my call.

“Where have you been? I’ve been calling for weeks. Are you okay? Why haven’t you called?”

“I’ve been busy, Sweetie. Nothing to worry about. I don’t have much time, but I thought I would check in. How is your mother?” Mom. He wanted to talk about Mom. That was one thing he never liked to do. I’d managed to squeeze information out of him sometimes after a few glasses of wine but that was it.

“She’s fine. She’s happy that I’m home.” I pulled myself up on the sofa, pulling the soft blanket over me.

“Oh, I’m sure she is.” Dad’s tone turned sour. The conversation I had with Ren on the first day of classes crossed my mind. Everything he had said about Dad being the villain. “And has she asked about me?”

“What?” My skin prickled with anger. I didn’t understand why it mattered to everyone if they had been talking about one another. Mom had asked about him every day though, so it only seemed right if Dad did the same.

“Your mother has she- Have you told her anything about me?”

“What? No. But Dad I don’t know anything anyway. Where even are you? How’s work?” I attempted to change the subject. Before I could open my mouth again, the phone was snatched from my hand. I looked up at the body towering over me. Adriel was only in a pair of boxers and had my phone pressed against his ear.

“Vernon, how nice of you to call. This is Adriel Renaud.” I furrowed my brows. Naila had told me Adriel’s last name was Venice. The name he had used though seemed to scare away Dad because the call ended.

Adriel’s face was furious. His eyes had darkened and the clutch he had on my phone turned his knuckles white. He growled, throwing the phone on the sofa, and turned to me with a glare.

I also noticed where my eyes levelled at. I found myself staring at the semi in his boxers. Adriel noticed and looked down at his morning wood with a smirk. I blushed, the heat rising in my cheeks. The anger was long gone from his face as he enjoyed torturing me. He gripped my chin, pulling up my head then forced it to the side to inspect his handiwork.

“What did he say to you?” He asked, cocking his head to the side. I pulled out of his grip as he crouched down. His elbows rested on his knees with his hands clasped in front of him.

“Nothing.” It was the truth. Dad hadn’t wanted to talk about me or himself. I was upset but I refused to let Adriel know that.

“Don’t lie to me, Angel.”

“I’m not lying.” I snapped. “He just kept asking about mom… and if anyone had asked about him.” Adriel’s eyes flickered.

“What did you say? Did you tell him anything? This is so fucking important. You need to tell me if you gave him anything or vice versa.”

“I only told him that Mom was glad I was home! Get off my back! Wasn’t stealing my phone enough for you. That is the first time I had spoken to him in months and you go and take my phone. So, the best thing for you to do right now is leave me the fuck alone.” Adriel narrowed his eyes and stood.

“Get dressed, take a shower if you must but we are leaving this apartment in half an hour and if you aren’t ready? There will be hell to pay. I’m sure your ass won’t be able to take another beating.” He ordered. “Now. Move. Go on.” I quickly stood up and walked over to my propped open case that I had moved by the TV. I pulled an outfit for the day, clutching my clothes tightly to my chest while I tried to reign in my emotions.

“Classes don’t start for another four hours.” I told him. Adriel rolled his eyes.

“We aren’t going to class. Get dressed. Go. Now.” I huffed and made my way upstairs.

I got dressed in record timing after spending too long in the shower. I didn’t put any effort into how I looked, wearing a pair of sports leggings and a shirt that was almost long enough to be a dress. My hair brushed out and tucked behind my ears. Curiosity was getting the better of me and I wanted to go with Adriel just to see what he had planned. Although last time he took me where I watched someone be burnt alive. I shivered as I jogged down the stairs to see that Adriel was also dressed and ready to go. A travel cup of coffee in his hand. Only one too. I collected my phone and handbag, chewing on my lip as I took the chance to try and ring my dad again. Only this time I was greeted with an automated service telling me the number had been disconnected.

“It’s disconnected.” I told him.

“Thought so. Fucking pussy.” He said as I dropped my phone in my bag.

“I’m guessing this is what all this rushing around is for. Everyone seems to be after my dad, but no one seems to have told me why.”

“Then you aren’t listening properly, Angel. Get moving.” I sighed and walked past him, only to be dragged back and pressed against the wall.

Adriel rested his forehead against mine and trapped me with his arms. I sucked in a sharp breath when he pressed his lips against the bruises on the side of my neck. I was whimpering in anticipation. His nose grazed up against the side of my neck to my ear.

“It’s time you reassess your loyalties, Alexandra. They’re about to be tested. This is one of those defining moments where you can be better than all the other girls. Remember that and maybe we can talk about a reward.” I shivered at his hot breath and turned my head away from him. Moving one of his hands he pulled my head back. “You want me to kiss you again? Do you want to feel how hard I get when I choke you? Maybe I can force you to your knees because I bet you’d like that too. You liked the view you had the other day after all.”

“Let go of me.” I growled. Any longer and I would have crumbled. Pretending to stand my ground was the only way I would survive the monster’s grip.

Adriel stepped back and allowed me to pass. I was quick to storm my way down the levels and make my way to the garage. I didn’t breathe until I pushed my way through the doors. The fresh air hit me, and I inhaled a deep breath, closing my eyes and steadying my heart. When I opened my eyes again, I noticed the town car sitting in the garage. The engine was running and facing the gates, ready to leave. I wondered where we were going but I didn’t want to ask the question. Questions had gotten me into the mess I was in. I should have never started asking in the first place.

The hinges from the door squeaked behind me, and Adriel brushed past me. He headed towards the car and climbed into the back. I didn’t move, my body refused to move. My feet were glued to the floor. When Adriel realised I wasn’t joining him, he popped his head out of the car.

“Get in.” He snapped. I growled, crossing my arms over my chest, and walking over. I slipped into the back of the car. The smell of rich leather hit my nose inside. The back of the town car was huge, bigger than the one when I had first arrived in New York. I pulled the door shut then the car began to move. I was unable to see the driver because of the privacy screen. I pulled the belt over my chest and locked it in as we were driven out of the underground garage. I propped my head on my arm that leant on the door, brushing my fingers over my lips thinking about the kiss I had shared with Adriel. He had kissed me back, surely that gave me power even if he had taken back control. Rayne had power because she allowed him to have control and I was beginning to figure out exactly how that worked. There was a chance I could use it to my advantage if I were clever enough.

Adriel stared out of the tinted window, brushing his hair back and sipping on the coffee he had made for himself. I placed my hands in my lap and went to open my mouth, words failed me. I took a deep breath but failed with the same result.

“If you have something to say then say it.” He drawled, his eyes flickered over to me. I cleared my throat as I turned my body towards him.

“Well, you won’t tell me where we are going, so I’ll ask something else.” I said. “When you were talking to my dad on the phone, you used Renaud but I know your name is Venice.”

“That’s not a question.” He smirked.

“You know what I’m implying.” I rolled my eyes.

“I’m adopted, unofficially. When I’m on business I use his name because it gets me places, unlocks doors, and strikes fear, but it’s not my legal name.” It told me Adriel had a story, but I didn’t pry because it wasn’t the right time. I’d save it for the right moment because I had the feeling I would only get to ask once.

“I don’t understand why I should reassess my loyalties when everything that has happened since I met you has ended up with me hurt. The people that deserve my loyalty are my parents, and I am loyal to them.”

“You are so naïve. Mommy and Daddy are on different sides of this war. You can’t see what’s in front of your eyes, Angel. If you don’t start to, then you’ll end up worse than hurt. You’ll be dead. I think that’s much worse, don’t you?”

“I don’t think death would be worse, at least I’d be away from you.” Adriel chuckled darkly and leaned closer to me. His fingers brushed against my thigh, raising goosebumps on my skin.

“If that’s what you want, I can arrange it.” He whispered in my ear. “Or you could learn to be a good little girl.” I pulled away from him, far enough that my head pressed against the window. My body was chilled to the core, and I found myself squeezing my thighs a little tighter. My biggest betrayal was the way my body reacted to Adriel. I was sure he knew it too. Fucking kill me I begged silently, because it sounded like the best idea.

We were taken to the middle of the city, even in the early hours it was swarmed with cars and people. The privacy window rolled down and my lips parted when I saw Riggs at the wheel. I smiled.

“Riggs.” I said with a happy sigh. A friendly face was exactly what I needed. Riggs smiled and tilted his hat at me.

“Good morning to you, Miss Alexandra.” He turned further to look at Adriel. “Mister Venice.” Adriel nodded at the driver and Riggs returned it. Adriel opened the door and slid out. I moved across the seats, feeling the warmth from where he had sat and pulled myself out.

A towering skyscraper with tinted windows threatened to squash me as I looked up. Modern wasn’t my style, but I couldn’t deny that the designer had built something wondrous. It loomed over New York like a shadow yet blended in perfectly. I could barely make out gaps between the windows. It was seamless. Terrifying. Just like the man standing beside me.

“Don’t speak-”

“Unless I’m spoken to. I got it, you asshole.” I snapped as mundane people passed us on the streets. I wondered how easy it would be to blend into the crowd and disappear.

“Heed my warning, Angel. My father won’t be as forgiving as I am.” My blood turned to ice.
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It hit me like a ton of bricks, realising I was going to meet Adriel’s father. Adopted, but it was all the same. He was the man who had true control. He commanded Adriel and the entire fucked-up organisation that killed and stole people in their sleep. Evan told me he trained children to be killers, conditioned them to become emotionless voids like my twin brother. Mom seemed to have some kind of sway on the man, but I didn’t know how much it would protect me. Especially since the whole thing was about Vernon contacting me. He was the one everyone was after, and I was still clueless as to why.

I didn’t want to take a single step into the building. I forced my body to move as I followed Adriel into the building. Inside I was greeted by a sleek and shiny marble floor, with a matching desk. The bright lights were blinding and I squinted at the sparkling floor. Behind the front desk, there was a huge sign. Metal letters that were raised out from the wall with backlighting. MEDUSA BANKING. A bank. What better way was there to launder money I thought. They were hiding in plain sight, right under their victims’ noses. It was so simple it was unexpected. An easy way to clean their blood money.

A young man, not much older than Adriel or I was dressed in a smart black suit. His hair was neatly cut and perched on his nose were a pair of thick-rimmed glasses. Adriel strolled up to the counter, placing his hands on the solid marble while I stood a couple of feet behind him.

“Where’s my father?” Adriel asked. The man looked up.

“Of course, Master Adriel. Head on up.” He answered with a smile, as if he were in awe. I scoffed lightly and looked around the rest of the reception. Either side of the double doors were waiting areas with black leather sofas on silver frames and small coffee tables with glass tops. The entire area was empty, but it was still early hours, even if it was a headquarters for a bunch of assassins.

Assassins. The word was blended into my vocabulary.

Adriel gripped my elbow and pulled me towards twin elevators. He pressed the button and we waited in heavy silence. I yanked my elbow from his grip.

“Stop manhandling me.” I snapped. Nerves were coursing through my entire body causing me to shake and the last thing I needed was Adriel to know that. He also didn’t need to know how much I wanted to kiss him again.

Adriel didn’t send a remark back, instead he watched as the levels descended. The doors slid open and he stepped inside, turning on his heel to face me. When I stepped in I attempted to create as much space as I possibly could in the small box.

It was harder than expected. I could feel the heat radiating off him. The feel of his lips on mine, which made it harder not to dive on him. Adriel leaned on the wall, opposite me. His leg bent so his foot rested against the panelling. He smirked at me.

“Nervous?” He asked.

“No.” I lied. Of course I was and I was sure he knew that too.

“I wasn’t around when you were a child but by all accounts my father enjoyed having you around.”

“I don’t remember him.” I would have remembered a heartless killer, but there were a lot of things I didn’t remember from growing up in New York. Most of my mind was filled with memories of travelling with Dad. I was beginning to think that was what he wanted. “But I can’t imagine liking a man who wanted to me make me into a murderer.” Adriel chuckled darkly in response.

“Is that all you can think of? This life gives you opportunities to be the best version of yourself. Without people like us, the world would be worse off.”

“Are you really that delusional that you’re telling me murdering people is for the good of the world? Killing innocent people?”

“Are you saying that David was innocent? When multiple children have ended up dying because of overdoses and others in jail for selling drugs.” I hated when Adriel had a point. David’s death was a hard pill to swallow because I had seen another side of him. “No one is truly innocent, Angel.” Yet, he still insisted on calling me Angel.

The doors opened and Adriel pushed himself off the wall. I followed him. The décor of the floor matched the reception. Both sides of the corridor were entirely made up of offices. All with glass windows. From what I could see there were only a few with the lights on. Adriel gripped onto my elbow again when I was taking too long to look around. I growled at him. Adriel had a way of bringing an animalistic side out of me.

“Seriously. Fucking stop.” I snapped. Adriel pushed me in front of him. At the end of the corridor, there was another office. The glass was frosted, only showing the shadows of the two people inside. Placed out front was an empty desk, with papers and a computer. The glass door was slightly cracked open and when we got close enough both of us realised there was talking.

Adriel pulled me against his front. His arm looped around my waist. His fingers were splayed across my hip, my shirt bunched around his hand. His grip was tight, but not tight enough to bruise me. I classed it as a light touch for Adriel and it surprised me. His entire aura changed. I knew he was behind me, but it was almost like I didn’t want to, my mind disassociated him from being there. Just like the night Adriel had blended into the shadows.

If Adriel didn’t want to be noticed then he wouldn’t, it was that simple. How many years had it taken him to achieve that level of stillness I asked myself. For someone dark and twisted, Adriel seemed at peace.

“No!” One of the voices shouted and I jumped. The smaller figure paced the office. “He won’t get his hands on her again. She is my baby, Louie.” Mom, and she was arguing with Adriel’s adoptive father. I knew it was a dangerous card to play without even meeting the man.

“I know Sofia! Don’t you dare play that card against me when I did everything I could to bring her home! DO NOT suggest that I would ever let that vermin get anywhere near her again. I made you a promise and I intend to keep it.” The voice was deep, angry, and cold. It sent a shiver down my spine and I wanted to run a thousand miles.

“Fuck you.” Mom snarled. “I know what your plan is and fuck you. You’re the same over-controlling asshole you were twenty-five years ago. She got away! Whether it was a choice or not! She won’t survive in this world. I already had to hand her over to Adriel.”

“Adriel won’t lay a finger on her. Stop with the dramatics.” He snapped. I scoffed. He obviously didn’t know the man he had raised, because the small lump on the back of my head told a different story.

“I don’t know what your plan is Louie but don’t you dare put her in danger.” Adriel squeezed my hip, and I was aware of his presence once more.

“Let’s go.” He whispered. Adriel strolled around me, going for the door. He walked straight in without a care in the world. I followed him close behind.

The office was cold and sterile, dressed in black and dark wood. The window overlooked the street we had arrived on. There was no doubt that he had seen us walk into the building. My mom was standing by the bookcase that reached from the floor to the ceiling. Most of the books were vintage with leather spines and golden embossed titles.

Mom had a bare face, showing the bags under her eyes. Her hair braided and twisted into a bun on the top of her head. She wasn’t dressed to impress like I saw her most mornings, instead, she was in a pair of jeans and a faded hoodie. When she saw me, her glare turned into a smile. She opened her arms and I dived past Adriel to hug her. Comfort was exactly what I needed.

Her hand reached around the back of my head. Cradling me against her. I wrapped my arms around her. She stroked my hair with her perfect manicured fingers.

“Alexandra. As sweet as this is, we have things to discuss.” I’d almost forgotten the devil was in the room. I pulled away from Mom to look at him.

He was just as tall as Adriel despite there being no biological connection between the two of them. He wore a blue pin striped suit with a red tie. His hair was pushed back off his face, slick, a vary of grey with a white stripe in the front. Wrinkles were carved into his face, making him look older than I expected if he were around the same age as my mother. His facial features were harsh. There was a scar running along the side of his jaw. He stood with his hands behind his back. A power stance. Intimidating wasn’t a word I’d use. I didn’t think there was a word for it. Mr. Renaud didn’t need to announce who he was because it was clear.

“Vernon called you.” I nodded. Louie held his hand out to the chair in the front of his desk. I looked at my mom for reassurance, she nodded and I took a seat. Mom sat beside me and squeezed my hand in comfort, calling my name. Looking her in the eye and seeing how worried she was didn’t scare me, but it was the slow tears that ran down her face and I swallowed.

“Mom?”

“You didn’t leave. I didn’t pick one of my children like picking a toy to send to charity and one to keep. I never agreed… I would never. I didn’t want children but Baby Girl when I gave birth to you and your brother you became my world.” She sobbed. “Fuck. I married your father to protect you, but I couldn’t stop loving Georgia. I tried. I lied to myself. You and Ren loved her just as much. After years of denying one another, we started an affair. Vernon came from a traditional family, one that didn’t understand that love was love. It only made it worse when he found out that I was in love with Georgia.”

“He took me.” I whispered. She said it the night that Adriel had taken me to his apartment. Ren had said it on my first day of classes. I was kidnapped and I refused to acknowledge it. Growing up there were all those times I thought Mom didn’t care about me. “Every time you got too close to contact, we would move. After a phone call, letter, or card. Dad always covered it with work.”

“Vernon was greedy. He couldn’t leave scorned. He had to take everything that didn’t belong to him. You. My money. Files to this day I would like to get back.” Louie spoke leaning forward on the desk. “I worked very hard to bring you home. We aren’t the villains in your story, Alexandra. Quite the opposite.”

“So I’ve been told.” I wiped a tear from my face. Louie chuckled.

“So brave.” He mumbled. “He didn’t call to check on you.”

“He called for information.” I added, nodding. My heart was tearing into a hundred pieces. I was close to breaking point. I refused to do it in front of a pair of monsters. I glanced over my shoulder to check on Adriel, who was leaning against the bookcase while flickering through a book. Without a care in the world. It angered me that he could stand there void of any emotion, when I was a push from crumbling.

“What did he ask you, Alexandra? And what did you tell him?” Louie asked me again. I stumbled on my words; it took me a moment to speak again.

“Nothing.” I answered.

“Lexie baby.” Mom interrupted.

“I cared more about asking him questions, I haven’t spoken to him in months. All he cared about was if anyone was asking about him and how Mom was.”

“What did you tell him?” Louie poached, narrowing his eyes.

“I didn’t tell him anything. Adriel snatched my phone soon after I answered it. But I wouldn’t have said anything anyway, because I knew something weird was going on. I’d heard things about Dad and everyone refused to tell me anything. I couldn’t piece together the full story, so I never told anyone anything. I didn’t have any facts.”

“That was very clever of you, Alexandra, playing both sides. I found Vernon six months ago. I gave him a choice: return you and the documents; I would let him walk free. He only returned you.”

“He just handed me over?” I whispered. Finding out I was treated like a piece of property and not his daughter.

“Without batting an eyelid. You had already turned eighteen, due to fly the coop anyway and outlived your protection. Having you with him, kept him alive because your life was in his hands.” Louie insinuated that Dad would have killed me. I wondered if Dad had ever loved me in the first place. If that were true, there was no reason for Louie, Mom, or even Ren to lie to me about what happened.

“Why use me to bargain with? Why get me back? I’m sure whatever he stole from you is much more important.” I snapped. Louie’s hard stare brought me down a notch and I slumped in my chair.

“Your Mother has been a close friend for many years. You underestimate how important you are. No one ever picked up skills as quickly as you.” He leant back, threading his fingers together and resting his elbows on the arm rests of his chair.

“No.” I whispered. I couldn’t think about that right now.

“Louie.” I looked at my mom, seeing her shake her head. She was begging him and Louie ignored her.

“Tomorrow you’ll be going to the camp with my Elite Guild team.” I froze. It was all a blur if I was honest. I still couldn’t remember anything. “There you’ll be taken through your five years of training over three days.”

“No.” I shook my head. Louie raised an eyebrow at me. The calm and charming façade dispersed leaving the cold and heartless staring at me.

“Alexandra. What did I say to you?” Adriel snapped from behind me. It was my turn to ignore him.

“I’ve seen the world you’re a part of and I want nothing to do with it. Please, Mr. Renaud, all I want is to study and complete my degree. I won’t say anything. I don’t want to. What happened to me… I just want to live my life. I’d be stupid to even go to the police after witnessing the murder. It only implicated me as well.” I begged him. I hoped to appeal to any part of him that was human.

“This is not a compromise. This is already your world whether you want to be here or not.”

“Why does it matter if I am? I’ve seen the hundreds of students you have under your control. What is one more?” I was pushing my luck. Also not following Adriel’s request to stay quiet. What would he do when we were alone, I asked myself. Would he take me over his knee again or steal a bruising and demanding kiss. I took a shaky breath telling myself it was not the time to be doting over a monster. I needed to deal with the effect Adriel had over me before it got too far.

“You are what is considered blue blood. Your entire family has been part of this Guild. It’s your legacy, not a choice.” Louie shrugged. As if it were simple. Nothing about the situation was simple. I brushed my hair back from my face, biting my lip, then turning towards Mom. Her tears had dried but it had left her eyes red and puffy.

“I do this, and I can come back home?” My voice cracked on the word, realising that the Townhouse was the only home I truly ever had. I wanted it back. Everything had been taken from me and I had to take something back before I fell through the cracks. Louie replied to my question before Mom could.

“That all depends on you. Tuer ou être tué.” I pulled my eyebrows together. The damned French again.

I heard Adriel’s light steps behind me. He lowered his head to my ear, his hot breath setting my skin alight.

“Kill or be Killed, Angel.”








  
  
  Chapter Sixteen

  
  







When I stepped out onto the noisy street of New York, finally being able to breathe again. I’d raced out ahead of Mom and Adriel. I needed a moment alone before it all started again. I needed to process the information and piece myself together again. Although it wasn’t easy.

I had worshipped the ground my dad had walked on. I thought he was the only person who cared about me. I had been wrong, more than wrong. I was blind to everything. There was a part of me that wished I was still in the dark, because the truth was beginning to weigh me down, and I was struggling to breathe. I’d put myself in the position, my tendency to not listen had left me with a shit show.

Mom placed a hand on my shoulder.

“Lexie.” She shook me gently trying to snap me out of it. My body felt disconnected from my mind. “Baby Girl, talk to me?” She asked. I blinked and turned my head, looking her in the eye and knowing what Dad had done to her broke my heart into a thousand pieces. I’d sat there multiple times at breakfast talking about all the wonderful places he had taken me and she had been hurting the whole time. Whether I knew or not I had hurt her. No wonder Ren hated me, because he knew just how Mom had been hurting. Something told me there was more to why my twin wanted nothing to do with me. That was only the tip of the iceberg when it came to Ren.

“I’m sorry.” I croaked. Her eyes softened and she cupped my cheeks.

“You have nothing to be sorry for. Nothing.” She kissed the top of my head, then brushed my hair back with a light smile on her face. “You’re here now. You’re home, and you’re not going anywhere.”

“Mom, do I really have to do this?” I asked, my lip trembling, I was cracking at the seams. My mind could only take so much.

“We shouldn’t talk about this here.” Adriel interrupted. I was close to attacking him, my hands clenched to stop me from scratching his eyes out. I hated that Adriel was right, talking about anything like this in the open was dangerous. I would gladly throw Adriel into shit, but not my Mom or Georgia. Talking about becoming an assassin wasn’t something you did on a busy New York street. “The car is here. Sofia, you’re more than welcome to catch a ride with us.” Adriel made me want to throw up when he acted like a gentleman. Turned out Mom was able to see straight through him too.

“No. Thank you. Georgia is coming to get me.” I missed Georgia. Shopping and lunch with Georgia was one of the best things about living in New York. Thinking about Georgia made me want to go back to the townhouse even more. “Look after my daughter.” Mom stepped up into Adriel’s space just like the night he took me. “You train her, and you train her well, because after this, I want her home. So god help you if you fail.” At that moment Mom fitted into the fucked up world as if she were a different person.

“There’s no need for you to be concerned. Ren is part of the Elite team, remember?” He raised an eyebrow. The Elite team had to have meant Adriel and his friends. An entire weekend with them, and they would be in charge. Adriel already had enough control over my life. Only now he would be making me into a killer just like him.

“Baby Girl, I’m going to have to take your phone to be examined, okay?” Mom turned back to me. I shook my head, folding my arms across my chest.”

“What? No. It’s literally all I have to talk to my friends.” I answered.

“Naila, am I right?” Adriel mused. I was sure the only reason he had said it was because he wanted me to know he knew exactly who my friends were. I wouldn’t give him the satisfaction that I was scared, he would use her against me if something didn’t go his way.

“I’ll give a new phone to Ren to give you. Any requests?” As if that were an incentive to me handing over my phone. I wished I could say that I wasn’t materialistic, but that would be a lie. I huffed, pulling my phone from my bag and handed it over to Mom.

“Can Georgia drop it off though? I miss her.” Mom only smiled wider at me, then tucked my hair behind my ear.

“I think she’d really like that. She misses you too.” She leant in and kissed my cheek. I hugged her tightly not wanting her to disappear. “Go on, get going and I’ll see you after camp okay? I know it’s hard…” Mom guided me to the car and opened the door. “…but you did enjoy camp when you were younger.” I rested my hand on the door.

“It’s not exactly the same is it?” A distant part of me could recall children running around in the boiling hot sun, playing, having fun. However, it was Fall and I was nineteen, not a naïve child.

“No it’s not.” At least that was something we agreed on. I slid into the car and looked up at her. “I love you, Alexandra.”

“I love you too, Mom.” I moved over to my seat so Adriel could get in. Adriel and Mom spoke to one another and I could only make out mumblings against the busy road. I wrapped my arms around myself as Adriel climbed into his seat. As soon as the door shut the car began to move.

“You understand now, Angel?” Kill or be Killed. I nodded, turning to look out of the tinted window. “Is poor little Alexandra feeling betrayed by Daddy?” He mocked me.

“Shut up.” I whispered. I didn’t know how much longer my self-control would last to not throw a punch at him.

“I said this was a defining moment. You didn’t let me down, but you didn’t impress me either. It’s time to show us if you can play with the big boys.” I hated him. I squeezed my eyes shut, shaking, as I tried to drown him out. I thought about aiming an arrow at his head, so my suffering would end. I pulled my knees to my chest. Adriel glanced at me but didn’t complain about getting dirt on the leather seats.

I was numb inside, there was too much information to process, not knowing where my loyalties lay. I was on a road I didn’t want to be on and I had no choice but to become a killer. I had to believe that everything happened for a reason. A part of me wanted to embrace the life that was laid out before me. Give it a chance, if there truly was no other alternative that wouldn’t end up with me being dead.

“Why New York?” I said aloud.

“What?” Adriel grumbled.

“Your tattoo. Why did you pick New York?” I turned my head to look at him, he was texting on his phone looking awfully bored. He lifted a brow and his hair had fallen into his face making him look boyish. The faint stubble taking the notion back. He dropped his phone into his lap, taking a look at the tattoo, flexing his fingers to admire the artwork.

“Because New York is mine and I hold it in my hands.” He turned his body towards me, reaching over to hold my stare. His eyes were dark and beautiful, so full of sin and power. The hatred crossed the fine line into admiration. The tattooed New York hand wrapped around my throat, his thumb trailing against my cheek, reaching my lips as the tip grazed along the parting of my lips. Slowly and gently he pushed his thumb between them, touching my teeth. He wanted me to open up to him. Adriel wanted me to give myself over to him, just like our kiss.

My eyes flickered over to the partition, checking that it was closed. While I may have felt numb, I hoped that Adriel would make me feel something. My mind was going back to the bruises on my neck, the fresh one on my hip from this morning. The pain hadn’t felt like pain, it was nothing like people described it. It had hurt but one more push and I’d fly over the edge to feel more.

“Narcissist.” I whispered; a single world allowed him to slip his thumb past my teeth. He applied pressure, pushing my tongue down and leaving me unable to speak.

“You’re an annoying bitch, a pain in my ass.” He growled. I frustrated him. Good because that was all I had against him. I narrowed my eyes when my attempt to reply failed. “Aww, can my pretty Angel not talk?” He mocked me. I was not his Angel. “Sometimes I look at you and I want to make you fall. An angel falling from the sky. I want it to be painful and bloody.” He edged closer to me. I put my legs down as he wrapped his other hand in my hair, pulling me closer until I touched his thigh. I balanced myself, using one hand just above his knee. “Suck.”

I had the option to deny him. It would only make him angry, but I was curious to know if the submission would give me control. I’d stewed it over multiple times in my head. I blinked, looking up at Adriel through my lashes. I knew how to wrap a man around my finger. I wasn’t entirely innocent, but compared to Adriel I had no doubt I was.

Slowly, I closed my lips around his thumb and sucked slowly. His lips parted in shock, then tilted his head to the side. Adriel was quick to catch himself though, quirking his mouth into a smirk. He buried his other hand deeper into my hair and tugged, catching me by surprise. I gasped, accidentally nipping him with my teeth. He hissed at me but he didn’t seem too bothered. Unravelling my hair from his hand, he moved quickly to hoist me over onto his lap. A leg on each side so I was straddling him.

“Do you hate me?” He whispered, pressing his forehead against mine. I pulled my mouth off his thumb.

“As much as you do me.” Both of his hands were latched onto my hips, holding me in place. His grip tightened, pressing his fingers down into a soft spot, my back involuntary arched. I bit my lip and closed my eyes, trying to ignore the pain before realising that I didn’t want to. I’d enjoyed roughness in the past; I’d bit David’s lip that night to his horror. With Adriel though his eyes darkened and he wanted more.

Adriel leant into my exposed neck, running his nose against my skin. His lips kissed the faint bruises I was sure were there if you looked close enough. Then he set his lips on the hollow of my neck, nipping at my skin. I pushed myself in. I wanted it. I had clouded judgement but I craved everything he was giving me. He bit harder, sucking, marking me, branding me and I let him. I’d regret it when layers of makeup failed to cover it. I moved my hands up the sides of his arms, wrapping around his neck. My fingers played with the short hairs on the nape of his neck. I whimpered against him and Adriel snarled against my skin.

Where I sat on his legs allowed me to feel the kind of effect I had on him. He was hard, getting harder by the second. I ground my ass against him and the pressure on his lips caused me to call out in a sharp pain.

Adriel pulled away from my neck, taking a look at his handiwork before he slowly moved in to press his lips to mine. Our lips brushed and we stared each other in the eye. Who would break first? I was beginning to feel the heat and tension on my skin. I asked myself if what we were doing would turn into a hate fuck. If fucking would help the numbness I felt.

There was nothing gentle when Adriel broke our stare, he dived in for a kiss, hungry and so was I but I gave myself the satisfaction that he had been the one to give in. I was holding the power in my hand.

With a final squeeze on my hip, his hand was wrapped around my throat, choking me, pushing on the old bruises from the day before. He had given me my wish. I had him right where I wanted him. I was relaxed in his hold, hoping that would give him an urge to give me more. The more submission I gave, the more I got in return. Strangely, also the safer I felt.

That was the most fucked up part. I felt safe. Adriel was choking me, kissing me and dying to claim me as his own, but I had never felt safer in his arms. A killer. An assassin. I hadn’t seen him kill personally but I knew it was quick and calculated. He was a leader and I had him giving me exactly what I wanted, using him for my own personal gain. He was clever enough to know that, but he didn’t seem to mind in the slightest.

My lips moved against his, settling into a messy rhythm, where we would nip and bite one another at any point possible. We were determined to cause one another pain. The more painful the better. I moved my hand further up, grabbing a fist full of his hair and tugging on it as much as I could. Adriel groaned against my lips; his fingers tighter until I was gasping for air. He pushed his tongue into my mouth, trying to claim every piece of me he could, but I took pieces of him too. I didn’t know how much more we could claim from just our mouths, until Adriel got bored. Part of me wondered how far I would allow him to go in the back of a town car. I had wanted to feel something and that’s exactly what I had been gifted with.

Which is why I whined when Adriel pulled away. He rested his head against the headrest, not caring for where my hands were. A satisfied smirk on his lips even with a raging hard-on beneath me. His lips were red and swollen, one corner of his lips deeper in colour than the rest where blood had risen to the surface. I had come so close to breaking his skin. I ran my tongue over my own, tasting the metal tang. He had managed to and Adriel chuckled darkly. I glared in return.

“Did you feel enough? Or do you need more?” He smirked. He knew exactly why I had mouth fucked him and I wanted to kill for it. The hand on my throat released, sending a fresh wave of air to my lungs as his fingers trailed down my t-shirt. They went lower and lower until they danced against the fabric of my leggings. My clit throbbing, he didn’t apply any pressure. It took every last bit of control I had not to press against him.

“I fucking hate you.” I pulled my hands away from him and placed them on his chest, pinning him to the chair.

“The feeling is mutual, Angel.” I pulled myself away from him, leaning forwards on my knees and took deep breaths. I wrapped my hands in my hair out of frustration as the car came to a halt. I snatched my bag off the seat and almost threw myself from the car.

Were back in Adriel’s garage again, where there was nowhere to run and hide. I had to wait for him. Adriel took a moment longer to get out of the car than me. I waited by the door. When Adriel came into view my eyes locked onto the uncomfortable bulge he repositioned after he climbed out. I was beyond proud of myself that I had turned him on. I hoped it was painfully hard, but he would enjoy it. I pushed open the door, letting it swing back into his face as I wrapped my arms around myself letting the hollow feeling settle back into my chest as I walked up the stairs. Adriel was staring at me. I could feel his eyes burning in the back of my head.

When we reached the top of the stairs. I stood as far as I could away from him as he unlocked the door. I shoved past him and walked in first. I was surprised when I heard the door shut behind me. I looked over my shoulder and saw that Adriel hadn’t followed me into the apartment. I heard distant footsteps go down the stairs. Even though I was the only one in the apartment I ran upstairs and locked myself in the bathroom.

Only then did I let myself cry, wiping the blood from my lip.
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I didn’t come out of the bathroom until I heard the safety of Georgia’s voice. I thanked the stars that she had arrived sooner than later. I pulled myself up off the cold floor, catching my reflection in the mirror. I looked like shit. My lips were swollen and my eyes were red from crying.

The size of a British fifty pence piece hickey was on the base of my neck. The skin was angry, deep purple with red around the edge. It was spreading further, almost surpassing the bite marks that were branded into my neck.

“Fuck.” I mumbled. There was no way I would have been able to cover it. I’d get dirty looks off Ren. Evan and Francis would no doubt make snide remarks. I wasn’t sure if Adriel would be proud of his work or pretend it never happened, but the mark screamed mine. It only angered me further because he had already pulled his ‘I own you’ card. The regret of what I had done had sunk in and I rubbed at my eyes. “Fucking idiot.”

There were tangles in my hair from being wrapped in his fist. I brushed through the knots with my fingers and flattened my hair down. I splashed water over my face, patting my face dry with the hand towel. I blew out a breath and pulled open the door. I rushed down the stairs to greet Georgia. She was standing at the breakfast bar, taking lids off food containers.

Georgia was nothing but effortless. Her hair was braided in two, dressed in a pair of ripped blue jeans and a half-tucked white blouse, looking much better than her wife had earlier. It must have been lunchtime, but I was clueless without my phone.

“Bonjour, Lexie.” Georgia’s thick accent was heaven to my ears. I smiled. Her eyes glanced at my neck and my cheeks flushed red but Georgia didn’t comment on it. She returned the smile. I was thankful that she stayed quiet because I didn’t want to be on the brink of crumbling again.

“Bonjour, Georgia.” She pushed one of the containers towards me, noodles, vegetables and chicken.

“Chicken Chow Mein.” She passed me a fork, which I gladly took off. Georgia dived into her bag and brought out a new iPhone box. “Brand new phone. Your Mom said everything was uploaded to your iCloud, so it’s an easy set-up. I already put a new sim in for you. And then I have brought you some new clothes. I have a good eye for sizes and the camp is freezing this time of year, even worse since it closed down. The furnaces have been off for years.” So the place was completely empty, which made it ten times worse being stuck with Adriel and his cronies. The car journey hadn’t changed anything between Adriel and I. I couldn’t let it, he was the same monster that had me on the floor, completely exposed and tormented by him.

“Thank you.” Georgia was a feeder; a family woman and I had never been more thankful for her.

I heard the door open in the hallway and I rolled my eyes, spooning Chow Mein into my mouth, unbothered if I looked like an animal. Adriel stepped out into the large area. His hands were covered in oil or soot, I wasn’t sure, but he seemed calmer than he had when we first got back. His bulge was nowhere to be seen. I wondered if he had to cum just to end the suffering.

He greeted Georgia with a kiss on the cheek and a French greeting. Georgia returned his gesture with a small smile as she opened the phone box for me and turned on the phone. She was there for me. Georgia was making it clear and in a world where I felt alone more than welcomed. Georgia tapped away on my phone, passing it over when she needed my Apple ID. With one hand I tapped in my information.

After my phone was set up and I had finished eating. I was more than happy to have something substantial in my stomach. Georgia took out her own phone, like an excited child to show me progress pictures of the ensuite.

“Here is the sauna.” She smiled, turning around the phone. I’d never seen my drawings become anything more. The white and grey marble tiles had been placed on the wall, the bench was ready to be tiled. The new sinks and units had been put in. My eyes began to water and it was hard to believe I still had tears left to shed. I pulled the phone close to me with a big smile on my face.

“I can’t believe that’s actually my design.” I whispered. “It can’t be real.”

“It is real. You are amazing at design and I’m so happy that you did it for us.” Georgia reached over and squeezed my hand. “Just imagine spa days at home.” Home. It was a promise I would be going back. I just had to do what was asked of me and I could be back in bed with my collection of pillows. Just a few days and I would be back home.

“I’m holding you to that, else I’ll be dubbing you my wicked stepmother.” I joked. Georgia laughed at me. I handed back her phone, my eyes trailing over to Adriel who was scrubbing at his hands in the sink.

“How are you feeling?” Georgia asked. I snapped my head towards her and nodded.

“I’m coping. Processing. I’m not sure how I feel right now.” I answered quietly because I didn’t want Adriel to hear me.

“You’re so strong, do you hear me? You are your Mother’s daughter.”

“Everyone has been saying I picked up things easily when I was younger. All these skills and hobbies. I’m still not sure how they fit in with…whatever. Yeah.” I stumbled.

“Balance, strength, artistry, aim. There are all different reasons for them, but yes you did pick up things very easily. It’s in your blood.” She said softly. I didn’t want it in my blood. I wanted nothing to do with it. There was only so much more I could take. I nodded.

“You aren’t going to be asked too much of you this weekend. It’s a refresher and between your Mom and I, we will try to get you home when you come back. Pancakes and green tea included.” Ren called Georgia his second mother, I could see it too and turned out I had a parental space available. Dads were overrated.
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Waking up with Evan in my face still wasn’t my favourite morning routine. His only saving grace had been the venti latte in his hand that he passed to me. The words that came out of his mouth were the complete opposite.

“Nice hickey.” He smirked, standing up. I held my neck, cracking my bones to release the pressure.

“Fuck off.” I glared, taking a sip of the coffee. It was perfect down to the syrup, the only people who had seen me drink hot coffee were Mom, Georgia, and Ren. So it had me worrying that Ren had attempted to poison me because he never did anything nice for me. I spotted him sitting on the opposite couch, glaring at me with his eyes locked onto my neck.

“That’s not a nice thing to say to someone who got you coffee. Adriel is getting more than me and he has you sleeping on the sofa.” I rolled my eyes and stood, storming over to my case. I collected my blue mom jeans and white vest, along with my underwear. Of course Adriel told his friends we had kissed, but my neck didn’t leave much to the imagination. Man whore. Bane of my existence. I took another swig of the coffee then slammed it down on the coffee table.

I raced up the stairs to lock myself in the bathroom and escape the assholes that were downstairs. I walked in and slammed myself against the shut door. My eyes closed and I took a deep breath. What I didn’t realise was that I wasn’t alone in the bathroom.

Adriel was standing in front of the mirror checking out his hair, with a dark towel wrapped lowly on his waist. Escaping Evan and Ren had led me straight into the trap of the Monster. His body was still wet and I stared at his sculpted abs, wanting to know what they felt like under my hands. He didn’t need to be muscular in his line of work and I was that’s why he still kept a lean figure. Adriel needed to be quick and light on his feet if he wanted to slit a person’s throat in a matter of seconds. The longer I was around him the more I desired him and the better he looked. My lips parted when he casually dropped his towel to the floor.

There was the option to look away but I didn’t want to. I got the feeling he didn’t want me to either. I’d caught a glimpse the day I saw Rayne blowing him in the kitchen but this was a close-up. He wasn’t hard, and the size surprised me. I hoped he wasn’t a grower because the thought of him getting any bigger made me wince. I was under no illusion that Adriel would fuck me, because he had said it himself, I’d beg before he even thought about fucking me.

“Like what you see?” He asked, a smirk lined his lips. Yes I told myself, I refused to give him the satisfaction of admitting it.

“You wish.” I went to turn around and leave. As my hand wrapped around the handle of the door, I was pressed up against it. My captor was still naked and pushed against my ass and lower back. He leant in closer, brushing my hair away from my neck. His hot breath grazed my skin, setting me on fire. The fresh mint burning my nose.

“Do I get a sneak preview now?” Adriel’s fingers danced along the side of my breast, one tug and there would be no doubt of exposure to him. I was seething. My position denied me to push him away, but that was exactly what Adriel wanted. “Oh wait, I already did.” He chuckled darkly.

“Get the fuck off me.” I growled.

“No. I don’t think I will.” In one swift motion, his hand was around my throat and I was pulled away from the door. Adriel dragged me over to the mirror. My neck was strained from his grip. My hair hooked around my shoulder. Adriel stood behind me with strands of damp hair falling into his face. His eyes were pits of black, but so were mine. My body enjoyed it as much as my brain hated it. He craned my neck to the side examining his artwork on the base of my neck. “Do you see this?” He cooed. I declined to answer. “Answer me, Angel.” He growled.

“Yes.” I snapped. He squeezed my neck and I started to choke.

“It’s a reminder that you’re mine. I claimed you. No one else will ever have you. It also means you show me some damn fucking respect when I ask for it.”

“You asked to see my tits, not to respect you.” I rolled my eyes. He chuckled then tugged my vest down with his free hand, my boobs bounced free from their confinement. I’d never been embarrassed by them since the surgery or felt shy. I liked what I had done but Adriel made my cheek flush red.

“You’re missing the point. They’re on your body and that body belongs to me.” He brushed his thumb over my nipple. My body betrayed me, my nipple hardened under his touch and I found myself wishing I had lost sensitivity during the operation. “Look at that. They know their Master. Do you?” He looked at my eyes in the mirror. I squeezed my thighs together; his touches and words had my last part of self-control crumbling. My attempt to not let him get one over on me was a failure. I already had a massive hickey from giving into a single kiss. Letting him have all of me was the end of me.

“You want me to say yes. You need the control. But either way I still have the power.” I coughed, through the grip of his hand. He dropped his hand and spun me. My ass rested against the sink. I looked up at him, bracing my hands on the sink. His hands lay next to mine. I glanced down. He was hard. His cock was thick, veiny and bigger and I fucking wanted it. I looked at the door. It was unlocked, but I was sure no one would disturb us. I wondered how long it was would take us to get release if I let him fuck me against the wall. I still needed to shower, maybe I could drag him into the shower with me, because I didn’t give a fuck about my morals in the moment.

“I may need the control, but how is yours doing?” He tilted his head. “Say the word and I’ll fuck you against every surface in this apartment. We can lock ourselves up here for days. I can train you to be a good little slut instead.” One of Adriel’s hands dragged along the waistband of my shorts. I arched, pushing my boobs out towards him. And he snapped. His head dived to wrap his soft lips around my nipple. His other hand wrapped around my waist and pulled me closer.

I moaned. He sucked and bit my nipple with no remorse. Adriel was going straight for the kill and how fitting that was for a man like him. It would have been too easy to give in, let him take me. To give myself something in this fucked up world that used me as a puppet. Give me the power over my life that I had in London. Adriel was a deadly addiction, that kiss had smashed the flood gate open and we were pouring our desires into each other. Even if we hated each other. Adriel was buried in pain and pleasure which gave me a chance to push him away. His teeth caught on my nipple as he released it from his jaw and glared at me. His cock was standing like a high mast. A small glimmer of pre-cum on the head. I hoped he was painfully hard.

“We have people waiting on us downstairs.” I whispered, smirking to myself. Adriel returned the smirk and shook his head. He stepped back and locked the door.

“You aren’t winning this.” He told me, closing the gap between us again. With a harsh pull of my flimsy vest, it tore in half. The straps hung loosely on my arms, not that it helped my modesty. My stomach was on show and my shorts were inches from showing everything. Adriel hooked his fingers into my shorts and pulled them off my hips, they dropped to the floor. All that stood between him and my warm cunt was a black thong. I didn’t move out of fear it would break the last thread. “Hmmm, just as fuckable as I remember.”

“You aren’t fucking me.” I scoffed, but I wanted him too. “Look at it all you want; it’s never going to be yours.”

“I don’t want to fuck you.” He whispered in my ear, nipping on my earlobe. “I want to ruin you. Now take off that thong and hand it to me.” He wrapped his hand around the back of my neck, my hair caught between his fingers. “Say ‘Yes, Sir.”

“Yes, Sir.” I rolled my eyes and pushed down my thong. I was nervous the first time he saw my body but being nervous wasn’t a help to me anymore. My thong fell onto the floor. “You have to let go if you want me to pick it up.” I smiled sarcastically in his face. Adriel tugged on my hair tighter. Obviously not I thought. I stepped out of the thong in the small space I had and bent down. Adriel moved with me. He held out his other hand for the skimpy underwear and I slapped the thong down into his palm. He curled his fist up, clutching the fabric like he couldn’t bare for it to disappear.

“How wet did I make you, Angel?” He smirked. I shook my head. “Get in the shower.” He ordered, letting go of my hair and stepped aside. I swallowed and walked stark naked to the shower. I stepped in. Adriel had an amazing shower but there was something about him watching me that changed that. Even though I questioned it as I squeezed my thighs together to feel the wetness on my skin.

I turned on the shower, the jet from above took a moment to warm up and I watched Adriel through the glass. One hand braced on the basin and the other lifting up towards his nose where my thong was still in his hand. He embraced the smell of my thong with his eyes shut. I should have been disgusted. I once had a boyfriend who had asked for my panties but it had never seemed erotic until I watched Adriel almost cum from sniffing my thong.

I turned to the side and pushed my head under the water, raising my hands to gather all my hair in the stream of water, which pushed out my breasts. I could feel his eyes burning into me. With my eyes closed, I managed to feel for the shampoo and put some in my hair. I expected him to climb into the shower with me every second that passed. For him to break free of his last slither of control. While massaging the shampoo into my scalp I heard something over the noise of the water. I flicked my eyes open and turned my head. I could faintly see him through the steamed glass.

My thong was wrapped around his hand with the tattooed skyline and that hand was around his thick cock. I nearly screamed, cursing in my hand. The hand he was using to wank was the same one he used to choke me. The temptation to dip my hand between my thighs was almost intolerable. He was fucking himself into my thong and I watched his defined muscles flex under his heavy breathing.

“Carry on, Angel.” He called out, rubbing his thumb over the angry head of his cock. “Before I fuck your mouth instead.” I was speechless as I washed out the shampoo. My mind was beyond conditioning when I had my heart set on giving Adriel a show. I squirted body wash on the sponge and began washing myself, taking my time as I glided over my perky nipples and looked at him. I was on the tip of collapsing and cumming right there in the shower. I wished I could take myself over the edge with my nipples so he didn’t have the satisfaction of knowing what he did to me.

I moved lower down my body, rubbing the soap studs over the curve of my hips and lower until I reached my cunt. Adriel’s fist got faster and I had no doubt that his grip was deadly tight. He demanded the lick of pain when he came. I moved the sponge exactly where I needed it, so my fingers could hit the right spot.

“Ahh.” I whined, giving myself some relief as I rubbed my clit. I spent longer washing my cunt than anywhere else and it was clear to Adriel what I was doing. He let out a moan loud enough that it echoed in the bathroom and I was confident that the whole apartment had heard him. I rolled my clit between my fingers harder, pushing myself against the wall and dropped the sponge. There was no point hiding it because I had done an awful job of it since I got into the shower anyway. Adriel was cursing and I heard him groan.

“Fuck, come on, Angel. Cum for me. Give me what I own.” I couldn’t fight his words because they sounded hotter than anything I had ever heard in my life. He truly wanted to own every part of me, including my orgasms. “Give it to me!” He growled, fisting himself harder.

I screamed as I came, falling on the wet ground and having to catch myself with one hand while I drove myself through the orgasm. I heard Adriel cumming at the same time with angry fucks and moans. I whimpered, spent and tired. I closed my eyes, taking deep breaths, finding my own control. When I heard footsteps, I opened my eyes again and I looked up from my place in the shower to see Adriel standing in front of me. I pushed back onto my knees. Kneeling in front of him.

Adriel dropped the cum stained thong into the shower in front of me, then gently leaned down. As if it were a piece of art, he rubbed his cum onto my lips. I watched him with wide eyes as he left the bathroom, leaving the door open so the cold air only perked my nipples again.
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I was thankful that I didn’t have to drive with Adriel, but driving with Ren wasn’t much better. We were almost an hour outside of New York, in the middle of nowhere and the only person talking was Evan. He never seemed to shut up. I expected Ren to lose his cool but my brother kept eyes on the road the entire time. What I was thankful for was when Evan was hungry and we stopped at a garage to fill up my brother’s Lexus and grab some snacks.

I attempted to ignore the presence of Adriel when we were parked, but as I chewed on a pack of Twizzlers, I swore I could still taste the salt from the cum Adriel had smeared over my lips. I couldn’t stop myself thinking about it and I would have been lying if I said it had no effect on me. Fuck him I kept saying to myself, but I truly wanted to. Against all my morals and I couldn’t figure out for the life of me why. How could I have wanted someone who had assaulted me, kidnapped me, made me an accomplice to murder, spanked me, choked me and used me as his personal sex toy. I was more than angry but that only fuelled my desire to slap him, then fuck him.

Adriel was smirking at me while he leant against his car as Ren drove past him. I clenched my fists, then dug my nails into my palm. The next few days were going to be hell, they would have been better if he wasn’t anywhere near me. In fact spending time with any of them was my idea of Hell on earth.

Another half an hour drive and Ren turned into the camp. At the entrance, there was a huge wooden sign. The name of the camp was engraved into the wood and it made my skin crawl. Alexandra the First’s Camp for the Gifted. My name was attached to the assassin grooming camp. Mom had said I’d been named after a powerful woman, was that her? It made sense that it was a woman in the Guild.

“Was I named after this camp?” I asked. Evan and Ren glanced at one another, daring each other to speak. “Well?” I sat up straight. Evan sighed and turned around in his seat.

“Alexandra was the first woman that ruled over the Guild. She put us on the map for every politician, businessman and crook. Everyone in the Underworld respects us because of her. But yeah, anyway, if you were Louie’s kid, you’d be Alexandra the Third.” I nodded, taking in the information and rested my head against the window.

The camp hadn’t been touched in years. The autumn leaves scattered the ground, picnic benches were placed by the main office, with a dusty reception sign hanging off the porch. Opposite there were a series of cabins that looked like they were falling in on themselves. I didn’t know where we would be staying if the roofs were falling through. In front of me there was a beautiful lake, I didn’t expect the sparkling blue water. In the centre of the water, there was a small island with a big tree creating shade over an area of water.

“When did this place close down?” I asked as Ren parked up beside the reception.

“Just after our class finished. We’re the only ones who come down here now. It’s a nice escape when things get rough.” I’d never heard Evan speak so softly. It was also the first time I had seen true emotion.

“Why would you come back to a place where you were groomed to be a killer?” I climbed out of the car at the same time as Evan. He laughed, shaking his head and readjusting the beanie on his head of pink hair.

“This isn’t where we learned all that. The murdering part was at places far darker than this. This place was literally a summer camp that taught us life skills to prepare. We have good memories here. You had good memories here.”

Adriel’s car came racing up to the cobbled parking lot beside Ren’s car. Evan dragged me away from the cars and towards the front porch of the reception. I gladly accepted the escape Evan provided me. His calmer demeanour was easier to deal with. I preferred to be with Evan than Adriel after the events that unfolded.

He stood with me on the porch and turned my body so I was looking out at the water. Then stepped behind me. I jumped when his hands covered my eyes. Instinctively I went to pull them away.

“Trust me.” He sighed. I scoffed.

“It’s hard to trust someone who I’ve seen set another person on fire.” I said.

“Would you have rather done it yourself? Take a deep breath. You’ve spent a lot of time here; you have all the memories, just let yourself remember. I’m going to help you.”

“Why?” I asked, trying to relax and not fidget.

“Because Lil Lex, you’re one of us. It also doesn’t seem like anyone else is up to help you. Unless you want Adriel to help?” I could hear the teasing running through his voice.

“No.” I snapped. “Can we just hurry up?”

“Okay, so we were six years old; it was your second year at camp, I think. Ren and I completely ditched you, so you had to find something to do. Think about standing at the shore.” He said quietly. I tried to drown out the chatter from near the cars, imagining the scene that Evan had asked of me. Evan was the only one willing to help me so I took what he was willing to give me. Anything that would help was more than welcome.

I could almost see how annoyed I was. My foot itched to stamp against the rickety wooden panels we were standing on. I remember being annoyed that Ren had just run off and left me. He had made a promise to Mom. I had felt pathetic, even though I was the older twin, that my brother thought I was a stupid girl.

“I sat at the shore, on the wet mud. I got my dress…dirty.” I whispered.

“Go on.”

“You and Ren were on one of the rafts with a member of staff. I wanted to go with you but-”

“We thought girls were stupid.” He added. I wanted to step back and step on his foot. “So what did you do?” I squeezed my eyes shut, even though Evan had covered my eyes.

“I found a catapult. And a rock. When I fired it, I managed to hit…you. On the head.”

“Caught me like a bitch.” He chuckled. “After that you gained a lot of friends. Then you were taken to the archery class.” I pulled his hands away from my eyes and turned around.

“I was the youngest. None of the older kids liked that I was good at it.” Evan grinned at me.

“You were more than good. You were amazing, as if you had been at it for years.” Evan leant against the wooden railing. “You should try this weekend. You’ll be surprised at what you achieve. There’s nothing morally wrong here, you were raised differently but you were raised by a man who knew this world too. So who knows what’s wrong and right. But you can’t change that now. You have to accept the cards you’ve been handed and play the game; else you’ll only end up burned.”

“By you?” Would he kill me? Would he be the one to do it if I said no? I couldn’t imagine burning to death.

“I’d never hurt you.” He frowned. “Not intentionally. You’re Ren’s sister.”

“And that’s the only reason you guys do any of this huh? Because me and Ren shared a womb. Ren doesn’t even care about me.”

“Things would have been different if you had stayed, but nothing can be done about that now.” He shrugged. “You should know that women are thought highly of in our world. They run almost everything, even our handler is a woman. Potentially, you could take over from Adriel when he comes into power. No one would stop you. Women are better at running things than men.” I was beginning to like the way the Guild thought of women. At least I wasn’t being treated like I was stupid because of it, even better it was an advantage.

“That’s because men think with their dicks.” I smirked, a laugh catching in my throat. In a few minutes I’d seen another side of Evan. It was natural, he almost made me feel like I was talking to a friend. Then I remembered he was probably told to, that it was all a ploy. The thought settled deep in my stomach, making me churn. I wrapped my arms around myself.

“Stop that.” Evan rolled his eyes. “Stop overthinking and own this-”

“Are you two done?” Francis called, cutting Evan off. I looked over to the cars. Adriel was already gone and so was Ren. Francis was waiting with my bag, his and Evan’s.

“Come on.” Evan smiled and walked off. I followed Evan back to the cars, a short few metres. I slung my bag over my shoulder and waited for the two guys to show me where we were going.

I walked behind Francis and Evan as we walked through the village of cabins. Windows were smashed, doors swung wide open. They were unloved and left to rot, so it surprised me when I saw the two-story cabin on the edge, overlooking the water. The wood was freshly waxed, the windows were shiny and new. The moment I saw it I felt warm.

“This was the councillor lodge.” Evan said. I nodded.

“Yeah, I remember.” The memories were waiting for me, I just had to want to remember. I was sure my brain would start to drag memories to the surface of my time in New York when I was younger.

“I’ll be in charge of your physical training, exercise, and hand to hand combat.” Francis spoke up. I swallowed. “It won’t happen overnight but Ren is going to teach you French.” I could see the positives of that, at least I would understand him at home. “Adriel is our weapon master, so he’ll be giving you gun training. We start this tomorrow morning, I need to know how much you can remember, instinct or otherwise.” This was it.

“Okay.” I accepted. I walked the steps of the cabin; the door was already open. Downstairs was everything you’d expect from a happy summer camp cabin, leaning towards the cottage. There was a beautiful open fireplace surrounded by deep red settees that had worn from age with various blankets and cushions. A small kitchenette on the other side. A staircase split the room in half, and that I guess led to beds and a bathroom.

I could hear Adriel and Ren talking upstairs, and I hated that Evan and Francis walked towards the voices. I followed them once again. Upstairs was an open space. Beds lined the wall and I spotted one door on the other side of the room. I counted the beds and almost cried out when I counted seven. Francis and Evan put their bags on two of the beds, next to Ren and Adriel who were sitting on their own. They had gone quiet when we came up. I took my chance to take the bed on the other side of the room and staircase, as far away as possible.

I looked over at Adriel, I wanted him to dare say something about where I was sleeping, dare him to tell me to sleep on the couch one more night because I might have bitten his head off. I put my bag on the end of the bed and sat down, crossing my legs. I unzipped my bag to take out my sketch pad, flipping through until I came to a fresh page, but I stopped when I came to the picture of the New York skyline. Adriel was staring at me when I glanced at him, leant forward on his knees, a side smirk on his lips.

He had won earlier; I’d been decimated during the battle. I hoped to win the war, thinking back to what Evan said. Women were highly thought of in their world, I could rob Adriel of his merry band of murderers, even if he would only rise higher again. At least I would have some power, control, and almost freedom.

There I went again though, accepting the cards that I had been dealt. The truth was I didn’t know where I stood any longer. I’d lost my home with my Dad, he had only used me to save himself and attempted to use me for information, which meant I had no home anymore. I couldn’t just go back to London like I had wanted to. A part of me wanted to build the relationship I never got to have with my Mom. I wanted to finish my degree. I didn’t know if that was going to be possible, although the boys were doing their own degrees. Could I be happy trapped in a world if they just let me follow the one dream I’d had since I was eleven.

“Lexie.” I broke eye contact with Adriel to look at Francis, he had never spoken so much to me before. It was unsettling. “If you need to change before we start then do it now. I know how hard it must be after your fun in the shower with Ade to take your eyes off him.” I burned the brightest red and whipped my head back to the smug cocky bastard.

“You told them?!” I growled. “You utter fucking manwhore.”

“Just Francis.” Adriel smirked. I glanced at Evan, who was hiding his laughter, then Ren who had his nose turned up.

“What the hell happened in the shower?” He glared at me. Of course I was to blame.

“Don’t fucking glare at me. It was all on your holy leader.” I stood up.

“Not from what I heard. You had fun, too right?” Francis poached at me again. “I mean that and the hickey, how hard are you falling?”

“I expected comments from Evan, not you.” I said. Francis pulled off his shirt to change for a loose-fitting vest.

“You don’t know me well enough to make those judgments.” Francis smirked. “Me and Evan are cut from the same cloth.” Great I thought, the quiet one only needed to get to know you better.

I stormed downstairs and left the cabin, taking my sketchbook and pencil with me. I would if my brain would remind me of any places to hide. Nothing came to mind, so instead I sat at one of the picnic benches nearby. The soft wind and chilling air helped me calm down. What I didn’t need was Ren to find me.

He slammed a large French dictionary on the table and a French copy of Great Expectations. I was curious to know how he knew it was one of my favourite books. Like always my brother was dressed to impress, a tight-fitting white shirt, a pair of black jeans, but his usual Grey coat had been swapped for a black one. Silently he slipped in front of me.

“I’m not in the mood.” I mumbled, returning to my design of a stable.

“You don’t have a choice. Mom got you this chance. This or death.” He clasped his hands together. I raised an eyebrow at him.

“Death would make your life easier. I promise to let you do it if it’s fast.” I couldn’t believe the words spewing from my mouth. Part of me worried he would take the opportunity.

“Killing you would make an awful mess, and I’m not talking about a body and blood. Mom would be hurt. Frankly, I won’t let you hurt her again.”

“You say it as if I had a choice in the matter. I was kidnapped.” It was the first time I had openly admitted to it. I didn’t even know if your parent taking you away would be considered as kidnapping.

“You brought it on yourself. You brought all of this on yourself.” He snapped. “And you’re only making things worse by fucking around with Adriel.” I scoffed.

“Are you jealous or something? Are you secretly in love with your best friend? Tragic.” I drawled. Ren shook his head.

“My preference is women. Evan is the one who dabbles for both teams, so he’s the one you’ll have to worry about for competition.”

“What about Rayne?” I asked out of curiosity.

“Rayne is a friend. She’s not your competition. She wouldn’t be even if she and Adriel were something, because you and Adriel aren’t a thing.” Teasing my twin was too easy, so I decided to take it a step further.

“I think that’s between me and Adriel isn’t it?” There was nothing between Adriel and I, except a burning hatred but my brother didn’t have to know that.

“Bonjour, je m’appelle Lawrence.” My brother spoke.

“Fuck off.”

“We are only speaking French from now on.”

“Va te faire foutre.” I replied. Go fuck yourself, brother I thought to myself.
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“Again.” Francis growled, holding up the sparring pads.

I’d been up with the sun. Evan had tipped a cup of cold water over me and I woke up screaming. I’d spent three hours with Ren the day before learning French, then sat in the corner during the night while the idiots drank beer and laughed. It had been a strange experience, to see them relax. Even Adriel had broken free of the cold posture. For a moment when I looked at them, I didn’t see killers, I just saw normal college guys. It had all disappeared by the time I had woken up.

Sleeping in an actual bed had done wonders for my joints and muscles, but I needed much longer in bed to feel recovered. I was surprised that I had fallen asleep so quickly when I knew I was going to be sleeping in the same room as Adriel. He hadn’t taken his eyes off me the entire morning, which put me off. At least that’s what I told myself, but I was no fighter. I didn’t see how I was meant to manage five years of training in three days when I sucked.

I glared at Francis; I was so sick of this bullshit already. He had already put me through my paces yesterday. I remembered nothing. I had no instincts when it came to a fight. All I had was a chance.

So I chanced it, I threw my wrapped hands, directly aiming for his face. I didn’t see his reaction coming. Before I could land a hit, Francis dropped the pads and my arm was twisted behind my back. I called out in pain. The pain drew me to the floor and Francis fell down to his knees with me.

“Don’t try and get one over on me.” He said.

“Let me go.” I huffed, breathing through the pain in my shoulder and elbow. Francis let me go and I rolled onto my back. I glared up at him. “This is pointless. All it’s doing is pissing me off. It’s impossible.”

“You’re not even trying.” I tried, but fighting wasn’t my thing. I thought it made more sense to work on the things I was apparently so good at. I closed my eyes and counted to ten in my head. Every time I snapped back it gave them what they wanted. I had to stop myself from doing it.

“I am trying, you can’t expect me to pick things up in a few hours.”

“You’ve always done so-” I sat up with heat burning in my gut.

“No!” I shouted. “I’m not a child. I don’t learn things so easily. Everyone needs to stop thinking that I’m that same person. I grew up alone, in new places almost every year, all I had was myself. I learnt to do things that were solitary. I draw fucking houses! What part of that says I’m going to be able to knock down a man who is twice my size and with years of training. You’re being an asshole!”

“That’s enough.” Adriel’s voice boomed. I turned my head, Adriel stood with his arms crossed over his chest. “We’re moving on. Let’s see if you’ve retained any skills. When was the last time you fired an arrow?” I shrugged.

“Probably the last time I was here? Dad never let me do any of this stuff.” Part of me wondered why, if he cared enough not to want this life for me.

Adriel and Francis took me to a field past the lodge we were staying in. A line of archery targets were lined up, the colours faded and various holes. Adriel took the bag off his shoulder and pulled out a solid wooden bow, an arm guard and a set of arrows. He thrusted them into my hand and I was clueless. How was I six and doing this?

I ran my eyes over the bow, upper limb, lower limb, string, nock, grip. I listed off the parts in my head, as easy as riding a bike, shocking myself. I placed my fingers around the grip.

“Just imagine it’s Adriel’s head.” I whispered, stepping away from them.

“I heard that, Angel.” I placed the bow and arrows between my legs and strapped on the arm grip, then stood myself on a patch of barren dirt. I took an arrow out and put the rest on the floor. When I went to nock the arrow, I heard someone come up behind me. I threw a glance over my shoulder. Ren and Evan had joined the other two. All four had their eyes on me. The pressure intensified as my hands became sweaty. I took a deep breath.

Easy as riding a bike I repeated over and over in my head. I lifted the bow, closed one eye to help me aim and pulled back the arrow. My hands trembled for a moment and I took deep breaths to calm myself down. Then I fired. I didn’t need the laughter when my arrow bounced off the corner and fell to the floor.

“Well, she ain’t Hawkeye.” Evan laughed.

“Maybe you can’t teach a dog new tricks after all. Best we tell Louie she’s a lost cause and we can dump her in the lake after we chop her up.” Francis chuckled. “Ow, you fuck.” I smiled, knowing someone had whacked him. I picked up another arrow, looking down at the floor and grinding my feet into the floor for grip. Then I nocked the arrow and raised my arm again. Adriel’s head I told myself.

“You’re dropping your elbow.” Ren called. I was taken aback when my brother offered me the advice. I pulled up my elbow and aimed again.

“Un, deux, trois.” I counted and let the arrow go. It hit the red centre. In the middle. Bullseyes. I couldn’t help myself to jump up and down, cheering for myself. I screamed when I was picked up from behind and spun around. The small ghost tattoo on his arm calmed me down, as Evan cheered into my ear.

“I told you!” He shouted.

“Put her down.” Adriel shouted. “Go again. Flukes are easy to come by.” Evan did as he was ordered and I was put on the ground again. I smiled at Evan, giving him a subtle friendly nod which he returned.

This time I picked the arrows and placed them on my back so they were easier to reach. I took the same steps, stance, grip, nock, elbow then aim, firing again. It landed right beside my other arrow. I did it again and again, until I reached back to no arrows. I turned to the boys. Francis was gone but the other three stood emotionless, even Evan who had celebrated with me minutes ago. I locked eyes with Adriel, his cold leader stance hadn’t changed. However, I wanted to believe that I saw a glimpse of pride in his eyes. My eyes went lower, curious, and I was right Adriel stood there with a semi. He got off on the strangest things, he probably got off on killing people too.

Francis returned with a large, padded frame under his arm. He knocked my shoulder when he walked past me. I watched as he placed whatever it was in front of the target, after yanking out the arrows. It was a body, a shape of a body with various target points, because that would be my real target if I were ever to do this. A human. Someone living, breathing. Someone who could bleed and die. The excitement drained from me when I was hit with the truth.

“Hit every pressure point. Until you’re perfect ten times over.” Adriel ordered. I looked over at him. I wanted to say no, that I needed a minute. I needed to stop myself from emptying my stomach onto the dying grass. Francis put my bows back in my quiver and re-joined the boys.

“Then am I done?” I asked.

“You’re done when I say you’re done.” He retorted. “Now fire. You wanted something you could do and you got it, so do it. Unless you live to be a disappointment.”

I took a bow from the quiver, took my stance and fired. My elbow remembering where it needed to be. I hit the human-shaped target in the left knee. I fired again in the right knee. If it were a real person they would have been brought to their knees. Their head in the perfect spot to kill. I could kill someone so easily. I shook my head, taking another arrow.

I fired again, hitting the red circle on the stomach, the shoulder, then the neck. Leaving the head last. I faltered. Froze.

“If you’re worrying that it would be the killing blow, you’re wrong, they’ve been bleeding out since you punctured their lung. Then you hit their jugular.” Adriel said.

“If you don’t shut up, I’ll hit yours.” I snapped. “Maybe then I’ll get some peace and quiet.” Becoming a killer so Adriel would be gone from my life sounded good and bad. I’d almost miss him if he died. I took a deep breath shaking the thought from my head and raised my bow. I pulled back my arrow, inhaling, and let go, exhaling. The arrow hit directly in the centre of the target’s head. Bullseyes. Before I could take another breath, I was ordered to go again.

I must have done it more than ten times. The sun was setting when my fingers were numb from the cold. My arm tired, muscles aching in my back, shoulders and legs. Evan and Francis had gone to prepare dinner. Ren disappeared soon after. It was hard to concentrate when it was just the two of us.

As I raised my arrow again, his arm snaked around my front, pulling me in.

“I think my Angel just started falling.” He whispered, brushing my hair over my shoulder, exposing my neck. “You started disassociating about an hour ago. All you can see is your target. Your pupils are blown and I don’t think at this moment you would realise if I replaced the target with a real person as long as red marked the spot.” His lips attached to the side of my neck and I dropped the bow. I placed my hand over his on my stomach, leaning into him. Too cold to ignore or fight the warmth he was giving me. I pressed myself up against him. I felt the bulge I had spotted hours ago. It must have been painful.

“I might be falling; I might be an Angel. But I am certainly not yours.” I whispered. Adriel bit down on the soft spot on my neck. I swore under my breath.

“One day you won’t be able to deny it anymore.” He made another mark on my neck. I didn’t need more hickeys on show.

“Why are you so determined to make me yours? You hate me. I hate you.” I spoke, relaxing into his solid chest.

“Because you’re a part of my life that I can’t control. And I need to. Destroying you brings me a pleasure you can’t understand. Then after you’re nothing but a shell. I can make you into exactly what I want.”

“This is the twenty-first century.” I scoffed. Destroy me, that’s what my heart said. Take all of me and make me forget all the noise in my head.

“Don’t you want to know what I want?” He whispered in my ear, nipping my ear lobe. His other hand grazed my chest, sliding up towards my tender neck.

“Enlighten me.”

“I want you bloody, angry, vengeful. I want your angel wings to break and you to fall. Down and down until you look up from on your knees, and I see a Queen.” He tightened his fingers around my neck. “Let me break you.” A Queen. Even I couldn’t deny this was a turn on, because between my thighs I was hot, and wet. Beginning to think with my cunt again.

“You told me once I was just like all the other girls. So why pick me to be a Queen?” I asked, leaning into him to take some pressure off my neck.

“Because you started to slip off the edge and now, I have the urge to push you.”

“I won’t be your puppet.” I whispered.

“I didn’t ask you to be a puppet.” He retorted. “I’ll give you until the end of the weekend to decide. You’re done for the day, go shower and get ready for dinner.” He released me and I turned around to face him, looking up at his alluring dark eyes. The sun had almost set and the shadows cast over his face, only made him more sinful. I pushed myself up on my toes, wrapping my arms around his neck. He was taken back for a moment until I pressed my lips against his.

Both of his hands cupped my ass holding me against his hard-on. Slowly I ground against it while our tongues fucked. Kissing him was like stopping breathing, but the lack of air was the type of pain I wanted. I dragged myself away, leaning back in his grip.

“Maybe I don’t need you to be a Queen.” I smirked. I pulled myself out of his grip and started to walk back to the house, leaving Adriel hanging. And myself.

I was sure to lock the door when I was in the bathroom and wedge a piece of discarded wood under the door. I didn’t trust any of the boys. I certainly didn’t trust Adriel out of them all. I soaked in the bathtub. It wasn’t as big as I would have liked but having to curl myself up made me feel safer.

I hated him. I did. Yet, against all odds I wanted to be the girl he asked of me. A Queen. I’d already considered being the Elite team leader, so why not their Queen. I hadn’t been raised in this world but I was beginning to feel more and more at home. Adriel was driving my hormones insane, I thought about him pressed up against me, the taste of his lips, his cock hard and thick, and the taste of his cum. Insatiable was the definition of how I felt. I wondered if a hate fuck would take it all away. If it did I would never fuck him again. I liked the way it felt, when we were burning with hate.

I braided my hair, and applied moisturiser, changing into a pair of black joggers and a hoodie. I paired it with a pair of thick socks and trainers then walked down the stairs. The boys were on the front porch, gathered around the grill that Evan was cooking at. I sat myself on the steps a few metres away from them. For once it didn’t go quiet when I was around. Evan was talking about a couple he fucked last week, taking me by surprise.

“I forgot how much I love fucking couples.” He groaned. I turned my body and leant against the railing to watch the scene unfold.

“Were you a good little bottom, and got your arse fucked into next week?” Adriel teased, leaning over to ruffle Evan’s outgrowing pink hair. Evan growled and nudged him away with the tongs.

“I’ll teach you who the fucking bottom is.” Evan glared. I burst out laughing, clutching my stomach. The four of them turned to look at me. All of them with wide eyes and dropped jaws. I wiped under my eyes, choking when I tried to calm myself down.

“Sorry. I just…” I coughed, giggling. “The image in my head. I think I’d pay to watch.” Evan was shorter and smaller than Adriel, the thought of Adriel getting his ass fucked, considering how much of an alpha male he was. Adriel locked eyes with me and I only giggled again as he took a swig of his beer.

“Keep laughing, Angel. I’d love to take you over my knee again.” My laughter ceased. I blushed red and lowered my eyes to the floor. Ren pushed himself off the wall.

“Seriously, keep your kinky shit away from my sister.” Sometimes Ren confused the fuck out of me. Acting like my brother one minute and then pretending I didn’t exist the next.

“Your sister happens to love my kinky shit, don’t you Angel?” I looked up. Adriel was smirking at me, playing with me his eyes glimmered. Ganging up against Ren seemed like my cup of tea.

“Yes, sir.” I replied.

“What the fuck?” Ren gagged. “I don’t need to hear that. It’s fucking gross. You’re my damn sister.”

“So now I’m your sister?” I snapped. Ren didn’t answer me. “What? Now I don’t exist again? How about we keep it that way because I don’t like you much either.”

“Va te faire foutre.” He rolled his eyes.

“In case you didn’t know that means go fuck yourself.” Francis winked.

“I know what it means.” I growled. I stood up, folding my arms over my chest. “You’re still holding onto something. There’s a reason why you’re being such a prick, so just fucking tell me!” I screamed. Everyone was silent, it was a cliche moment where you could only hear an owl. Ren necked down his bottle of beer. “Lawrence.”

“Tell her.” Adriel said, leaning against the railing. Evan had taken his attention off the food to watch the excitement unfold.

“Fuck you.” He said, grabbing another bear from the cool box.

“That was an order.” Adriel stood straight. Ren and Adriel started each other down. The tension could be cut with a knife. I took glances at Francis and Evan. Evan shook his head at me, warning me not to say anything, not to move. “Lawrence.” Adriel growled.

Ren turned to me and my stomach churned. The look in his eye proved how much he hated me, it burned and rotted.

“Georgia almost died because of what you did.”
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“What?” I whispered. I had no idea what I had done, but my heart thumped. Ren threw the bottle across the porch. The bottle shattered into a hundred pieces, a piece hitting my cheek.

“I knew. I always knew about Mom and Georgia. They didn’t know I knew, but I found them one day. A year before you did. And I saw Mom laugh.” Ren’s voice cracked, his resolve breaking. “She was so fucking happy. I was happy for her. Dad was also a fucking arsehole. She was miserable around him but with Georgia she was the happiest I’ve ever seen her.”

“What has this got to do with me?” I snapped. Bile rumbled in my throat. Ren chuckled darkly, shaking his head.

“You saw them. And you told him. Dad never found out about Mom and Georgia. You did and you told him. He did a lot of fucking things after that, but what he did to Mom and Georgia was the worst of it. They won’t blame you for what happened but I will. Daddy’s perfect little princess.” He snarled, stepping towards me. Francis jumped out to stop him from coming towards me. Tears rolled down my cheek, swallowing was painful and dry.

I barely remembered the weeks in between seeing Mom and Georgia kiss and leaving with Dad. I had suppressed so much of my New York life. Maybe I was to blame for everything that happened. Ren had kept his mouth shut and we stayed together. Leaving New York, being kidnapped was my fault, Dad had been angry and took me as punishment against Mom. I caused my own kidnapping. What else had I caused?

“What happened then?” I swallowed, the pins cutting my throat. Tears were rolling from his eyes; I had never seen so much emotion on his face than in that moment.

“He cut the brakes on Mom and Georgia’s cars. Either would do the job he thought. The car collided at the lights. There was a huge pile-up. Paramedics lost Mom once on the way to the hospital. They lost Georgia twice on the table. Mom was planning to leave with Georgia and us. They had been planning it for years, and started looking into having a baby of their own. And you almost killed Georgia because you couldn’t keep your mouth shut. It almost killed Mom! She was broken!” He shouted. I shook my head.

“I was seven.” I whispered. “I didn’t know any better.” Ren chuckled darkly again, pulling at his hair.

“I was fucking seven too and I managed!” He exclaimed.

Mom and Georgia had always been in love, and Mom nearly lost her because of me. I spoke to Dad, because I was confused. I hadn’t understood what I had seen. I hadn’t meant to hurt anyone, I was a child. Dad had been angry; I could also hear the smashing of glass in his office. He never gave me any answers, he just flipped out.

The next day everything was normal, but I guessed that was when he was making plans to take me, steal the documents and hurt… Mom. Kill her. It was my fault. I should have asked Ren before going to Dad. I could have prevented it all.

“I have to go.” I whispered. I wrapped my arms around myself and turned around, walking in the dark. No one called after me, no one chased me. I was glad because I needed time alone. I was thankful that I had my phone with me to use as a light.

I found myself back at the reception. By the cars. I tried the handle of the Lexus, it was locked. I suspected so. I thought there was no point trying Adriel’s fancy sports car. Only when it opened my mouth dropped. I bent down. The keys were in the tray. All I had to do was press the button. I stood back up, using my light to shine around me, knowing any of them could have easily followed me anyway without me noticing. There was no sign of anything, at least not what I could see.

I climbed into the car, and as soon as the door was shut, I locked the doors. My heart was racing, thumping, I was free. I didn’t know what that meant. What I was meant to do next because I didn’t have anyone in my corner. Except for Naila. I quickly pulled up her address and put my phone in the tray so I could see. With one press of a button the engine whirled to life. If I hadn’t been trying to fight back tears then I would have cheered.

I looked behind me to reverse then revved the engine, knowing they would hear it but they wouldn’t be able to get here before I was gone. I sped down the winding road.

“Fuck!” I screamed, clutching the steering wheel until my knuckles turned white.

Two hours was a long time back to New York. I was thankful I had charged my phone and that I wasn’t going to end up lost. Ren had hated me all that time because I had almost killed Mom and Georgia. In fact at one point they were dead. I could have lost Mom. I could have lost Georgia. They were always so happy. How were they so happy after what they had lost? How could Mom bear to be around me? I had to push back my tears every time they threatened to fall.

The drive had been a good way to think about something else. While I was driving, I had to think about the road, not how much I hated myself. Adriel was right. I was falling. Hard. I was about to hit the ground with such speed there wouldn’t be much left of me to build up again. I didn’t deserve to even be a Monster’s Queen. I didn’t deserve anything. I wished Adriel had just killed me the night he found me in David’s bed.

When I arrived back in New York I was thankful. I changed my maps to avoid the busy traffic, so instead I was taken through scenic estates. The quiet street made my skin prickle. Looking at the house before me something was familiar, something I couldn’t put my finger on until I was driving past the house.

The walls surrounding it seemed smaller now that I was older. I pulled over in front of the house next door. I grabbed the keys and my phone in a daze, looking back at the house behind me. I climbed out into the Winter chill, locking the car behind me. The headlights flashed and I walked towards the house gates. The iron gates had begun to rust, but stood sturdy. The plaque on the pillar still had the name Quinn carved into it. Mom’s childhood home, my childhood home. She would never get rid of the place even if it began to crumble, even if the memories it held were tainted.

My fingers grazed over the keypad and I tried the obvious code first, mine and Ren’s birthday. Mom was predictable because the gates whirled, mechanisms churned. I jumped when my phone began to ring. Adriel’s name flashing up on the screen. I rejected the call, switching my phone to ‘do not disturb’ as I took my first steps into my childhood home.

The moon was out in full force now, shining down on the house. It was more or less abandoned but I could still appreciate the beauty of the architecture. Tall pillars, red brick, circular windows in the attic, large bay windows in the front.

Ren and I were lucky to have as much space as we did growing up. There was a large garden surrounding most of the house. The closer I got the more I wanted to throw up.

I remembered the night Dad and I left. It was in the middle of the night. He had told me it was a game, snuck us down to the gate, and there was a car waiting for us. He allowed me to call Mom at the airport, I suspected now it was to torment her. I couldn’t bring myself to walk to the front door. The echoes of my crying and sniffling as I was dragged out of the house haunted me. We probably left after the brakes were cut on the cars. After he planned to kill my Mom. He had promised me everything was going to be okay, that we would be happier. That what Mom had done was wrong and she had to be punished. I was beginning to remember the details I had suppressed.

I walked around the house, trying to keep my distance. I didn’t need a trip to the ghost house to remind me of the mess I had of everything.

I had always loved the huge thick tree in the back garden. As soon as Ren and I tried to start climbing Mom had got a treehouse built in the branches. I never got as high as him when it was a plain old tree, I tried and I had fallen. The fall had been the beginning of my fear of heights.

I remember spending almost every day in there, it had helped me subdue my fear of heights. Ren and I used to pretend we had fallen asleep up there, but Mom or Georgia used to tickle us and we would giggle instantly. Georgia was always around. Ren had been right, because when she was, we were happier. All of us. Most of the time it was almost as if Dad wasn’t a part of the family at all. Deuxième mère. Ren called Georgia his second mother. Georgia had always been there for him; she had been there for me. She was still there for me, she cooked for me, brought me clothes, gave me a purpose in the house. And I’d caused her indescribable pain.

The slats of wood were still nailed to the tree, leading up to the tree house. I wiped my sweaty hands on my joggers, then climbed. My arms ached as I pulled myself up the ladder. I tried not to look down, the thought of me falling made me shake. I pushed myself up into the tree house itself and lay on my back, catching my breath.

Glow in the dark stars were placed all over the ceiling of the small room. Another thing that seemed smaller. There were drawings on the wall, which faded into spray paint. All of their names were sprayed on the wall. Ren had made it his own space but he had never taken down the stars I begged for.

I sat up and sat against the wall, head between my legs and I cried. I screamed, I let everything out. I end up curled in a ball weeping and sniffling. My fingers danced over the call button for Mom because she needed to know how sorry I was. I was so sorry.

I fell asleep, curled up, buried into my hoodie. I dreamt. I dreamt of being in the car with Mom and Georgia. Reliving the moments of a crash over and over again. The car too crushed for me to move. Mom and Georgia didn’t move, they had reached out for each other in those final moments. I lay there with their dead bodies, and no one came to help us.

I forced myself out of the nightmare, crying out as I opened my eyes. My head should have been lying on the damp wood, not denim. My hair was being brushed along with a soothing shush. I looked up. Ren. He was looking down at me with red glassy eyes, still drunk. How long had I been out? How had he found me? I sat up and turned towards him. My eyes watering again. I was too weak to hide it, too tired.

“Ren.” I croaked, my mouth was dry and crackly. “I’m so sorry.” I sobbed, covering my mouth. Ren swallowed and reached out. I froze when he pulled me into his body. My twin wrapped his arms around me, holding me against his chest.

“I know. I’m sorry too. It wasn’t your fault.” He whispered, rocking me. “It wasn’t your fault. I shouldn’t have said that. I shouldn’t have held that against you. You’ve needed me and I haven’t been there.”

“I told Dad.” I cried.

“It was a normal reaction, shhh, come on. Everything is okay.”

“It’s my fault Georgia nearly died. I ruined everything.” I wept. Ren stroked my head.

“No. Vernon did that.” He rubbed my back.

“I want him dead.” I whispered, swallowing my tears. “For everything he has done. I want to kill him.”

“We’ll do it together.” Ren whispered, then kissed the top of my head. I wrapped my arms around my brother. He was more my brother than he had ever been as we swore to kill our Dad for all the pain he had caused us. I snuggled myself closer for warmth and Ren lay his head on top of mine.

Tuer ou être tué. Kill or be killed, indeed.








  
  
  Chapter Twenty-Two

  
  







Ren stood behind me while I climbed down. We hadn’t spoken much, but there was an unspoken settlement between us. A truce. We were a far way from being okay, there was a lot for us to work on before we could truly call each other brother and sister again. The foundation had been laid. The promise to kill our father together.

“Ren.” I croaked softly and turned around to look at him. He tucked his hands in his pockets.

“Yeah?”

“I’d really like to go see Mom.” His pain painted his eyes. I wrapped my arms around my body. “Please.”

“Yeah.” He rubbed his face, in an attempt to sober himself up. “I’m not sober enough to drive. Ummm, Evan drove me here in my car, and took Ade’s back. Can you drive?” I nodded.

“But I have Adriel’s keys.” I said as we started to walk across the grass.

“He has spares. He is also pissed at you.” Which terrified and excited me at the same time. Fighting with Adriel was a blessing, because when I was with Adriel, I got to bury all everything that was happening.

“Why did you come after me?” I asked, ignoring his comment about Adriel. I was more curious about Ren than Adriel.

“Evan and Adriel talked some sense into me. They knew I needed to get it out in the open and I wouldn’t do it unless I was drunk, you pissed me off, and then Adriel sent me over the edge.” They knew my brother well, better than me. I wish I had known that weeks ago. It would have saved me a lot of frustration. There was silence for a moment. “We’re taught how to mask emotions. You can’t do the job if you’re ruled by emotions. So I bottled everything up. Told myself that if I let you in, I risked Mom getting hurt again.”

“You were a prick to me.” I said as we walked along the grass.

“I was.” He swallowed. “I’ve lived my life seeing Mom cry and it was always because of you. I didn’t care that it wasn’t entirely your fault. I needed someone to blame. I guess part of me hated you for leaving me, I wish you would have screamed out for me that night and it could have been avoided.”

“I didn’t know until it was too late. I still don’t understand why he didn’t take both of us.” We came off the grass onto the driveway.

“Neither do I. Mom tells me the same thing but there’s a part of me that thinks she’s still keeping something to herself.” He admitted. Ren seemed all-knowing, if he didn’t know something then it must be big. When we reached the gates, I grabbed his arm, pulling him to a stop.

“You know being a shoulder to cry on doesn’t fix everything right? You can’t just blame me for everything, tell me you would kill me, be an asshole, say sorry and then expect us to be the kind of twins that finish each other’s sentences.”

“I think we escaped being those kinds of twins.” He gave a half-smile. “I tried my hardest to hate you, but there were times I slipped, like when I saw how scared you were about falling, watching David being burned, part of me got overprotective when I saw something happening between you and Adriel though, I only have myself to blame. That night he came and got you, I asked him to look after you, that you were still my sister.”

“I heard you call him.” I mumbled.

“Look I don’t expect you to ever forgive me. I wouldn’t forgive you if the tables were turned, but things can be better, improve. We can try. There was still some part of me that loved you in a fucked up kind of way. Now that everything’s out in the open it’s different.”

“Yeah, we can try.” I agreed. I walked off towards the car before I started to cry again.

I climbed into the driver’s seat of the car. Ren closed the iron gates and climbed into the passenger’s seat. I started the car and pulled off. It was a strange feeling driving a big vehicle after driving the light and fast sport’s car only hours ago. I enjoyed the speed I was able to go at, but I doubted that Adriel would let me anywhere near the car again.

Being around Ren and not feeling thick tension was a strange concept that I never thought I would experience again. Things weren’t magically fixed; we weren’t going to be what was considered normal for brother and sister. There was a chance though that we could create our own kind of normal.

The car journey was silent. Neither of us daring to push anything too soon.

“Am I even allowed to be here? Considering all that shit with Adriel ‘claiming’ me.” I asked him as we climbed out of the car. Ren nodded and slammed his door shut, tucking his hands into his coat pockets.

“You’re safe, don’t worry. It’s one a.m, so they are probably in bed.” He said as we walked onto the street and headed for our front door. The closer we got, the sweater my palms became and I took deep breaths as I walked up the stairs. Ren unlocked the door. All the foyer lights were turned off, and there wasn’t a sound coming from anywhere in the house. I flicked the switch on and kicked off my shoes, heading straight for the stairs.

The smell of Jasmine was home. New York was Home. Home was where Mom was, where Ren was, where Georgia was. And Naila. I refused to ever move again. I’d spent almost all my life drawing my dream home and it was already waiting for me. I raced up the stairs, glad that Mom and Georgia had taken the first floor.

“Mom!” I called. “Mom! Georgia!” I shouted as I reached the top of the stairs.

Their bedroom door was open and I saw the lamp flickering on. I stood in the doorway, holding on to the frame. Mom had her legs swung over the side of the bed in a set of silky vest and wide leg trousers. Georgia yawned and rubbed her eyes.

My heart fractured again when I saw them. Even if it wasn’t entirely my fault, I had set off the chain of events. I didn’t deserve either of them. My legs were weak beneath me.

“Baby Girl? Why are you home?” Mom frowned. I threw myself forward, crossing the large bedroom. I stumbled onto the bed and wrapped my arms around my mom sobbing again.

“I’m so sorry. I’m so sorry.” I repeated. Mom wrapped her arms around me and kissed my head.

“What are you talking about? What happened?”

“I told her about the crash.” Ren answered. Mom hardened under me and I was scared for a moment she would chuck me off her. Instead, she held me tighter.

“Lawrence.” Mom sighed. I pulled back from our Mom and looked over at Georgia, wiping under my eyes. Her eyes were glazed, she was trying not to cry. I crawled over the bed, sitting on my knees and I wrapped my arms around her.

“I’m sorry, Georgia.” I whispered, tears free-flowing. Georgia rubbed my back.

“Don’t ever blame yourself, belle.” She whispered. Her English was slurred and imperfect.

“I’m going to kill him.” I mumbled, holding her tighter. “He’s not going to hurt you or Mom again.” Georgia pulled away and cupped my cheek wiping away my tears. Her own tears staining her face.

“He hurt you too, Alexandra. He took you from your home. Kill him for you, not me.” She smiled.

“For both of us, deuxième mère.” Georgia broke out in a smile, brushing back my messy hair. It was the title she had always deserved. In a perfect world, I didn’t have a Dad, I had a Mom and a Georgia. My heart thumped out of jealousy that Ren got to live that life.

“La fille.” Daughter. I nodded and hugged her again. I felt the weight of the bed move, knowing that Ren had sat himself on the bed. Mom shuffled in closer to Georgia and me, wrapping her arm around the back of her wife.

“Come here, Lawrence.” She ordered. My brother moved in closer.

We had peace for a moment. We were a happy family. We stayed there just relishing in each other’s company. Ren was growing more uncomfortable by the minute, being coddled by his mothers, and I found joy in his suffering. I hadn’t forgiven everything he had said, but we had a start.

It was one piece of my life I had managed to fix or begin to. It was just the tip of the iceberg though, and the iceberg had flipped.
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I fell asleep in my bed. The smell of my own sheets, sinking into the mattress and into oblivion. It gave me time to think. If I were to kill my Dad, Vernon, then the deal that I was being offered seemed like my best choice. Louie had told me I was to be trained. That was for his purposes, but I decided I’d accept. I would work hard but not for his benefit. It would be for my own. I refused to miss when I got my chance to kill Vernon.

I got dressed with a purpose, even though it was getting colder by the day, I wore a full wrap black silk dress that tied at my waist. Under the dress was the main attraction. A red last push up bra and matching high leg panties, that made me look taller. Paired with a pair of black heels with a cord that wrapped around my ankle and tied at the back. I took my time to curl my dark ginger hair and apply my make-up. I realised I hadn’t taken so much time on my appearance since my date from hell with David.

I walked downstairs just before midday. I expected the kitchen to be empty, I wanted it to be empty so I didn’t have to explain where I was going. Georgia was sitting beside Mom at the breakfast bar and Ren was on the opposite side dressed in his smart casual clothes. Mom was the one who called me back as I tried to sneak past. I stepped backwards, just poking my head into the kitchen.

“Yes?” I smiled.

“Where are you going?” She raised an eyebrow. I opened and closed my mouth, before sighing and stepping into the kitchen.

“I have an errand to run.” I said. Ren narrowed his eyes at me, taking in my appearance.

“An errand dressed up like that?” She questioned. I rolled my eyes.

“I’m about to pull the nineteen card on you, Mom. It’s important, trust me.”

“Let her go, Mom.” Ren laughed and I furrowed my brows at him. The laughter was fake so he was playing at something. The fucker I thought. He was playing the Mommy’s boy card to distract her. My brother didn’t laugh like that, happy and giddy. I could have given him a round of applause for his act. “She’ll be fine. She has always been the sensible one.” He turned to me. “You’ll need my car for the gate.” I blushed knowing that Ren had figured out where I was going.

“Thanks.” I gave him a small nod and he returned it. An understanding. “Okay, well I’m going to get going. Love you Mom. Ummm, je t’aime, Georgia?”

“Almost perfect.” She smiled.

“Bye!” I called walking off.

I unhooked the Lexus keys from beside the door and headed out, texting Naila to meet me for lunch on Monday. My finger hovered over Adriel’s name. I wondered if I should call the monster or not before turning up. There was a chance if I called, I would sound like a blathering idiot instead of sexy. I locked my phone again and walked towards the garage.

My drive to Adriel’s seemed longer than I remembered. At one point I was worried that I had gotten myself lost. I kept having to wipe my hands because they were sweating. I had to turn up the air con out of fear I would sweat my make-up off.

“What the fuck am I doing?” I asked myself as I sat in front of the gates. The gates opened automatically for Ren’s car, I guessed there was a sensor that read the number plate. Part of me hoped that it didn’t alert Adriel that I was here. I pulled up next to his motorbike. I pulled down the sun shield and checked my lipstick in the mirror before I got out. I left my phone behind in the passenger’s seat after texting Naila back again.

Walking the stairs to the loft seemed to take longer than usual, I couldn’t figure out if it were nerves or the heels that were killing my feet. Standing at the front door had never been more terrifying, thoughts of his Red Room came to the front. Fuck. Would he use any of that on me? Did I want him to use any of it on me? I squeezed my thighs together as I wrapped my hand around the door handle.

“Pull yourself together. You want this. You didn’t have to come.” I told myself. I opened the door and walked into the hallway, letting the door shut behind me.

“Adriel?!” I called. “Are you here?” The door was unlocked, he had to be somewhere. I walked out into the main living area. I peered into the kitchen, thinking maybe he had a girl sucking him off. I hated that there was a part of me that was glad there wasn’t. I huffed throwing myself down on the couch. I was too nervous to go upstairs, in case he did have a guest. Another girl. Maybe he had found another girl to push.

“Well, look what the cat dragged in.” I looked up. Adriel had taken his place at the walkway railings. Hands braced, showing off the lines of his toned body. His hair covered his forehead in messy waves, a pair of grey joggers were low on hips, meaning that I could see the V guiding down.

I stood up, wiping my hands on my dress. I craned my neck up.

“Before you tear me a new one about the car, we need to talk.” I folded my arms over my chest. Adriel raised an eyebrow at me.

“You don’t give the orders around here, Angel.” He chuckled.

“It’s Sunday. End of the weekend.” I swallowed. I walked up the stairs, dropping my arms to my side and. I took deep breaths as I got closer to him. Adriel turned around leaning himself against the railing. I struggled to keep walking in a straight line. His arms were crossed over his chest, which only bulged his muscles. It made it harder to keep my head in the right space.

“Go on.” He said. Adriel gave me no indication of what he was thinking. I held on to the bar and looked down. Which was a terrible idea, because all I could think of was falling down and cracking my head off the solid floor. “Alexandra.” I snapped my head towards him.

“Sorry.” I whispered, shaking off the fear of falling. Falling was my biggest fear and Adriel wanted to push me. He wanted me to fall, then piece me back together. All I had to say was yes. Just say the words I told myself. “Push me.” I said, looking him in the eye. Adriel reached out his hand and grabbed my upper arm.

I didn’t see it coming, one moment I was standing the next I was sitting on the railing. I screamed in the back of my throat, both of my hands flying up to grip Adriel by the shoulders, digging my nails into his shoulders. My breathing was unsteady. I looked over my shoulder, saw the drop and my body trembled. I turned back to Adriel.

“Please put me down.” I begged. “Adriel, please.” I locked eyes with him, his brown eyes were pitiless holes. Both of his hands gripped my waist, the only thing stopping me from falling. A monster stood between me and my probable death.

“You wanted me to push you.” He smirked; his fingers pulled at the ribbon holding my dress together. The lace ensemble underneath was exposed. He dragged his eyes over my body as I dug my nails in harder, growling.

“This is not what I meant and you know it.” I snapped, swallowing. My confidence was failing me. He swept me in a consuming kiss, pushing his tongue into my mouth. The kiss was hungrier than the others we had shared, he gave it his everything, unable to deny us any longer.

I had forgotten where I was while he kissed me. I didn’t realise that he had pushed my body further over the railing. The only thing stopping me from falling was him. He wanted me to know that. He wanted me to realise that he was what stood between me and death.

“I said I wouldn’t fuck you until you begged.” Adriel whispered in my ear. “So beg.”

“You wanted a Queen. You want to push me and build me back up.” I replied, pressing our foreheads together. “I want you to push me. Please, Sir. I beg you. Fuck me. Ruin me. Break me.” My last two words made his resolve crumble. He pulled me down from the railing and I could have kissed the floor at that moment.

Adriel removed his hands from me and took a step back.

“Your body isn’t your own from this moment. Go to my room and strip, I want you completely naked. Then I want you to kneel on my bed facing away from the door.” The dominance that he exerted, made a shiver run down my spine.

“I-” Adriel cut me off.

“Angel.” I just nodded in response, walking around him with my dress wide open. I could feel the chill on my skin as I tried to walk as tall as I could with Adriel’s eyes on my back. I stepped into his bedroom and shook my hands, ridding myself of my nerves.

Then I let my dress drop to the floor in a heap. I sat on the edge of the bed, taking off my shoes in a hurry. I didn’t know how long Adriel would be. I discarded my underwear on the floor, annoyed that he hadn’t even taken the time to admire it. Completely naked just like the first time we had officially met. I climbed up onto the bed, facing the window. The tint removed the ability to admire the daylight, something that would have helped calm me down immensely.

I attempted to count the seconds until Adriel came back. I lost track when I heard a slam of a door. I jumped from the position on my knees, also beginning to lose feeling. I heard Adriel’s footsteps across the metal walkway then down the hall. I went to turn my head to look at him.

“No. Face the wall.” His voice boomed before I could look at him. I sighed and looked back at the window.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Just because you accepted my deal, doesn’t mean that you get away with not only running away, but taking my car.”

“You left the keys in the car.” I retorted. My hair curled into his fist and yanked back causing me to whimper.

“Because I didn’t think you were that stupid.” He snarled in my face. He let go of my hair and shoved me forward. “Get on your knees.” Doing as I was told, I pushed myself forward onto my knees. My ass in the air and the perfect position for Adriel to see my cunt too.

“Red is your safe word if you need me to stop.” He said. I frowned.

“Why would I-” My words cut off into a scream. The pain was more than I had ever felt before. Tears stung my eyes. What he had hit me with was hard, thin, it was plastic or wood. I couldn’t figure it out. I turned to try and catch a glimpse. All I saw was Adriel striking me again.

“What did I say to you?” He snapped. “Every time you look behind you, I will start again. I want you to count, each with a respective Sir at the end. Do we have an understanding?” He dragged it across the strokes on my ass, making me wince.

“Yes, sir.” I croaked. He brought it down on my ass again. “One, Sir.” Again, striking me in the same place as the first strike, which only made the pain worse. “Two, Sir.” A normal person would have said red, they would have run for the hills. Me? There was a feeling between my thighs I was having trouble explaining because I was growing wetter with every strike. Strike three hit me harder, I cried out again. Tears leaked from my eyes. “Three, Sir.” I mumbled. My vision was blurring slowly.

Adriel hit me with another blow. Only this time I didn’t cry, instead I moaned. I gasped, while Adriel chuckled.

“Count, Angel.”

“Four. Four, Sir.” I stumbled on my words. Another blow. “Fuck.” I moaned. “Five, Sir.”

With every blow, I counted, and by ten I was almost certain that I was dripping down my thighs. My legs were trembling, I didn’t know how my arms were still keeping me up. My vision was completely blurred, tears streaming down my face. My ass was burning, as if I had been set on fire. The burn was warm. The childhood conditioned part, the fucked up part, craved more. I wanted more. I needed more. The pain was indescribable.

“How does it feel?” He asked. I heard something drop to the floor. The weight of the bed moved, Adriel was kneeling behind me.

“Good.” I whispered, not being able to manage much more. His hands kneaded my welt ridden ass cheeks, making me whimper.

“I don’t think you’ve fallen just yet though, have you?” He said. Adriel’s finger glided between my cheeks and I held my breath. “Has anyone ever taken you here, Angel?”

“Yes.” I mumbled, as his finger pressed against the hole. A strike landed on my ass. I screamed out slowly evolving into a moan.

“No one will ever touch what’s mine again.” Just as my arms were about to give out, he took a fist full of my hair again, pulling my body up. My ass pressed against him and I felt how hard he was. I ground myself against him, I wanted to feel every inch in me. I didn’t know how much longer either of us could or would hold out. “You’re mine. You’ve been mine from the moment you first landed in New York, even if we didn’t know it. When I saw you in bed that night with David, I found myself being overwhelmed with anger, you were lucky I didn’t kill you right there and then.”

“Fuck me already.” I whimpered. “Please, just fuck me.” I leant into him. “We both want this.”

“Looks like I have all the control, Angel.” He curled his fist tighter and I hissed at the pain in my scalp. I wouldn’t be surprised if my hair had been pulled out.

“I have the power though.” I smirked. “Because I’m your queen. You want me to be your Queen, don’t you, Adriel?”

Adriel threw me down onto the bed, pinning me down to the mattress. His hands were wrapped around my significantly smaller wrists, that I had no doubt he could snap if he tried. The cold sheets were soothing on my skin. He met my lips in a quick kiss. Adriel smirked as he pulled my wrists over my head into one hand. He used the other to pull a piece of rope from his joggers. He moved, straddling me, his thighs pinning my hips to the bed. I didn’t say anything as he wrapped the silk rope around my wrists, tying it tightly. The silk didn’t stop the friction as he caused another part of my body to be marked.

He moved off my body, pulling me to sit up, and lowering my arms in front of me. I watched, confused, leaning down to the floor where he picked up another loop of rope, thicker and longer. He said nothing as he wound the rope under my tits, immobilizing my upper body completely.

“What are you doing?” I asked panicked.

“Fucking you. But that doesn’t mean you get to touch. Maybe you’ll learn not to fucking run from me again.” He answered, with a final tug, I gasped at the tightness. I didn’t feel the power. I felt powerless. I looked at him, and like always he read my mind.

“The power comes from your trust. Your trust that I know how much you can take.” He leaned in, his lips closing in on mine but I was the one who closed the distance between us. The hot clash of his lips was welcoming, his taste brought me closer to the pleasure I was craving. I craved him. I wanted to wrap my arms around his neck and fall into oblivion that he had denied me. Punished me.

His hand wrapped around my neck, and I whimpered.

“Harder.” I begged. Adriel gave me my wish, cutting off the blood flow. I went lightheaded, I was high off the pain and the wetness between my thighs. Adriel let go, before I could recover, he took me by the hips and turned me over my face pressed against his sheets. He got off the bed pulling me down the bed so my ass hung off the edge. I heard the drop of fabric. The anticipation. I wanted to be impaled. Forget my own name. I wanted to feel his cum drip from me.

Sound was my eyes; I couldn’t see him but I knew he had dropped to his knees by the thud. Before my next breath, his tongue ran up my slit as he pried my legs open wider. I whimpered, struggling in the ropes that bound me. He licked again in the opposite direction, landing on my clit. He sucked the sensitive area into his mouth, causing an intense wave of pleasure to roll through me.

Even Adriel lost control for a moment, because the longer he spent buried in my cunt, the messier he got. He ate me as if I were the only way to survive. When his tongue pressed inside of me, I called out his name. His other hand landed a smack on my sore arse and I cried out.

“I only want to hear Sir from those pretty lips, else I’ll gag you as well.” He pulled himself away from my cunt. “God I never imagined you’d taste this good, Angel.” His tongue slipped back inside of me, flicking against my sweet spot. My reaction gave me away and Adriel concentrated on the single spot. I drew closer and closer to see stars as he buried his face into me. Two fingers found their way to my clit, holding the hood apart allowing another finger to touch the sensitive swollen bud without any barrier.

“Please, Sir. Please. I’m so close. Please, I want you to be inside me when I cum.” I begged him, thrashing my arms in the rope.

“This isn’t the only time you’ll be cumming tonight, Angel.” He rubbed my clit harder. Once his tongue was buried inside me again, I would fall over the edge. The final push.

I screamed, bucking my hips into his face. The need to feel him deeper as I came. I let go. My entire body shook as I finished on his face. My head just as light and fuzzy as to when Adriel used his hand for a necklace. I felt as if I were floating. I could finally be free. I could fall and Adriel would catch me.

I was given no time to recover. Adriel used me as he pleased. Within five seconds after cumming on his face, the tip of his cock teased my entrance.

“This is going to be hard and fast. There’s always another time to torture you but right now I need to ruin you.” With the last word, he pushed his cock into me. I struggled with the thickness and length. I felt him stretch me out, mould me to his needs. His hands held my hips, burying his fingertips into my skin. I’d have more bruises to remember our time together. Though I had no doubt that it wouldn’t be the last time either.

We were each other’s addiction. Burning lust, forged by hatred. He was lucky that he had tied me up because I wanted to fight and scratch. I craved to make him bleed, but somehow, he had made me surrender to his every whim.

He didn’t take any time to find a pace. Faster and faster with every thrust. The room echoed with the slap of skin on skin. So soon my orgasm was building again as he buried himself deep enough that it was painful. I revelled in the pain. I needed more with every second, how I had survived so long without pain and sex together was beyond me.

Sweat built on my skin. While animalistic grunts came from Adriel as he tried to force himself deeper, like he couldn’t get enough.

“Fuck.” He groaned, digging his short nails into my skin. He lifted one leg on the bed that allowed him to go that further bit deeper into my wet cunt. You could hear how wet I was for him. His cock was soaked in me. I moaned as he buried himself. He moved one of his hands to the back of my neck, pushing me into the mattress to cover my screams as his thrusts got faster. The friction on my cunt, beginning to feel sore but I couldn’t deny how good it felt. “Do you finally see your place in my world? A Queen who is fucked like a dirty little whore. Ready for anything I give her.”

Adriel somehow seemed to get thicker and hard while drilling himself into my cunt. He was close. I could feel it in my gut. I could almost feel him. With the tears I had cried earlier and the ones streaming down my face now I knew my makeup was a mess. I knew I looked like a whore with black streaks running down my cheeks and smudged lipstick.

“Fuck me, Adriel. Fuck me until I can’t fucking move.” I growled. I was getting close again. I didn’t even know that I would be able to cum again. I had never came multiple times before. “I’m your fucking Queen and I need to be fucked.” I screamed, my voice cracking under pressure.

Adriel was sent into a frenzy. He landed another blow on my ass to make me scream, then reached around to my sensitive clit. Rubbing in pace to his thrusts I nearly came, clenching around him. When Adriel could feel it, he pinched my clit.

“Don’t. You. Fucking. Dare. Cum. Without. Me.” Each word met a thrust and I bit my lip in an attempt to stop myself cumming. I tasted my blood on my tongue as I was used for Adriel to meet his pleasure. “On three, Angel.” His words were almost mumbling. “One, two, three.” I screamed and thrashed. Adriel held me in place as his cock emptied hot, thick, cum inside of me while I clenched around him, milking his cock for everything it had. I whimpered, dying to collapse into the bed.

Adriel pulled out, he removed his hand from the back of my neck and my hip to pry open my cheeks. I could feel the warm cum drip down my thighs along with my own.

With a simple tug on my binds, the rope loosened and I was able to move my arms. Adriel rolled me over. I looked at him in a daze, still recovering from cumming twice. Speaking escaped me. He untied my wrists, gently massaging the skin that had red marks. His hand dipped between my thighs and I shivered at the sensitivity.

“Taste us.” He brought his fingers to my mouth. I opened, closing my lips around his fingers and tasted the salty release of us both. He smiled. A genuine smile as he looked down at my fucked body. “See how well we go together now, Angel? You were always going to be mine.”

“I was always going to be a Queen.” I whispered as I closed my eyes, unable to help myself from drifting off with cum dripping from me.
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I’d forgotten how comfortable Adriel’s bed was from that morning I had woken up in his room. I rolled over to face him, he was lying back on his phone again. His hair messy, and still naked, the covers on the lower part of his body.

“What are you always doing on that thing?” I asked, placing my hands under my head. He was typing fast.

“Working.” He answered. I rolled my eyes.

“You know you can tell me more than that now. I’m one of you.”

“Are you?” He said putting his phone on the bedside table, then looked at me. I frowned. “You didn’t finish your training. You ran away.”

“I also let you fuck me.”

“Payment in sex? I didn’t take you for a whore.” He retorted. Adriel wanted me to lose it, he wanted me to fight him again. Prove that I wasn’t ready. I pulled my hands from under my head and reached out to cup his cheek, pulling him in for a kiss. Slowly our lips worked together, finding their rhythm. I bit his lower lip and he snapped out his hand to my waist. He pulled me closer and our legs tangled.

“I’m your whore remember? And I’m your Queen.” I mumbled against his lips. “I still fucking hate you though.”

“The feeling is mutual. Kings and Queens don’t have to like each other to rule with one another.” He replied, pushing his tongue into my mouth. His hand moved over my ass and I hissed at the soreness. He dug his fingers into the tender flesh and dragged them across my skin, making me whimper. Making me wet.

“I’ve fucked a lot of girls, Angel. But not one of them has enjoyed pain as much as you.” He smirked after pulling away. He brushed back my hair, with a soft sadistic smile. “And I can’t wait to explore that with you.”

“Here’s to hate fucking.” I smiled and pecked his lips. I untangled myself and pulled myself away. “What time is it? I left my phone in the car.”

“Eleven p.m. You need to eat. I’ve noticed how shitty you are at remembering to.” He told me. I raised an eyebrow at him, sitting up. I noticed how sore my ass was at that moment.

“Since when do you care about me eating?” I laughed.

“Since you need to gain muscle, and I tend to exert you thoroughly at every opportunity. I don’t need you passing out.” He swung his legs off the bed and pulled on his joggers. He stood grabbing his phone. “I’m going to cook. Come down when you’re ready.” He ordered.

“Are my things here?” I asked, the thought of putting on my dress again didn’t seem appealing.

“Downstairs in my car. Just find something of mine.” He shrugged and walked out of the room. Wearing someone else’s clothes usually meant something more than fucking in my eyes. I had to wipe those thoughts from my mind quickly, before they got the better of me.

I pulled myself out of bed and dug around in Adriel’s wardrobe. I pulled out a black t-shirt, and a pair of shorts, that I had to tie tightly. I caught myself in the small mirror. My makeup had melted off my face and I had nothing to fix it with. I rubbed at my skin trying to smooth and clean up the makeup that had survived the fucking.

Walking downstairs and seeing Adriel in the kitchen felt unusually domestic, throwing me off like always. He was stood at the counter in the kitchen preparing sandwiches with various salad and chicken pieces. He pulled the tray from the air fryer and poured some fries on each plate. I sat at the counter, hissing at the pain of sitting, and smiled when he placed a plate in front of me.

“Thanks.” I smiled. He nodded at me and stood on the opposite side to eat his own. I picked at the fries while I thought. One question hung in the air for me. “Am I going home now? Am I allowed to go home?” I asked. Adriel shook his head.

“Louie wants you to stay here.” He answered. “I don’t think that sounds too bad anymore does it?” Cocky prick I thought to myself.

“Sleeping in a bed sounds better than your couch. So yeah, it does sound bad.” I chewed on my fry as Adriel smirked.

“Is that what this is about? You want to sleep in my bed, Angel?” He teased. “To be honest I expected you to throw a fit the first night about sleeping there, you never did. I was disappointed. We could have fucked much sooner.” I threw one of my fries at him and he laughed when it missed. It was the first time that Adriel had ever laughed with me and I sat there in shock. He was human after all. I thought he’d lost the ability to laugh like that, part of me didn’t consider laughing with my brother and his friends. Things were changing rapidly.

“I hate you.” I snapped.

“Feeling is mutual. Now shut up and eat.” I picked up one half of my sandwich and bit into glaring at him.

We showered after eating. I finally got the chance to see the marks that had been left on my body. My wrists were red, along with my upper arms. There was slight bruising around my neck, deeper bruising on my hips. My ass was the worst. Thin and angry welts decorated every inch of my ass cheeks. I almost cried out when I saw it had broken skin. It hadn’t even bothered me, all I had felt was pleasure. I was too far gone. I was fucked in the head.

Adriel had come up behind me. He told me that I shouldn’t be ashamed of something that made me feel alive. He promised they would heal, the welts not deep enough to scar. I was still in my head too much, so he pulled me into the shower and fucked me against the wall. Cumming in me again. I was thankful for my implant. Adriel hadn’t even asked about contraception, but something told me he already knew because he didn’t seem like the person that would stupidly trap himself with a baby. The thought made me shiver. Being tied to Adriel forever was a terrifying thought.

Adriel bent me over the bed after I dried myself. I froze for a second, knowing that any more blows would probably scar me.

“Don’t worry yourself. You can’t take anymore and I’m not going to push your limits. You need some salve for the redness and pain. Before it settles in and you can’t sit for a week.” Adriel said. I heard the cap of a bottle flick, and something cold landed on my ass. I shivered, my mouth dropping open when Adriel began to softly knead my ass to rub in the cream. I moaned lightly out of pure relief from the burning on my ass. He had never been so gentle.

“Hmmm, you really do care, don’t you?” I said, settling my head on my arms.

“The things I’m into can lead to abuse. I refuse to be that kind of person.” He answered, tapping the back of my thighs. “You’re done.” I pulled myself up and sat on the edge of the bed carefully, leaning back on my elbows.

Adriel raked his eyes over my body and he raised his eyebrow at me, leaning back on the wardrobe door. He folded his arms over his chest and I could see the slight tent under his towel.

“I’ve fucked you twice in less than twelve hours, and you’re still asking for more. I’ve created a monster, haven’t I?” I shrugged. I didn’t know what was wrong with me, because mentally I could take it but physically, I think my body would cut out.

“You’re the only monster here.” I smiled and stood up, putting Adriel’s top back on. I climbed into the side of the bed I had fallen asleep on and lay down.

Adriel turned off the light and climbed into bed too. Sleeping in bed with Adriel, the man who had tormented me for the past month. I didn’t mind it. I lay there staring up at the ceiling.

“Thank you.” I said. “For making Ren tell me and come find me.”

“It wasn’t just for you. Ren has been off his game since you got back. I need him at his best. So if that means I need to play family therapist then I will. Sometimes I wonder if it would have just been easier to have killed you.” My breath hitched. “Don’t worry. I’m far too selfish for that. You’re mine.” He brushed my cheek with the back of his hand.

“Does that mean you’re mine?” I dared to ask. I waited for an answer, but I could only hear him shuffling in bed.

“That depends on you, Angel. Are you going to need to ‘cuddle’ to sleep or are you going to shut up?” I laughed lightly at him choking on the word cuddle. The offer for Adriel to cuddle me. It seemed bizarre.

“I wouldn’t say no.” I tried to stop laughing.

“Spoon or chest?” Something so mundane coming from his lips made me think I was laid next to another person.

“What are you offering?” I asked him. Adriel didn’t answer, he just pulled me into him, my head settled on his chest, with his arm under me and hand on my hip.

“Go to sleep, Alexandra.” He mumbled.
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“So let me get this straight.” I said, putting down my hot chocolate. “You and Rayne have been hanging out?” Naila nodded, blushing and looking down at the table. “How did that happen?”

“We…I don’t know, you didn’t turn up for class on Friday. I bumped into her and somehow we spent the whole weekend together…Then she kissed me.” She ended. I blinked, taken back and for a moment Naila looked terrified. I darted out my hands and held hers.

“No, no. I’m fine with whatever gender you want to kiss, Na. It just shocked me that it was Rayne. Why did you never tell me you liked girls?” I smiled. Naila gave a small smile back but she still looked scared.

“It’s been hard to tell myself.” She frowned. “I’ve been trying to figure it out for years. Until now I never acted on kissing another girl. I’ve kissed guys before and a few other things.” Naila blushed pulling her hands away to place in her lap. “I like guys, I do, but I also really liked kissing Rayne.” She met my eyes and smiled.

“You shouldn’t be ashamed of liking Rayne. You love who you love.”

“It’s not that simple for me. My religion doesn’t believe in same-sex relationships. If my family were to ever find out I can’t imagine it being anything but bad.” She wiped a tear from under her eye.

“I have a feeling that your God also wouldn’t want you unhappy. Now isn’t the time to worry about your family. This is about you and your family. Concentrate on yourself until you can understand it all then you can tell them. There’s no deadline on this.”

“Thanks Lex, for being here. I don’t know what I’d do without you, even if you are rubbish at answering texts.”

“I could promise you that I’ll be better but we both know that’s a lie.” I laughed. Naila shook her head giggling.

Naila was my best friend. Travelling all the time meant that I went through a lot of friends. A lot of people I had lost contact with over the years. None would hurt me as much as it would losing Naila. I was happy for her. I didn’t want her to hate herself. I couldn’t fully understand what she was going through, but I would be there for her throughout her journey because she deserved to be happy. She was one of the bubbliest people I knew and it would break my heart seeing her crushed.

“Alexandra.” I jumped, turning my head to see. Ren walked towards me. I smiled at my brother. This morning I had woken up in Adriel’s bed and he had taken me to class, so I hadn’t even had a chance to return his car to him. Dressed in his long grey coat, he strolled as if he were the King of campus. I did notice how a few students avoided him, which made me guess they were Guild members.

“Lawrence.” I returned. He put his hand on the back of my chair.

“You’re late for your appointment.” He told me. I frowned. “You were meant to be at the parking lot ten minutes ago.”

“Shit.” I mumbled. I had forgotten to meet Adriel. I turned to Naila. “I have to go, but remember that I love you no matter what, okay? You’re my best friend.” I leaned over to kiss her cheek and got up.

“I love you too.” She said suspicious of me. “Where are you going?”

“Mom wants me to get a gun licence, you can never be too careful.” I lied, it rolled so easily off my tongue I was concerned. She nodded. “I’ll text you later.” I hooked my bag over my shoulder.

“No you won’t.” She scoffed. I laughed.

“No, you’re right I probably won’t. See ya, love you.” I called, dragged Ren by his arm, so Naila wouldn’t have to deal with him. He pulled his arm out of my grip, dusting down his sleeve as we walked. I rolled my eyes at him. An awkward silence passed over us.

“So.” I started.

“We don’t have to do this.” He mumbled. “Forcing ourselves to talk is pointless.”

“I thought we were trying.” I glanced at him.

“We are trying,” He rolled his eyes and shoved his hands into his coat.

“You’re a prick.”

“And you’re a bitch.” He smiled sarcastically. We reached the parking lot and I could see Adriel leaning against his car. This morning he had told me that we would be going to a gun range because I had run off before he could teach me anything at the weekend. I was also late and I got the feeling that would get my burning ass into trouble. “Did you and him sort everything out?” He asked me.

“I think so.” I added. “We have an understanding.”

“I don’t like it. You and Adriel together. He’s my best friend and you’re my sister.”

“You don’t have to like it. Besides, we aren’t together. I’ll see you later, maybe?” I said then walking off towards the car.

Adriel glared at me as I approached the car. I wrapped my hand around the strap of my bag, preparing for a fight. I wouldn’t mind it either, last night I had gotten a better night’s sleep than I did at Mom’s. I didn’t know if that was down to the fact, I was so exhausted or because I fell asleep curled into Adriel. I’d woken up in the same place too. The warmth was comforting, I almost didn’t want to get out of bed.

“I said to you not to be late. I have things to do today.” He snapped.

“I was having an important conversation with my best friend, who I barely get to see because of this bullshit, so shut the fuck up.” I stood my ground.

“Remember who you’re speaking to. I might be letting your ass heal before I cane you again, but that won’t stop me from using my hand.” I gasped; I didn’t want my sex life aired out in public.

“We’re in public, and Ren is literally over there. Shut up.” I huffed, walking around the car to get in. I slipped my belt over my body and settled my bag in the footwell of the car. Adriel slammed his door in temper and started the car. I glared at him, when again he hadn’t put his belt on. “For once can you put your damn belt on.”

He stared at me as he reached behind him and pulled the belt over his chest, clipping it in.

“Thank you.” I snapped, folding my arms over my chest.

“Keep going, Angel. I’m making a list and I plan to punish you every time you give me attitude.”

“You won’t do anything unless I consent to it and we both know it.” He placed his arm around my chair and looked back as he reversed with a smirk on his face.

“And you’ve given me that every time, you didn’t even ask me to stop when I took you over my knee. I don’t think this time will be any different.” He added.

“Monster.” I mumbled.

“Angel.” He taunted as he raced out of the car park. I held onto the door handle.

“I need you to answer me something and I need you to be honest with me.”

“Is this about Rayne and Naila?” He asked. My jaw dropped as I looked at him. How did he know before me? “Rayne text Evan that they kissed this weekend. You shouldn’t worry, Rayne likes to act like a whore in the bedroom but she’s the perfect lady.”

“I just need to know if she’s going to break my friend’s heart.” I sighed. Adriel shook his head.

“Rayne doesn’t trust a lot of people. She doesn’t let anyone touch her unless she’s certain she can trust them. It’s one of the reasons I made her my very public fuck buddy. It steered people away from her. Rayne has a dark past that I’m sure she wouldn’t mind telling you, she likes you, but I won’t tell you any more than that. Rayne won’t hurt Naila. She’s safe.” I nodded. That’s exactly what I wanted to hear, and I could hear the honesty in his voice. I knew how close he was to Rayne, how much they meant to each other.

“You and Rayne aren’t going to fuck anymore, are you?” I asked, blushing. Adriel looked at me in the corner of his eye.

“I won’t be fucking anyone else and neither will you. You’re mine, Angel.”

“What does that even mean?” I asked.

“Exactly what I told you. A Queen. Don’t think so much into it.” In other words, don’t catch feelings, but I think being fucked the way I had been had caused a problem there. I never hated the saying ‘there’s a fine line between love and hate’ more than the moment Adriel fucked me then cared for me.

Adriel pulled up outside of a warehouse with a large sign in red lettering that spelt GUN RANGE. Simple but effective I thought as I climbed out of the car. I followed Adriel into the warehouse side door. The main reception was boiling, I could almost feel my make-up melting off my skin. Guns lined the bare brick walls. Lines of shelving with bullets decorated the centre of the room. It looked like a normal store and that was the concerning part.

I wrapped my arms around my body and watched as Adriel spoke to the elderly woman behind the desk.

She looked at me. She had pure white hair and was dressed in a tartan shirt and jeans. No makeup, which drew attraction to the worry lines and small wrinkles on her face.

“So this is the girl huh? Evan came by last week, told me all about ‘Little Lex’.”

“Your grandson should know to keep his mouth shut.” Adriel drawled. He stood tall, in that moment he was a leader and it had made me tremble. What shocked me though was the fact the woman was Evan’s grandmother. I could see the family resemblance in the nose, and the attitude she gave Adriel. Only his family were stupid enough it seemed.

“I won’t go saying anything. I ain’t got time for gossip. Now go on through. I’m bored with you.” She waved her hand. I sniggered under my breath and Evan’s grandmother smiled at me. “Let me know if he gives you any trouble and we’ll shoot him together.” Adriel scoffed and he looked behind to see me.

“Come on, Angel. Before I fall asleep listening to the old bat.” He smirked. I nodded and followed him to a door beside the desk. I gave the woman a smile before walking through, she nodded in return.

The next room was colder, a lot colder. I shivered from underneath my blazer. Before us was a large room, cut off in different rows, cubicles were split by plastic and there was a small shelf on the wall in front that led to the targets. We were the only ones there. Adriel’s footsteps echoed as he walked over to a locker on the back wall. I watched him turn the dial and pop open the door.

I was worried. Archery I felt comfortable with, guns not so much. I was afraid I would shoot myself in the foot. Adriel walked over to the middle cubicle and placed down a small gun with a box of bullets.

“Come on, Angel. You can’t avoid this.” He said.

“What if I offered you sexual favours?” I joked. Joking with Adriel, I was beginning to lose my mind. He smirked at me.

“I’m not your fuck buddy right now. I’m your boss.” I strolled over to him, dropping my arms to exert confidence. I stood toe to toe with him, looking up. He crossed his arms over his chest and I lifted my hands to drag my nails down his arms. I admired his tattoos; I’d never gotten a closer look other than the New York one. The short sleeve of his shirt cut off the top of his arm but I got a clear look at the rest. All his tattoos merged together beautifully, there was no start and end between each one. A gun surrounded by roses that followed into a set of falling playing cards. I rolled my eyes when I saw rope wrapped around his arm surrounded by a pattern. The rope wrapped around a crown. A crown fit for a king.

“Wouldn’t you prefer to be my King?” I fluttered my eyelashes at him. Adriel’s lips parted; his eyes darkened. Hook, line and sinker I thought.

“So I’m your King now? Are you accepting that I rule you, Angel?” He furled his hand and wrapped it around my throat. He didn’t apply any pressure. I was thankful because I didn’t want to live in turtlenecks.

“A King is powerless without their Queen on the chess board. You need me to rule.” I answered.

“Look who is getting brave.” He mused. “How far you’ve fallen to agree to being a Monster’s Queen. I wonder what you’ll be when you’ve taken your first life.” A shiver shot down my spine. It became real for a moment, that I’d have to kill, even remembering the promise that I made with Ren.

“The first person I’ll kill is my father, and I guarantee I’ll be happy about it.”

“We’ll see.” He swept his thumb over my lips before removing his hand. “You still need to learn how to shoot for your protection. You’re a Guild member, Ren’s sister, and you’re associated with me. You have enemies now.” Enemies. People who wanted me dead. They would kill me without blinking an eye and I would have to be prepared to do the same.

“Okay.” I agreed. “Teach me.”

“Impress me and next time you can play with the crossbow.” I smiled; a crossbow sounded much more fun.

Adriel went over gun safety, how not to shoot myself. He showed me how to load the magazine, slide the bullet into the chamber, how to hold it, aim and fire. It was a lot of information to take in but I listened and tried. My first shot missed the target entirely.

“You’re letting the gun control the fire instead of you. Keep your arms locked and try again.” Adriel said. I nodded, loading the gun again. I aimed, my hands around the grip like he had shown me. I fired again, getting used to the kickback was difficult. That time my bullet skimmed the paper target.

“Fuck.” I groaned.

“Again.” Adriel ordered.

Every time I fired; Adriel would order me to go again without a moment’s break. It was the same as when I was using the bow. I became a machine, firing without thinking about anything else, disassociating from the world around me even Adriel. My arms were getting tired, and I was beginning to miss my target again.

Adriel stepped up behind me, wrapping his arm around my waist and lowering my gun with the other.

“Breathe. Calm yourself down. You get too worked up, and that only makes you sloppy.”

“I’m tired.” I admitted.

“Then we’ll stop.” I was surprised at his answer and turned around to face him. Adriel took the gun off me. “For your first time shooting, you did well.” He complimented me. My lips parted. “Sit on the ledge.” He told me. I stepped back and pulled myself up onto the small shelf. I placed my hands under my ass in an attempt to cushion myself. Adriel stepped between my legs, towering over me. He brushed back my hair from my face, but I could read the look on his face. This was seduction.

“How many bullets are left in your gun?” He mused. I furrowed my brows thinking back, counting how many times I fired.

“None.” I answered. He hummed, lowering his head to mine.

“Are you sure?” He asked, pressing his lips to mine. The kiss was soft which took me back, I almost fell off the ledge. Adriel never kissed me softly. “Open your mouth.” He whispered against my lips, then pulled back. I opened my mouth as I was ordered, confused. “Wider.” I opened my mouth further. “Now close your eyes.”

I closed my eyes loosely and sighed. Cold metal slipped between my lips. I snatched a hand forward to grab Adriel’s wrist, taking uneven breaths. This was too far, and too dangerous.

“Take your hand off me in three seconds or I’ll take that as your safe word.” He ordered. Slowly I removed my fingers, questioning my own sanity. I was stupid. I trusted the murderer too much.

The gun glided further into my mouth, slowly thrusting. My legs were shaking as I squeezed my eyes shut.

“Suck.” He whispered. I didn’t move. “Suck, Angel. Now.” Slowly, I closed my mouth around the barrel, bobbing my head. “One of the most important rules when firing a gun is to remember how many bullets you have left.”

He paused.

“And you Angel? Have one left.” I opened my eyes wide and pulled myself off the gun pushing him away. Adriel stumbled back surprised at my force. I jumped down and shoved past him, going for the door. My eyes were tearing up and I needed to be alone so I could cry. Ren had already seen my weakness; I wouldn’t let Adriel.

He had put a loaded gun in my mouth. He could have killed me right there. I could have died. I’d almost forgotten Adriel was a trained assassin. He could probably switch off his hatred for me and feel nothing as he blew out the back of my head.

I was pulled back and spun into his hard chest. I tried to push him away again, but he wouldn’t let me this time. Instead I hit his chest, screaming.

“Angel.” He called out. “Stop.” I didn’t, I carried on thumping his chest harder. “Alexandra stop!” He boomed; his hands snapped up to catch my wrists to stop me from hitting him. “I wouldn’t have shot you.” He furrowed his brows.

“How can I trust you?” I asked, wet tears rolled down my face. “You’re an assassin. You could have me dead at your feet at any point. I could be asleep, eating, walking, fucking you, and you could just kill me.” I cried. “I don’t want to die.” I whispered.

“Then you won’t.”

“All those times you’ve threatened to kill me, that Ren admitted he would kill me. That stupid French motto. Nothing scared me like knowing the gun was loaded. I’m not made for this life. I don’t want to die.”

“Angel.” He growled. “Look at me.” I looked up at Adriel’s dark eyes, I couldn’t make out any emotion but I could hear it in his voice. “You weren’t going to die. I won’t let you die. Not now.”

Then Adriel held me against his chest and I stood there frozen. He wouldn’t let me die. Not now. There was that fine line again.
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I had never worked so hard in my life. I woke up early most weekdays to meet Francis to run or fight at the gym. Ren would teach me French. I’d go to class, go to the library, then meet Adriel at his car, eat and then fuck. I didn’t notice the slow incline of muscle on my body or the faint lines on my abdomen.

I questioned the girl who stood in the mirror. Her hair was dark ginger, longer and in need of a desperate cut. Her body was thicker, stronger. Some of the bruises she got from sparring and not paying attention, others were from being fucked on various surfaces around the apartment. Keeping up with Adriel’s sex drive was easier than I thought because I couldn’t keep my hands off him either.

Over the few weeks, I had to spend more time with Adriel and the rest of the team. They went on jobs, Adriel mostly but usually he took one of the boys with him. I had yet to go with them. When they were longer than a day I got to go home to Mom and Georgia, with Ren’s watchful eye. When we were at home it was almost like we were normal. Almost, as in we would threaten and swear at each other but Mom didn’t seem to mind because we were talking.

I looked up when Adriel walked into the bathroom, standing in the doorway. I didn’t try to cover myself; I was comfortable with my body around Adriel now. He had seen it more than enough.

Adriel and I were hard to define. We fucked, slept in the same bed, and told each other we hated every chance we got. He admired my body, worshipped it then marked it as if I were a blank canvas. When we were around the others, he would make me sit on his lap, his hands always on my body, always needing to touch me. Since that day in the gun range something had shifted, he had held me. Gave me what I needed. He always gave me what I needed whether that was being fucked or lying on his chest at night.

“Are you planning to get ready? Or are you just going to stand there naked all night?” Tonight was Halloween. The younger Guild members were throwing a party in the Event’s Hall that I had gate-crashed. Only this time I’d walk in on Adriel’s arm.

“Do I look different to you?” I asked in the mirror. Adriel leant against the doorway.

“Is there a right answer to this?”

“Just answer the question.” I rolled my eyes.

“Yes.” He stepped forward, running his hands down my hips. “What you’re noticing isn’t just the physical changes, it’s the mental ones. You’re stronger, you have a clearer head. You’ve developed new skills. You’re seeing the world in a different light. You’ve striving for something you want, taking control of your life.” He smirked, kissing my shoulder. “At least as much control as I’ll allow.” I smiled at his cocky nature.

“Has there been any news on Vernon?” I asked. He shook his head.

“I don’t say this often, but tonight you need to let go and enjoy yourself. Have a drink tonight, dance, laugh.” I nodded.

“Are you going to tell me what you’re dressing up as yet?” I asked him. He shook his head. Adriel had chosen my outfit and I had been too impressed by the dress to disagree.

“Go get ready, before I fuck you again.” He smacked my ass then stepped away. I walked around him, crossing the hallway to his bedroom. I grabbed the spare towel off the bed and dried my hair.

I missed getting ready with other girls. Girls getting ready together was like a pre-party. Getting ready in silence bored me. I blow dried my hair then straightened it, tucking it behind my ears. My makeup was thicker, I didn’t bother with eyeshadow but instead chose thick dramatic eyeliner and a pair of large eyelashes. My lips were painted a dark red, smudge-proof, not that my lipstick stopped Adriel.

The dress Adriel had given me was silk, with a cowl neck and thin straps made from chains of small diamantes. The dress reached mid-thigh, with slits on either side of my thighs. I paired it with the same heels I wore when we fucked for the first time. The finishing touch was the fluffy black halo headband I perched on my head.

A fallen angel. Poetic.

The dress showcased the hickeys on my neck and the slight rope burns from the night before. All consensual but to everyone else I looked like Adriel’s sex doll.

I could hear voices downstairs by the time I was done. I walked across the walkway with my head held high. Once I took my first step down the stairs, I had caught someone’s attention.

“Holy fucking shit.” Evan called out. I looked over to see him wiping his mouth with the back of his hand and his drink sprayed over the counter. Evan was dressed as a male version of Harley Quinn with fresh split pink and blue dye. Francis’s jaw dropped; he was dressed as Heath Ledger’s Joker. My brother turned up his nose and glared at Adriel, my twin brother had dressed up as a doctor with bloody scrubs, minimal effort from the guy who always dressed so clean cut.

Adriel was in a tight black button-up, a black waistcoat and slim jeans. His hair was messily styled over his forehead. Giving no indication of his costume. Curiosity was killing the cat. He licked his lips, raking his eyes over my body slowly.

I stepped off the last step and Adriel met me halfway to the counter, leaning into my ear.

“How was the fall?”

“Painful.” I replied.

“Good.” He smirked. He held out his arm to me. “Did you enjoy it?”

“More than you can ever imagine.” I looped my own through this and he led me to the breakfast counter. Francis passed me a martini glass. I took a sip welcoming the taste of passionfruit.

“Did you make this?” I asked. He nodded smugly.

“I’m a man of many talents.” He shrugged. “Don’t drink too much though, you have training tomorrow.”

“Va te faire foutre.” I replied, taking a sip.

“Excellente.” Ren praised. “Your pronunciation was perfect.” I nodded at him.

“Are you ready for your first Guild party?” Evan threw his arm over my shoulder. I smiled at him.

“Second.” I answered. “But I guess it will be nice not to be kicked out this time.” I gave Ren the side-eye and he swore at me in French.

The boys talked among themselves and I took a step back in the kitchen to make myself another drink and observe. They were like completely different men, as they were at the Camp. Just guys who were friends. None of the pressure. Adriel walked over to me swigging his beer. He put the bottle on the side then dipped his hand into his pocket, pulling out his pocket knife on a leather garter.

“I want you to wear this tonight.” He told me.

“I can’t wear a weapon in public.” I hissed; did he want to get me arrested?

“There will be a lot of people tonight who are wearing weapons. I want to know you’re safe when you’re on the floor.” Showing he cared again, it confused me. He was easier to understand when he was fucking me into the wall.

“Okay. Fine.” He picked me up and put me on the counter. I lifted my leg, allowing him to tighten the garter around my thigh. He was about to buckle it, when I put my hand over his. “Tighter.” Adriel smirked, leaning in to kiss me as he yanked it tighter, causing me to hiss. There was no doubt it would leave an imprint. He buckled it securely around my thigh and I went in for another kiss.

Only to be interrupted.

“The party has arrived!” I recognised the girl’s voice immediately. The same girl who sat with me and Naila at lunch. I spotted Rayne walk over with a bottle of champagne in her hand, wearing a skin-tight leather catsuit. Her hair was in big curls and she wore a pair of cat ears. Francis whistled at her.

“Holy shit, woman.” He chuckled.

“Eyes off. I’m a taken lady.” She smacked his cheek. My own jaw dropped when I saw Naila join her side wearing a black bell sleeve dress that tucked in at her waist and a black and purple witch hat on top of her hijab. I looked at Adriel, panicked and angry.

“Did you know?” I growled.

“Rayne text me a few hours ago that she persuaded her to come with her.” He shrugged. I hit his arm. “Don’t fucking hit me, Angel. I’ll hit you back twice as hard.” His eyes hardened. I wanted to shrink back, submit to him but I was far too angry.

“You just gave me a knife because someone could basically attack me and you’re letting my oblivious best friend come to the same party?” I hissed at him. Adriel trapped me on the counter.

“Then you best protect you both then. Plus how do you know that Naila is clueless, huh? She and Rayne are getting pretty serious.” I pushed him away and hopped off the counter, furious with him. He fucking blindsided me and expected me to get over it. “Angel. Get back here.” He snapped as I walked away.

Instead I put a smile on my face and walked towards Naila with my arms open. She looked terrified of the boys until she saw me. Naila grinned when she saw me, relief plastering her face.

“Lex.” She cheered. We wrapped each other in our arms.

“Why didn’t you tell me you were coming?” I asked.

“I didn’t know until last minute, and Ray turned up with this stupid hat.” I pulled back from her and glanced at Rayne. For a moment she looked worried until I gave her a small smile.

“I thought it would be fun.” She offered. “Plus looking that good. I won’t be letting her out of my sight.” Rayne passed me the message that she would make sure Naila would be safe. It was the first time someone had cared for what I was feeling. Reassuring me because I was in a higher place of power. It made my stomach churn. Adriel wrapped his arm around me, pulling me into his side as he jumped into conversation with the boys.

“Yeah, I can’t wait.” I smiled. I looked at Adriel, pretending I wasn’t furious at him. “Are you telling me what you’re meant to be yet?”

“No.” He took another swig of his beer. Naila stared at me with wide eyes and I realised this was the first time she had seen Adriel and me in the same room. I had stepped right into it.
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I hadn’t stopped staring at him since he put on the mask. The mother fucker had dressed as a plague doctor. I would be lying if I said I wasn’t turned on, even more so when he put on leather gloves. I choked. It was hard to keep my hands to myself while I sat next to him in the limo that Riggs was driving. The alcohol was affecting my judgement already but I was certain that it wasn’t just the alcohol making me wet between my thighs.

“I hate you.” I narrowed my eyes as he helped me out of the car. I held my dress down trying not to show off my underwear.

“The feeling is mutual.” The mask distorted his voice and I had to take a deep breath. Then Adriel chuckled. “You’re turned on, aren’t you?” He asked.

“Shut up.”

“Yes, please shut up.” Ren said, getting out of the car. I let go of Adriel’s hand and walked up to the driver’s window. When I was close enough it rolled down to reveal the friendly driver, the first person I had met in New York.

“Thanks for driving us Riggs.” I grinned, leaning down.

“No problem, Miss. Alexandra.” He tipped his hat at me. I was pulled back around my waist by Adriel.

The others were making a slow walk across the lot towards the Events Hall. While Adriel clutched me tight to his side.

“You just showed off your cleavage to another man, let alone the fact he is our driver. Start behaving. I told you I like an audience. You can talk to Rayne about the time I spanked her on the Dias for everyone to see.” I bit my lip at the sound of his voice again.

“I’ll behave if you don’t talk all night.” I offered.

“Knowing what I’m doing to you, only makes me want to talk more. But if you don’t want to behave, that’s on you. It’s no skin off my nose.” He bent his head down slightly, so the hooked leather nose touched the side of my face. I shivered.

When we stepped up to the door, the same two guys who had let me in before were there. I smiled and waved at them as we passed through. Their faces scrunched up trying to figure out why I was with Adriel this time around.

The walls inside were draped with fabric again. Strobe lights flashed and the dance floor had begun to fill up. Everyone was dressed up, witches, werewolves, slutty nurses, the list was endless. Girls were grinding on guys. People were already making out in the back of the room. I shook my head. I had unknowingly walked into the lion’s den before, I was lucky to have not been killed in a room full of assassins.

Others were staring at our group. Stared at Adriel, it was clear who he was, from the way he presented himself to his people. Some refused to look, as if they were terrified of catching his attention.

“I’m going to corrupt Naila.” Rayne shouted over the music, she pulled Naila into her front. I watched my best friend giggle as Rayne nuzzled into her.

“Look after each other.” I called as Adriel grabbed my hands. This was the first time he had ever held my hand. My only wish was that he had taken off the leather gloves so I could feel his skin. Adriel was the first to climb the stairs, the others waited by the wall. I was next, still holding his hand.

The four chairs were set on the upper level like thrones as before. Adriel sat down and pulled me down onto his lap causing me to squeal. I had a new point of view this evening. I had judged Rayne for being the slut on his lap, but I had just taken her place. He pulled off the mask as the others took their seats. Kings of the world. Elite assassins in their prime. I looked down at the people below us, catching a few looking up and staring.

“Feels good doesn’t it?” He said in my ear. I nodded, leaning back into him. I couldn’t remember when I had gotten so comfortable around him. “Do you think they know they’re looking at their future Queen?”

“I thought I was already the Queen.” I frowned.

“You’re my Queen. Not theirs. You’ll have to prove yourself to them.” I nodded in response. Adriel slumped in his seat and moved me on his lap. His hand wrapped around my throat. My nerves vanished knowing that Adriel had me. I should have never judged Rayne. I understood the comfort it had. He didn’t apply any pressure, he rested it there and that was enough to feel safe.

A girl came to serve us drinks. Each of the boys were given a glass of whiskey, and I blinked twice when I was handed a Sex on the Beach. I thanked her unlike the four men and she smiled at me. She scurried off quickly after, but not before she took another look at me.

The later the night got the more people turned up to the party. I spotted Naila and Rayne on the dance floor, smiling at how much fun Naila looked like she was having. I had been worried about the past few weeks. The closer she got to Rayne the more she was worrying about her family, even having moments of being ashamed of herself. I pulled her out each time but I was glad Rayne made her happy and helped her forget about it, even if only for a few hours.

Adriel turned my head, catching me in a heated kiss. I could taste the expensive whiskey on his lips and pushed my tongue into his mouth. I tried to take control of the kiss but Adriel squeezed my throat and I forfeited the fight before it even had a chance to begin. I moaned into his mouth and he put a hand on my thigh. Slowly moving his way up, I was pretty sure my dress had ridden all the way up at this point. I whimpered into his mouth when his fingertips grazed my thong. A few more seconds and he would-

“Can you two stop fucking in public?” Ren shouted. Adriel pulled away and I whined, feeling the extent of my alcohol.

“If we were fucking in public, you would know about it.” Adriel answered my brother.

“I’m going to dance.” I announced, pulling off Adriel’s hand he used as a necklace, then stood. I pulled down my dress. “Try not to kill each other.” I told them as I walked off to find Rayne and Naila.

I found them in the same spot I had watched them from the Dias. Rayne pulled me in as soon as she saw me.

“Oh girl, have you ruffled some feathers.” She laughed. “Adriel hasn’t called any fuck buddies in weeks, over a month. His little gang of merry bitches is after you.” I laughed with her. What kind of women got bitter over not being called for a fuck, never mind the fact that Adriel had ended up creating a cult of them. I looked at Naila.

“Are you having fun?” I asked. She nodded.

“Of course. Looks like you were having fun as well. I still can’t get over the fact I saw you and Adriel all over each other and you never told me!” She exclaimed.

“I promise to tell you everything when I can.”

I danced with my two friends, surprisingly not feeling like a third wheel when Rayne or Naila stole a kiss from each other. We made our way to the front of the crowd. Now and again I would steal glances at Adriel, who watched me the entire time.

I was spinning around with Naila when we were shoved into Rayne, who managed to catch us. I spun around to see who had done it. Rayne grabbed my arm.

“Lexie.” She warned. I stood face to face with a girl who had a long black ponytail, dressed in a PVC red strapless dress with a pair of devil horns. “Lexie. Let’s go.” I ripped my arm out of her grip.

“I think you owe me an apology.” I shouted over the music.

“To a nobody I don’t think so.” She laughed. I noticed the girl that had served us drinks earlier. God this place had high school level backstabbing. “Get out of here, slut. This isn’t where you belong.”

“Leave her alone, Chloe.” Rayne stepped in.

“Stay out of this, so much for loyalty. You let this whore walk in and mess everything up.”

“If Adriel not fucking you messes everything up then you need to sort your priorities out.” Rayne laughed and tried to pull me away. My drunk brain pieced together that this was one of the girls that Adriel had fucked. God how obsessed did you have to be to be this upset.

Cloe turned to me.

“You don’t know how things work around here. But when someone messes up the flow then they get hurt.” She stepped closer to my face.

I lowered my hand to my thigh, thankful the blade was on the outside. Gently I slipped it out from the garter as I was pushed back into Naila. I was on the end of my tether with her. We had begun to bring in an audience. More and more people had stopped dancing to stare at us. And the music stopped. A deadly silence draped over the room.

“I have a pretty clear idea of how things work I think you’ll find. At least how they work for me.” I spoke clearly, trying to hide the fact I was feeling the effects of the alcohol in my system. Rayne leaned into my ear.

“Lexie, trust me. Just go back to Adriel.” I ignored her. That would mean running away. I refused to do that. I wouldn’t be weak, especially when that was expected of me. Cloe sneered at me. I flicked open the pocketknife at my side, discreetly. I looked up at where Adriel was sitting.

All four of them stood at the bannister watching the events unfold.

“You were just a cunt to him, thanks for keeping his cock warm while I was away, but I’ll be taking it from here. He’s mine.” Chloe chuckled, putting a hand behind her back. Someone from the crowd pressed something into her hand. I remembered what Adriel told me. She had a weapon.

With no more than two flashes of the strobe I had the knife against her throat. A couple of people shuffled backwards. Chloe didn’t move an inch with the blade pressing against her skin. I raised an eyebrow.

“I suggest, you put down whatever you have in your hand, I won’t think twice about burying this into your neck.” I meant every word; I think that scared me more than her. Chloe brought her own pocket knife from out behind her back. I moved mine high past her square jaw and onto her cheek, pressing the tip into her skin. “Drop it.” Chloe dropped the knife with a dramatic flair. She narrowed her eyes at me.

“Whore.” She muttered.

“I’m much more than that. I suggest you listen to me carefully. Do not come near me, my friends or any of the Elite team again, else I’ll cut up your pretty face.” I smirked.

“He’ll be bored of you and back to us real women. Outsiders don’t last longer.” I stepped closer to her, leaning into her ear keeping my blade against her cheek.

“I’m not an outsider.” I whispered. “I’m Lawrence’s twin sister.”

“Alexandra.” She mumbled. The way she said my name sent me crazy. I was on a power high and fuck, it had felt better than sex or alcohol.

“That’s me.” I smiled, then I dragged the blade down her cheek. Blood came up from her skin and she squeezed her eyes in pain. No one tried to stop me. I lowered the blade and watched the beads of blood run down her face. It wasn’t deep or bleeding enough to be a concern but it was enough to be a warning.

My entire body was burning off adrenaline. I couldn’t take the sadistic smile off my face. My first blood.

“Angel.” My head snapped up. The crowd parted to reveal Adriel, his mask in his hand and leather gloves stuffed in his front pocket. He held out his hand. Everyone was looking between him and I. With an emotionless mask, I wiped my blade clean on her arm. She stayed still, not muttering another word. I closed the blade. Placing it back in the garter then stepped towards Adriel.

It was a performance of a lifetime. Adriel craved the dramatics in front of his subjects.

His hand closed around mine and as a King in front of his subjects he kissed me harshly, slipping his tongue into my mouth for the show. When he pulled away, he tugged on my hand to walk with him. I took deep breaths as the crowd parted for him, leading us to the door.

There was no one outside not even the two idiotic guards. The fresh air hit me and I stumbled in my heels. Adriel slammed me against the wall and I moaned when I hit my head. My addiction to pain had become a nuisance but I was too turned on to care.

“Fuck, Angel. Chloe is known for slicing girls to shreds and you just scared the shit out of her.” He pressed his forehead to mine.

“All I said was that I was Ren’s sister.” Adriel smirked at me.

“Yeah, that would have done it.”

“What’s so scary about Ren?” I inquired, slurring my words.

“Ren has two names. The cleaner or the butcher. He cuts people into tiny pieces to make them more disposable.” I should have thrown up, or at least been disgusted instead I shrugged.

“Enough about Ren. I need you to take me home and fuck me. Now.” I ordered. Adriel wrapped his hands around my throat.

“You’re on a power trip but don’t forget who is in charge.” He growled.

“Show me.” I whispered, stealing a kiss. “Fuck me, sir.”








  
  
  Chapter Twenty-Eight

  
  







Riggs was waiting in the car park in the limo. Adriel slung the door open and got in first. I heard him talk to Riggs.

“Take us to Versailles.” Adriel ordered.

“Yes, Sir.” The privacy window closed as I sat down next to Adriel.

“Why are we going to my Mom’s?” Adriel pulled the halo off the top of my head.

“Closer.” He answered, he took a fist full of my hair, pulling me down off the seat. “On your knees.” My lips parted following his orders. The rough carpet of the limo was harsh on knees but I crawled between Adriel’s legs, looking up at him with wide eyes.

Adriel’s face was shadowed, but I could make out his black eyes. His tongue darted out to lick his lips as he tugged my head back. His eyes drifted back to my ass. My short dress had ridden up to my hips showing off the red thong I had on underneath. He looked back at my face, landing on my dark red lips.

“I haven’t had a chance to fuck your face yet, have I?” I squeezed my thighs together as my breath hitched. Adriel hadn’t asked once during our times together to suck his cock and I found it unusual considering men were usually concerned with how much head they got. “So while we drive, you’re going to be a good girl and let me fuck your face.” What I loved most about Adriel was that he demanded, not asked.

“Yes, sir.” I smirked, running my hands up his thighs to the top of his jeans. I popped open the button and slowly dragged down the zip, tugging down the jeans as far as I could. In his black briefs I could see the thick outline of his cock. I freed the hard length from the briefs, slowly pumping him. He grew hard from my touch. Adriel threw back his head against the headrest, releasing a slow deep moan. I rose on my knees so I was able to take the head of his cock into my mouth.

I closed my lips over the head, keeping my eyes on Adriel. The car began to move. The grip on my hair got tighter when he looked down at me.

“You can handle more than that, Angel.” My mouth stretched over his thick cock. I bobbed my head slowly. My tongue tracing the veins in my mouth, while Adriel gave gentle tugs on my hair. “Fuck.” He groaned. Whatever strand of self-control Adriel had, he lost when we looked each other in the eye with his cock in my mouth.

He pushed my head down, the tip of his cock touching the back of my throat. I choked loudly, my eyes watering as I tried to bring my head back up. Adriel refused my request, his eyes glimmering, and he wore a smirk on his face. I had to breathe through my nose, and he pushed me down further. I gagged on him and he pulled me off him. I held my throat as I choked, a string of my saliva between his cock and my mouth.

He pulled my head back so I could look at him again, bending over. He spat into my mouth and I took in a sharp breath. He’d never done that before, but fuck, fuck it was hot. Then he forced my head back to his cock. I took him into my mouth, before I could suck, Adriel was forcing himself down my throat again.

I opened my thighs slightly, allowing my hand between my legs and gently rubbed my clit. I moaned around him and Adriel swore. He pulled me up by my hair and then forced my head back down, I choked every time. Soon he found a rhythm using my hair as a leash to fuck my mouth. My jaw was aching but I only welcomed the discomfort, alongside the burning pain on my scalp. My throat felt as if it was being torn to bits the harder, he forced himself into my throat.

I rubbed my clit faster, wanting to feel the level of pleasure that was etched on his face. When Adriel came it was one of the most beautiful things I had ever seen. I wanted to feel a fraction of what he did. I slipped two fingers inside of my dripping cunt, curling my fingers to hit the spot that had me almost purring around him.

His dark eyes were almost rolling into the back of his head as his phone rang. He picked it up from beside him.

“Keep sucking me off.” He ordered, as he answered and pressed the phone to his ear. “What?” He snapped. “I left…You don’t need to know everything I do, Lawrence.” I stopped sucking him, pulled back and removed my fingers, but the hand in my hair stopped me. He pushed my back so I choked. More tears streamed down my face and I cursed him for ruining my make-up. “I’m going back to yours, I’m sure you can handle everything. And find Chloe. I want her shitting herself for even thinking about your sister…If you really need to see me that badly you know where to find me. I’ll see you later.” He hung up, ditching his phone on the seat. I ran my tongue under the head and he squeezed his eyes shut, moaning. “You stopped.” He stumbled on his words. “I told you not to, moments before and you did.” He pulled me away from him again, releasing my hair. “What’s your safe word?”

“Red.” I croaked, feeling how sore my throat was going to get.

I didn’t see it coming. Adriel backhanded me across the face and my head flew to the side. I reached up to touch my burning cheek. I didn’t move for a moment out of shock.

“Angel?” He turned my head to look at him. He was worried, he held my chin gently. My eyes travelled to his angry red tipped cock. He enjoyed it as much as I had but he couldn’t tell that slapping me around the face had been enjoyable. I squeezed my thighs, trying to relieve the pressure.

I didn’t say anything as I climbed onto the seat, Adriel watched me with furrowed brows. I straddled him. His cock against my hot cunt. I giggled.

“You looked so scared. How many times have you hurt me over the past few weeks and I’ve begged before.” I teased; my voice raspy. Adriel snarled at me; his hand wrapped my throat squeezing tightly.

“Pain slut.” He mumbled; he was pissed I had looked so worried. I lifted my wet fingers to his mouth, slipping them between his lips. He gladly sucked every single taste of me off my fingers. He pulled off and licked his lips. “I suggest you start warming my cock before I have to punish you again.”

I lifted myself up, Adriel guiding his cock to my entrance, pushing my thong aside. I impaled myself on his thick length and let out a loud moan as he squeezed my throat. My eyes rolled into the back of my head as I rode him in the back of the limo. In this position Adriel nearly hit my cervix, deep and painful. I bent down to kiss him, tasting myself on his lips. He took his hand away from my throat and I whined.

Perking up when I heard the buzz of the privacy screen lowering. I pulled away and looked over my shoulder to see Riggs driving. I snapped my head to where Adriel had put his hand, on the button of the privacy screen. I stopped moving.

“Fuck yourself on me, Angel.” He growled.

“Rig-”

“Is driving.” He pushed his forehead against mine. “I told you I like an audience. So do you. I can feel your cunt pulsing around my cock. Ride me. Now.” I wrapped my arms around his neck and tucked my head into his shoulder. Lifting my ass up and down on his hard-on. I moaned, my lips finding the side of his neck. I took the opportunity to suckle the skin on his neck. Biting down gently again and again. Adriel groaned, holding the back of my neck to keep me there. I took it as an invitation to bite him harder.

“Fuck, Angel.” He mumbled. “I’m close. Come on, Angel. Ride me harder. Show who you belong to.” His words had my hips working faster on his cock as hitting my sweet spot that built pleasure in the bottom of my stomach. I pulled my head back, looking up as I cried out.

“I need to cum.” I mumbled, not sure if they even came out as words.

“Cum, Angel.” He ordered. I drove myself down on his cock one last time, clenching around him as I came. I screamed out loud, forgetting the privacy window was down. I could see stars in my vision. Adriel drove himself up into my sensitive cunt, thrusting harshly, grunting his own way to his release. Hot cum filled me and I slumped against him as he did me. Our breathing ragged. I coughed lightly, feeling how restricted my throat was from being fucked. I heard the privacy screen rise and I lifted my head to look at him. My cheeks blushed red.

“I think we just found two more kinks of yours.” He smirked. I leant down, stealing a final kiss and climbed off him.

“I’m exhausted.” I said pushing back my sweat-damp hair. Cum was slowly dripping from me and I groaned knowing that I would have to walk into my Mom’s looking like a fucked whore. Fuck, it also meant Adriel coming into my bedroom, which felt extremely personal.

The car came to a stop and Adriel opened his door, sliding out. I slid over the seats and Adriel held out his hand. As I stood, I quickly pulled down my dress.

“I can’t walk into my Mom’s house with a face like this.” I dreaded taking a look at the state of my eyeliner. Adriel slammed the door shut and the car raced off. Adriel turned my head towards him as we stood in the chill. I shivered as Adriel wiped my face. My lips parted in shock as he fixed my makeup the best he could. His thumb swiped under my lip.

“There, you just look like you’ve been dancing too much.” He shook my hand. I looked down at our hands linked together, still not used to it. We climbed the stairs to the front door and he wrapped an arm around me as he dug out a set of keys from his pocket.

“Why the fuck do you have keys to my house?” I questioned as he unlocked the door. He smirked.

“Because I’m me, Angel. I get anything I want.” He pushed open the door. It wasn’t late, the darkness of the house confused me. I couldn’t hear Mom or Georgia. I stepped into the house, opening my mouth to call out for someone. Adriel placed a hand over my mouth.

“If you wake them, we won’t get to have any more fun.” He whispered in my ear, pressing his already hardening cock against my back. He lightly kicked the door shut, then removed his hand.

He pushed me against the door and planted his lips onto mine. I smiled into the kiss and wrapped my arms around him.

“Alexandra?” I heard Mom’s voice and looked towards the living room. She was in her silk night clothes and matching robe, but I couldn’t make out anything else because of the darkness.

Adriel pulled away from me. He stopped moving, like the day we were in the office. I could barely register a touch from him as I looked at my mom.

“Hi, Mom.” I rolled out with clenched teeth. I’d been caught sneaking in with a guy, something a normal teenager experienced.

“Why are you home?” Her voice was strained and furrowed my brows.

“Mom, are you okay?” I asked. Before I could take another breath Adriel snatched the pocketknife from my thigh and threw it without even looking. I heard the knife hit the wood in the dark.

“Sofia. Where is Georgia?” Adriel looked at my mother as someone in the dark began to clap. Adriel reached over and slammed his hands on the light switch.

I stopped breathing for a moment. He stood there clapping, dressed in one of his fine suits, he looked older than the last time I saw him. He wore a sadistic smile on his face as he ceased clapping. I spotted the knife in the door frame of the living room.

“Your daughter is the only reason I missed.” Adriel turned around, keeping me behind him. I didn’t tear my eyes off my Dad.

“Isn’t that nice to know that you care.” He drawled. He sounded cold; I’d never heard him sound like that. He sounded like Louie.

“Only so she can kill you herself. I suggest you start explaining why you’re here.” Adriel glanced at my Mom, who had tears streaming down her face, trembling. “Sofia, where is Georgia?” He asked again.

“I’m here.” Georgia’s thick accent called out from the living room. She stepped up beside Mom, tucking herself close to her wife. Adriel didn’t take his eyes off Dad as he guided me towards Mom. Mom reached out to snatch me close to her, holding my head against hers.

Adriel knew where to look, dipping into the plant leaves of the pot that stood on a small circular table. He pulled out a Glock 43. The same gun I had been taught with. He took off the safety and loaded the chamber, pointing the gun at Dad.

“Explain. Now. Because while I may not kill you, I will take great pleasure in shooting out your kneecaps.”

“We never formally met, did we? Louie picked you off the streets after I had left. I was surprised to hear Louie had picked up a whore’s mistake and make him the Heir.” Adriel hadn’t talked about his life previous to being with Louie, I never pried, I knew there were somethings that were best left alone. It’s not as if being his fuck buddy gave me rights to his life story.

“If you’re hoping to make me crack by talking about my mother. You should know I stopped caring a long time ago.” Adriel chuckled darkly. The front door opened again.

“Mom!” Ren rushed in, stopping when he saw Dad. His face turned hard. Dad seethed and looked at Mom, Georgia and I.

“I warned you, Sofia. If you called for help, I would kill them all.” I gasped at his threat, tucking myself closer to Mom. Georgia’s arm wrapped around Mom, landing on my back. She stroked the silk of my dress in an attempt to soothe me.

“Sofia, didn’t raise the alarm.” Georgia snapped. “I did.” Dad walked towards us and a warning shot was fired at his feet cracking the marble tiles.

“Did you honestly think that I would leave my closest friend without protection from you?” A new voice joined the scene, stepping around Ren. He clasped my brother on his shoulder as a show of support. Louie stepped up beside his son. “Keep your aim on his tiny prick, son. Shoot if he takes another step towards them.”

“Well, isn’t this rich? Come to save the day, Renaud.” Vernon chuckled darkly.

“I think it’s time you explained why you thought it was a good idea to step foot into my city and terrorise the people that mean the most to me.” Louie drawled.

“I simply came to collect my daughter.” He shrugged. I shook my head, choking back my tears. I would never go anywhere near them again.

“You mean to collect the information you hope that your daughter has gathered.” Louie corrected him. Dad’s face dropped. I glanced at Adriel. He stood still as stone, with his arms raised to aim at my Dad. His face had the same dark expression that I had witnessed as a leader and heartless assassin. I felt safe standing by Mom but part of me wanted Adriel instead.

“I’d never come with you.” I said, surprised at the control of my voice. Mom wrapped her hand in mine, squeezing my hand, warning me. Dad looked at me with soft eyes, how easily he switched showed me how insane he really was, but it was all a game. Everything was a part of the game

“They’ve poisoned you, Alexandra. Whatever they’ve done and said to you is what they want you to hear.”

“But it doesn’t mean it’s any less than the truth.” Ren growled. I could feel the pain my brother was in, and I wanted to comfort him but he was too far away.

“It doesn’t necessarily mean you know the whole truth, Lawrence.” My dad shook his head.

“Say one more word and Adriel will shoot.” Louie said calmly, raising his eyebrow. Dad and Louie stared at each other.

“So afraid that the truth will finally come out. How long will it take for someone to kill her once the world knows.” Nothing was making sense.

“Know what?” I asked. I pulled away from Georgia and Mom, taking a stand on the other side of Adriel. He didn’t move closer to me but standing near him made me feel better.

“When they know you aren’t my daughter. Or son.” I glanced at Ren who had gotten closer to Dad, I could see the gun in his hand. “That you’re his.”

Dad looked at Louie.

“Adriel. Shoot.”







  Acknowledgments



I never know what to write when it comes to these types of things, but there are a few people I’d like to thank.

First is Alicia, for the past year she has been my rock. I wouldn’t have finished Free Fall without her support. She is the first person I take my ideas to and the biggest supporter of Ren I’ve met because frankly, Ren is an asshole. Al, I don’t know where I would be without you or where Free Fall would be without you. I love you so fucking much. You’re the family I wished I’d always had. You’ve pulled me back from the edge more times than I can count.

Another big person in my life is my long-time friend Nim Nim. She’s been there since I first started writing and that includes a Harry Styles fanfiction she still won’t let go of to this day. She was always there when my writing folder at school was ruined or I was teased because I had a dream to publish my own book. She would tell them they can go fuck themselves because I would get further in life than most of those people. I’m here today because of you and the support you’ve given me over the years. You’re the other half of my soul.

There are a few special mentions I’d like to make to thank my best friends at University. Abby, Court, and Evie, who always believed I’d make it here. And Abby if you’ve made this far in the book, I’m very proud of you.

Heres thanks to every teacher who told me off for writing in class and the ones who had to read through my extremely long English assessments and ended up giving me a word count for their own sanity.

And thank you to every single person who read Free Fall and I can’t wait to share Lexie’s next chapter with you in Crash Landing…







  About the Author






Em Solstice is a twenty-something writer from a small town in England. She has been writing for ten years, starting her journey on pieces of stolen paper from her workbooks at school. Back then she thought a kiss scene was scandalous.





cover.jpeg
KILL OR BE KILLED TRILOGY

~EM SOLSTICE





