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To the ones whose type is an unapologetic villain.



AUTHOR NOTE

Hello reader friend,

If you haven’t read my books before, you might not know this, but I write
darker stories that can be upsetting and disturbing. My books and main
characters aren't for the faint of heart.

Killian Carson, the main character of God of Malice is a true
psychopath, not a make-believe, nor a bad boy who’s eventually tamed.
He’s a villain with very questionable actions, so if you can’t handle morally
black characters, please do NOT proceed.

This book contains non-con, dub-con, and suicidal thoughts. I trust you
know your triggers before you proceed.

God of Malice is a complete STANDALONE.

For more things Rina Kent, visit www.rinakent.com
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BLURB

I caught the attention of a monster.
I didn’t ask for it.
Didn’t even see it coming.
But the moment I do, it’s too late.
Killian Carson is a predator wrapped in sophisticated charm.
He’s cold-blooded, manipulative, and savage.
The worst part is that no one sees his devil side.
I do.
And that will cost me everything.
I run, but the thing about monsters?
They always chase.
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GLYNDON

D isasters start on black nights.
Starless, soulless, sparkless nights.
The type of nights that serve as ominous backgrounds in folklore
tales.

I peer down on the crashing waves that war with the huge pointy rocks
that form the cliff.

My feet tremble on the edge as bloody images roll in my mind with the
wrecking force of a hurricane. The replay happens in full, disturbing
motion. The rev of the engine, the slide of the car, and eventually, the
haunting scratch of metal against rocks and the splash in the deadly water.

There’s no car now, no person inside it, no soul to be dispersed into the
unapologetic air.

It’s only the slam of the angry waves and the ferocity of the solid rocks.

Still, I don’t dare to blink.

I didn’t blink back then either. I just stared and stared, then shrieked like
a haunted mythical creature.

He didn’t hear me, though. The boy whose body and soul are no longer
with us.

The boy who struggled both mentally and emotionally but still managed
to be there for me.

A sudden chill runs down my back, and I cross my flannel jacket over
my white top and denim shorts. But it’s not the coldness that rattles me to
the bone.

It’s the night.



The terror of the merciless waves.

The atmosphere is eerily similar to a few weeks ago when Devlin drove
me to this cliff on Brighton Island. An island that’s situated an hour by ferry
on the south coast of the United Kingdom.

When we first came here, I never imagined everything would spiral to a
deathly end.

No stars were present then either, and just like tonight, the moon shone
brightly, like the bleeding of pure silver on a blank canvas. The immortal
rocks are unassuming witnesses of crimson blood, lost life—and an all-
encompassing sense of grief.

They all say it’ll get better with time. My parents, my grandparents, my
therapist.

But it’s only been getting worse.

Every night for weeks, I haven’t gotten more than two hours of hazy,
nightmare-riddled sleep. Every time I close my eyes, Devlin’s kind face
comes crashing in, then he smiles as scarlet red explodes from all of his
orifices.

I wake up shaking, crying, and hiding in my pillow so that no one thinks
I’ve gone whacko.

Or that I need more therapy.

I was supposed to spend Easter break with my family back in London,
but I just couldn’t take it anymore.

It was pure impulse when I snuck out of the house as soon as everyone
fell asleep, drove for two hours, took the ferry for another hour, and ended
up here past two a.m.

Sometimes, I want to stop hiding from everyone, myself included.
Oftentimes, however, it gets too hard and it’s impossible to breathe
properly.

I can’t look Mum in the eye and lie. I can’t face Dad and Grandpa and
pretend I’'m their little girl anymore.

I think the Glyndon King they raised for nineteen years perished with
Devlin a few weeks ago. And I can’t face the fact that they’ll learn that
soon.

That they’ll look at my face and see an imposter.

A disgrace to the King name.

It’s why I’m here—a last attempt to expel the charge building in my
body.



The air frizzles my honey-colored hair that’s streaked with natural
blonde balayage and stuffs it in my eyes. I flip it back and rub my palm on
the side of my shorts as I stare down.

Down.

Down...

My rubbing heightens in intensity and so does the sound of the wind
and the waves in my ear.

The pebbles crush under my tennis shoes as I take a step closer to the
edge. The first one is the hardest, but then it’s like I’m floating on air.

My arms open wide and I close my eyes. As if I'm possessed by an
alternate power, I don’t recognize that I remain standing in place or how my
fingers itch to spray paint on something.

Anything.

I hope Mum won'’t see the last painting I did.

I hope she won’t remember me as the least talented of her kids. The
disgrace who couldn’t even reach the tip of her genius.

The weirdo whose artistic sense is screwed up in all the wrong ways.

“I’'m so sorry,” I whisper the words I think Devlin told me before he
flew to nowhere.

Light slips past the corner of my closed lids and I startle, thinking that
maybe his ghost has risen from the water and is coming after me.

He’ll tell me the words he snarled in every nightmare. “You’re a
coward, Glyn. Always were and always will be.”

That thought spurs those images from the nightmares. I spin around so
fast, my right foot slips, and I shriek as I tumble back.

Back...

Toward the deadly cliff.

A strong hand wraps around my wrist and tugs with a force that steals
the breath from my lungs.

My hair flies behind me in a symphony of chaos, but my vision still
zeroes in on the person holding me effortlessly with one hand. He doesn’t
pull me from the edge, though, and instead, keeps me at a dangerous angle
that could get me Kkilled in a fraction of a second.

My legs shake, slipping against the tiny rocks and sharpening the angle
I’m standing at—and the possibility of a fall.

The person’s eyes—a man, judging by his muscular frame—are covered
by a camera that’s slung around his neck. Once again, blinding light flashes



directly on my face. So that’s the reason behind the startling flash a moment
ago. He’s been photographing me.

It’s only then I realize that moisture has gathered in my eyes, my hair is
a tragic mess of the wind’s making, and the dark circles beneath my eyes
could probably be seen from outer space.

I’m about to tell him to pull me, because my position is literally on the
edge and I’m scared that if I try to do it myself, I’ll just fall.

But then something happens.

He slides the camera from his eyes, and my words get caught at the
back of my throat.

Since it’s night and only the moon offers any type of light, I shouldn’t
be able to see him so clearly. But I can. It’s like I'm seated at the premiere
of a film. A thriller.

Or maybe a horror.

People’s eyes usually brighten with emotions, any type. Even grief
makes them shine with tears, unsaid words, and irrevocable regrets.

His, however, are as dim as the night and just as dark. And the weirdest
part is that they’re still indistinguishable from their surroundings. If I wasn’t
staring straight at him, I’d think he was a creature of the wilderness.

A predator.

A monster, maybe.

His face is sharp, angular—the type that demands undivided attention,
as if he were created for the purpose of luring people into a carefully-
crafted trap.

No, not people.

Prey.

There’s a masculine quality to his physique that can’t be hidden by his
black trousers and a short-sleeved T-shirt.

In the middle of this freezing spring night.

His arm muscles bulge from the material with no hint of goosebumps or
discomfort, as if he were born with cold blood. The hand he’s currently
holding my wrist hostage with—and effectively stopping my fall to death—
is taut, but there’s no sign of exertion whatsoever.

Effortless. That’s the word to be used for him.

His whole demeanor drips with utter ease. It’s too cool...too blank, so
that he appears a bit bored, even.

A bit...absent, despite being right here in the flesh.



His full, symmetrical lips are set in a line as an unlit cigarette hangs
from between them. Instead of looking at me, he stares at his camera, and
for the first time since I noticed him, a spark of light simmers behind his
irises. It’s fast, fleeting, and almost imperceptible. But I catch it.

The single moment in time where his bored facade shimmers, darkens,
rears from the background before eventually disappearing.

“Stunning.”

I swallow the unease creeping up my throat, and it has little to do with
the word he said and more to do with how he said it.

His deep voice sounds laced with honey but is actually fogged with
black smoke.

It has to do with how the word vibrated from his vocal cords before
rippling in the space between us with the lethality of poison.

Also, did he just speak in an American accent?

My doubts are confirmed when his eyes slide to me with deadly
confidence that locks my shaking muscles. For some reason, it feels as if I
shouldn’t breathe the wrong way or else I'll meet my downfall sooner rather
than later.

The resemblance of light has long since disappeared from his eyes and
I’'m face to face with that shadowy version from earlier—muted, dull, and
absolutely lifeless.

“Not you. The photograph.”

That sounded American.

But what would he be doing in such a desolate place that even the locals
don’t tread near?

His hand loosens from around my wrist and when my feet slip back,
several rocks fall and meet their demise. A haunted shriek echoes in the air.

Mine.

I don’t even think about it as I grab hold of his forearm with both hands.

“What the... What the hell are you doing?” I pant through my choked
breaths, my heart stammering. A sense of terror rips through my rib cage,
and I haven’t felt anything like it in weeks.

“What does it look like I’'m doing?” He still speaks with utter ease, as if
he’s discussing breakfast options with friends. “I’m finishing the job you
started, so when you fall to your death, I can commemorate the moment. I
have a feeling you’ll be a good addition to my collection, but if you’re
not...” He shrugs. “I’ll just burn it.”



My mouth hangs open as an influx of thoughts invade my mind. Did he
just say he’ll add a picture of me falling to my death to his collection? I
have too many questions, but the most important of all is, what type of
collection does this lunatic keep?

No, scratch that—the ultimate question is, who the hell is this guy? He
looks about my age, would be considered handsome by societal standards,
and he’s an outsider.

Oh, and he gives off a criminal vibe, but not the petty, ordinary kind.
He’s in a league of his own.

A dangerous criminal vibe.

The mastermind controlling countless thugs, who usually lurks behind
the scenes.

And somehow, I happened to appear in his path.

Having lived my life surrounded by men who eat the world for
breakfast, I can recognize danger.

I can also recognize people I should stay away from.

And this American stranger is the epitome of those two options.

I need to get out of here.

Now.

Despite the nerves attacking my already fragile mental state, I force
myself to speak in my no-nonsense tone. “I wasn’t planning to die.”

He raises an eyebrow and the cigarette in his mouth twitches with a
slight movement of his lips. “Is that so?”

“Yeah. So can you...pull me up?”

I could use his forearm to do that myself, but any sudden movement
will probably have the exact opposite effect and he could release me to
meet my maker.

Still grabbing my wrist with a nonchalant hand, he retrieves a lighter
with his free one and lights the cigarette. The tip burns like rich orange dusk
and he takes his time before he throws the lighter back into his pocket and
blows out a cloud of smoke in my face.

I usually gag on the smell of cigarettes, but that’s the least of my
problems now.

“And what do I get in return for helping you?”

“My thanks?”

“I have no use for that.”



My lips purse and I force myself to remain calm. “Then why did you
grab hold of me in the first place?”

He taps the edge of his camera, then caresses it with the sensuality of a
man touching a woman he can’t stay away from.

For some reason that causes my temperature to rise.

He looks like the type who does that a lot.

Often.

And with the same intensity he exudes.

“To take a picture. So how about you finish what you started and give
me the masterpiece I came here for?”

“Are you seriously saying that your masterpiece is my death?”

“Not your death, no. It’d look too bloody and displeasingly gory when
your skull is smashed against the rocks below. Not to mention that the
current lighting won’t be able to capture a good picture. It’s your fall that
I’m interested in. Your pale skin will have a wonderful contrast against the
water.”

“You’re...sick.”

He lifts a shoulder and blows more toxic fog. Even the way he slides his
fingers against the cigarette and smokes appears effortless, when it’s
shackled with tension. “Is that a no?”

“Of course it’s a no, you psycho. You think I’d die just so you can take a
picture?”

“A masterpiece, not a picture. And you don’t really have a choice. If 1
decide you’ll die...” His upper body leans forward and he loosens his
fingers from around my wrist, his voice lowering to a frightening whisper.
“You’ll die.”

I scream when my foot nearly gives way and my nails dig into his arm
with a ferocious need for life bubbling in my veins with the desperation of a
caged animal. A prisoner that’s been in solitary confinement for bloody
years.

I’m pretty sure I scratched him, but if he’s hurt, he shows no signs of
discomfort.

“This isn’t funny,” I pant, my voice choked.

“Do you see me laughing?” His long fingers wrap around the cigarette
and he takes a drag before pulling it away from his mouth. “You have until
my smoke ends to give me something.”

“Something?”



“Whatever you’re willing to do in exchange for my chivalrous act of
saving a damsel in distress.”

I don’t miss the way he stresses the word chivalrous, or the provocative
way he uses words in general. As if they’re weapons in his arsenal.

The battalion at his command.

He’s enjoying this, isn’t he? This whole situation that started with my
attempts to forget has landed me with a nightmare. My gaze strays to the
half-smoked cigarette and just when I’m thinking about prolonging time, he
inhales what remains in a few seconds and throws the butt away. “Your time
is up. Goodbye.”

He starts to release himself from my hold, but I dig my nails in farther.
“Wait!”

No change occurs in his features even as the air tousles his hair back.
Even as I'm sure he feels me shaking with the desperation of a leaf
struggling to survive.

Nothing seems to have any effect on him.

And it scares the shit out of me.

How can someone be this...this cold?

This detached?

This lifeless?

“Changed your mind?”

“Yeah.” My voice trembles even as I attempt to sound in control of
myself. “Pull me up and I’ll do whatever you want.”

“Sure you want to word it that way? Whatever I want might include a
number of things that are frowned upon by the general public.”

“I don’t care.” The moment I’m on safe ground, I’'m out of this crazy
wanker’s orbit.

“It’s your funeral.” His fingers wrap around my wrist in a merciless grip
and he tugs me from the edge with baffling ease.

It’s as if I wasn’t hanging toward death by a thread just now.

As if the water below wasn’t opening its fangs to chew me in between
them. Maybe, just maybe, that’s not a good thing, considering the devil I'm
facing.

My harsh breaths sound animalistic in the silence of the night. I attempt
to regulate them, but it’s of no use.

I was brought up to have a steel will and an imposing presence. I was
raised with a last name that’s larger than life, and with family and friends



who attract attention wherever we go.

And yet, everything I knew seems to vanish at this moment. It’s like I’'m
dissociating from who I’m supposed to be and morphing into a version even
I can’t seem to fathom.

And it’s all because of the man standing in front of me. His features are
vacant, his eyes still dull and lifeless, and every bleak color in the palette.

If I had to put a color on him, it’d most definitely be black—deadpan,
cold, and a boundless hue.

I try to free my wrist from his hand, but he tightens his hold until I’'m
sure he’ll break my bones just to peek inside them.

It’s been only a minute since I met him, but I honestly wouldn’t be
surprised if he did break my wrist. After all, he wanted to take a picture of
me falling to my death.

And while that’s odd, it’s downright terrifying, too. Because I know, I
just know that this American stranger would be able to do it in a blink and
not think about the consequences.

“Let me go,” I say in a clipped tone.

His lips tip at the corners. “Ask nicely and I might.”

“What’s the definition of nicely to you?”

“Add a please or drop on your knees. Either will do. Doing them both at
the same time would be highly recommended.”

“How about neither?”

He tilts his head to the side. “That would be both pointless and foolish.
After all, you’re at my mercy.”

In a swift movement, he pushes me to the edge again. I try to stop the
brutality of his movement, but my strength is a mere straw in the face of his
raw power.

In no time, my legs are hanging on the verge of the cliff, but this time, I
grab hold of the strap of his camera, his shirt, and any surface I can dig my
nails in.

Cold.

He’s so cold, it freezes my fingers and leaves me breathless. “Please!”

An appreciative sound slips from his lips, but he doesn’t drag me back.
“That wasn’t so hard, now, was it?”

My nostrils flare, but I manage to say, “Can you stop this?”

“Not when you didn’t finish your second part of the bargain.”

I stare at him, probably looking dumbfounded as hell. “Second part?”



He places a hand on top of my head, and that’s when I notice that he’s
tall. So tall that it’s intimidating.

At first, he merely caresses a few strands of my hair behind my ears.
The gesture is so intimate that my mouth goes dry.

My heart beats so loudly that I think it’ll rip from my rib cage.

No one has ever touched me with this level of nonnegotiable
confidence. No—not confidence. It’s power.

The overwhelming type.

His fingers that were just stroking my hair dig in my skull and shove
down so hard, my legs give out. Just like that.

No resistance.

Nothing.

I’m falling.

Falling...

Falling...

I think he’s pushed me to my death, after all, but my knees bump
against the solid ground and so does my heart.

When [ stare up, I find that gleam again. Earlier, I thought it was a flash
of light, some semblance of white in the black.

I thought wrong.

It’s black-on-black.

A shade of absolute darkness.

Pure sadism shines in his irises as he holds my head hostage, and the
worst part is that if he lets go, I’ll surely tumble backward.

A frightening smirk lifts his lips. “Being on your knees is highly
recommended indeed. Now, should we begin?”



GLYNDON

his can’t be real.
Itisn’t.
Shouldn’t be.

And yet, as my eyes clash with the stranger’s muted and absolutely
lifeless ones, I’'m unsure of whether this is real or if I’'m caught in a
nightmare.

Probably the latter.

It’s not even about his savage hold on my hair, which I'm sure if I
attempt to fight, he might tear from my skull—or worse, use to yank me
over the cliff like he’s been threatening ever since I met him.

In hindsight, I should’ve been ready for something like this, considering
my family.

I’ve always thought I had unusual family and friends. Heck, Grandpa is
a ruthless sociopath. So is my uncle. My brother is even worse.

But maybe since I’ve known them all my life, I’ve normalized their
behavior. I’ve accepted it as if it were a given. Because they’re functioning
members of society, and I’ve never been their target.

I was blindsided and thought I could handle people like them if I met
them in real life.

But then again, nothing could’ve prepared me for being in this position
with someone I’ve just met.

The sound of crashing waves comes in sync with my chaotic thoughts.
The cold air seeps through my jacket to underneath my top, chilling the



sweat clinging to my skin. I’ve been on fire ever since the rush of life
flowed into my veins earlier so the sensation is welcome.

Despite my instinct that keeps screaming at me to run away, I’'m well
aware that any sudden movement will probably get me killed.

So I swallow the saliva that’s gathered in my mouth and respond to his
last statement, “Begin what?”

“Payment for saving you.”

“You didn’t.” I throw a trembling hand around. “I’m still on the edge.”

“And you’ll remain that way until you give me what you promised.”

“I didn’t promise you anything.”

His head cocks to the side and so does the camera, following the axis of
his body with haunting, methodical motion. “Oh, but you did. And I repeat,
whatever you want, remember?”

“Those were words I said in the heat of the moment. They don’t count.”

“They do to me. So either give me what I want or...” he trails off,
craning his neck toward whatever’s behind me. He doesn’t need to voice it.
I can tell where he’s aiming.

It’s an intimidation factor.

A looming threat.

And he knows damn well that it’s working.

“Can I get up first?”

“No. What I want happens in this position.”

“And what do you want?”

“Your lips around my cock.”

My mouth falls open, and I hope it’s a nightmare. I hope that this is
some sort of a twisted joke that’s gone too far and I’m supposed to laugh it
off now, then go home and text the girls about it.

But I have a feeling that if I so much as breathe wrong, the situation will
escalate to the worst.

“If you’re not into that option, I have alternatives in mind.” His hand
slides from the top of my head to the hollow of my cheek and then down to
my lips.

In my life, I’ve never been as frozen as I am right now. And it has
everything to do with his cold touch. It’s callous, devoid of any care, and
absolutely terrifying.

This must be what it feels like to have your soul ripped out by the Grim
Reaper.



His fingers slide down to my throat and he squeezes the sides hard
enough to make me lightheaded and establish who holds control in this
situation. “You can get on all fours so I can stick my cock in one of your
remaining holes. Probably both and in no particular order.”

I wish this was a fagade, but there’s no ounce of deceit in his tone. This
crazy bastard really won’t hesitate to make good on his promises.

It’s only now that I realize what deep trouble I’'m actually in.

This psycho will devour me alive.

If I thought I was hollow for weeks, then this will definitely end me.

Decimate me.

Tear me to pieces.

He must sense my distress, considering the trembling of my whole
body. I’'m like a stray bird in the middle of the windy night, being pushed in
all directions.

“Which option will you go for?” the stranger asks in his casual voice
that could belong to dukes and aristocrats.

There’s unnerving ease in his movements and manner of speech. As if
he’s a robot that’s running on some fucked-up battery.

But at the same time, it’s like he’s at war. He escalates the events so
quickly that the nature of his actions turns unpredictable.

And I’m not staying around to find out to what lengths he’ll take this.

Using the element of surprise, I spot the chance where his grip is
somewhat relaxed on my throat, and I lunge up.

My heart soars with the explosive fireworks of adrenaline when I feel
him losing his merciless hold.

I did it.

[—

I’m not even finished celebrating in my head when a loud thud sounds
in the air. The air whooshes out of my lungs when my knees hit the rocks
with a lethality that knocks my thoughts from my head.

I can’t breathe.

I can’t breathe...

That’s when I realize that he’s brought me down with a violent squeeze
around my throat and a shove on the top of my head.

And this time, he’s out to choke me. My nails dig into his wrists, my
survival instinct kicking in like that of a trapped animal.

But it’s like I’'m colliding with a wall.



A fucking unmovable fortress.

He even compresses his fingers until I’'m sure he’ll snap my head from
my neck.

“The running away option wasn’t on the menu, now, was it?” His voice
sounds far away and mingles with the ringing in my ears. And if I’m not
mistaken, it’s deepened, lowered, turning a darker shade of black.

Way worse than the colorless night.

Even his dim eyes have become desolate—worse than any hue I could
picture.

At this moment, he’s nothing short of a predator.

A callous, cold-blooded monster.

“P-please...” I croak, and it echoes like a haunting ghost song in the
night surrounding us.

I can’t even pray that some passerby will find us. After all, Devlin chose
this place because it’s isolated.

Devlin and I chose this place.

Who thought we’d experience such different yet tragic fates in it?

“Please?” he drawls the word, as if testing how it sounds on his lips.

I try to bob my head, but it’s impossible with his hold on my neck.

“Please use your lips or please use your cunt and ass?” He pauses, then
pushes me backward until my upper half is tilted in the cliff’s direction. “Or
please turn you into a masterpiece?”

Choked noises leave my lips, sounding more animalistic than human.

It’s that escalation again—the reminder that this is a power play and if I
keep fighting, he’ll simply make this way more horrendous than I can
possibly imagine.

No matter how hard I struggle, the inhumane stranger seems oblivious
to it. In fact, he lifts a shoulder manically, like a damn criminal who feels
no remorse whatsoever for his crimes.

“If you don’t choose, I’'ll do it for you—"

“Lips,” I strain, unsure of how I manage to get the word out.

I’m not even sure how the hell I'm still conscious, considering the raw
power he’s holding me with.

It’s only after the word leaves my mouth that he slowly eases the brute
force of his fingers from around my neck. But he doesn’t release me and
continues imprisoning my whole being in front of him.



I inhale a copious amount of air, my lungs filling with oxygen to the
point of feeling burned, caught in a chokehold and stabbed in the chest.

He raises a thick eyebrow, appearing beautiful, gorgeous even, but it’s
the type of beauty that notorious serial killers use to lure their victims. I
honestly wouldn’t be surprised if he Kkills for sport.

And that’s definitely the wrong thought to have under the
circumstances.

It’s insane how I’ve often thought about death but when push comes to
shove, I’m terrified of it.

The stranger from hell slides his thumb against my upper lip, sensually,
almost lovingly, and it’s even more frightening. Because from the way he’s
behaved and talked, I’'m almost sure there’s not a gentle bone in his body.

“You’ll let me stuff my cock between these lips and fill your throat with
my cum?”

My neck heats since I’m not used to being spoken to this way, but I lift
my chin. “I’m not doing it because I want to. I’'m doing it because you’re
threatening me with worse. If it were up to me, I would’ve never let you
touch me, you sick bastard.”

“Good thing it’s not up to you.” Still keeping his hand around my throat,
he slides down his zipper with his free hand, the sound eerier than the
crushing of the waves and the whooshing of the wind.

When he pulls out his penis, I try to turn my head the other way, but his
grip on my neck forces me to watch every single detail.

He’s big and hard, and I don’t even want to think about what made him
so hard.

Something warm presses against my lips and I clamp them shut, glaring
up at him.

“Open,” he orders, his hand clenching my hair, allowing no room for
negotiation.

But I hold on to the fight in me. To that glimmer of hope that maybe
he’ll change his mind and this whole nightmare will be over.

I should know better.

A monster can’t be changed or derailed.

A monster’s only aim is to destroy.

“I can always use your ass and cunt. In that order. So unless you’re
willing to soak my dick with your blood and lick it clean, I suggest you



open your mouth.” He hits me across the lips with his dick and I have no
choice but to loosen my jaw.

If T don’t, there’s no doubt that he’ll keep his word about the other
option and I’m not ready to find out how far he’ll go.

How far he’ll escalate.

The tip of his dick slips through my lips and my stomach coils in short
intervals. I swallow down the revolting need to vomit all over him and
myself.

“Don’t gag when we haven’t even started yet.” He strokes my lower lips
with that fake gentleness again. “You can enjoy this if you want, but if you
fight, I suppose it’ll only feel inconvenient. Now, suck and make it good.”

He wants me to suck?

Fuck you. I’m a King, and we don’t get told what to do.

Despite the fear that paralyzes my limbs, my gaze clashes with his as I
bite down on his dick.

Hard.

With everything in me. I bite with enough force that I think I’ll cut his
penis off and swallow the tip.

The only reaction that comes out of the stranger is a grunt and... He’s
getting harder. I can feel him growing in my mouth worse than earlier.

But I don’t get to continue biting.

Because he tugs on my hair as if attempting to tear it out of my skull.

Bursts of pain explode all over my body, but that’s not all.

He tilts me back so my upper half is bent backward and he’s looking
down on me with manic eyes that could kill.

He doesn’t pull out. Doesn’t even appear to be in much pain.

Shit.

Maybe he really is a robot and I’m stuck with an unfeeling machine.

“Use your teeth again and I'll switch to your ass. I'll tear through your
tight hole and use your blood as lube while your head hangs over the edge.”
There’s a strain in his voice as he pushes more of his dick inside my mouth.
“Now, fucking suck.”

I don’t dare to defy him. One, I'm on the edge, literally, and two, I have
no doubt that he’ll keep his word.

Problem is, I’ve never given head before, so I'm completely out of my
league here. But I attempt to suck the crown of his dick. If his groan of
pleasure is any indication, my tentative licks seem to please him.



So I do it again, and again.

“You’ve never given head before, have you?” There’s an appreciative
quality in his tone as if the wanker approves. “Hollow your cheeks and
loosen your jaw. Don’t just lick, suck,” he instructs in a lust-filled voice as
if he’s speaking to a lover.

I’m so tempted to bite his dick off completely this time, but the threat of
actual death forces me to abandon the idea.

Instead, I follow his command. The sooner I’'m done with this, the
sooner I’ll be out of his deadly orbit.

“That’s it,” he breathes out, his tone loosening for the first time. “Use
your tongue.”

I do, mechanically, not even thinking about it. I also try not to think
about the position I’m in. On the edge, on my knees, about to fall back, with
a maniac using my mouth to get off.

If he slides my body back even an inch, I’ll have no one to save me but
the same person who put me in this position.

His hold on my hair stiffens, and I think I’ve used my teeth again, but I
soon find out that’s not the case.

He’s done with attempting to take it easy. Or maybe he’s bored.

Whatever the reason, he’s just decided to take things into his own
hands. Using his grip on my hair, he seizes my jaw with his fingers, forcing
me to open as wide as I can.

“I like your adorable attempt at sucking cock, but how about I show you
how it’s properly done?” He thrusts all the way to the back of my throat.
“Hmm. You have a pretty little face that looks erotic when being fucked.”

I splutter, choking on my saliva and his girth and length. I haven’t come
across many dicks in my life, but this, without doubt, is the biggest I’ve
seen.

And the way he drives it to the back of my throat is nothing short of a
show of domination. He keeps it there, choking me until my eyes nearly
bulge out. I think I’ll die with his dick in my mouth.

His gaze remains on mine and he gets even harder as he watches me,
my eyes bulging with tears gathering in them, and face probably turning
red.

The sick bastard is going to kill me and get off on it.

But then, he slides out enough to allow me to take a sliver of a breath.



I don’t even drag a whole inhale before he’s ramming in again, more
violently than before.

More intense.

More...out of control.

Tears sting my eyes and fall in rivulets down my cheeks. Drool and
precum trickle down my chin and neck as he thrusts in and out of my
mouth, still holding me at the edge with a hand.

Over and over.

And over.

Matching the brutal sound of the crushing waves below.

I’'m lightheaded, my fingers throbbing and my legs shaking. I refuse to
think about what’s happening between them.

I’m just not that fucked in the head.

Right when I think he’ll never finish, a salty taste explodes in my
mouth.

My knee-jerk reaction is to spit it all out in his face, so I try to do just
that. The moment he slides his dick out of my mouth, I splutter the cum all
over his designer shoes.

Rugged breaths rack my chest and I inhale and exhale in rapid
succession, but I don’t break eye contact.

I glare as I wipe the remainder of his disgusting cum from my mouth.

At first, he watches me with a blank expression, but soon after, a low
chuckle comes from his lips and for the first time tonight, light shines in his
eyes. It’s not black-on-black this time.

It’s pure sadist light.

The light of someone so utterly pleased and satiated.

He releases my hair and jams his middle and ring fingers into my
mouth. I hold on to his wrist to keep from stumbling backward and he uses
the chance to smear the rest of his cum on my lips.

His fingers choke me, invading my mouth as if they have every right to,
over and over.

And fucking over again.

When he seems satisfied enough, a flash blinds me.

I stare up at the camera that’s covering his eyes.

Did this bastard just take a picture of me in this position?

Yes. Yes, he did.



But before I can try to snatch away his camera, he pulls his fingers from
my mouth, then uses them to tuck my hair behind my ears and pats the top
of my head.

“You were a good sport, Glyndon.”

And then he effortlessly tugs me away from the edge, turns, and leaves.

I remain in a frozen state, unable to wrap my head around everything
that just happened.

The most important of all is, how the hell does that psycho know my
name?



GLYNDON

don’t know how I drive home.

There’s definitely crying and some blurry vision as I strangle the
steering wheel. But the persistent feeling is the constant need to follow
in Devlin’s footsteps and just hit the gas to the nearest cliff.

I shake my head.

Thinking about Devlin under the current situation is about the worst
step I can take.

The best step I take, however, is stopping across from a police station
with the intention to report what just happened.

One thing stops me from opening my car’s door. What evidence do I
have?

Besides, I’d rather die than have my family battle a media war for my
sake. Yes, Dad and Grandpa, and even my mum, would probably shred the
stranger to pieces and be willing to battle all types of wars for me if they
knew.

But I’m not like them.

I’m not antagonistic and I sure as hell don’t want them to be in the
spotlight because of me.

I just can’t do that.

And I’m so damn tired. I’ve been tired for months, and this will only
add to the weight that has been perching on my shoulders.

Mum will be so disappointed in me if she hears that her little girl is
covering for a predator. She raised me with the motto of holding my head
up. She raised me to be a strong woman like herself and my late grandma.



But she doesn’t need to know about this.

It’s not that I’'m covering up for him. I’m not. I won’t make any excuses
for him. I won’t consider it anything less than what it is.

However, it’ll remain buried between me and myself. Just like
everything about Devlin.

Is justice that important? Not when I have to sacrifice my peace of mind
for it.

I’ve already dealt with a lot of things on my own. What’s another thing
to add to the list?

[ finally arrive at my family home with a heavy soul and a shredded
heart. The blue hues of early dusk start descending over the vast property as
the huge gate closes behind me. The door creaks with a haunting sound, and
the fog forming in the distance doesn’t help in diminishing the spookiness
of the scene.

I step out of my car and freeze, staring behind me. The hairs on the back
of my neck stand on end and my limbs start shaking uncontrollably.

What if that crazy bastard followed me here?

What if he hurts my family?

If he so much as poses a threat to them, I’ll become homicidal. No
doubt about it.

I might be ready to move past what he did to me, but it’s different when
my loved ones are involved. I swear I’ll go mental.

Long moments tick by as I inspect my surroundings with my fists
clenched by my sides. Only after I’ve made sure I didn’t actually bring a
rabid dog with me do I start heading inside.

Mum and Dad made this house so big, imposing, but with enough
warmth to feel like a home.

The building stretches over a large piece of land on the outskirts of
London. The wooden gazebo that sits in the middle of the garden is filled
with multiple paintings from our childhood.

The stars I drew when I was around three appear grotesque and
absolutely appalling compared to the ones my brothers painted. I don’t want
to look at them or be hit with that inferiority complex.

Not now.

So I remove my shoes and sneak down to the basement. It’s where our
art studios are.

Right next to a world-renowned artist’s.



Anyone in the art circuit knows the name Astrid Clifford King, or
they’d recognize her signature, Astrid C. King. Her sketches have captured
the hearts of critics and galleries all over the world, and she’s often asked to
attend as a guest of honor at an opening here and an exclusive event there.

My mum was the reason behind my and my brothers’ artistic
tendencies. Landon is damn effortless about it. Brandon is meticulous.

Me?

I’m chaotic to the point that I don’t understand it sometimes.

I don’t belong to their inner circle.

My hand trembles as I open the door leading to the studios Dad had
built for us when the twins were ten.

Lan and Bran share the big one, and I have a much smaller one. I used
to hang with them in my early teens, but their talent crushed my soul and I
spent months unable to paint anything.

So my mum asked Dad to build me a separate one so I could have more
privacy. No clue if she figured that out by herself or if Bran confided in her,
but it didn’t make much of a difference. At least I didn’t have to be
slammed by their genius and feel smaller every day.

In reality, I shouldn’t even compare myself to them. Not only are they
older than me, but we’re also so different. Lan is a sculptor, a hardcore
sadist who can and will make his subjects into stones if he gets a chance.

Bran, on the other hand, is a painter of landscapes and anything that
doesn’t include humans, animals, or whatever has eyes.

I’m...a painter, too. I guess. A sketcher and a dabbler in contemporary
impressionism. I’m just not as defined as my siblings.

And definitely not as technical or talented.

Still, the only place I want to be right now is the small nook in my art
studio.

My hand feels cold and stiff as I open the door and step inside. The
automatic lights illuminate the blank canvas lining the walls.

Mum often asks where I hide my paintings, but she never pushes me to
show them, even though they’re just in the closet on the far wall where no
one can find them.

I’m not ready to let anyone see that part of me.

This part of me.

Because I can feel the darkness shimmering under the surface. That
suffocating urge to let it consume me, eat me from the inside out and just



purge everything.

My fingers tremble as I pick up the can of black paint and splash it on
the biggest canvas available. It smudges all the others, but I pay it no
attention as I grab another can and another until it’s all black.

Then I get my palette, my red colors, my palette knives, and my large
brushes. I don’t think about it as I create bold strokes of red, then I kill the
red with the black. I even use the ladder, sliding it from one end to the other
to reach the highest point on the canvas.

I go at it for what seems like ten minutes when it’s actually a lot longer.
By the time I step down from the ladder and slide it away, I think I’ll
collapse.

Or dissolve.

Or maybe I could just go back to that cliff and let the lethal waves finish
the job.

I’m panting, my heart pounding in my ears, and my eyes are about to
bleed the same red on the painting I just finished.

This can’t be.

This...just can’t be.

Why the hell would I paint this...this symphony of violence?

I can almost feel that raw touch on my heated skin. I can feel his breath
over me, his control, and how he took it from me in return. I can see him in
front of me with those dead eyes, tall like the devil and with the same
imposing presence, his way of taking everything from me.

I can almost hear his mocking voice and his effortless manner of
speech.

I can even smell him—something woodsy and raw that causes my air to
get stuck at the back of my throat.

My fingers slide to my neck to where he touched me—no, choked me—
when a zap slashes through my body and I drop my hand, startled.

What the hell am I doing?

What happened earlier was obscure, disturbing, and absolutely not
something I should paint with these raw details.

I’ve never even drawn anything this big before.

Wrapping my arms around my middle, I’'m about to hunch over from
the assaulting pain.

Shit.

I think I’'m going to throw up.



“Wow.”

The low word coming from behind me startles me and I flinch as I turn
my head to face my brother.

The more approachable of the twins—thankfully.

Brandon stands near the door, wearing khaki shorts and a white shirt.
His hair, a realistic imitation of dark chocolate, flies in all directions, as if
he just rolled out of bed and landed in my studio.

He throws a finger in the general direction of my horror-esque canvas.
“You did that?”

“No. I mean, yeah...maybe. I don’t know. I certainly wasn’t in my right
mind.”

“Isn’t that the state of mind all artists strive for?” His eyes soften.
They’re so blue, so light, so passionate, like Dad’s. So troubled, too.

Ever since he developed that strong aversion to eyes, Brandon hasn’t
been the same.

It takes him a few steps to reach my side and wrap an arm around my
shoulder. My brother is about four years older than me and it shows in
every contour of his face. In every sure step he takes.

In every calculated move.

Bran has always been orange to me—warm, deep, and one of my
favorite colors.

He doesn’t speak for a moment, silently eyeing the painting. I don’t dare
to look at it or how he studies it.

I almost don’t dare to breathe as his hand lies nonchalantly on my
shoulder like whenever we need each other’s company.

Bran and I have always been a team against the tyrant Lan.

“It’s...absolutely fantastic, Glyn.”

I stare at him from beneath my lashes. “Are you teasing me?”

“I wouldn’t do that about art. I didn’t know you were hiding this talent
from us.”

I would rather call this a disaster, a manifestation of my fucked-up
muse, than talent.

It can be anything but talent.

“Wait till Mum sees this. She’ll have a blast.”

“No.” I step away from him, the reassurances from earlier fading into
terror. “I don’t want to show her... Please, Bran, not Mum.”

She’ll know.



She’ll see the violation in the bold strokes and the chaotic lines.

“Hey...” Bran pulls my shaking body into a hug. “It’s okay. If you don’t
want Mum to see, I won’t tell her.”

“Thanks.” T bury my face in his chest, and I must dirty his clothes with
all the oil paint, but I don’t release him.

Because for the first time since the ordeal, I can finally let go.

I feel safe from everything.

My own head included.

My fingers dig into my brother’s back and he holds me. Silently.

This is why I love Bran the most. He knows how to be an anchor. He
knows how to be a brother.

Unlike Lan.

After a while, we break apart, but he doesn’t allow me to leave. Instead,
he perches down to stare at me. “What is it, little princess?”

That’s what Dad calls me. Little princess.

Mum is the original princess. The one Dad worships at her altar and
makes all her dreams come true.

I’'m the princess’s daughter and, therefore, the little princess.

I wipe at the moisture in my eyes. “Nothing, Bran.”

“You don’t sneak to the basement at five in the morning, paint this, and
then say it’s nothing. It can be every word under the sun, but nothing should
not be on the menu.”

I grab a palette and start mixing random colors just to keep my mind
and hands occupied.

Bran, however, doesn’t drop it. He takes a long detour, then stands
between me and the painting I’m totally going to throw in the nearest fire.

“Is it about Devlin?”

I flinch, my throat bobbing up and down with a swallow at the name of
my friend.

At one point, my closest friend.

The boy who understood my haunting muse as much as I understood his
lonely demons.

Until one day, we were ripped apart.

Until one day, we went in different directions.

“It’s not about Dev,” I whisper.

“Bullshit. You think we haven’t noticed that you haven’t been the same
since his death? His suicide is not your fault, Glyn. Sometimes, people



choose to leave and nothing we could have done would’ve stopped it.”

My eyes blur and my chest constricts until it’s impossible to breathe
properly. “Just drop it, Bran.”

“Mum, Dad, and Grandpa are worried about you. I am worried about
you. So if there’s anything we can do, tell us. Talk to us. If you don’t
express yourself, we’re unable to go anywhere with this situation.”

I feel myself disintegrating and losing ground, so I stop mixing and
push the palette into his hands. “You can probably make a beautiful forest a
la Bran style with all that green.”

He doesn’t refuse the palette, but he sighs deeply. “If you’re so intent on
pushing us away, you might not find us when you actually need us, Glyn.”

A small smile grazes my lips. “I know.”

I’m good at keeping it all in.

Bran isn’t convinced and stays around to try and fish information out of
me. This is probably the first time I’ve wished it was Lan who found me
and not him. At least Lan wouldn’t push.

He doesn’t care.

Bran cares too much.

Asdo L.

After a while, however, he takes the palette and leaves. As soon as the
door clicks closed, I fall to the ground in front of the painting of a dark cliff,
a black star, and reds of passion.

Then I hold my head between my hands and let all the tears loose.

BY THE TIME DAY BREAKS, [’M READY TO ESCAPE WITHOUT FACING ANYONE
in my family.

I pack my suitcase for the new semester, then I take a shower that
probably lasts for an hour. I scrub my mouth, my hair, my hands, my nails.

Anywhere that psycho touched me.

Then I put on a pair of jeans, a top, and a jacket, ready to hit the road. I
pull out my phone and text my girls. We’ve had a group chat since we were
basically in nappies and it’s where we always talk.

Ava: Is it weird that I’m losing hair because of Ari? She won’t shut up
about wanting to join the group chat.



Cecily: Tell her to reapply in two years once she’s of age. We only talk
big girl stuff here.

Ava: Big girl stuff? Bitch, where? Didn’t see that on your prude menu
in the last...nineteen years.

Cecily: Very funny. Rolling on the ground as we speak. Not.

Ava: You know you love me, Ces *kisses emojis*

Juggling my bag on one shoulder, I type with my other hand.

Glyndon: Ready to hit the road for uni. Who’s driving?

We can actually fly to the island in a shorter amount of time, but that
would mean taking a plane, and I’m scared of flying.

My screen lights up with a reply.

Ava: Not me. That’s for sure. We stayed up with Mum, Dad, and our
grandparents last night, and I feel like a zombie.

Cecily: I’ll do it. Give me another hour. Still didn’t get my fill of Mum
and Papa.

I’m about to type that I’m in a hurry but stop mid-text when Ava texts
back.

Ava: Gonna miss Mum and Dad like fucking shit. Grandpa and
Grandma, too. Sigh. I’ll even miss the troublemaker, Ari. Have you guys
seen her new IG handle? Ariella-jailbait-Nash. That bold little bitch, I
swear. If Dad sees it, he’ll lock her the fuck up. Did I mention that I’'m
losing hair because of her?

With both of them being sentimental, if I said let’s leave right now, it’d
seem as if I were the one who was running away from my parents or
something.

I’m not.

And really, I’ll miss them like hell, too. Maybe even more than Ava and
Cecily will miss theirs, but sometimes, I just don’t like myself around my
family.

When I peek down from upstairs, the dining table is already buzzing
with energy.

Mum is putting some eggs in front of Bran, and Dad is helping but
somehow getting in the way since he touches her every chance he gets.
Something that she scolds him for but still laughs about anyway.

I stop at the base of the stairs to watch them together. It’s been a habit of
mine since I was young and dreamed about my own Prince Charming.



Dad is big, tall, muscular and so blond, it’s like he’s a Viking god, as
Mum likes to call him. He’s also one of the two heirs of the King fortune. A
man of steel with a ruthlessness that’s often spoken about in the media.

However, around Mum and us? He’s the best husband and father. The
man who gave me higher standards.

Ever since I was young, I’ve seen how he’s treated my mother as if he
can’t inhale oxygen without her around. And I’ve seen how she looks at
him as if he’s her protector. Her shield.

Her partner.

Even now, she shakes her head as he slips a hand around her midsection
and steals a kiss from her lips.

Her cheeks turn red, but she doesn’t attempt to shoo him away. I
inherited her height and the rich depth of her green eyes. But other than
that, we’re as different as night and day.

She’s such a talented artist, and I can’t even reach her ankle.

She’s a strong woman, and I’m just...me.

Bran is oblivious to the PDA happening near him as he elegantly cuts
his eggs and focuses on his tablet. Probably reading some arts magazine.

It’s Mum who notices me first and promptly pushes Dad away. “Glyn!
Morning, baby.”

“Morning, Mum.” I plaster the brightest smile on my face, drop my
backpack on the chair, and kiss her cheek, then Dad’s. “Morning, Dad.”

“Morning, little princess. Where did you sneak to last night?”

I step back with a start and stare at Bran, who merely lifts a shoulder. “I
wasn’t the only one who noticed.”

“I just went out to get some air,” I whisper, dropping down beside my
brother.

Mum and Dad take their seats with my father at the head of the table.
He picks up his fork and knife and speaks without taking a bite. “You
could’ve gotten some air within the property. Roaming around at night is
dangerous, Glyndon.”

You have no idea how true that statement is.

I take a sip of my orange juice to stop myself from reliving the rotten
memories from last night.

“Let her be, Levi.” Mum passes me a boiled egg—well-cooked, the way
I like—with a smile. “Our Glyn is a big girl now and can take care of
herself.”



“Not if she’s attacked by some crazy scum in the middle of the night.”

I choke on the bit of juice that’s stuck in my mouth. Bran passes me a
napkin and gives me a weird look.

Shit.

Please don’t tell me it’s written all over my face.

“Don’t jinx it,” Mum tells him with a frown, then points at the egg.
“Eat, honey.”

I stuff my mouth with the white of the egg and Mum shakes her head
when I basically throw most of the yolk away.

“Do you need anything?” Dad asks, seeming suspicious of me. Jeez. I
really hate having him in this mode. He’s like a crooked detective fishing
for any sort of information.

“No, no. I’'m fine.”

“Good. But if you happen to need something, let me or your brothers
know,” he says after swallowing his food.

“Will do.”

“Speaking of your brothers,” Mum fixes me and Bran with her stern
parental gaze. “I heard you two avoid Landon on campus?”

“It’s not that we avoid him...” I start.

“It’s that he doesn’t have time for us with all the attention he gets from
both professors and students,” Bran finishes, lying through his teeth.

Because we do try to spend as little time with him as possible.

“Still.” Mum makes me a piece of toast, still treating me as if I’m a little
girl. “You guys go to the same university and even the same art school, so
I’d hoped you’d at least keep your bond.”

“We’ll work on it, Mum,” I say in my pacifying tone, because even
though Bran isn’t antagonistic either, he can definitely channel that energy
when it comes to Lan.

I start to get up, my stomach feeling heavy and absolutely refusing to
accept more food.

After kissing my parents goodbye and telling Bran I’ll see him later, I
contemplate driving to Grandpa’s house, but he’s probably at work now.

Also, if a slight interrogation from Dad rustled my feathers, an
encounter with Grandpa will probably make me break down.

So I send him a good morning email. Because my granddaddy doesn’t
do texts. Doesn’t even honor them with a look.

I’m about to tuck my phone away when it pings with a text.



I think maybe Grandma is texting on Grandpa’s behalf, but it’s an
unknown number.

My heart nearly explodes from my chest when I read the words.

Unknown Number: Maybe you should’ve died with Devlin, huh?
After all, that was the plan, wasn’t it?



GLYNDON

B righton Island is a large piece of land surrounded by forests and sea
and is riddled with infamous castles from the Middle Ages.

However, almost half of the land has been used for centuries as an
education hub. The other half is filled with some locals and a lot of pubs,
shops, and entertainment parlors for the students.

Two large, regal universities occupy the north of Brighton. One is
American and the other, where I study, is British. Admission into Royal
Elite University—commonly known as REU—is as hard as securing an
audience with the queen. Not only because of the fees that just the rich and
their granddaddies can afford, but also because the educational system is
tough.

The campus is divided into different universities with all important
majors—such as arts, business, medicine, law, and human sciences. The
education goes from bachelor degrees to PhDs.

Some students spend all their youth between the castle-like walls,
studying until they collapse. But they still do it anyway.

Why?

Because those who graduate from here are granted a diploma that
anyone in the world would immediately accept. The founders of Royal Elite
University have picked the best professors, best councilors.

Best everything.

Except for maybe the location.

Because there’s that small detail I mentioned earlier. We share the north
of Brighton Island with an infamous university.



The King’s U.

They’re founded by unknown money coming from the other side of the
pond. Most students there are American and have a chip on their shoulders.
Which is funny because they call us the snobby, posh rich kids.

They, however? They’re the dangerous kids.

The ones who walk with a chip on their shoulders and promise of crime
on their faces.

Their university only has three main majors. Business, law, and
medicine. That’s it. I think they used to have human sciences, but they
closed it.

Cecily says it’s because they have no human bones in their bodies.

While REU is posh, sophisticated, and reeks of old aristocratic money,
The King’s U is all about new money, sharp stares, and threatening auras.

We’re specifically told to stay away from them.

As far as possible.

And we do. But it almost always gets muddied in sports events.

But generally, there’s an invisible line between our two campuses.
Between our posh English manners and their all-American ones.

It’s been like this for years. Way before my friends and I came along. In
fact, there’s a high wall that separates their campus and dormitory from
ours.

One that can’t be climbed or jumped over.

A wall that represents the deep hole between the two of us. Unless we
have a competition with them, we don’t tread into each other’s waters.

Which is why I’'m pulling on Cecily’s hand and promptly stopping her
from barging into their campus.

We’ve barely just arrived and we’re currently near the metal gate. A
golden lion holding a key sits at the top, under which is the name ‘Royal
Elite University’ in sophisticated writing.

Even Ava, who’d usually be hugging her cello for dear life, has
abandoned it and is holding on to Cecily’s other arm.

“Be reasonable, Ces. Just because you couldn’t find your notes, doesn’t
mean one of The King’s U’s students took them. They don’t have access to
our campus, remember?”

Cecily’s silver-dyed hair falls in disarray as she attempts to release
herself from our hold. Her black shirt that says How About No kind of



translates her whole mood. “Their stupid football team logo was on my
locker. It’s them. And I’m going to see this through to the end.”

“And go missing?” I sigh, feeling the tension rising to my head.

“Small price to pay to catch those pricks.”

“You won’t be saying that when they get you locked up in their
basement or something.” Ava shudders, then whisper-yells, “You know
those rumors about them being financed by mafia money? I totally believe
it. And I’'m definitely not going to let you be chopped up nineties mafia
movie style.”

“We’re in a country of law,” Cecily says with pure determination, and
she even sounds to believe it.

“Law is bullshit to some people,” I say, feeling the terror from two days
ago mounting to my throat.

“What she said.” Ava bobs her head up and down, then flips her blonde
ponytail back. “Now, can we go back to the dorm without worrying about
finding Ces’s corpse floating in the sea tomorrow?”

I can tell Cecily wants to continue with her original plan, despite our
warnings. She’s usually laid back, but not when her things are touched, and
I honest to God think she doesn’t give two flying hecks about the reputation
of The King’s U’s students.

She might even witness them doing horrendous acts and would choose
to psychoanalyze them instead of running the hell away.

Like her hair, she’s silver to me, not really white, and can be smudged
with black.

Ava is, without doubt, pink, like her dress, aura, and personality.

“Excuse me?”

A soft voice interrupts my and Ava’s attempts to drag Cecily back with
us to the dorms.

We share a small apartment at the top that costs a fortune but at least
gives us the chance to stay together.

I stare back to find a petite girl, around my height but way leaner and
with a lithe body, standing near REU’s gate. Her brown hair falls to her
neck and her blue eyes are big and breathtaking amidst her small features.
Juggling a soft pink backpack with a fluffy kitten keychain on one shoulder,
she rests her matching suitcase on the asphalt and stares at us.

She’s wearing a purple dress with a lacy hem with an elegance that
rivals Ava’s princess wardrobe.



Having the same reaction as me, my friends study her intently. It’s Ava
who asks, “Do you need something?”

“Yes, would you please tell me where the School of Art is?”

American.

The new girl, who must be right out of high school, is definitely an
American—if the accent is any indication. And while we do have some
American students at REU, they’re very few and far between. They always
try to get to The King’s U first. It’s also why almost all of us British
students don’t even attempt to apply to the other university.

“Are you perhaps lost?” I say with a warm tone, then point behind her.
“The King’s U is that way.”

“Oh, I know. They don’t have a ballet school there, so I applied here
and luckily got accepted between semesters. I’'m going to try and do the
college thing aside from ballet, but we’ll see how that goes.” She smiles
brightly. “I’'m Annika Volkov, by the way. You can call me Anni or Anne.
Just not Nika.”

“I’'m Ava Nash. A cellist. I study classical music at the School of Arts
and Music.”

“Cecily Knight. Psychology major.”

The newcomer, Annika, stares at me expectedly, and I realize she’s
waiting for me to also introduce myself.

I’'m so out of it lately, it’s a little embarrassing. Maybe I should lock
myself in my room for the week to come.

“Glyndon King. I’'m a studio art student in the same school as Ava.”

“Nice to meet you all. I’'m sure we’ll get along.”

“Judging by your fashion sense, I’'m sure we will.” Ava glues herself to
Annika’s side. “Let us show you around your new school first.”

Cecily slides her black-framed glasses over her nose and shakes her
head in a ‘here we go again’ gesture. Ava has always been the most social
out of us, and she’s probably met her match in Annika since they’re
chattering happily about fashion and the latest trends.

We let Ava guide Annika through the giant halls as Cecily and I fall a
step behind.

I feel a flash of movement in my peripheral vision and I freeze. Slowly,
I turn back, only to find some students are buzzing around.

But the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end and sweat trickles
down my back.



Cecily nudges me. “Want to bet on how long it’ll take for her to call the
new girl her bestie?”

I startle and hold in a yelp. “What? Ah... Ava? Yeah, probably soon.”

Cecily stops in her tracks, watching me intently. “What’s up, Glyn? You
look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

“Nothing... I just spaced out.”

She touches my arm and I know not to take that for granted. Cecily is
the type who has her emotions in a vault, so the fact that she’s offering me
any type of consolation is a big deal in and of its own.

“I know the pain must still be raw, but it’ll get better with time, Glyn. I
promise.”

I stare dumbfounded for a beat, and then I realize she’s talking about
Dev. That should’ve been my first thought, too, but right now? When I felt
a shadow following me?

That definitely wasn’t on my mind.

“Thanks, Ces.” I rub her arm back, grateful to have her.

She’s a year older than Ava and me and the most serious out of all of us,
but she’s also the most motherly. Probably why she chose to study
psychology in the first place.

If I tell her about the other night, she’ll listen and won’t judge me.

But that means I’ll have to tell her why I was there in the first place, and
that’s just not going to happen.

Not in this lifetime.

A small smile lifts her lips. “Let’s go save the poor soul from Ava.”

“How about you save me from my misery instead?” The cool tone takes
us by surprise, and soon enough, the owner of said voice barges into the
space between me and Cecily and wraps an arm around our shoulders.

Remington Astor, or just Remi—who’s about three years older than me
—grins down on us with his all-encompassing charm. His brown eyes
twinkle with mischief and pure trouble. He’s built like a Greek god and has
an aristocratic nose that’s courtesy of ‘his lordship’ stature, as he likes to
remind us. Small tidbit about Remi, he always talks about himself in third
person and says things like, ‘my lordship did this’ and ‘my lordship did
that.’

Someone else follows close behind him. My cousin, Creighton. Well,
technically, Creigh is my second cousin since my dad and his are cousins.
However, my brothers and I always called his dad Uncle Aiden.



He’s a year older than me and so extremely quiet that you barely hear
his voice, but that shouldn’t be mistaken for shyness. This little shit simply
doesn’t give a fuck about anyone.

Or anything.

His silence is merely a manifestation of his boredom. And somehow,
that gets him all the attention on campus without him even trying. It’s been
like that ever since our secondary school days.

That, and the fact that he does a lot of fighting.

And while his sharp features and piercing blue eyes have something to
do with his popularity, it’s his ‘I don’t give a shit’ attitude that makes girls
melt for him faster than cheese on pizza.

The more he ignores them, the more crushingly popular he becomes.
Something that Remi doesn’t appreciate since Creigh’s stealing away his
golden-boy status.

They’re both business majors—Creigh is second year, while Remi is
fourth year. Needless to say, girls in the business school fall over
themselves to get a sliver of their attention.

I’ve grown up with these guys all my life. Our parents have been friends
since they were in school, and we’ve kept the legacy going.

When you’re children of parents who hold the personality of gods, you
learn to stick together. To somehow keep up with the pressure of having
such parents.

It’s part of the reason why we’re naturally close. In a way, Remi and
Creigh are no different than Lan and Bran.

Okay, maybe just Bran. Lan is in a league of his own.

Cecily rolls her eyes at Remi’s dramatic tone. “And what misery might
that be?”

“The fact that none of you girls asked me for a ride back to campus. I
even had all your favorite songs saved for the road trip.”

“That’s because we could drive just fine,” Cecily says. “Besides, you
left me on Read the last text I sent you.”

“Moi?” He releases me, retrieves his phone, and stops in his tracks. “No
way in fuck... Creigh, you little shit. What did you do now? Did you crack
my code?”

My cousin, who’s on the other side of me, shrugs but says nothing.

I crane my head and find Remi’s phone filled with pornographic
pictures.



“Pig,” I say under my breath.

Cecily goes red, and if Ava were here, she’d call her a prude, because
she is, in a way. Cecily just doesn’t do well with any talk that’s sexual in
nature.

“You’re disgusting,” she tells Remi.

“No, Creigh is.” Remi grabs my cousin by the collar of his polo shirt.
“He’s the one who hacked into my phone and put all of that in.”

Creigh’s expression remains poker-faced. “Proof?”

“I’ll beat the fuck out of your arse, you cheeky bastard.”

“You can try.”

“I can’t believe this!” Remi grumbles. “I adopt a weirdo under my
lordship’s umbrella and he tries to sabotage not only my popularity status
but also my noble name. I'm going to disown you, spawn! Don’t come
running to me with your tail tucked between your legs when you can’t slip
out of a crowd on your own.”

“I’ll survive.”

Creigh’s methodical, somewhat emotionless reply only riles Remi up
more. “Don’t text my lordship when you’re bored.”

“You’re the one who does that.”

Remi narrows his eyes, then grins. “I won’t be covering up for you
when your parents call. Try beating that one, spawn.”

Cecily interlinks her arm with Creigh. “Never mind him. We’ve got
you.”

“Hey!! Don’t go stealing my adoptive son.” Remi pushes her away and
inspects Creigh. “Did the female cougar do anything to you, spawn? Tell
my lordship and I’ll take care of her.”

My cousin raises a brow. “I thought you were disowning me?”

“Nonsense. If I disown you, how will you survive?”

“Are you sure it’s not the other way around?” Cecily crosses her arms.
“Your attention to Creigh is the method you use to feel that you’re doing
good, so it’s self-service.”

“The nerd police called and they’re saying you’re too nerdy for
anyone’s liking.”

“Sure it wasn’t the manwhore police saying you’re at top risk of
STDs?”

“Says the prude.”



“If you think that’s an insult, try again. At least I’'m not at risk of
contracting STDs.”

“There’s a thing called a condom. Ever heard of it? Oh, sorry, forgot
you’re a prude.”

“He did forget to use one once,” Creighton says and we all turn to him.
“Condom.”

Remi headlocks him. “Don’t go telling my lordship’s secrets, you
cheeky bastard.”

Cecily is like a dog who’s found a bone and goes after Remi with the
viciousness of a warrior.

I laugh, or more accurately force it out, pretending to be happier than I
actually am. Pretending that this scene can help reduce the chaos brewing
inside me.

A dash of black flashes in my peripheral vision, and I spin around so
fast, I’'m surprised I don’t trip.

It was there again.

I’m sure that someone was looking at me from the shadows, watching
my every move.

My body heat rises and I rub my palm on the side of my shorts. Once.

Twice.

My phone burns in my pocket and I can’t stop thinking about the text I
got two days ago.

I refused to think about it at the moment, shoved it to the background,
and pretended that it belonged with the rest of the baggage that’s ruining my
life. But I don’t think I can do that anymore.

Is it even about Dev anymore?

Or is it so much worse?

The banter from the group I’'m in starts dissolving until it becomes
white noise. My vision turns blurry.

Everything is.

I can’t even see my fingers.

My right foot steps back and then the other follows. I’'m retreating, but I
don’t know where to.

Or how.

All I’m sure about is that I need to get the hell out of here.

Now.



I’ll text the guys later and tell them I was feeling under the weather.
Though maybe I need to switch up that excuse, considering I’ve used it
quite a few times lately—

A strong hand slams against my mouth and I shriek as I'm flung
backward.

The only sound that comes out of me is an eerie, muffled noise
overflowing with desperation for life.

A savage hand wraps around my mouth as my back hits the wall. My
eyes widen when they meet with those psychotic ones.

They’re dim, lifeless—just like two nights ago.

He tsks, his voice a darkened whisper. “You sure are hard to be found
alone, Glyndon.”



GLYNDON

G randpa once told me there will be times when I’ll feel so trapped that
a way out seems impossible.
I’1l be suffocated.

I’ll feel so out of my element, as if all the walls are closing in on my
heart.

He said that if I felt that way, the key is to stay calm, to not let fear seep
in.

A disaster might or might not kill you, princess. But being terrified of it
would definitely finish you.

I wish T had enough access to my brain so I could use it to put
Grandpa’s words into perspective. I wish I was strong like him, Uncle, Dad,
or Mum.

I wish I wasn’t thinking about ways of dissolving into the wall or the
earth.

Or anywhere that’s not in the stranger’s field of vision. His body covers
my front and it’s all hard, strong, and so terrifying, I feel like I’'m going to
throw up.

Memories from two nights ago slash my bruised conscience and ugly
voices scream in my head.

Loud.

Louder.

I think... I’'m having a panic attack.

I can’t have a panic attack. I’ve always been apathetic in a way, hard to
have emotions pulled out of me, and even harder to translate them in the



sensory world without my brush. So why the hell am I panicking?

My eyes don’t leave the stranger’s muted ones and it hits me then.

It’s because of them that I’'m having this reaction.

These eyes that resemble the clashing of a rainy forest with the night.
During the night, I couldn’t decipher their color, but even in the light, the
green and blue are so dark, it’s as if they’re colorless.

He’s colorless, and not in a bland sense, but in the exact opposite way.

Mum says the eyes are the window to a person’s soul. In that case,
there’s a black hole where this bastard’s soul is supposed to be.

The hand he imprisons me with against the wall isn’t harsh, but it’s firm
enough to translate that he’s the one with the power. The one who can turn a
mere touch into an act of violence as he did before. Since I already had an
encounter with him, he’s already established his savagery and that no
societal standards bind him. So even though he’s holding me with infinite
ease, appearing as if he’s not exerting any type of force, I know better.

I really, really know better.

Hot breaths kiss the side of my cheek as he hikes up an arm over my
head and leans down to speak so close to my face that I taste the words
instead of hearing them. “I’m going to remove my hand from your mouth
and you’ll be quiet for me. Scream, and I'll resort to unpleasant methods.”

I continue staring at him, feeling trapped by his height and physique. I
thought he was big two days ago, but it’s like he’s gained an extra presence.

His fingers flex on my cheeks, demanding my whole attention. “Nod if
you understand.”

I slowly bob my head. I have no interest in finding out what this psycho
finds unpleasant. Besides, I’'m holding out the conviction that he can’t do
anything to me with so many people around.

Yes, we’re in the secluded area near the library, but it’s not like no one
passes by. It’s still a public place.

He slides his hand away from my face, but before I can breathe in air, he
glides it to the hollow of my throat, his fingers digging into the sides. It’s
not meant to choke me, but more to put the threat there.

It’s meant to communicate that if he wants to, he can snuff out my air at
any moment.

“You said you’d let me go.” I’'m thankful I sound calm and I’m not the
panicky, absolutely disgraceful version from earlier.

“I said I’d remove my hand, not that I would let you go.”



“Can you let me go?”

“I like it when you ask, but the answer to your question is no.” The pads
of his fingers press into the flesh of my neck. “I kind of like this position.”

He doesn’t look to have the capacity to like anything. Hell, his
expression is so neutral that it’s hard to imagine him doing something fun.

Does he even have emotions like the rest of us?

Considering he was willing to see me die just so he could photograph
me, and then he made me suck him off, he probably doesn’t.

Still, T force myself to stare into his apathetic eyes at the expense of
being swallowed in their darkness. “What do you want from me?”

“Haven’t figured that out yet, but I will soon.”

“While you’re at it, you should also figure out how you’ll get out of
prison.”

A slight smirk tilts his lips. “Why would I go to prison?”

“For assaulting me,” I hiss under my breath, watching our surroundings
for any passersby.

“The fact that you’re speaking about it in a hushed tone means you
didn’t report it.”

“Doesn’t mean [ won’t.”

“By all means, do.”

“You’re not scared?”

“Why would I be?”

“You could be arrested.”

“For receiving a blowjob you so benevolently offered?”

“I didn’t offer you anything.” Fire bubbles in my veins and I attempt to
release myself, but his merciless grip on my neck doesn’t allow me to even
move.

“Oh, but you did. You said you preferred the lips instead of the cunt or
the ass.”

“Because I was under threat!”

He lifts a shoulder. “Semantics.”

I stare at him. Like really stare at his messy hair and his muscles that
bulge through his black shirt. I stare at his passive face and unchanging
eyes, and I’m almost sure I’'m dealing with a robot at this point.

“You...really don’t think you did anything wrong, do you?”

“Is saving you considered something wrong?”

“You didn’t save me!”



“You were going to fall to your death, but I caught you. Last I checked,
that’s called saving in every dictionary, so how about you show more
gratitude?”

“Oh, I’'m sorry. How should I do that? Get on my knees again?”

“Preferably.” His thumb caresses my bottom lip and my breath hitches
when his voice rumbles, “I liked these lips. What they lack in experience,
they make up for with pure enthusiasm. There’s something about the
nervous energy of the first time and your innocence that made it quite
memorable. I bet it’ll feel more euphoric when I tear through your cunt and
make you bounce off my cock.”

My mouth falls open, completely and utterly lost for words. The
stranger uses the chance to press his thumb against my bottom lip so hard
that I think he’s trying to glue it to my chin. “I keep imagining the
expressions you’ll make when I throw you down and shove my cock deep
inside your cunt. Bet it’ll be hard to choose between it and your mouth.”

I’'m trembling, I realize, my fingers twitching and my limbs nearly
giving up on me. But I still glare at him. “Why are you doing this to me?
You have the looks to get anyone you want. Why me?”

A wolfish grin tilts his mouth. “You think I’m attractive?”

“Like hell I do.”

“You just said I have the looks.”

“Physical, that anyone can see.”

“I’m not interested in just anyone. It’s you I’'m focused on right now.”

“But why?”

He lifts a shoulder. “Beats me.”

My jaw aches from how much I'm clenching it. This bastard has turned
my life into a nightmare for the past couple of days and he doesn’t even
know why.

So I provoke him. Probably not the best choice, but I have no other way
to hurt him.

“I’d never, ever give you the time of day or look in your direction if I
had a choice. Never.”

“Never say never, baby.”

“I’m not your baby.”

“You’re whatever the fuck I call you, baby.” He tugs on my lip again
before he releases my mouth.

It’s swollen, puffy, and feels so sore, as if I’ve been kissing for hours.



No, no. I’'m not going to think about kissing while this prick is here.

“Seriously, what do you want from me? I don’t even know your name,
and I have no clue how you know mine.”

“Maybe we have more in common than you think.”

“What...is that supposed to mean?”

“You’re a smart girl. You’ll figure it out.”

“Just like you’ll figure out what you want from me?” I can’t hide the
sarcasm from my tone, and he smiles.

“Exactly. You're a fast learner.”

“Not fast enough to find a way to get rid of you.”

“That won’t be possible from your end, so don’t fry those neurons for
nothing. Just...be good.”

“Who the hell are you to tell me whether I should be good, bad, or
anything in between?”

“I don’t need a label to get what I want. You already know that.”

A sudden shudder jolts through my system. He’s subtly reminding me
of how he easily escalated from nothing to full-on violation and that if I
provoke him, it wouldn’t be abnormal for him to do the same.

Over and over until I learn my lesson.

I can’t help the need to face him head-on. “What does that entail
exactly? Forcing me again?”

“I’d rather not. Unlike the impression I gave on the cliff, violence is not
my first method of choice. However, if I have to resort to disagreeable
options, I will. So don’t make me, baby. I’d rather we start on a clean slate.”

“Fuck. You.”

He releases a low chuckle that sends chills down my spine. It doesn’t
reach his eyes, not even close, but it’s the first time he’s shown any
semblance of human emotion. And I don’t know why I find myself
memorizing every second of it.

“Such a foul mouth for a pretty little face.” The sound disappears as
soon as it appeared as his fingers grab the sides of my throat. Hard. So hard
that he’s practically choking me.

“Cursing me isn’t the definition of a clean slate, Glyndon. We were just
talking about you being good, so how about you stick with that, hmm?”

He releases me as fast as he grabbed me and I splutter for air, my lungs
nearly giving out. “What the hell is wrong with you and choking me?”



“How else will I get your full attention? Besides...” He rubs his thumb
against the rest of his fingers. “I like the feel of your quickening pulse.”

I swallow as if gut-punched. There are so many dark emotions hidden
behind his words and I don’t know whether to scream or cry—or do both at
the same time.

He steps back, returning the space he robbed so suddenly. “I’ll keep an
eye on you. Be good, baby.”

And then he’s walking away, mingling with the crowd as if he wasn’t
just stealing my air and existence.

I slump against the wall, holding my head between my hands.

What the hell just happened? How did I attract such a predator?

And most importantly, what can I do to keep him away from me?

“Kill!”

I lift my head to find Annika accompanied by Ava. Her brows dip as she
watches where the stranger disappeared into the crowd.

“K-Kill?” I stammer despite myself, and Ava levels me with a stare.

She’s well aware I’'m not the type to stammer or speak without
weighing my every word. But the circumstances are different now. I
thought the nightmare had ended two nights ago, but in hindsight, I
should’ve known it had just begun.

I somehow attracted the attention of a boundless, soulless savage.

“Killian Carson,” Annika says. “Resident charming god of our high
school and The King’s U, too. He's a fourth-year med student, despite being
only nineteen. Obviously, he skipped a few grades, like me. Though I only
skipped one and I’m seventeen. I’ll be eighteen soon, by the way, so don’t
treat me like a kid.”

Wait.

He goes to The King’s U? Is that how he knows my name? But I’m not
in contact with anyone from that university except for Devlin when we used
to sneak out.

He found me on IG and after that, we talked, then met.

Other than that, I’'m not that familiar with the ‘dangerous’ kids.

Though I have heard about the two notorious clubs at The King’s U.
Heathens and Serpents. Both have mafia backgrounds, rule the university,
and they’re rivals.

If that isn’t fun enough, they both hate our own power-filled club,
Elites.



The three of them compete in underground fights, sports events, and
creepy night activities that are only spoken about in hushed tones behind
closed doors.

Oh, and remember my brother, Lan? He’s the current leader of the
Elites.

Does this mean the stranger—Killian, very fitting damn name—
recognizes me because of my brother?

But then again, Lan always kept the club’s activities separate from his
personal life.

“How do you know him?” I ask Annika despite myself.

She taps her chin. “We.. .kind of run in the same crowd. Well, not really.
We’re not friends or anything, God forbid. He’s, well, you could say
acquaintances with my brother. Scratch that, they’re really close and I’ve
been specifically told to stay away. By specifically, I mean that my brother
would take away my socials if I go near his friends. Can you imagine that
type of torture?” She wraps her arms around herself. “I just got chills.”

“Oh my God!” Ava snaps her fingers. “I knew your last name sounded
familiar. Your brother is Jeremy Volkov, isn’t he?”

“The Jeremy Volkov?” I repeat, incredulous.

I’m a certified hermit, but even I heard the name as soon as I stepped
foot on Brighton Island. Jeremy Volkov is older than us, my brothers’ age,
and is currently finishing his master’s degree.

The reason his name is so infamous in both our campuses is due to the
fact that he’s a god that should not be crossed.

It’s said that he killed someone who pissed him off—strapped rocks to
his body and threw him to the bottom of the ocean. Once, a student tripped
against his car and hobbled away with a broken leg.

Another time, someone accidentally spilled water on him, then went
ahead and punched himself to escape his wrath.

Of course, it’s all rumors, but they’re savage rumors. The type of
rumors that clearly tell us peasants to stay the hell away from him.

Because, of course, Jeremy is the leader of the Heathens. Rumor has it
that the initiation process into the club starts by spilling blood.

Rumor also has it that the other Heathens are as crazy as he is. Some are
even worse.

I didn’t know their names before, but something tells me Killian’s name
belongs there.



Kill.

That’s what Annika—who’s currently fidgeting from one foot to the
other—called him. He’s a ‘kill’ type of person.

Grandpa Henry, Mum’s father, told me that every person has a share of
their name.

Killian is the entirety of his name.

Annika lowers her head. “What are the chances of going back to before
you learned that piece of information about my brother?”

“Slim to none,” Ava says. “Can’t believe you’re siblings.”

“I mean, he’s not as bad as the rumors say. He’s the best brother alive
and cares about me.”

“He ruins people’s lives for fun,” Ava says matter-of-factly.

“We can’t choose our siblings?” Annika tries with an awkward smile.

“Can totally relate.” Ava sighs. “Still. This is big news. I’'m surprised he
let his sister study at REU. I thought he hated us.”

“He probably does since he said, and I quote, ‘REU is filled with
spineless, spoiled brats who only know how to spend their trust funds and
don’t have the slightest clue about how to grow them.” And he didn’t get a
say in it since I got Papa’s approval after a lot of begging and promising to
be good. But none of those methods worked, duh. The only thing that did
was having Mom convince him. Lucky for me, he can’t say no to her.” She
grins, then stares between us sheepishly. “You don’t hate me?”

“Why would we?” I inch closer to her. “You’re welcome aboard.”

“Yeah,” Ava echoes. “Your brother is a scary twat, but you’re a total
doll.”

She blushes, seeming over the moon with the compliment. “Aww,
thanks.”

Ava and Annika gush over each other for a bit before Annika studies me
as if searching for a hanging limb. “I know we just met, but I feel the need
to warn you about Kill. If you think my brother is bad, Killian might be
worse. He’s always been popular, worshiped and fawned upon as if he was
God on earth, but there’s something off about him, you know. Like his
whole social life is a facade for what’s truly lurking inside. His smile never
reaches his eyes, and all his relationships have been flings and hookups. In
fact, I don’t think he’s ever had a relationship. Even his own brother doesn’t
care for him that much. It’s like he’s living, but not alive...as if he’s...”

“A monster,” I finish for her.




“I was going to say a psychopath. Anyhow, he’s bad news and I don’t
want to see you hurt.”

Too late.

He’s already took a part of me that I’ll never be able to get back.

“Is he part of your brother’s secret club?” Ava asks, then leans over to
whisper, “Heathens?”

Annika gives a small laugh. “Ha...ha... I’'m not supposed to talk about
that or Jer will kill me. But yeah, he is, whatever. Kill is probably the
mastermind behind it in the first place.”

“What do they do there?” Ava implores, closing in on her like a teacher
interrogating a quiet student.

“Don’t know, don’t care. I keep out of their business and that allows me
to fly under their radar. I mean, I have a clue about what’s going on,
because the guards like me, but I pretend I’m clueless.”

I rub my palm on my shorts, contemplating her words. Does that mean
if I remain still, I’1l also fly under their radar?

My phone beeps and I startle before slowly fishing it out.

Unknown Number: Careful, Glyndon. You might accidentally become
the next target.



KILLIAN

learned early on that I don’t fit in the normalized, stagnant, preached

society.

I was born to reign over it.

No questions asked.

Control isn’t only a need or a fleeting desire. It’s a necessity that’s as
pressing as breathing air.

Deep inside me lurks a serial killer with fucked-up fetishes and constant
demands to satiate its desires. Sometimes, the urge is dull enough to ignore,
but other times, it gets to be so much that red becomes the only color I see.

However, I’'m not low on impulse control like some other idiots. And
I’m certainly not allowing a mere compulsion, obsession, or fixation to rob
my control.

Which is why it’s imperative to keep that serial killer entertained,
quenched, and absolutely sedated.

If my true nature were to be revealed to the world, the situation would
get complicated and tears would look ugly on Mom’s face. She thinks I’'m
reformed and it’s going to stay that way until her death.

Or mine.

My father is much sharper and, therefore, harder to convince of my
socializing habits, but he’ll eventually come around.

Either that or he’ll willingly choose to hurt my mom, which is
something he’d rather die before doing.

It’s convenient to have parents who love each other to the point of
madness. That way, they can focus on each other and their dream family



instead of my fucked-up tendencies.

Asher and Reina Carson are New York’s untouchable socialites. Dad is
the managing partner of Grandfather’s mega-huge law firm and uses his
influence to save old geezers from legal shit. Mom, however, has chosen an
entirely different path and is the founder of countless charitable
organizations. A true immortal social butterfly and Mother Teresa's clone at
her finest.

There’s also their golden child—Gareth. The neurotypical Gareth. The
one who’s following in both our parents’ footsteps Gareth. The exemplary
law student and charity volunteer Gareth.

He’s definitely the child they bargained for when they lit up incense
during their procreation sessions. Not only is he built similarly to them, but
his existence also gives them the satisfaction of being parents.

It’s definitely not me, and the reason is fairly simple.

Once upon a time, I was plagued by the urge to see underneath animals’
skin. Humans, too, but I only had access to animals. I contemplated
scissoring up our fat cat, Snow, but Mom was crying when he got sick, so I
left him alone.

Once I could cut open a few mice I caught in a dumpster, I came home
running and brought them to my mother, happy that I could finally see what
their red eyes hid.

She nearly fainted.

In my seven-year-old mind, I didn’t exactly understand her reaction.

She should’ve been proud of me. She was proud when the absolutely
lazy Snow brought her some insects.

“Is it because I spilled blood all over the house? Don’t worry, Mom.
The maid will clean it,” is what child me said ever so naturally as she cried
in Dad’s embrace.

I’'ll never forget the way they looked at me back then—Mom, with
horror. Dad, with a furrowed brow, pursed lips, and...I think, pain.

At that moment, it felt as if they were mourning the death of their
second born.

After that incident, and into my teens, I went through all sorts of tests
and psychologists and yada fucking yada.

They slapped a label on me—severe form of antisocial personality
disorder, ‘differences’ in the amygdala and other neurological areas, forms



of narcissism, Machiavellianism, and fuck knows what—then sent me home
with treatment methods.

Thank fuck I overcame that shackled version and adapted to their
‘treatment,’ to social expectations, and eventually became the me from the
present.

Absolutely collected, definitely socially accepted—worshiped, even—
and I no longer make my mother cry.

In fact, I talked to her earlier on the phone. She said she loves me, I said
I love her more, and I’m sure she hung up with a bright smile on her face.

If you give people what they want, they like you, adore you, even.

All you have to do is conform to standards while slightly rising above
normal, and repress your true nature.

At least, in daylight.

Night time, however, is a gray area.

I roam my gaze over the mansion’s first floor, filtering through the
college students’ drunk skinny-dipping, cocaine inhaling, and vain fucking
lives. Their jumping to the loud music is no different than a crooked version
of monkeys on crack.

I’ve been at this party for a whole ten minutes and I still haven’t spotted
anything that’s worthy of my attention.

And it’s being held in my fucking mansion.

Well, I share it with my brother, cousin, and Jeremy, and it’s all due to
our leadership status in Heathens—and the amount of money our fathers
pump into this college’s veins.

In fact, we own it. Every single part and person in it.

The property might be vast and with enough rooms to start a brothel,
but it feels so small sometimes.

The whole world is.

A body clashes into mine from behind and a tattooed arm, full of skulls
and ravens, snakes around my shoulder as I’'m assaulted by the stench of
alcohol and weed.

Nikolai.

“Yo, Killer!”

I grab my cousin’s arm and throw it off without masking my reaction to
the blasphemous act of touching me.

He slides beside me, leaning on the wall that’s near the bar but hidden
enough for me to pass under people’s radars.



“Hey, motherfucker.” He taps his jeans and produces a joint, then rubs it
against his lips before he shoves it in his mouth and lights it. “What’s with
acting disgusted?”

“Why? Are you disgusting?”

“On most days. Not today.” He grabs me by the shoulder again and I’'m
ready to break his fucking arm.

The black dots appear in my mind’s eye, heightening, pulsing, fucking
multiplying into tinier, more miniscule ticks.

I might get off on touch, but only on my terms and when I’'m the one
who controls every aspect of it.

And this asshole is digging his own grave.

I wonder if Aunt Rai will cry too hard if she loses her son in a
mysterious disappearance incident.

The tricky thing is that she’s identical twins with my mother, and if she
cries, Mom will definitely cry harder. At least Aunt Rai is part of the
Russian mafia. Mom is a believer of everything sunshine and could—would
—be hit harder by her nephew’s disappearance into nowhereland.

All in all, the whole ordeal isn’t worth letting my impulse loose.

Repress.

Repress.

Nikolai shakes my shoulder with the hand that’ll be in a cast if the
motherfucker doesn’t read the atmosphere.

He’s about my age and has long dark hair that falls to his neck if it’s
loose but is now held in a small ponytail. The whole look is finished with
pierced ears—and dick—because he thought he suffered from trypophobia,
and the genius figured the best way to get rid of that was to drill holes in his
body.

Turns out, he doesn’t actually have it, and it was a phase. Like the
tattoos, the hair, the style.

Sometimes, he goes all grunge, denim with jeans. Other times, he
dresses in weird fashionable shit that gets him all the attention and more.

Mostly, he roams around half-naked—Iike tonight—allegedly allergic to
shirts. His chest is a map of tattoos that could be spotted from Mars and
frowned upon by aliens.

Still, his parents are leaders in the Russian mafia and he comes from a
long legacy of the Bratva leaders. He’ll also assume a position there one



day. So college is just a learning phase so that he knows the ropes of the
business.

In fact, most students at The King’s U are associated with the mafia one
way or another and our professors are close with the big guys.

“What’s the plan for tonight, Satan’s heir?” Nikolai blows smoke in the
direction of a girl passing by and she gives a flirty look. “What will we do
for the initiation?”

“Ask Jeremy.” I tilt my head in his direction. He’s lounging on a sofa,
two girls fighting for his attention like vapid animals.

He doesn’t push them away, but he’s not focused on them either. He tilts
his head on his closed fist, listening to Gareth speak about fuck knows
what.

Probably something boring.

But Jeremy doesn’t appear bored—I’ll give him that. And that says
something, considering he finds life more dull than I do.

“Let’s go!” Nikolai drags me to them, and this time, I wrench myself
from his grip so hard, he nearly crashes to the ground.

My cousin doesn’t seem to care about that as he dives in between the
two girls and they shriek with delight. Seeming to have realized Jeremy
won’t be paying them any attention for the next century, they switch to
Nikolai’s lap.

I stalk behind Gareth and lean over to whisper in his ear, “Hi, big bro. If
I didn’t know better, I’d say you’re avoiding me.”

He stiffens, but his expression doesn’t change.

I guess living with me for nineteen years has taught him a thing or two.
But I’m sure the two or so years he lived before I came along were probably
the happiest of his entire life.

We might be siblings, but we couldn’t look any more different. He has
lighter hair like our mom and his eyes are a carbon copy of Dad’s green
ones.

Where I’'m muscular, he’s leaner, built like your next door neighbor or
the college professor girls—and boys—can’t stop simping for.

The good boy Gareth.

The golden member and the future of the Carson family Gareth.

Pathetic, neurotypical Gareth.

“You’d have to be important for me to go out of my way and try to
avoid you,” he says low enough for me to hear, then turns to Jeremy. “As I



was saying, if they start talking, you’ll be the first one to be roped into
this.”

“Have you enjoyed your car’s new headlights enough?” 1 change the
subject, then whisper, “Because they might disappear. With the whole car.
While you sleep.”

“Cameras are your worst enemy, Kill,” he tells me with a masked smile.

“Maybe they can...” I make a “‘whoosh’ sound. “Vanish, too.”

“The files that are instantly uploaded to my cloud, that could
accidentally find their way to Mom’s inbox, will not.”

“Oh no, Kill stole my toy, Mom,” 1 say, then drop the mocking tone.
“What are you? Six years old?”

“Make it three years old, because those files might accidentally drop in
Dad’s and Grandpa’s inboxes, too.”

“And you have it in your good little heart to shatter the image they
formed about their exemplary Killian? You don’t want to lose sleep over it,
do you? It’ll hurt at night.” I tap the side of his temple. “Over here. And we
don’t want you to start beating yourself up over their mental state, now, do
we?”

“Vandalize my car and we’ll see how far this will go.”

“Tell you what, big bro. How about I keep the vandalizing suggestion to
myself for the time being? Now that I think about it, there are more critical
parts than mere headlights that can be tampered with.”

He finally glares at me, his lips pursing, and I grin, slapping him on the
shoulder. “Just kidding.” Then I whisper, “Or not. Don’t provoke me
again.”

Jeremy—who’s been watching the whole exchange without a change in
his demeanor—decides to pick up where Gareth left off with him. “No one
will dare go against me, and if they do, they’ll be taken care of.”

“Did I hear the words taken care of?” Nikolai emerges from between
one of the girl’s tits, licking his lips. “Who do we need to take care of?
Didn’t I say I want to be in on all the fun?”

Gareth pours himself a glass of whiskey. “Two juniors who are spouting
rumors about the first initiation from a few weeks ago. They’re even tattling
to Serpents.”

“Oh?” Nikolai’s eyes gleam as he absentmindedly pinches the girl’s
nipple over her camisole. “Let me in, Jer. I’ll put the fear of God in their
souls.”



“What if they’re not scared?” I fetch a cigarette, lean against Gareth’s
chair, and light it. “You can’t punish or threaten someone who’s not familiar
with the concept of fear.”

Jeremy raises a brow, swirling the contents of his drink as he watches
me. “What do you suggest?”

“Find their Achilles’ heel and exploit it. If they don’t have one, fabricate
it and make them believe it’s real.” I blow a cloud of smoke over Gareth’s
head. “I’m sure our fixer here will be able to gather enough intel to help
you out. Unless he’s too frightened to get his precious hands dirty.”

“You little—" Gareth starts, but I cut him off.

“What? You don’t want to help Jeremy uphold the club’s power? I
thought you were friends.”

“Enough, Kill.” Jeremy points his drink to his left. “Niko will take care
of it.”

I tsk through a puff of smoke.

“Hell to the fucking yeah.” Nikolai rubs his nose. “Violence, baby.”

“You don’t have to resort to violence,” Gareth says with the tone of a
pacifist moron.

“Usually, the threat of it is enough,” I finish for him.

“We’re doing this my way, motherfuckers.” Nikolai spanks a girl’s ass,
making her yelp. “Get some front-row seats to watch and learn.”

Gareth tips his head in his direction. “Try not to provoke the Serpents
while you’re at it.”

“Not possible.”

“They’re part of the Bratva, too. If blood spills, you and Jeremy will be
held accountable by your parents.”

“That’s where you’re wrong.” Jeremy takes a sip of his drink. “Serpents
might be part of the same organization, but their fathers are our parents’
rivals in the race for power. One day, they will take the reins, so they’re
trying to squash us before we take over the empire.”

“Which is why they’re putting all their effort into these little
provocations that are a camouflage for a bigger scheme.” I flop down
beside Nikolai and take a pull on my cigarette.

“Exactly,” Jeremy agrees. “We can’t let our guard down.”

The girl who did a world tour from Jeremy’s to Nikolai’s lap inches
toward me on all fours with the desperation of a cougar in heat.



Her eyes blaze and she’s probably drunk or high, or both, considering
her extremely dilated pupils.

She lets her dark hair fall over her face, a real imitation of that horror
movie where a girl comes out of a well. Even her movements match that
ghost.

I grab her by the hair and drag her between my legs. She gasps, but then
giggles, snorts, and releases all sorts of annoying noises that should be
enough ammo to ban her from breathing.

My fingers dig into her skull, then her jaw. “Open.”

She does obediently, revealing a tongue piercing.

It’s not the same mouth that was so full with my cum that she spat it all
over my designer shoes while glaring and shaking.

The shaking is important, because even though she was clearly terrified
and completely out of her element, she still scowled at me.

Still spat my cum out as if it wasn’t worthy of being in her stomach.

For that reason alone, I’'m tempted to fill all her holes with that cum.

And now, I’m hard.

Fuck. When did I start to have such little control over my libido?

The answer is obviously three days ago.

Three fucking days since my visit to the cliff where I thought I could
find some answers.

I found something much better.

The answer behind the answer.

Glyndon King.

I throw the ghost girl away, stub the cigarette on her Gucci bag, and
stand.

Jeremy stares up at me. “Aren’t you going to stay around and plan the
last details of the next initiation?”

“You do it this time.”

“Killer, you fake strategist!” Nikolai points a finger at me, giving zero
fucks about the girl who’s orgasming in his arms. “Didn’t you say no one
can top you, because your plans are the best?”

“They are.”

“Then give us one.”

“Jeremy already knows all about it, and I’m not interested in repeating
myself. Call me when the actual fun happens.”

“You’re really leaving, Satan’s heir? The fun is just starting.”



“Some of us actually study, Niko. Med student, remember?”

“Bullshit. You’re a genius.”

“Still need to put in some effort.” Not really, but it makes society feel
better to know everyone is human and suffers just like them.

I slap Gareth on the shoulder. “Stay boring, big bro.”

He flips me off and I smile as I slip out of the main party and head
downstairs. The basement is soundproofed, so all the music and fuckery
eventually disappears as I lock the door behind me.

The red room comes into focus and I stand at the entrance, staring at the
attempts at masterpieces I’ve tried over the years.

My first picture of those mice was taken with a Polaroid camera. I had
to commemorate the moment of seeing into a living being’s insides.

My second was Gareth when he hit his knee, bled all over the garden,
and tried so hard not to cry.

The third was Gareth being attacked by a dog. Ever since then, he’s
never really gone near one again. If he rationalized the fact that the dog who
bit him was sick and probably rabid, he wouldn’t have to be so wary of
them anymore. But I learned early on that other people’s responses to
threatening, dangerous situations are vastly different from mine.

Where I stay collected, they panic.

Where I search for a solution, they let fear overwhelm them.

Over the years, I’ve taken a lot of pictures. Some are gory. Others, not
so much. But they usually highlight some form of suffering.

Some form of...human weakness.

At first, I took them to understand how their reactions to certain
situations differ from mine. Then I enjoyed the knowledge that I hold a part
of them no one has access to.

Not even them.

That’s why they’re masterpieces.

I’ve preserved them so well over the years, not allowing anyone to see
this part of me.

They don’t even know I’ve chosen medicine just so I can continue my
fixation with seeing inside a living being without killing them.

It’s more of a challenge this way, but I get to remain hiding in plain
sight and even be called noble for...saving lives.

I walk to the latest addition to my collection and pull it from between all
the others.



My fingers run over the contours of her soft features splashed with
tears, snot, and cum. I can still feel my fingers between her lips instead of
seeing them.

That is the first time I’ve had such a strong release without my
permission. I usually go to great lengths and extreme fetishes to release a
sliver of what this clueless girl achieved without even trying.

And that pisses me the fuck off.

She’s supposed to be a mere thread whose sole purpose was to provide
answers, and had no business shooting for a higher position.

As unfortunate as it might sound, I might have to break her for it.

Because I meant it yesterday. I still haven’t figured out what exactly I’ll
do with her.

What’s for sure is that I’'m going to recreate this look on her face. Again
and again.

And fucking again.

One taste isn’t enough, after all.

It started with an investigation into Devlin’s death, but maybe that’s not
as important as I initially thought.



GLYNDON

¢ ‘T ell me why we’re here again?” I wince at the loud sound of rap
music, chattering, and people.
So many people.

“Because we stan violence, duh.” Ava cheers while swaying to the
music.

“You know, this unorthodox fascination with male violence could be a
manifestation of unpleasant tendencies.” Cecily slides her glasses over her
nose. “It’s kind of toxic.”

“Call me queen of toxicity then, because I get to stare at this divine
beauty.” Ava nudges Annika. “Isn’t that right, Anni?”

She fidgets, watching the crowd surrounding us as if they’re aliens out
to kidnap and enslave us. Like Cecily and me, she wasn’t keen on coming
to the fighting ring, but democracy doesn’t win with Ava.

Besides, despite Ces’s psychological profiling just now, she wasn’t
vehemently against it when the idea first popped up.

It’s good to get some air and change the scenery, is what she told me
before the three of them dragged me to this underground fighting ring
downtown.

And surprise, most of the fighting happens between our university and
The King’s U.

It goes without saying that we’re rivals in every way. Each university
encourages its students to take part in clubs, sports, and contests just so they
can beat the other university.



Aside from the official sports such as football, basketball, and lacrosse,
there’s this ongoing tradition of a neutral ground fight club where a
championship is held.

It’s basically a gambling den about who gets to win in fistfights. Rumor
has it, the chancellors know it’s going on and not only turn a blind eye, but
they even bet on the championship.

The club is packed as hell, despite the fact that tonight is a normal
fighting day where people get matched up randomly. On championship
nights, both campuses pour into here like ants.

We’re currently waiting for the highlight of the evening—a match
between two of the strongest fighters from our unis. The fighter from our
side is Creigh, who’s having his shoulders massaged by Remi on the
pedestal above.

While Remi is the captain of the basketball team and Bran is the captain
of the Lacrosse team, they never fight.

When we asked Remi why he doesn’t, he snorted and laughed and
mocked us. “Preposterous! Me? A fight? As in, putting my lordship’s nose
in jeopardy? You’re out of your mind, you’re out of your mind, and
everyone is out of their fucking mind!”

The hypocrite is totally fine with thrusting that preposterous act onto
Creigh, though.

I really wish my cousin didn’t have such a strong inclination to
violence. He could’ve been a silent nerd, but he chose to be a silent brute.

While I’'m still watching Remi and Creigh, two tall guys stroll to their
sides. The first is none other than my brother, Landon, dressed in shorts and
a jersey—probably ready to fight.

Everyone in the School of Arts & Music avoids any manifestation of
violence, and some even ditch sports altogether, to protect our hands.

But not my deranged brother.

He loves to draw blood with the same hands that sculpt masterpieces.

Life can be unfair like that by choosing to bestow boundless talent to
undeserving people.

I love my brother, sometimes, but he’s not a decent human being.

Not even close.

The one accompanying him, however, is a surprise. My oldest cousin,
Eli, Creigh’s brother, matches Lan’s nonchalant aura like a king waltzing to
his throne.



Eli keeps a profile so low that my attempts seem amateurish in
comparison. Even though he’s studying for his PhD at REU, we barely see
him.

If ever.

No one even knows where he is at all times. So when Grandpa asks
about how his eldest grandchild is doing, I give the most generic answer
because my knowledge about Eli’s state is no different from his.

So to see him here tonight is as rare as a unicorn.

I nudge Ava, but in reality, I don’t need to.

My friend is already staring in his direction—or more like glaring. I’ve
known Ava since we were in nappies, and nothing is able to completely
wipe her good mood like Eli’s presence.

“And what is he doing here?” she grits out.

“Showing his support to Creigh?” I try, always playing the middle
ground between my otherworldly side of the family and my friends.

“Support, my arse. If he and that word met on the top of a volcano, it’d
free fall to lava. He’s just here to ruin everyone’s evening.”

“Only if you let him,” Cecily touches her arm. She’s the best pacifist
ever, I swear. I wish I had Ces’s way of making everything seem okay.

“Right.” Ava releases a breath. “Besides, Lan is here, too, and Glyn is
fine with it.”

“I’m not scared of him.” Lie. But they don’t need to know that.

Also, I’ve come to learn the hard way that there are worse things than
my brother. At least he wasn’t actively trying to destroy me.

“That’s the spirit, bitch.” Ava bumps her shoulder with mine. “Fuck the
boys.”

“Very classy.” Cecily rolls her eyes. “You’re supposed to be the
granddaughter of the former prime minister.”

“Don’t be a prude. And Grandpa encourages my need to express myself,
thank you very much.”

“Umm.” Annika shifts from foot to foot. “We should probably go before
the start of the fight.”

“What? No, we’re here for the fight and to cheer on Creigh. We can’t
just leave.” Ava cups her mouth and screams, “You’ve got this, Cray Cray!”

He merely stares in our direction while Remi waves and shows off
Creighton’s muscles.

»



Landon is focused on his phone, completely oblivious to his
surroundings. Eli, who was drinking from a bottle of water, pauses and tilts
his head in our direction.

Or more like in Ava’s.

No words are spoken, but it’s like they’re having a silent war. Ava and
Eli always had the weirdest relationship that I can’t put a name to.

One thing’s for certain, though. It’s always been filled with some sort of
tension.

She tries to maintain eye contact, but despite the fact that she’s the
strongest, most outspoken person I know, she’s no match for Eli’s
hurricane-like energy. She huffs, flips her hair, and switches her attention to
our new friend. “As I was saying, dear Anni, we’re here to stay.”

“Jer will have my neck if he sees me here.”

“You’re a big girl,” Cecily says. “He doesn’t tell you what to do.”

“That’s right.” Ava holds her in a half-hug and they look like princesses
with Ava’s lace pink dress and Annika’s purple tulle skirt. “We’ve got you,
girl.”

“You...you’re right.” She digs her heels in the ground and smiles. “Jer
can’t do anything to me.”

“Sure about that, Anoushka?”

Annika and I freeze for two different reasons. She, because that voice
that spoke from behind us is definitely her brother’s.

The notorious Jeremy Volkov, who’s rumored to be a killer in the
making.

Me?

An amber-woodsy scent takes me hostage, and I want to think it’s a play
of my imagination, as was the case for the last week.

Ever since he cornered me near the library a week ago, I’ve been
looking over my shoulder, checking my locks, and searching my
surroundings.

He’s put me in a hyperaware mode against my own will, and I’ve tried
to conquer it by painting, jogging, and letting Ava take me anywhere she
wants.

None of that has worked.

And I’m starting to think it was a psychological trick. He specifically
told me he’s coming back just to keep me on the edge, so even if he’s not
physically tormenting me, the mental impact does the job.



Every time I’ve tried to push him out of my head, he barges into my
subconscious with the persistent lethality of poison.

Which is why I hope now is one of those moments where I’m being
paranoid for no reason. That I just need to take a pill and go to sleep.

But when I turn around, my eyes clash with those monstrous ones. He’s
standing beside a man who’s about his height, has thick dark brows, and is
wearing a closed-off expression, as if he’s offended with the world itself.

It must be Jeremy.

Despite his infamous reputation of maiming people for sport, it’s not
him that I can’t stop staring at.

It’s the arsehole by his side in his black shirt and black trousers and
trainers. He’s dressed so casually but still reeks of corruption, like a power-
hungry politician or a bloodthirsty warlord.

He still looks tenfold worse than his charming appearance.

Or maybe it’s because, unlike all the people present, I’'m well aware of
what this devil is capable of.

I automatically take a step back and his lips tilt in a small smirk.

That’s the thing.

The freaking psycho enjoys driving me to the edge.

Hell, he gets off on it.

“Oh, hi, Jer,” Annika stumbles over her words. “I didn’t really mean to
come here. I was just taking a tour with my new friends.”

“Taking a tour in a place you’re not supposed to be?” Jeremy speaks
with effortless power, accentuated by a raised brow.

“I was just—"

“Leaving,” he finishes for her. “Now.”

“Hey.” Cecily steps in front of her. “She can decide whether to leave or
stay on her own because oh, I think we’re at an age where women don’t get
told what to do.”

Jeremy stares down at her blankly, as if he’s contemplating whether or
not he should crush her with a hand or two.

I love Cecily’s bravery—I do—but some people are just not worth
risking your life to oppose. Jeremy is at the top of that list.

Annika seems to know that, too, because she subtly pushes Cecily away.
“It’s okay. I’'ll go back.”

My friend, who obviously has multiple death wishes, shoos her with a
hand. “You don’t have to if you don’t want to.”



“lI want to, really.” Annika shakes her head and whispers, “It’s not
worth it.”

“Walk in front of me, Anoushka.”

Annika bows her head and murmurs, “I’m sorry.”

Then she follows her brother’s command. They’re not two steps away
before Cecily fumes, “That bloody misogynistic pig is simply not going to
dictate Anni’s life.”

And then my crazy friend follows them.

“I swear to fuck, she’s suicidal,” Ava whispers, then yells, “Wait for me,
Ces!”

No, no...

I don’t spare a glance at who I’m left with and attempt to follow after
them—girls standing up for girls and all that. Truth is, I’d rather face
Jeremy than his psychotic friend.

My head crashes into a wall of muscles and I step backward in shock.

A hand wraps around my elbow, seemingly gentle yet anything but.
“Where do you think you’re going?”

I try to pull my elbow free, but he only tightens his hold as a warning.

My gaze strays sideways, hoping to catch the attention of someone
familiar, but all the faces have turned blurry, featureless, even.

“It’s useless to find refuge in anyone but me, baby.”

“Screw you. I’'m not your baby.”

His free hand reaches out for me and I freeze, thinking he’ll choke me
again.

Images of him sneaking into my nightmare, strangling me, then doing
unspeakable things to me come crashing down. I don’t want to think about
my state when I woke up or where my hand was.

It’s like the time I stroked my neck as I stared at that damn painting I
somehow couldn’t vandalize.

However, his fingers seep into my hair gently, lovingly. “Did I mention
that your fight is adorable? The way your beautiful eyes war with both fear
and determination is a turn-on. I wonder if this is the look I’ll see when
you’re writhing underneath me as I stuff your cunt with my cock.”

My lips tremble. I’m still not used to the way he speaks so dirty so
casually, but I say, “The only thing you’ll see is your blood as I stab you to
death.”



“I don’t mind. Red happens to be my favorite color.” He tips his chin at
the red patterns on my shirt. “Your style is cute.”

I don’t want to be cute to this bastard. I don’t want to be anything to
him, because his attention?

It’s suffocating.

The only thing I breathe, see, or feel is him. The intoxicating scent, the
intimidating physique, and the haunting presence.

“I’ve been thinking,” he muses, still stroking his fingers in my hair with
no warmth whatsoever. “Aren’t you going to ask what I’ve been thinking
about?”

“Not interested.”

“See, that’s where you do things wrong, Glyndon. If you continue
antagonizing me for sport, you’ll only get yourself cut.” His tone holds no
threat, not an obvious one, anyway. “As I was saying, I’ve been thinking
about the best way to have your lips around my cock again. Are you
game?”

“To bite your dick off for real this time? Sure.”

He chuckles, the sound soft, but his touch in my hair is anything but.
“Careful. I'm allowing you to push, but don’t mistake my tolerance for
acceptance. I’m not a generous man.”

“Shocker.”

“Your stubbornness can be grating, but we’ll smooth it out.” He tucks a
strand of hair behind my ear. “Go out with me for a ride.”

I stare at him, eyes big, waiting for him to laugh.

He doesn’t.

“Are you serious?”

“Do I seem like the joking type?”

“No, but you must be the delusional type if you think I’'ll go anywhere
with you.”

“Willingly.”

“What?”

“You won’t go anywhere with me willingly. But I can find ways to drag
you out of here and no one will see you.”

“My brother and cousins are up there,” I hiss, searching for them with
my gaze.

Come on, Lan, even your craziness is welcome right now.



“They won’t see either,” he says casually. “If I choose to, no one will
hear of you again and you’ll be a measly statistic.”

A shudder slashes down my spine because I know, I just know this is no
joking matter to him and that if he chooses to, he could and would
definitely keep his word.

“Stop it,” I whisper.

“I might consider that when you do what I asked for earlier and go on a
ride with me.”

“So you have the green light to do as you threatened? If you actually
kidnap me, no one will be the wiser since I went with you on my own feet.”

“That’s true, but I promise to return you safely.”

“Excuse me for not believing you.”

“Hmm.” He strokes the lobe of my ear, back and forth like an eerie
lullaby. “What would make you believe me?”

“Nothing.” I breathe harshly, partly because of being in his presence and
the fact that he won’t stop freaking touching me. I don’t react well to my
sensory world and it shows. “I don’t trust you and never will.”

“As I said, never say never.” His eyes hold mine hostage for a second,
two, and I swear I’'m going to catch fire by the third. “How about I prove
that I keep my word?”

“How the hell would you do that?”

“I’ll win this upcoming match for you.”

“Oh, so you’ll beat up Creigh—who happens to be my cousin—to prove
a point. What a classic you move.”

“I’ll lose it then,” he says without blinking. “I’ll get beaten up to prove
a point.”

My lips fall open, but I quickly recuperate. “I don’t want that.”

“That’s what you’ll get.” He brushes my hair again. “And you’ll watch
every moment of it, baby. If you dare leave, I’ll send that cousin of yours
into a coma.”

“You...wouldn’t.”

“Try me.”

“Why the hell are you doing all of this? Are you...insane?”

“Maybe. After all, insanity, evil, and ruthlessness are boundless and
lawless. I’d rather be insane than an ordinary fool.” He leans over and my
heart stops beating for a fraction of a second as he kisses the top of my head
slowly, gently. “Wait for me, baby.”



And then his touch is gone, and so are the remnants of my fragile sanity.
I can only watch as he rushes through the crowd and heads to the
middle of the ring.



GLYNDON

his is crazy.
He’s crazy.
I've been well aware of that fact since the first time I met him, but
I’m one hundred percent sure now. There’s no doubt about his psychosis.

My fingers clench and I slide them against my shorts, then fish out my
phone and tap the number called ‘Emergency.’

It rings once. Twice.

And then he picks up with a half-sleeping voice. “Hello? Glyndon?”
The older male voice speaks with its usual warmth. “Are you there?”

“Um, yeah. Sorry if I woke you up.”

“No, I was just watching TV and dozed off. Where are you? It sounds
noisy.”

“I’'m outside with friends.” I kick an imaginary pebble. “It’s coming
back, Dr. Ferrell. I can’t... I can’t control it anymore.”

“That’s okay. Breathe.” His voice sobers up, sounding soothing like that
first time Mum took me to him at my request.

Ever since my early teens, I suffered with a huge inferiority complex
and I couldn’t survive in our household without the need to do something
nefarious.

It didn’t matter how much my parents tried to talk to me, I always found
a way to escape into my own head and block them out.

Which is where Dr. Ferrell came in. I was too hesitant to talk to my
family, but I could pour my heart out to a professional. He taught me how to



recognize when I’'m overwhelmed, to talk about it instead of burying it, to
paint it instead of letting it rip me from the inside out.

But I don’t have my brush and canvas now, so I could only call him.
This late. Like a creep.

“What made it come back?” he asks after a moment.

“I don’t know. Everything?”

“Does this concern Devlin?”

“Yes and no. I don’t like people living their lives as if Devlin was never
a part of it. I don’t like how they tiptoe around his name as if he was never
there, or how they’re even starting rumors about his weird tendencies. I was
his only friend, I knew him best, I could defend him best, but the moment I
want to talk, my tongue gets tied up and I start hyperventilating. I hate it,
this, them, the fact that they erased him as if he never existed.” A tear
cascades down my cheek. “He said it would happen, that he and I would be
forgotten, and I think...maybe...maybe that’s true.”

“We agreed not to go there, Glyndon. Devlin was loved by you and he’s
remembered by you.”

“But that’s not enough.”

“I’m sure it is for him.”

A long breath whooshes out of me, letting his words sink in. Right. The
world never understood Dev, so why should he be remembered by them?

I’m enough.

“Can you tell me the reason behind the trigger of your emotions?”

I rub my palm against my shorts and stare at the crowd where that
psycho disappeared. He’s not even in sight anymore, and yet, he’s, without
doubt, the reason every stone I carefully laid inside me is tumbling down.

Or at least, he’s the drop that made the cup overflow.

But I can’t tell Dr. Ferrell about that, because he’ll read into everything
prior to tonight, and I’m just not ready to let it all out.

Maybe he’ll judge me for keeping it a secret.

Maybe he’ll know the actual reason why I’'m keeping it a secret.

So I change direction. “I got a weird text.”

“Of what nature?”

“Someone who keeps telling me that I should’ve had the same fate as
Dev and to watch my back.”

“Did their tone sound threatening?”



“It’s weird, but no. I guess my feelings are all over the place if I don’t
see what they said as threatening.”

“You have every right to be that way. Don’t beat yourself up for it. And
if those texts change in nature, promise you’ll let me know and report it.”

“I promise.”

The crowd buzzes with energy, some people jumping up and down to
get a view of the ring.

“I gotta go, Dr. Ferrell. And thanks for listening to me.”

“Anytime.”

I hang up absentmindedly as I focus on the uproar of the crowd.

The students from REU go crazy as Creigh jumps into the ring. He’s
wearing white shorts, no shirt, and his hands are wrapped in bandages.

“Go get ’em, spawn!” Remi shouts from the sidelines. “Show them
what my lordship raised.”

Landon gives our cousin an ‘I’m watching you’ look from the booth
above, most likely telling him that he bet on him. He’s surrounded by a few
guys and girls, probably from his stupid club, Elites.

Eli is nowhere to be found, though.

My eyes automatically slip to the other side. On the sidelines stands a
huge, heavily intimidating tattooed guy who I think is rumored to run in the
same circles as Jeremy. He’s wearing a flashy black satin robe and jumping
in place as he punches the air.

I frown. I thought Killian was going to fight Creigh, not someone else.
But maybe he changed his mind, after all.

It’s impossible to imagine someone like him willingly losing anything
anyway.

“Phew! I didn’t miss the big fight.” Ava slides in beside me, pushing a
few rebel blonde hairs away from her eyes.

I search behind her. “Where’s Ces?”

“With Annika in obligatory confinement at the dormitory. She didn’t
have to stay with her, but she was like, fuck Jeremy—I know, she really
wants to die young—and kept Anni company.” Ava exhales. “That chap is
scary as fuck and he doesn’t have to talk to relay it. Just his icy stare is
enough. He even has guards and full-on security on freaking campus. I
didn’t believe Anni could be anything but the prettiest doll alive, but she’s a
mafia princess, after all.”

“Are you sure they’ll be okay?”



“Yeah, yeah. He won’t actually hurt his sister. He’s just being
overprotective.”

“Cecily isn’t his sister, though.”

“No, but she has balls bigger than his guards. Don’t worry about her.”
She throws up a dismissive hand. “Now, what did I miss?”

“The other player is about to get in.” I tilt my head toward the one
covered with a satin robe.

“O.M.G. Nikolai Sokolov?”

“You know him?”

“Everyone on campus but you does.” She rolls her eyes. “I have to
educate you on everything, I swear. What would you do without me?”

“Flounder in ignorance?”

“Exactly. So you should be thankful. Listen up. So Nikolai is one of the
Heathens’ founding members and The King’s U’s rulers. See all those
muscles and tattoos? They’re real. This is where you can judge a book by
its cover, because Nikolai has an infamous knack for violence. All those
bodies that are rumored to have been thrown in the sea? He’s the one who
chopped them up. You know how Jeremy is called The Overlord? Nikolai is
The Punisher. He’s like their human weapon.”

My blood goes icy. The more I hear about the Heathens, the more I
dislike them. “And should Creigh fight a human weapon?”

“He’ll be fine. Cray Cray is a tough devil and our reigning champion.
No human weapon will stop him.”

“Still, that guy looks thirsty for blood.”

“That’s because he is.” She searches her surroundings, then leans over
and whispers, “He’s in the mafia, too. Like Jeremy.”

“Really?”

“Totally. Like, you know, even his name, Nikolai Sokolov, is actually
the same as his great-grandfather who was the founder and ruler of the New
York Bratva. And now, both his parents are leaders there. He and Jeremy
are ruthless mobsters in the making.”

“And how do you know all of this?” I don’t know why I whisper back.

“Everyone does.” She pulls away. “And Anni gave me inside intel
because she’s sweet like that and she’s been around them her whole life. So
I’'m like an expert on The King’s U’s inner circle now—or more like the
Heathens. Serpents are a mystery.”

“And that’s something to be proud of?”



“Of course. You have to form interpersonal relationships because you
never know when you’ll need them. Look.” She jerks her chin in the
direction of a man who’s talking to Nikolai. He’s wearing a button-down
and black trousers, appearing like he’s straight out of a formal photoshoot.

“That one is Gareth Carson, The Fixer, in their club. You know, the one
who stops shit from hitting the fan with authorities or the chancellor. He’s
studying law and will probably be cleaning up all of their criminal messes
one day.”

“He...looks familiar.”

“That’s because he’s Killian’s older brother.”

I choke on my spit and must be staring at her like a dead fish, since Ava
shakes my shoulder, then waves in front of my eyes. “Hi, hello? Are you
there? I swear you bitches will be the death of me. One is a mafia princess,
the other is suicidal, and this one lags.”

“That’s rude. And I’m here.”

“You just froze up, Glyn. Blimey. Get it together. It’s a given in the
girls’ honor book that no boy should have that much hold on you by the
mere mention of his name. Come on, my pride as your mentor is at stake
here.”

“He has no freaking hold on me.”

“Yeah, right. Totally believe you and your rosy cheeks.” She sighs. “But
Anni is right. We chatted more about Killian and I even did some research,
and the boy is probably trouble. And by probably, I mean definitely. He’s so
squeaky clean on the outside that it screams skeletons in the closet.”

I let my gaze linger on Gareth. He appears composed, handsome in a
regal kind of way, and like someone with enough charisma to demand
attention. But so does his brother. Maybe that whole family is screwed up.

After all, anyone who willingly gets involved with the mafia must be
twisted in a way.

Nikolai is about to step into the ring when a shadow appears from
behind him and taps his shoulder.

My hands shake, turning hot and sweaty as the scene slowly plays out in
front of me.

Killian is only wearing red shorts. His hands are wrapped in white
bandages that extend to above his wrists.

Some people are beautiful, and some are hot, but then there’s Killian’s
body that’s the personification of masculine perfection.



I figured he was muscular from whenever he thought it was fun to trap
me against him, but my imagination couldn’t have prepared me for the real
thing.

His chest ripples with every move, his abs slick and carefully built to
add to his physical superiority. Tattoos of small black birds fly from his side
to his chest. No, not birds, ravens. Some of them have broken wings that
disintegrate in a stunning image. The shorts hang low on his hips over a
defined V-line that leaves nothing to the imagination.

I don’t want to think where that line leads to, but I can’t help the explicit
images that overcrowd my brain.

No.

Get out of my head.

Is this what’s called conditioning? Shouldn’t I feel traumatized instead
of...eroticizing it?

The view in front of me isn’t helping, though. Killian’s biceps and
forearms bulge with muscles and veins as if his blood can’t be internally
contained.

Maybe there’s a machine where his heart is supposed to be, after all.

Even I can’t deny that he scores high on physical perfection. But all
monsters look beautiful from afar. It’s up close that the ugliness shows.

It’s up close that the need to run becomes a need to survive.

Still, it’s unfair that he was bestowed with a weapon to use in his
predatory gains. If he was a bit ugly or had a micro dick, people would stay
away.

No, I’m not going to think about his dick again. I simply am not.

“The Strategist,” Ava says from beside me and I startle.

I...actually forgot she was there during my hyperfocus on the nightmare
in the form of a man.

“That’s what Killian is called,” Ava explains. “Because he’s like the
mastermind behind their every operation and the initiation of members into
their club.”

“What do you know about their club?”

“Aside from their rivalry with the Elites and the Serpents? Not much.
Even Anni was super hush-hush about it, which makes me even more
curious. I heard it’s like they’re recruiting soldiers for their future arsenal.
But here’s the catch, there’s only one way in which you can enter the
mafia.” Her voice lowers to a haunting whisper. “By spilling blood.”



A shudder rips through me and I have to swallow a few times as I track
Killian’s movements. That bastard isn’t only crazy, but he’s ruthless and
remorseless, too. The worst combination to ever exist.

He speaks a few words to Nikolai and the latter’s brow furrows. I don’t
miss how Gareth takes a step back and crosses his arms.

His calm demeanor from earlier is long gone and it’s clear that he’s
suppressing tension. I know because that’s how Bran and I must look
whenever Lan is around.

My lips part when I become hyperaware of the similarities between us.
Is he...also scared of his brother?

After some words are exchanged between Killian and Nikolai, the one
in the satin robe glares, but he steps back.

And just like that, Killian heads to the ring. The announcer is baffled for
a second, but then he shouts, “There’s a change from The King’s U’s side.
Killian will be the one to play against Creighton!”

The people in the other uni’s crowd nearly scream their heads off. They
go so crazy, I’m surprised my eardrums don’t explode. On the other hand, a
deadpan silence goes through our crowd.

“Why the hell is he the one playing?” Ava whispers.

Because of me. But I don’t say that and attempt to play dumb. “Isn’t he
a better option than The Punisher?”

“Hey, Nikolai’s violence is playful in these types of fights. Killian’s is
deadly. He was almost locked up for nearly killing a guy last year. No one
has wanted to go against him since then, except for maybe the crazy
Nikolai.” She shakes her head. “Killian has been watching from the
sidelines for months. The only reason Creigh won the championship last
year is because Killian walked out on another adversary mid-match. When
a girl asked him why he retreated, he was like. ‘Oh, that? I got bored and
remembered I would rather be sleeping.’ I know. He’s that crazy.”

My limbs shake at the realization of the big trouble my cousin could be
in because of me. “Let’s...get Creigh out of there.”

Because hell no, I don’t believe Killian will lose on purpose. He’s not
built to lose, definitely not to prove to me or to anyone else anything.

“Bitch, please. You think Creigh will obediently follow? Look at his
eyes.” She jerks a thumb in my cousin’s direction. “He’s fired up for this.
He was looking forward to fighting Killian last year and felt robbed when it
wasn’t him who got to the final round.”



“We need to stop him, Ava. His ego doesn’t matter compared to his
life.”

“Too late,” she lets out in a whisper.

I watch in horror as the referee gives the go sign. The crowd cheers
louder as Creigh and Killian circle each other.

The freaking psycho smirks and says something I don’t hear. Creigh’s
expression doesn’t change, but he lunges forward, Killian ducks and
punches him so hard across the face, blood explodes from my cousin’s
mouth. He doesn’t even recuperate before Killian punches him again,
sending him half flying over the ring.

I shriek in the middle of our crowd’s “Ahh.”

The King’s U’s students all chant, “Kill! Kill! Kill!”

I think I’'m going to throw up.

My stomach clamps and I wrap an arm around it to stop from retching.

“What the fuck, what the actual fuck!” Remi screams at the top of his
lungs, gripping the railings. “Don’t just stand there, Creigh. Show them
what you got, spawn!”

My cousin doesn’t bother wiping the blood from his face as he lunges
again. Killian tries to evade, but Creigh grabs him in a chokehold and
tackles him. Our side goes crazy and Ava jumps up and down. “Yes!!! Cray
Cray, get him!”

Before Killian can hit the floor, he bounces back with a punch, but
Creigh jumps to the side at the last second, which makes our crowd cheer
louder. “King! King! King!”

The match becomes more intense and cutthroat with each passing
second.

Killian and Creighton throw punches at each other over and over, and
neither of them seems to be backing down.

I clearly remember that freaking bastard saying he’d be losing.

Is bloodying my cousin’s face called losing?

“Go, Creigh!” I shout at the top of my lungs with Ava.

I could’ve sworn that my voice is unable to be heard in the middle of all
the surrounding noise, but Killian’s head cocks in my direction for the first
time since he left my side.

His eyes are muted, no light whatsoever in their depths, but there’s
something more.

It’s almost as if he’s...angry.



Creigh uses that second of distraction to pummel him. I wince as
Killian’s face flies downward then sideways with the successive punches.

But before my cousin can get the momentum, Killian kicks him away,
and as Creigh regains his balance, the other corners him and punches him.
Over.

And over.

And over.

Creigh tries to hold his arms up, but there’s no stopping the murderous
energy that radiates off the psycho.

I’ll send him into a coma.

“Kill! Kill! Kill!” The crowd cheers at the top of their lungs.

“Tap out,” I whisper as if Creigh can hear me. “Just tap out.”

“He won’t,” Ava sounds as spooked as I am. “You know he’d rather die
than tap out.”

Even Remi is shouting and cursing at him to tap out, but it’s like he’s
not hearing anyone.

No, no.

He’ll really murder him at this rate.

“Kill! Kill! Kill!”

Shut up.

Shut up.

All of you shut the hell up.

“Killian!” I scream, not even sure what I’m trying to say.

Ava wraps a hand around my mouth. “What the hell are you doing?
Want to get us killed by REU’s students or something? Cheering for the
enemy is a sad way to die, Glyn.”

My shout gets Killian’s attention, though, because he stares at me over
his shoulder. Creigh uses the chance to push him off and he’s the one with
the momentum now.

He punches Killian with a ferocity of a resurrected phoenix. His blows
are so powerful that Killian steps back with each one. He doesn’t attempt to
defend his face.

Or his hands.

Damn it. Isn’t he supposed to be a med student? Their hands are as
important to them as they are to us.

Our crowd goes nuts, while The King’s U’s students boo.



Nikolai jumps up and punches the air with a swish of his satin robe,
obviously displeased with the turn of events. Gareth watches with a
furrowed brow and his hands in his pockets. Instead of looking worried, he
appears more suspicious.

He’s probably thinking it’s weird that his brother is losing.

With his reputation, no one would believe this scenario.

Even I am unable to wrap my mind around it.

My stomach knots as I watch him being beaten to a pulp.

What the hell is he?

Just what the hell is inside that rotten brain of his?

“Stop it,” I whisper. “Stop it, you psycho.”

I’m not like him or anyone here. I don’t like witnessing violence.

Even if a monster is on the receiving end.

People around me start wincing at how brutal Creigh’s blows are. Some
girls even look to be on the verge of vomiting.

Then, in the middle of all the noise, cheering, booing, and utter chaos,
Killian reaches out for Creigh’s face and taps. Twice.

The crowd is stunned to silence, and then ours roars at the news of
victory. But some release a breath of relief.

Nikolai curses, Remi curses, and even the announcer curses.

“Damn. That’s the end of that, ladies and gents. The King wins!”

Killian turns with ease, even though his whole body is bruised.

Creigh grabs him by the arm. “Don’t fucking tap out. Let’s continue.”

“If we continue, I’ll kill you.” He levels him with a glare. “Back. Off.”

Creigh seems bent on his decision, but I’'m thankful for Remi, who
grabs him and forces him to calm all that excessive adrenaline.

My heart hammers as Killian slips from the ring. I don’t wait for him to
come and find me, so I mumble an intelligible “I gotta go” to Ava, then bolt
out of there.

Creigh is fine, so that bastard has nothing to threaten me with.

And T sure as hell am not going to stick around to witness his craziness
in full glory.

I wrap my sweater around my middle and hasten my footsteps out of the
fighting club.

As soon as I’m above ground, I breathe in a harsh intake of air. I’m still
shaking and I don’t think I can stop that reaction.



It’s not until I’'m in the car park that I realize we came in Ava’s car and
unless I’m ready to go back in there, I have no ride.

Whatever, I’ll call an Uber.

I’'m ready to lay my head on Cecily’s lap and let her tell me all sorts of
psychological shit just so I can forget.

Or maybe I can paint something.

An engine revs behind me and I step to the side to give way to the car.
But it swerves in front of me and I yelp as it comes to a sudden halt.

It’s a bright red Aston Martin that appears to be a custom—something
my uncle would collect in his motor collection.

The driver’s door flings open and a larger-than-life shadow staggers out
of it.

My heart stops when he drags his fingers through his hair, his jaw
clenching. “Last I checked, we had a ride to go on, didn't we?”



GLYNDON

R ed drips onto the concrete.

Dark.

Ominous.

Drip. Drip. Drip.

I follow the direction from which the blood is pouring and pause.

Killian still wears the red shorts and has thrown on a black T-shirt. His
muscles flex, but he doesn’t appear to be cold, or in pain due to the bruise
peeking from his arm or the cut on his lip.

That’s from where the blood drips, smearing his chin and collarbone.

“Get in the car,” he orders with complete assurance.

Someone honks because the crazy bastard stopped in the middle of the
street, but Killian doesn’t pay them attention.

I shake my head and try to bypass him.

“I can always go back in there and pick up where I left off. The only
difference is that you’ll regret the decision once your precious Creighton
ends up in a body cast.”

My fists clench. “Don’t.”

“I heard he doesn’t tap out. So maybe he’ll be hooked to a machine in a
hospital next time you see him.”

“Stop it!”

“Get in the fucking car, Glyndon.”

The guy honks again and while Killian doesn’t seem to hear him, the
sensory overload nearly drives me up the wall.



“Get out of the way, motherfucker!” the guy screams from the window
in an American accent.

Once Killian stares at him, he swallows and reverses, then hits a rubbish
can on his escape route.

“You have until the count of three. If you don’t get in the car, I’'m going
back to Creighton.”

“I’m not going anywhere with you.”

“Three.”

The bastard didn’t even count.

He slides back into his car, and I don’t let my brain think as I throw the
passenger door open and get inside.

I’m breathing harshly, my skin crawling and my heart about to leap out
of my skin. It isn’t normal that I’'m on an emotional upheaval whenever I’'m
in his orbit.

One hand on the steering wheel, the other casually lying by his side, he
faces me. “That wasn’t so hard.”

I glare at him and cross my arms over my chest. “For your information,
I still don’t trust you. In fact, I distrust you even more now that you proved
you’re not only prone to violence, but you’d also threaten my family with
it.”

“All humans are prone to violence. I just have better control over it.”

“You don’t sound so convincing with blood dripping all over your
face.”

“Worried about me, baby?”

“You’d be bleeding out and I wouldn’t even notice. In fact, I’d use the
blood to mix colors on my palette.”

“Ouch.” His voice drops. “Though you’re such a horrible liar. You
looked as pale as a ghost when I was being punched.”

“I dislike violence, so it’s not about you. I would’ve reacted that way to
anyone.”

“I choose to believe that you felt especially aggravated because it’s me.”

“That’s called delusional.”

“Semantics.” He reaches for the glovebox and I push against the leather
of the seat.

The squeaking sound fills the interior and I whisper, “What are you
doing?”



Killian grabs a tissue and smiles. Or more like smirks. “Don’t worry, I
won’t bite you.” He wipes the blood, smudging it all over his mouth further
before making it go away. “Yet.”

The engine revs and I startle when I’'m physically flung back against the
seat as he speeds forward. My mind races with endless possibilities about
where the hell he’s taking me while I fasten my seatbelt and hold on to it for
dear life.

Logically, the northern side of the island isn’t that big. Aside from the
two campuses, there’s downtown, shops, a library, and some restaurants and
hotspots that the students frequent.

So he can’t kidnap and kill me around here.

Still not a reassuring thought, though.

“I figured you’d be a good girl.”

My eyes leave the road and focus on him. He motions at my seatbelt
that I’m digging my nails in.

“It’s for safety.”

“Don’t worry. I’m an excellent driver.”

I resist the urge to roll my eyes. “I’m sure you are. I bet you’re good at
everything.”

“Pretty much. I’'m good at what I’m interested in.”

“And what are you interested in?” I sound nonchalant enough that it
flies under the radar.

Because I’m changing gears here.

I can’t just keep getting blindsided by him and thrown around like a
helpless doll. I need to somehow make the first move.

If my previous interactions with Killian are of any indication, then I’m
sure he’s on the antisocial spectrum. Like Lan—maybe even worse.

Because while he’s a beast to the world, my brother chooses to spare us.
The keyword being chooses. Because Lan can become insufferable when
he’s bored. It’s why we stay away from him—it’s just impossible to figure
out what goes on in his unpredictable head.

And if Lan is of any indication, then like him, Killian must have an
obsession. A stimulus. A need for something to keep his tendencies
regulated.

For my brother, it’s sculpting. He became a more socially accepted
being after focusing on his art. The only time we voluntarily approach Lan
is after he exits his art studio.



It’s when he’s the most elated, somewhat normal, and even jokes with
us.

I choose to think that Lan would never be as subhuman as Killian,
though. I choose to think that deep down, my brother cares about our
parents and us.

Back at RES, he beat up a bunch of entitled kids who called Bran a fag.
He came home bloodied, but those kids had to be admitted to the A&E.

He also slashed the tires of a teacher who called my painting mediocre
and told her she had no business judging me when she was a tasteless,
talentless piece of rubbish herself.

Bran says Lan only does those things to protect his own image that
we’re an extension of. But I’m not as pessimistic as he is.

Anyway, I need to figure out what makes Killian tick and try to counter
it.

“For now, you.”

I swallow at his neutral tone as he keeps his attention on the road. He’s
speeding, the lights and trees blurring in my peripheral vision, but I’'m
unable to focus on that right now.

“Why would you be interested in me?”

“Why wouldn’t I be?”

“The fact that we don’t know each other? Oh, and you assaulted me the
first time we met.”

“As I said, I saved you. You should learn to become more grateful.”

“That was assault, Killian.”

“Call it whatever you like.” He tilts his head in my direction, a dark
gleam shining in his eyes. “By the way, I like the sound of my name on
your lips.”

“Then you won’t be hearing it anymore.”

“You know, defying me every step of the way will only tire you. It
could be so much better and easier if you enjoy this and try to free
yourself.”

“And let me guess, I’ll have to give in to your every whim?”

“It’s highly recommended.”

“I would rather choke to death.”

“I can make that happen, but I prefer feeling that wild pulse in your
neck.”



My palms turn sweaty and I rub them against the sides of my shorts.
There’s no need to guess if these are casual words or not, because I have no
doubt that this psycho would make them come true.

He’s really unhinged.

“You should work on quitting that habit.” He motions at my palms that
are slowly going up and down. “It gives away your discomfort. Or is it
anxiety? Maybe nervousness? Or the three combined?”

It hits me then.

If he’s like Lan, then he doesn’t process emotions like the rest of us. It’s
not only about a lack of empathy for these guys. They literally don’t see
emotions through the same lenses as normal people.

Almost every single socially acceptable emotion they have to portray is
gradually learned through their environment. Little by little, they perfect
their outer image to the point where they’re indistinguishable in a crowd.

But if anyone gets close, close enough to see behind the facade, they
find out just how dysfunctional, how cardboard they are.

How...lonely they actually get.

Lan has never liked how Bran and I get along—how alike we are—
because he can’t fit in with us. He thinks he reigns over us, but I've almost
always pitied his lone wolf status.

He’ll never know how to love properly, laugh properly, experience joy,
or even feel pain properly.

He’s a mash of molecules, atoms, and matter with complete and utter
emptiness for which he needs constant stimuli to keep filled up to the brim.

Like a house of cards, he can scatter at any second.

He’ll never live like the rest of us.

And neither will Killian.

I just feel zero sympathy for this bastard.

And that’s why I can provoke him.

“Giving away my emotions is my business. At least I have those unlike
a certain someone.”

“Is this the part where I should act offended? Maybe try to shed a tear or
two?”

“Yeah, and look into ways to grow a heart while you’re at it.”

“The world won’t function correctly if all of us are emotional, morally
right creatures. There needs to be a balance, or else there’ll be chaos.”

“Are you kidding me? You guys are the ones who instigate chaos.”



“Organized chaos is different from anarchy. I choose to uphold society’s
standards by reigning over it instead of ruining it.” He pauses. “And who
are you guys?”

I huff but say nothing.

He taps a finger against the steering wheel. “I asked you a question,
Glyndon.”

“I obviously refuse to answer.”

A large hand falls on my bare thigh. The touch is callous and so
possessive that my skin erupts in a wild heat.

“As much as I like your fight, there are situations where you should
read the atmosphere and not defy me.”

I grab his wrist, attempting to remove his hand, but it’s like I’'m pushing
a wall. It’s scary how much strength he has and how weak and fragile I feel
in his presence.

It’s impossible to stop his fingers from sneaking up my skin, leaving
goosebumps in their wake. There’s pure command in the way he touches
me with dripping control, as if I’'m a conquest he’s set on finishing off.

I know the best method to get off his radar is having him get bored of
me, and that any resistance on my part will probably flame his interest, but I
can’t.

I just can’t let him have his way with me.

It’1l break me this time.

It’ll make me drive to that cliff with no chances of coming back.

So I claw at his fingers, my heart hammering faster and harder. “Let me

»

go.
“How else am I going to get an answer for the question I asked?” His

fingers slip under the hem of my shorts with expert ease. It doesn’t even
matter that his other hand is on the steering wheel or that he’s driving.

“Don’t,” 1 whisper as the pads of his fingers hover close to my
underwear. “I’m telling you no, Killian.”

“The word no doesn’t scare me, baby. We guys don’t give a fuck about
its meaning or the lack thereof. Besides, doesn’t no mean yes sometimes?”

“Not this time.”

“Debatable.” His voice drops to a dangerous rumble. “The thing is, I
might not feel emotions the same way everyone else does, but I can
understand them in others, oftentimes better than they do. And right now, I
can smell your fear mixed with something entirely different. You’re



terrified I’ll repeat what happened at the cliff and confiscate your control,
but at the same time, you’re buzzing with the possibility, secretly wishing
for it.” His fingers curl against my knickers and a whimper escapes me.
“You’re soaking wet for it, baby.”

“Don’t touch me,” my voice breaks and I can’t help the shame that coats
my words or the tears that fill my eyes.

“You can’t entice a predator with prey and ask him to go hungry.” His
fingers glide against my folds, the weight of his hand forcing my thighs
apart despite my attempts to close them. “I bet you were also wet when you
were choking on my cock with your life hanging on the edge. Did your little
cunt throb and demand to be touched, too? I bet it was getting all drenched
and achy. I loved your lips with my cock wrapped around them and cum
coating them, but maybe I should’ve gone for your pussy, too.” He reaches
a finger beneath my underwear and thrusts it deep inside. “I bet these lips
would look even better with my cock tearing into them.”

My upper body hunches over, half due to the intrusion and half due to
the shame that must be written all over my face.

The combination of his crude words and his dominant touch have
triggered a weird part of me. A sensation I’ve never experienced before. It’s
even worse than when my state of mind crashes down and dark thoughts
swirl in my head.

These are darker but more erotic and damning in nature that it’s
impossible to control them.

“You said you wanted me to trust you,” I croak, changing tactics. “This
isn’t the way to do it.”

“You said you’ll never trust me, so why should I keep on trying?”

“I...could consider it if you stop, but if you keep taking away my
choice, I’ll hate you.”

“You already hate me, so that more or less has no meaning.” A slight
smirk curves his lips as he adds another finger and drives deep. “Besides, I
did give you a choice. It’s not my fault you picked the high road. You’re
already enjoying this, so let go.”

My breath comes out in a shattered exhale as an ache builds between
my legs.

And builds.

And builds.



My nerve endings resurrect to life all at once, and no matter how much I
try to suppress that need for pleasure, I can’t.

But I also can’t allow him to take this from me. So I hold on to his
forearm with all my might and shake my head. “What should I do to get
you to stop?”

“I can feel your tight little cunt clenching around my fingers. Do you
really want me to stop while you’re on the edge?”

“None of your business. Just let me go.” I'd rather die with sexual
frustration than have an orgasm on his hand.

He lifts a shoulder and cuts me a glance. “I’ll consider that if you tell
me who the guys are in you guys?”

“My brother and cousin,” I breathe out. “They’re different from the rest
of us.”

“Hmm.” His expression doesn’t change, but his hand stops even though
his fingers are still deep inside me.

The throbbing heightens and I wince, trying and failing to contain it.
My thighs shake and I think I shift forward.

My eyes widen when I realize what I’ve done. I think... I just grinded
into his hand.

I hope and wish and pray to every deity under the sun that he missed it.

But who am I kidding?

A wolfish smirk lifts his lips as he plunges in with renewed energy. His
thumb circles my clit as he savagely thrusts so deep, I think he’ll really tear
me apart.

“You said you...would consider it.”

“I did, and I decided against stopping. Besides, you’re a slut for my
fingers, baby.”

I don’t get to pretend or stop this. Even my hands no longer claw into
his as the wave crashes into me.

The fact that we’re speeding down a dark road doesn’t even scare me. In
fact, it adds to the thrill.

I slap a hand on my mouth to muffle the scream as I break into pieces
around his fingers.

I thought about the fall before, a different fall, and I always imagined it
to be dangerous.

A terrifying shadow.



This one, though? It’s completely freeing. And I don’t have the energy
to hate myself for it.

Not now.

“You said you’d stop,” I repeat in the silent darkness, holding on to the
vain belief that I wouldn’t have fallen the way I did.

“No, I didn’t—you assumed that yourself. Not to mention, you were
grinding your hips like a horny little whore, so quit the defiance for the sake
of defiance.” He removes his fingers from inside me.

Heat covers my ear and neck when he lifts his fingers in front of his
face and stares at them glistening with my arousal.

“I have another question for you.” He rubs the fingers that were inside
me against his thumb, smearing the stickiness in a way that makes me want
to crawl into a hole and die. “I felt something just now and I’m curious.”

He slides the first finger into his mouth and make a show of licking it
clean before proceeding with the other one. His eyes never leave mine
through the whole process and I should be worried about us crashing into
something, or falling to our deaths.

But I can’t seem to think of that right now.

Either the orgasm hasn’t really finished or I’m sick in the head, because
my mouth goes dry and my thighs tremble.

After one last dart of his tongue around his fingers, he pops them out.
“Tell me, Glyndon. Was I just touching your virgin cunt?”
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KILLIAN

he expression on Glyndon’s face can only be categorized as the start
of a stroke.
If it were someone else, I’d be ninety-nine percent willing to
shove the situation onto that shelf and move on to other pressing issues.

Such as the state of my cock that has, once again, crossed the impulse
control red line. This change of events is more blasphemous than when her
face was stuffed with my dick as she cried.

And the reason is nothing other than making her orgasm.

I don’t get pleasure from giving. I don’t even give. I fuck. Often—my
release being the endgame. Or I used to before the whole event became a
monotonous, pleasureless chore. My previous fuck buddies know that
reciprocating isn’t part of my modus operandi, but they still beg to suck my
cock anyway.

As a certified non-giver, the only reason I thrust my fingers into
Glyndon’s cunt was for dominance—nothing more, nothing less. I wasn’t
planning on letting her finish and only wanted to drive her to the edge and
leave her hanging so she’d beg for a release and still wouldn’t get it.

But then something interesting happened.

I felt her hymen with my fingers.

I’'m pretty sure I don’t give a fuck about virgins. They’re a hassle, a
nuisance, and usually not a good fuck, so I have to get laid before and after
to get my dose of physical stimuli.

So why the fuck is my vision filled with the image of the blood I’ll
smear all over Glyndon’s thighs when I tear into her cunt?



“I... I don’t know what you’re talking about.” Her face is red—Ilike the
blood that I will extort out of her—and so is her neck and her ears.

Even her lips have turned redder, hotter, and should I bleed those, too?
See what exactly lurks behind that thunderous pulse, the soft beauty and the
translucent skin? I bet red will make her a masterpiece.

Maybe now?

I focus back on the road.

Repress.

Repress.

I chant the words in my head for the millionth time tonight, because I
swear to fuck this seemingly normal, innocent, fucking boring-on-paper girl
might not be boring or normal, after all.

She’s still innocent, though.

And T’ll shatter that innocence, wreck it to pieces and flounder in its
blood—ijust like all the other things in my life. She’ll be my new
masterpiece.

“We’re talking about your intact hymen, baby. Aren’t virgins at nineteen
a Middle Ages currency? Actually, no, even then, they birthed babies at
fourteen, so you’re a rare species.”

She shoots me a death glare—her standard expression when she’s with
me, aside from the annoyed and speechless ones.

The last is my favorite. Her lips will part and I’ll start thinking about all
the ways I can get my fingers between them.

“Are you done?”

“Glad you asked. I’'m curious. Why have you remained a virgin until
now?”

She stares out the window, huffing. “None of your business.”

“What did I say about taking the high road? Do I need to deflower you
on the road like an animal before or after you answer my question? Maybe
while you scream and cry and bleed?”

Her head whips in my direction. Despite her attempts to camouflage her
fear, the unnatural shine in her big eyes gives her away. Their green
becomes lighter, frightened, chaotic. And so does the shaking of her lower
lip that’s begging to be bitten. “Fuck you.”

“Since you’re somewhat of a prude, your cursing with that sweet voice
is in fact a turn-on, so unless you’re willing to suck my cock, I’d advise you
to refrain from it.”



“Oh wow, shocker. You actually used the word willing.”

“It might not look like it, but I can be a good sport.”

She snorts, and usually, that would be juvenile as fuck on other people.
On her, however? I want to bite her lips into my mouth, feast on them with
my tongue, and rip them against my teeth.

And that, ladies and gentleman, is the first time I’ve thought about
kissing someone before I’ve even fucked them.

Kissing is pointless anyway, and I don’t indulge in the activity in the
first place. So why are my fingers twitching to wrap around her throat as I
devour her lips?

“You’re not a good sport, Killian. You’re the worst game to ever exist. |
bet you don’t even know what the word willing means, or maybe you do
and just don’t care.”

“Definitely the second option.”

She stares at me with that cat-like curiosity. Glyndon thinks she’s not
interested in me, but she sometimes watches me as if she wants to peel back
my skin and peer inside me, too.

It’s the first time anyone has ever looked behind the facade and has been
more in tune with what lurked deep within me. Maybe it’s because she
already knows I can’t be contained.

Or that she’s already seen my demons.

And while she’s terrified of them, she’s still curious about them.

“Do you do this a lot? Kidnapping girls to God knows where?”

“You agreed to the ride, so this is not kidnapping.”

“Let me rephrase then. Do you stalk and haunt the hell out of girls and
manipulate them to agree to a ride that is totally not kidnapping?”

A smile twitches on my lips. Her sarcasm is adorable. Still annoying,
but adorable all the same. “You’re the first, baby.”

“How about what happened on that cliff?”

“The first for that, too.”

“I don’t know whether I should feel flattered or terrified.”

“Go for the first. As I said, you can enjoy this instead of being scared of
me.”

She releases a long breath. “Why am I the first?”

“Others wouldn’t be irritating and fight every step of the way. In fact,
they’d beg for my attention.”



“Well, I’'m not others, so how about you grant them your attention and
leave me alone?”

“They’re not the ones I think about all the ways I’ll stuff them with my
cock, watch them writhe beneath me, then fill them up with my cum, you
are.”

Red creeps up her neck despite her attempts to remain unaffected.
“Even if I don’t want you?”

“Considering you shattered all over my fingers and had to mute your
moans for it, I’d say you want me. You just hate it and will probably fight
tooth and nail before you ever admit it out loud. Lucky for you, I
understand your inner thoughts. Aren’t you glad you have me and not some
loser who’d run away after the first no?”

Her lips part and I smirk before I stare ahead. “Don’t look so surprised.
Told you, my superpower is mind reading.”

She puffs out a breath. “You’re just offering excuses.”

“I’m not you, baby. I don’t do that. Everything I say or do comes from
assertiveness.”

I slow the car to a halt and her attention snaps to our surroundings. To
the forest that stretches for as far as the vision goes—dark, empty, and a
perfect crime site.

Not that I'm contemplating crime.

Or am I?

“You still didn’t answer my question.”

She flinches even though my voice is the usual range. Okay, maybe it’s
lower. Which goes without saying, in view of the amount of blood that’s
been rushing to my cock since earlier.

Impulse control is my specialty, but even my godlike abilities are
proving to be lacking whenever this girl is in sight.

She doesn’t even smell special—an important sense that usually either
makes me interested in fucking someone or crossing them off my list.

It’s paint, I realize. She smells like oil paint and something fruity.
Cherries. Or raspberries.

Too sweet, low-key, and definitely not something I’m usually into.

Glyndon as a whole is not something I’m usually into.

“Where is this place?” she whispers.

“Your posh friends haven’t taken you on a ride to this part of the island?
It’s where we bury the bodies.”



She chokes while swallowing, and I burst out laughing. Christ. I could
get used to the feeling of seeping under her skin, watching her flounder
with her cheeks reddening and her eyes widening. Or witnessing the light in
her irises change from high to low and everything in between.

I’ve been studying emotions since I realized I was different—back at
that mice incident—and this is the first time I’ve meet someone whose
emotions are so transparent, so visible, it’s fucking fascinating.

Curious, even.

I’m tempted to explore it more, delve deeper, hook against her darkest
parts and expose it all.

Everything.

I want to see inside her.

Literally and figuratively.

“I was kidding,” I say after my laughter subsides.

“You’re not funny.”

“And you didn’t answer my question. If I have to ask again, it won’t be
with words, Glyndon.”

She gives me a look, dirty and a bit condescending. “Do you get off on
threatening people?”

“No, and I wouldn’t have had to if you weren’t being difficult over a
trivial matter.”

“So my privacy is trivial now?”

“There’s no such thing as privacy in this day and age. Any form of
privacy is a smokescreen that’s coded by numbers and algorithms. Besides,
the topic of your virginity isn’t private anymore since I now know about it.”

“You’re unbelievable.”

“And you’re stalling.”

She releases a long breath, whether in frustration or resignation, I’m not
sure. But she remains silent for a while as the sound of the engine fills the
car.

“I just didn’t feel like having sex. Happy now?”

“My happiness has nothing to do with this. Why didn’t you feel like
having sex?”

“That’s another question.”

“Never said there was a limit to the number of questions I’d ask.”

“And let me guess, I have to answer or you’ll threaten me with
something worse, and if I keep fighting, the threat will escalate until you



take it too far.”

I can’t help the smile that pulls my lips. “I knew you were a fast
learner.”

She stares at me for a beat, two, three and doesn’t break eye contact.

Ah. T see.

That’s what attracted me to her the first time. The way she held my gaze
when many find it impossible to stare at me for long—my brother and
mother included.

Whether they’re uncomfortable or intimidated by me, I don’t know.

Jeremy once said I have a look that makes people uncomfortable in their
own skin, so it’s a given that they’d choose to stay away.

Not Glyndon.

Not once has she looked away from my eyes. As if she needs to see me
at all times.

I don’t even need to see me at all times.

My being is a condensation of atoms and molecules, a homogenous,
perfect combination of my parents’ genes that formed a human being who’s
unable to relate to humanity.

So the fact that she’s interested in seeing this entity—even out of fear—
is another rare occurrence.

The accumulation of all these arbitrary, divergent traits in one person
should be frowned upon.

With another sigh, definitely resigned this time, she lets her quiet voice
fill the car, “I haven’t found anyone I want to have sex with.”

“Why not? Surely you’ve had some attention.”

“I just haven’t felt like it. Do you have any other questions, Your
Majesty?”

“Not for now, no. I’ll let you know when I do.”

She narrows her eyes. “Really? You won’t say anything about the
topic?”

“Like how I’ll eventually fuck you? I’m happy to talk about it, but I
don’t think you’re ready for that conversation.”

“I’ll never let you.”

“Never say never, baby.”

“I liked it better when you were demanding answers.”

I reach for her thigh. “Want me to ask more questions when I’m on top
of you this time?”



“No! I’'m just saying.” She absentmindedly tucks a strand behind her
ear. A blonde one, because of fucking course, this bundle of weird
composition has blonde strands in her honey-colored hair.

She peeks at me from beneath her lashes. “Can we go back? I have class
early tomorrow.”

“Not yet. You haven’t seen what we’re here for.”

Her pupils dilate the slightest bit, but she remains composed.

Hmm.

It must be her upbringing. Someone taught her not to back down, even
when scared. To keep her spine straight and her gaze ahead.

To be the definition of her last name.

“I thought we were going for a ride. Isn’t that already done?”

“A ride needs a purpose.” I step out of the car.

She doesn’t.

So I go to her side and fling the door open.

Glyndon—innocent, sweet, and lush like her perfume—thinks she can
get away by trying to glue herself to the seat.

“Come on, baby.”

She shakes her head. “What if you’re luring me to my grave? Maybe
you weren’t kidding and this is exactly where you bury the bodies. Or
worse, maybe a few of your underlings are waiting in the woods to gang
rape me.”

“If T wanted to bury you, I would’ve killed you about an hour ago
before I got beaten up for your currently absent trust. And there won’t be
anyone touching you before I cover my cock with your blood.”

She purses her lips. “Is that supposed to be reassuring?”

“Not reassuring, no. Mere statement of facts.”

“You'’re so cutthroat, it’s disgusting.”

“And you’re so repetitive, it’s starting to piss me off.” I tilt my head.
“Come out.”

When she hesitates, I fling her seatbelt off and grab her wrist. She tries
to fight, her body going stiff, probably letting panic take control.

I drag her behind the car with ease. She’s small, I could crush her with
one single hand—without full force.

Her skin appears pale blue in the darkness, like fresh corpses. If she
somehow starts bleeding and the red is added to the mix, her skin will look
ethereal under the moon.



The fact that I’'m choosing not to act on those fantasies with this girl is a
marvelous manifestation of my impulse control.

Repress, motherfucker.

“I can walk on my own.” Her voice shakes as she tries to release herself
and fails miserably. Countless times.

She’s infuriating enough to keep on trying. I’ll give her that.

“You didn’t when I gave you the chance earlier, so the ball is in my
court now.”

“Stop it, Killian.”

I pause at the sound of my name in her tiny little voice that’s no
different from a lullaby. I don’t even like people’s voices most of the time.
Some are high-pitched, others are low, and most are fucking annoying.

Hers, however, is the right amount of sweet and melodic. The right
amount of softness and paralyzing terror.

I glance at her. “Stop what?”

“Whatever you’re doing.”

“Even when you’ll like what I’'m doing?”

“I doubt I'll like anything you do.”

“Sure about that?” We come to a halt near a small lake and Glyndon
goes still.

Her attempts to struggle are long forgotten as she stares at the scene in
front of us.

Hundreds of tiny yellow dots light up the trees and shine on the water’s
surface with the efficiency of small lamps.

As she watches the fireflies, I watch her.

I’m captured in a chokehold by the way her shoulders relax and her lips
fall open. And the way her eyes reflect the yellow lights like a mirror.

They’re shining, brighter, faster, and I don’t think about it as I pull out
my phone and take a picture.

Commemorating the moment feels like a need instead of a mere action.
It’s not impulse either; it’s much fucking worse.

She doesn’t even focus on the flash, still engrossed in the fireflies.
“They’re so beautiful. I can’t believe I didn’t know about this place.”

“It’s our college’s property.”

“Did you bring a lot of your victims here?”

“So that’s what you are now, my victim? I like that. And no, this is
where I come to when I want to be alone, so you’re the first.”



“I’m a lot of firsts.”

“I’m surprised by that, too. Do you like it?”

“I love it.”

“Told you that you would. I figured an artist would appreciate the dark
beauty of nature.”

She finally focuses on me. “How do you even know I’m an artist?”

“I know a lot of things about you, Glyndon.”

“Why? Just what do you want?”

“I want a lot of things. What context are we talking about now?”

“This, bringing me here. You must have some purpose.”

“Told you, so you can trust me. I thought this place would appeal to
you.”

Her eyes turn into slits. “That’s it? You’re not going to do anything
funny?”

“Define funny.”

“The fact that you’re even asking means you will.”

“I’m just considering my options.” I sit on the edge of the dock, letting
my feet dangle, then retrieve a cigarette and light it.

Glyndon approaches me but stops and waves away the smoke. “Why
am I not surprised you’re addicted to poison?”

“I’m not addicted to anything.”

“The cigarette hanging from your lips testifies otherwise.”

I pull it from my lips and hold it in the light of fireflies. “It’s a habit I
use to keep my hands busy.”

“Does that mean you’ll quit if you want to?”

“I’ll quit if you take their place and keep my lips and hands busy.”

“No, thanks.”

I lift a shoulder and tap the spot beside me. “They look better from this
angle.”

“What look better?” she asks in a spooked tone, and why the fuck am I
getting harder?

“Fireflies or bodies, whatever floats first.”

“Your dark sense of humor is really on another level.” She slowly
approaches, then before settling down, she hesitates.

That habit of questioning everything I offer will be gone soon.

“Don’t worry. I won’t fuck you tonight.”



“Wow. Thanks.” She flops down beside me, her fruity perfume getting
stronger. Or my sense of smell is picking her up faster.

“You’re welcome.”

“That wasn’t an actual thank-you.”

“Then why did you say it?”

“Sarcasm. Ever heard of it?”

“I know. I’m just messing with you.” I tuck that blonde strand behind
her ear and it turns red, along with her neck.

“Do you like messing with people a lot?”

“Not all people, no. Just a select few.”

“So I’m a VIP now?”

“If you want.”

“Seriously, talking to you is like speaking to an evil robot.”

“Evil robot, huh?”

“Yeah, you know, the ones who get destroyed at the end of sci-fi films.”

“You mean the ones whose red eyes flash in the last second of the
movie, signaling their return?”

“You shouldn’t be proud of being evil.”

“That’s the thing, baby. I don’t see myself as evil.”

“Please don’t tell me you see yourself as a hero.” She sounds even more
spooked than earlier.

“No, I don’t. T just see myself as neutral. Instead of black, white, or
gray. I’m colorless.”

“You’re an entity. You can’t be colorless.” She huffs. “You’re just
black.”

“Black?”

“Yeah, I give people colors and you’re definitely black, like your soul,
heart, and that disturbing head of yours.”

I stare at her for a beat and then smile. Jesus.

This girl is getting herself into big fucking trouble.

Because I want to keep talking to her.

And I don’t even like talking to people.

I want to own her, even though I have no fucking clue what owning
people is all about.

It can’t be different from having pets then wanting to see inside them,
right?
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KILLIAN

¢¢ hat the fuck is this? Shitting on my parade day?”
I don’t pause at Nikolai’s voice on my way inside the
mansion. Instead, I reach the fridge and grab a bottle of water.

He throws the nearest object he can find at me, a Zippo, and I tilt my
head to the side, letting it collide with the bottle of vodka. It shatters against
the counter in a ceremony of glass and liquor.

“I’m assuming you’ll clean it up and replace my vodka,” Jeremy says
from the bottom of the stairs, arms crossed.

“It’s my vodka. Fuck off.” My cousin shoves an ice pack on his swollen
jaw and props his foot on the edge of the sofa.

Leaning against the counter, I cross my legs at the ankle. “Bad mood?”

“And you’re not? That loser won against you.”

I lift a shoulder. “I won something better than a meaningless match.”

Like Glyndon’s company and even a temporary truce from fighting me
once she was watching those fireflies—and I wasn’t touching her.

She eventually relaxed once I forced my hand to remain still. Something
that proved to be harder in practice than theory. Turning this into a habit is
out of the question. After all, I only need her to get her guard down a little,
let me in a little so I can figure her all out and, in retrospect, delve into the
reasons behind my interest in her.

Am I ready to go the extra mile for that? Sure as fuck.

Considering the crease in her brows when I drove her back to her dorm,
I’d say I still have a ways to go.



She’s a stubborn, hotheaded little shit, and I’'m here for every fucking
second of it.

Glyndon might be the solid, huge rock, but I’'m water and water might
slam into the rock at first, but it’ll eventually break through it.

“What’s better than winning, motherfucker?” Nikolai grunts. “Next
time, don’t take my fight if you’re going to lose it. My image is at stake
here, Satan’s heir.”

I pull out my pack of cigarettes and stare at it for a beat, remembering
Glyndon’s words from earlier about poison. Then I shake my head and stuff
one between my lips. “I assume you won the one after?”

“Barely,” Jeremy answers on his behalf, then heads to the minibar and
pours himself a drink. “An art student nearly beat him to death first.”

“Bullshit!” Nikolai jumps up and points his ice pack at Jeremy. “I was
only taking it easy on him at the beginning. And that bitch is no ordinary art
student. He obviously works out.”

I raise a brow and blow out a trail of smoke. “Superhuman art student?”

“Maybe one of those comic book superheroes, huh?” Jeremy prompts.
“Posh rich boy by day and vigilante by night.”

“With a mask, a cape, and a bat car.”

“Maybe a suit, to0?”

“Fuck you both simultaneously.” Nikolai flops back against the sofa.
“For your information, Landon was the reigning king in all the
championships he participated in AND he’s the current leader of the Elites.”

Jeremy props an elbow on the counter beside me and takes a sip of his
drink. “Our Niko actually knows information like that? Since when?”

“Since Gareth was whispering in my ear. And what the fuck? I know all
the information.”

“That implies you’ll use violence.”

“Of fucking course. Why would I need to fill my head with other boring
information?”

I tap the cigarette in the bottle of water, letting the ashes tarnish the pure
liquid. “Landon?”

“Landon King,” Nikolai offers. “Creighton’s cousin, or second cousin,
or what-the-fuck ever. I say if his bitch clone brother hadn’t shown up out
of thin air, he would’ve kept the fight going all night long. That crazy
motherfucker smiles when he’s beaten up, like you, Satan’s heir.” He kicks



the table, and it tumbles down, all the glass shattering to minuscule pieces.
“Let’s fight, Killer. I still have energy to purge.”

“Pass.” Not only will he go for hours on end, but I’m also in a good
mood and don’t want to fight.

It’s not my preferred purging method, anyway.

“Control your temper.” Jeremy sits beside him and offers him his drink.
“It’s going to get you killed one day.”

“One day isn’t today.” He swallows the contents of the glass in one go.
“And it’s not temper, it’s energy, Jer. Goes all the way to my dick. I
should’ve gotten laid tonight.”

“So Landon and his twin brother ruined your night?” I circle back to the
topic at hand.

“Fuck those rich little boys, especially the dainty one who looked no
different from a lotus flower. He shared Landon’s looks but had the aura of
a weakling.”

“Not to mention, he stole your fun,” Jeremy points out and Nikolai tsks.

“Stole your fun, how?”

“WEell, cousin, as soon as that dainty lotus flower showed up, Landon
hiked up the aggression and went all in. But when he left, Landon actually
lost. Just like that. Talk about weird twin shit.”

He was probably scaring his brother.

Well, fuck.

Maybe Glyndon is right and her brother is on the spectrum. I know Eli
King is for sure. We met as kids through our parents, and he was the only
one who had a look that mirrored mine.

Irrevocably bored.

Now the question is whether to eliminate Landon or not. Let’s wait and
see if he forms an obstacle in my endeavors with Glyndon first.

“I swear to fuck I’'m done with twin fuckery after dealing with Mia and
Maya’s swapping shit. Speaking of my sisters, let me make sure they’re in
their dorms and not sneaking somewhere and causing someone to lose their
lives.” Nikolai fishes out his phone and taps a message—probably to his
bodyguards. Being part of the Bratva gives both Jeremy and Nikolai special
security that even the campus can’t interfere with.

“Make sure to tighten security.” Jeremy’s brow furrows. “I caught
Anoushka sneaking around in the fight club with her new friends.”



“Shouldn’t have let her go to the enemy’s territory,” Nikolai says
absentmindedly. “Now, she’ll start developing habits of fraternizing with
those posh kids.”

“Over my dead body.” Jeremy takes a long drink. “I don’t like her
friends. Especially that loud silver-haired one.”

“Cecily Knight,” T supply for him. “Her father owns an investment
corporation and her mother is some higher-up in social services.”

“And you know all of this because?” Jeremy asks.

“I do my research about our neighbors. Besides, I told you Aiden and
Elsa King, Creighton and Eli’s parents, are friends with my folks. And so
are Cole and Silver Nash, Ava’s parents.”

Nikolai pulls the ice pack away from his face, revealing a purple bruise
near his temple. “How about fake lotus and Landon’s parents?”

“Never met them. Heard of them, though. Their father has half of the
King fortune. The other half belongs to Aiden. Their mother is a renowned
artist.” I type her name in the search bar of my phone and show them the
sketch paintings of people, places, and memories.

Nikolai whistles. “Don’t understand shit about art, but these would look
sick as tattoos.” He snatches the phone to stare at a family picture taken at
some opening of a gallery.

Levi holds Astrid by the waist as she smiles at the camera, seeming
happy, fulfilled, like Mom does whenever Gareth and I show up to her
charities.

Landon stands beside his mother, holding her shoulder. Brandon is by
his father’s side, grabbing Glyndon’s shoulder.

Among all of them, Landon’s smile is the fakest. No one would discern
it, not even his parents, but he’s putting on the most epic show so that even
he probably believes he’s happy to be there.

Been there, done that, have the pictures to prove it.

Glyn’s smile however is the saddest. She doesn’t want to smile, looking
a bit uncomfortable in her formal little dark blue dress that matches her
mother’s pantsuit.

She’s putting on a show but in a completely different way than her
brother. They’re both pretending to be happy, but she’s the only one who’s
feeling bad about it.

“Met them only once and I can tell this is the fake lotus.” Nikolai taps
Brandon’s face. “On closer inspection, he’s hot. Not sure if I’d fuck him or



his sister. Maybe both at the same time if they’re not weirded out about
seeing each other naked.”

I pull my phone from his hand and stalk to the stairs without a word.
Then fetch my Zippo and throw it in a flash. It hits Nikolai on the side of
his head—the injured side.

Good. I see my quarterback skills aren’t completely gone.

Nikolai slams a hand on his temple and howls, “What the fuck was that
for, you motherfucking fuck?”

Jeremy tips his head against the sofa and laughs, the sound following
after me as I reach the top of the stairs.

My steps are nonchalant, normal, but my body’s temperature is not.
Maybe I should beat Nikolai to the point that Aunt Rai won’t recognize him
next time she sees him.

Gareth’s door opens and he steps out holding the phone to his face, a
smile on his lips. “There he is.”

He comes to stand beside me, placing the phone in our direct view.
Mom and Dad are on the other end, looking to be in the garden.

It’s around dusk there, and the sun makes its descent behind them,
giving them a picturesque background.

Reina Ellis is a beautiful blonde—the type you find on the cover of
magazines and wonder how the hell does she look to be in her thirties when
she’s in her late forties. She has a natural shine in her blue eyes, one that
neither Gareth nor I inherited.

My father, however, has a harder look, and it probably has to do with
his line of work and the big-fish-eats-little-fish mentality. Let’s say time has
treated Asher Carson well, too. He has sharp features that both my brother
and I got in our genes, and he passed out his green eyes to Gareth. In a way,
my brother is a copy of him, both in looks and personality.

I’'m the bleaker version of both of them.

The black sheep of the family.

An automatic smile pulls on my lips. “Hi, Mom. Looking great, as
usual.”

“Don’t give me that, you ungrateful son. You haven’t called me in two
days.”

“I’ve been busy with studies. You know how brutal med school is.
Besides”—I hold my brother by the shoulder—“I’m sure Gareth tells you
all about me.”



His smile remains in place and he doesn’t even stiffen. We have an
unspoken rule that we’re the perfect siblings in front of our parents.

I break that rule if I feel like it, but Gareth never does.

He cares.

“I’m sure you’re busy, but check in occasionally.” She sighs. “I miss
your faces all the time. Will you come visit, Kill? I haven’t seen you since
the summer.”

“I’1l see how things go with school.”

“Make time and visit over the next holiday,” Dad tells me—mno, he
informs me.

I counter the hostile energy with an even bigger smile. “Hi, Dad. Do
you miss me, too?”

I expect him to fall for the provocation, but he smiles while stroking
Mom'’s shoulder. “Of course, I miss you, son. Your mom and I would love
to have you over with your brother next time.”

“I’ll make sure he comes along,” Gareth says like the golden fucking
boy he is.

“Wait a second.” Mom gets close to the camera, staring at me. “Oh my
God! Is that a cut on your lip? Killian Patrick Carson, did you get into a
fight?”

Mom’s habit of using my middle name when she’s upset is a translation
of her giver-of-life-and-name status.

I can’t help being amused by it every time.

Gareth goes rigid, completely blindsided, but by the time he opens his
mouth, I’m already grinning. “Unless making out is a fight, I don’t think
so?”

Her lips fall open. “Didn’t need that image.”

“You’re the one who asked, Mom. Besides, I’m at my prime. You didn’t
think I’d just be studying, right?”

“Tone it down,” Dad warns. He has a sixth sense of figuring out when
it’ll become too much for my mom and cuts it off. Over time, I’ve started to
develop that sense, too.

Only, I use it to push people to their limits. Not my mom.

Others.

That’s the only thing Dad and I agree on.

“Well, I guess that’s fine as long as you’re not getting into trouble.” Her
voice softens. “Take care of each other, boys, okay? I love you.”



“Love you, too, Mom,” Gareth says.

“Love you, Mom,” I speak with the same level of sincerity as my
brother.

She hangs up with a huge smile on her face.

As soon as they’re gone, Gareth pushes away from me as if I were the
plague.

“Go easy on the disgust level, big bro. It makes you look weak.”

He flips me off and stalks back to his room.

I head to mine and check my phone. Countless unread texts and booty
calls sit in my notifications. A few from annoying clingy pests who don’t
know how to simply pick up their dignity and back off.

My feet come to a halt in the middle of the room as I scroll to the photos
from tonight.

Plural.

The first was from afar when I first saw Glyndon with Annika and her
friends. I watched her for exactly fifteen minutes before I told Jeremy about
his sister’s presence and got my opening to approach her.

In the pictures I’ve taken, Glyndon is either listening or laughing about
something they said. She’s not the talker in that group—or in her family—
and it shows.

The other pictures were with the fireflies. I zoom in on her face, then
trail my finger down to where her hand is clenched on her shorts.

I can almost smell raspberries and paint as I trace the contours of her
cheeks, neck, lips.

My thumb taps on her face and I can finally see what Devlin loved
about her, what he struggled with for her.

How he floundered and cried and begged on his fucking knees for her.

Still, he didn’t fuck her.

She didn’t want to, is what she said.

Motherfucker got friend-zoned to death. Literally.

I’d feel sorry for him if I knew how. But since I don’t, I’'m completely
fine with finishing what he couldn’t.
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GLYNDON

¢¢ here the hell have you been?”
I fidget at the entrance to the en-suite flat that I share with
Cecily, Ava—and more recently, Annika.

She was supposed to stay in a secured solitary dorm that her family
arranged for her, but since the three of us like her and we have a spare
room, we invited her to stay with us. Apparently, her brother was against it,
but she once again got approval directly from her father—with her mother’s
help.

The other day, we talked to her mother over a video call and she was the
sweetest, most stunning woman I’ve ever seen. Okay, maybe top five with
Mum, Aunt Elsa, and my grandma.

Anyway, Annika’s mother didn’t look the part of being married into the
mafia at all. But then again, Anni doesn’t look the part of a mafia princess
either, so maybe it’s hereditary.

Our flat is cozy, with a spacious living area, four bedrooms, and a
kitchen with black countertops.

The source of the question that was asked as soon as I walked in was
Ava. She’s dressed in fluffy pajamas and a robe with black and pink
feathers. Her hair is pulled up in a messy bun, and a white mask covers her
face.

Cecily peeks out from her room, black-framed glasses covering half her
face, and she’s wearing a hoodie that says When I’'m dead, bury me
facedown so the world can kiss my ass. “You’re finally back. We were
worried sick about you.”



I let my hand fall to my side and I rub my palm on my shorts. How am I
supposed to tell them where I’ve been?

Well, guys, I've been kind of kidnapped by what I’m sure is a serial
killer in the making, but I forgot about that as we sat and watched fireflies.

Oh, and he made me orgasm while speeding, in his damn car, and I
liked it.

That sounds fucked up even in my head.

“I went for a ride to clear my mind,” I tell the girls, hoping they’ll buy
it.

Ava narrows her eyes behind the mask and weighs me up and down.
“Then why do you look all flushed and shit?”

“I took the stairs. You know, exercise.”

“Right.”

“Where’s Anni?” I attempt. “Is she okay?”

“She said she’s practicing, and you’re not changing the subject, Glyn,”
Ava hikes a hand on her hip. “I’m waiting for a proper answer instead of
some excuses.”

I chew on my bottom lip, then release it. Jeez. Even Cecily is watching
me like a stern teacher which doesn’t mesh up with the pink bandana—
definitely a gift from Ava—that holds her silver hair.

“I was really on a ride.” No lie there, so I definitely sound convincing.

“Really?” Ava circles me with the expression of a mama bear.

I nod, a bit too quickly.

“How could you leave right when Lan’s fight started? We almost
crushed those King’s U wankers, but Nikolai won at the last second.” She
sounds dejected like some fanatic fan.

I don’t say anything, because I simply couldn’t care less whether Lan
lost or won. If I’d been there, I wouldn’t have stuck around for the fight
anyway.

Seeing my brother in action is too nauseating for me to handle. I’'m a
coward like that.

“Even Bran came,” Ava continues. “Let me tell you, the crowd went
wild. This year’s championship will draw a fortune in bets. I’m totally
trying my hand at this one.”

“Wait. Go back.” My throat dries. “Bran came to the fighting ring?”

“Yeah.”

“While Lan was fighting?”



“Yup. He left during, though.”

My heart lunges at the thought of Bran witnessing all that violence—
from Lan, no less.

I might not like violence, but Bran is downright squeamish about it.

Tapping my back pocket, I fish out my phone and start to text him when
the doorbell rings.

“I’1l get that,” Cecily heads to open it.

“Not yet.” Ava runs back to her room, probably to remove her mask.
She refuses to look anything less than perfect in front of outsiders.

Glyndon: Are you okay?

Bran: You can ask me that in person, little princess.

I turn around at the sound of a commotion, and sure enough, Remi is
pushing in a poker-faced Creigh, who’s holding a case of beer while he
carries a food container.

Brandon follows behind them with a sketchpad in hand.

“Ladies, your favorite lord has bestowed you with his god-level
presence. No need to push, I have enough attention to divide equally
between you all. Never mind these two, they begged to come along.”

“You made us come,” Creigh says point-blank.

“Now, hush, Cray Cray. Just because you beat up that lowlife doesn’t
mean you’re up with me on the god level.”

Cecily crosses her arms and taps her foot on the floor. “Aren’t you
forgetting something?”

Remi stares down at himself. “I’'m looking as great as deities during
their sacrificing days and just as dashing. I don’t think I forgot anything?”

“The fact that we have classes tomorrow, genius. Some of us actually
take uni seriously.”

“Don’t be a bore, Ces. I swear to fucking fuck, you’re going to die in
the middle of one your books one day. Don’t come asking for a spot in my
joy corner in the afterlife.” He pushes past her, dumps the food container on
the coffee table, and throws his weight on the sofa, making himself at home.

Creigh nods in our direction, a red bruise covering his jaw. I swallow at
the reminder of who put it there and can’t help pointing at it. “Are you
okay?”

My cousin doesn’t even touch it. “I’ve survived worse.”

“Do you have to keep fighting, Creigh? Aunt Elsa would be so
worried.”



“She won’t be worried about something she doesn’t know.” His words
are spoken casually, but I can hear the warning behind them. “Also, why
was he looking at you?”

“W-who?”

“The younger Carson. He was looking at you during the fight.”

“You must have been imagining it.”

He gives me a knowing look but thankfully doesn’t push it.

“Come here, spawn. Use your brute strength to move this shit up,” Remi
calls from the other side of the room, kicking a heavy antique chair.

“Stop changing our decor, Remi!” Cecily runs in an attempt to stop him,
but Creigh is already beside him.

“Not my fault your decor is as boring as your books, nerd.”

“Screw you, manwhore.”

“Not interested. It’d be boring, too.”

“Ugh, I’ll strangle you one day.”

“Not into that either. Jesus, you’re scary, woman. No wonder they say
the quiet ones are the kinkiest.” He physically grabs Creighton and uses him
as a shield. “Protect my lordship from her venomous claws, spawn. This
cougar will kill me in my prime.”

Creigh doesn’t move, but he tilts his head back. “And that’s a bad idea
because...”

“What the fuck? What the actual fucking fuck? You’d sell me out for
Cecily? Jesus, my lordship is having an existential crisis. Listen up, spawn.
If you don’t have me, no one will be able to translate your weird shit.”

“Oh,” Creigh says.

“That’s right. You need my lordship’s presence.”

“He has a point,” Creigh tells Cecily and starts to move the chair.

“What’s with all the noise?” Ava emerges from her room, sans mask
and with her hair loose.

She immediately figures out the situation and goes to Cecily’s rescue.
But Creigh is already moving the chair and Remi’s laughing like a dark
overlord.

I let the commotion slip to the background and step toward Bran, then
touch his arm. “Are you okay?”

He’s smiling at the whole scene, and I love seeing Bran smile, probably
because he finds it hard to. At least, not genuinely.

So I’m ready to put up with all the noise if it’s to see him happy.



“I am now,” he tells me.

“I heard about the fight club. Why did you even go there, Bran? You
don’t like those scenes.”

“I didn’t have a choice.” He retrieves his phone, scrolls through it, then
shows me the last bit of the conversation he had with Lan.

He has him saved as ‘Spare Parts.’ It started when they were in their
teens. Back then, Bran had Lan saved as ‘Other Half,” but Landon made fun
of him and said he was saving him as ‘Spare Parts,” so out of pure spite,
Bran saved him as ‘Spare Parts,’ too.

Something that Mum chose to think of as a joke while Dad was super
pissed.

In the conversation, Lan sent Bran a picture of me in the crowd. It’s
zoomed in to show me clenching my hands and my expression alarmed.

That was in the middle of Creigh and Killian’s match.

Spare Parts: Our little princess is in trouble. Care for some saving?

I briefly close my eyes, then sigh. “I’m sorry, Bran.”

“Don’t be. It’s not your fault. Besides, I did watch him get knocked
down by the other fighter, so it’s not a complete disaster.” He watches me
closely. “Are you really okay, though? It looks bad in the picture.”

I clear my throat and tuck a blonde strand behind my ear. “You know
how I get in violent situations.”

“So don’t go there anymore, Glyn. I can’t protect you from Lan in his
environment.”

“I don’t need protection from Lan. I’m not scared of him,” I say it and
mean it this time.

Dealing with Killian has taught me that there are always monsters worse
than the ones you know.

Even monsters have levels of depravity, and Killian’s is on the highest
pedestal.

Bran gives me a look. “Just be careful.”

“Don’t worry, I will.”

Seeming to be satisfied with my answer, he pulls me to his side as we
join the others. We sit beside Remi, who has already moved all our sofas
and even decor lamps to create a circle that resembles Satan’s summoning
ritual.

Creigh’s munching on some snacks while sitting on the floor, his legs
crossed.



Ava and Cecily, who lost terribly, are sitting side by side, crossing their
arms and glaring.

The only one who’s laughing is Remi while mixing drinks and throwing
a snack in Creigh’s direction. Then he reaches into the container he brought
and grins. “Guess what I have here, bitches?”

“If it’s not your severed penis, we’re not interested,” Cecily says.

“Not interested,” Ava echoes. “And holy shit, did our resident prude just
say penis? Please tell me someone recorded that.”

“Shut up. You’re ruining the comeback line,” Cecily nudges her.

Ava snorts a laugh, then stops. “Fine, fine, we’re totally not interested,
Rems.”

“Are you sure?” His face is pure mischief mixed with gloating as he
slowly opens the container to reveal several smaller containers. “Because
I’ve got fish and chips!”

Silence fills the room before Creigh jumps up and snatches a container
—no, two.

“You get one for being the sweetest ever, Glyn.” Remi gives me a
container and then another to Bran. “And you for being a bloody good
sport, mate.”

Then he smirks at Cecily and Ava, who are watching the containers with
parted lips that are only short of drooling. “You two, however, will need to
beg my lordship.”

Creigh already opened his container, and the smell wafts through the air.
Ava swallows. “It’s our house. The least you can do is pay up for
interrupting our night.”

“I’ll pay up in money, but not fish and chips. Now, say, please, your
lordship.”

“Go wank a horse, your lordship.” Ava glares.

He makes an error sound like this is a game show. “You have two more
tries.”

“Just give me that.” Cecily snatches a container and Ava jumps on his
back to stop him from fighting.

“Cray Cray, save me from these crazy cougars!”

My cousin, however, has zero interest in his environment when he’s
eating. His whole attention is on devouring the chips.

Bran and I laugh as we begin to eat, too. Or I do. Bran puts his down
and starts sketching.



Some would assume he’d sketch them, but since he doesn’t do humans,
he translates the scene into a chaos of lines and shades of gray.

“That’s insanely beautiful. Please tell me you have social media I can
follow.”

Both Bran and I glance back to find Annika staring down on his sketch.
The smile on her face is so big that it’s contagious.

She’s wearing a purple leotard over tights, probably having come out in
the middle of practicing.

“Hi, I’'m Annika. You must be Glyn’s brother. She talks about you all
the time. Actually, no, she’s not the talkative type. Ava does, though.”

“I’m Brandon.”

“Nice to meet you.” She retrieves her phone. “What’s your IG? TikTok?
Snap? WeChat? WhatsApp?”

“I only have 1G.”

“Oh. That’s fine,” she chatters happily and fawns over the work he’s
posted online.

Something that makes Bran happy—so happy that I can feel the joyful
energy radiating off him. He’s definitely not bothered by Annika’s hyper
energy.

“Why, hello there.” Remi shoos both Ava and Cecily and slides to
Anni’s side. “Am I dreaming or have I stumbled upon an angel with an
American accent?”

All of us, except for Creigh, cringe.

Anni chuckles. “You’re so sweet!”

“I prefer hot, but we can go with sweet for now. I’'m Remington. Son of
a lord and grandson of an earl and currently holding a lordship title. One
hundred and ninety-five in the line to the throne of the commonwealth and
have the perfect looks and wealth to go with it.”

“Wow, that's impressive. I’'m Annika. No royalty, though.”

“She’s mafia royalty,” Cecily waltzes to her side, holding a container,
and Ava occupies her other side. “Stay away from her.”

“You’re so beautiful and pure, and I have to warn you away from this
den of vipers, Anni.”

The three of them start arguing again, and Annika finds her way to
Creighton’s side. “Hi there.”

He doesn’t reply since he’s eating. Creigh takes that seriously.

Super seriously.



“I’m Annika. You are?”

No response. It’s like she’s not standing in front of him. So she waves
her hand, and when he doesn’t show a sign of recognition, I expect her to
give up. That’s what most people do.

However, Annika grins and sits beside him. “This dish must be so
delicious if you’re this engrossed in it. Can I have a bite?”

“Get your own,” he mumbles after swallowing.

“I can’t really eat the whole plate. It looks fried, so a bite would do.”

“No,” he says point-blank.

“Just a little—" One second, she’s reaching for his container, and the
next, he’s pinning her against the back of the sofa by her collarbone with
one arm as he continues eating with the other.

“I said, no.”

“Okay.” Her smile falters. “Can you let me go?”

“I don’t trust you not to come after my food again, so you have to either
stay in this position or leave.”

“Got it.”

She actually remains still, watching him the whole time.

“Cray Cray!” Remi shrieks and pulls Anni from beneath his hold.
“What are you doing being rude to our American angel on the first
meeting? Didn’t I teach you manners?”

“It’s okay.” Anni laughs. “I think he doesn’t like people coming after his
food.”

“Yeah, he’s weird like that.” Remi pushes a container her way. “You can
have this one.”

“What’s it called?”

We all stare at her dumbfounded and even Creighton pffts between bites.

She stares at him. “What? Did I say something wrong?”

“She’s American, guys,” Ava tells us.

“Yeah,” I echo.

“Yeah, American,” Cecily says as if it’s an insult.

“I’m actually half Russian.” Annika stares between us with an awkward
smile.

“It’s fish and chips, love,” Remi starts. “It’s like the national English
dish, the revolution of the modern era and the bringer of joy. Even my
lordship likes this simple working-class dish more than shagging. Okay,
maybe they’re on the same level. Look, even picky Glyn is eating.”



“I’m not picky.” I glare while munching on a chip. “Don’t make me
take Ava and Cecily's side and kick you out.”

“Trying is free. Succeeding isn’t, peasant.”

I’m ready to go at his throat, but my phone vibrates. “You just hold on,
Remi.”

I let a chip hang between my lips and fish out my phone.

The text that sits on my screen makes me pause.

Unknown Number: What are you doing?

My first thought is that this could be the unknown number behind all
those ambiguous texts, but that one doesn’t usually ask how I’'m doing—
just drops something nasty and leaves.

My thoughts are reconfirmed when another text comes through.

Unknown Number: Don’t tell me you’re sleeping? Though, of course
you would be after having that orgasm. I’m the one who’s left with a cock
so hard, I keep fantasizing about how you’ll bounce on it.

I choke on the half-eaten chip, and Bran taps my back and passes me a
can of pop. “You okay?”

My cheeks must be crimson. The thought of Bran or anyone else seeing
that text makes my skin crawl. “Totally cool. I’'ll be back.”

I practically bolt to my room, dash inside, and slam the door shut, then
lean against it. I jump when my phone vibrates in my hand again.

Unknown Number: Leaving me on read is bad etiquette, baby. I know
you’re there.

Glyndon: How the hell do you have my number?

Unknown Number: It’s a lot easier than you think. But that’s not the
issue here. My unsatisfied cock is. I really am not the giving type.

Glyndon: No one asked you to give anything.

Unknown number: Your little cunt would argue otherwise. I can still
feel it clenching against my fingers with the desperation of a nymph. Also, I
still have your taste on them. Haven't washed my hands yet. I think I’1l use
them to rub one out in your honor while I imagine your body writhing
beneath me as your blood coats my dick.

My core clenches as tingles spread all over my skin. I slowly close my
eyes, willing it to go away, but it doesn’t.

Not even close.

I sit on the edge of the bed, my fingers slightly trembling.



Logically, I know this is just his sick fixation with my virginity. That he
really won’t stop until he has it.

His twisted interest in me might have been poked on top of that cliff,
but it was fully activated once he found out I was a virgin. Even his eyes
shone in a way that was way different than before. His body tightened, and I
could see the devil in him. Unmasked.

Unhinged.

Uncontrollable.

He’s a special breed who has absolutely no brakes. And the fact that I'm
the subject of his sick fetish is terrorizing.

Considering that he probably has no limits, it’s absolutely horrifying to
imagine what lengths he’d go to in order to get what he wants.

And yet, I can’t stop myself from being affected by his words.

Just...what is wrong with me?

Am I perhaps as defective as he is?

My heart hammers as another text lights up the screen.

Unknown Number: The real thing is better than my imagination,
though. What are the chances of you opening your legs if I come over right
now?

Glyndon: Zero.

Unknown Number: And if I ask nicely?

Glyndon: Still zero.

Unknown Number: You should’ve said 50%. Because there’s a 100%
option if I somehow slip into your room while you’re sleeping.

Glyndon: My friends won’t let you.

Unknown Number: They won’t find out, and if they do, I'll strap them
to their beds with duct tape.

Glyndon: Even Annika?

Unknown Number: Especially that one. She’s loud as fuck most of the
time.

Glyndon: Jeremy will kill you.

Unknown Number: Not if I tell him she was putting herself in danger
and I tied her up for her own good. And aww, are you worried about me,
baby?

Glyndon: If by worried, you mean I’'m commissioning a voodoo doll
with your name on it to stab it to death, decapitate it, and watch the tendons
snap, then sure, I’m sick with worry.



Unknown Number: I like your gory imagination and attention to detail.
You should show me your paintings sometime. I want to see inside your
head.

Glyndon: Never.

Unknown Number: Never say never.

Glyndon: I’m going to sleep.

Unknown Number: Sleep tight and dream of me. And who knows?
Maybe it’ll come true.



13



GLYNDON

S omething moves between my legs and I mumble a whine.
It thickens and I startle awake. At first, I'm disoriented, my mind
foggy with sleep and my response slower than a vintage train.

But I don’t get to react.

A shadow looms over me, large and threatening. He pulls my legs apart
with a strong hand and I open my mouth to shriek, but he slams a palm over
it.

Terror courses through me and I begin to hyperventilate. My heart
thunders to life with frightening intensity.

I scream, but the only sound that comes out is a haunted muffled noise.

He expertly removes my knickers and I try kicking my legs, but he slaps
them, forcing me to remain in place. His finger traces my folds and I close
my eyes with shame.

“Mmm. I knew you’d be soaking wet, baby. Were you fantasizing about
how I’d come through the window and deflower this tight little cunt?”

I shake my head, but I can hardly move it due to his brute strength. God,
I can’t believe I’m being turned on by being ambushed.

By Killian.

The psycho Killian.

The monster Killian.

The predator Killian, who’ll eat me alive and scatter my bones in that
firefly lake.

With the lack of light, his face is a huge shadow that’s able to devour
me in mere seconds.



“You’re messing up my fingers and you still dare to lie to me?” His
voice darkens, becoming one with the night. “Maybe you’ll stop the lies
when I’m pounding this cunt. You won’t have the chance to lie when your
blood is smeared all over my cock. You might be screaming, though, but
guess what? No one will hear you.”

He positions himself between my legs and chuckles, the sound low and
absolutely terrifying. “Look at you dripping onto the mattress at the
promise of being deflowered like a dirty little whore instead of an innocent
virgin. Deep down, you like this, don’t you? You want to be forced to lose
control. That way, you’d be comforted by the fact that you didn’t agree to
this. It’s your mind’s way of assuming you’re not the twisted one who
actually fantasizes about this. It’s fine, though. I’ll be your villain, baby.”

My eyes widen. How the hell does he know about those fantasies? I
didn’t even talk about them to my closest friends—not even my therapist.

“Mmm. You’re grinding against my fingers again. I like it when you’re
horny for me.” His voice lowers. “But only me. No one will see this erotic
version of you. Isn’t that right, baby?”

I freeze when I realize that I am in fact sliding up and down against his
fingers, reaching for a forbidden type of friction.

No, no...

I seal my eyes shut and breathe heavily, internally chanting.

This is a nightmare, only a nightmare, breathe, inhale, exhale, don't let
it consume you...

The weight that’s been trapping me slowly disappears and the smell of
wood and amber vanishes as well.

A murmur of voices follow, but I release a breath. It’s a nightmare. I’'m
fine.

It’s fine.

“Is she really asleep?” Bran’s voice.

I frown. He shouldn’t be in my nightmares.

“Yeah,” Cecily whispers back. “You know, she barely sleeps lately and
keeps staring or dreaming awake or something. It was becoming really bad
until...well, maybe a few days ago. She’s constantly looking over her
shoulder, but she’s not zoned out.”

“I’ve been worried sick. You have no idea,” Ava says.

“Keep it down or she’ll wake up,” Cecily whisper-yells. “It’s already a
miracle that she’s sleeping.”



“Are you hiding it from her?” Bran sounds a bit distant, a bit hard, not
like the Bran I know.

“Yeah, rest assured, she won’t find that filth.”

Their voices drift into one another, mixing, becoming an echo, like a
giant speaker from far away.

Trepidation trickles down my spine. What’s the filth Cecily mentioned?

And is this really a nightmare?

I CAN’T CONCENTRATE DURING CLASS, IN THE STUDIO, OR EVEN WHEN I TALK
to Dr. Ferrell on the phone.

Somehow, I can’t figure out if that nightmare was real or not. Ava and
Cecily said they went to sleep right after they kicked Remi and the others
out, so maybe it wasn’t?

I did wake up with my underwear soaked, though. Real or not, I
shouldn’t be aroused at the prospect of being raped.

Just what the hell is wrong with me?

Maybe the Killian from the nightmare, as terrifying as he was, is right,
and I’m secretly into that?

No, nope. I’m simply not going there.

“Can you believe it?”

I lift my head at Annika’s voice. It’s the middle of the day, and we’re
sitting near the fountain with two sculpted angels pouring water into it. The
plan was to soak in the sun, but it’s currently playing hide-and-seek behind
the clouds, so every now and then, a shadow interrupts the warmth.

Students buzz around us, dressed in all sorts of styles with their hair as
colorful as the rainbow. Annika and I are probably the only ones who
haven’t dyed our hair.

I let my red marker draw absentmindedly on my pad and eat my
sandwich with my free hand. I’m shit at having actual meals, and Mum will
lecture me for a year if she finds out I’m surviving on sandwiches and
burgers and anything where I don’t have to put in any effort.

Annika has a whole food container. It’s filled with salad and other
healthy stuff, but it looks as aesthetic as her. Even her fork and knife are
purple.



She finishes chewing on her bite of food and thrusts her phone in my
face. It’s on IG’s search, Creighton King.

A few accounts appear, but none of them belong to my cousin.

“He really has no social media. Like none. It’s the same for all other
platforms.”

“He’s not big on those.”

“Is he a caveman? I’'m ready to believe that he time-traveled from the
past over the fact that he has no social media.”

“Honestly? He might as well be.”

She inches closer. “What else can you tell me about him?”

“Why are you asking?” I give her a knowing look.

“Don’t give me that. I just think he’s awfully Ice Age in mentality and
it’s my job to bring him to modern times.”

“Remi’s doing that just fine. He’s the extrovert who adopted him, so
he’s like Creigh’s surrogate father.”

“He’s too hopeless and needs two extroverts adopting him. Why is he
so...silent? No matter how many questions I asked him, he flat out ignored
me.”

“He’s not really talkative. You see him but don’t hear him.”

“Aww, that’s just sad.”

“Being quiet isn’t sad, Anni. Some of us just...prefer silence.”

“Are you saying I’m being too loud?”

“No. Well, a little.” I sigh. “But I’'m used to it from Ava, so you can talk
all you want.”

“Wow. I'm honored. I can’t believe I’'m being shamed for being
energetic.”

“Well, you were just shaming Cray Cray for being quiet.”

“Aww, you guys call him Cray Cray? That’s so cute for someone so
hot.”

I grin. “You think my cousin is hot?”

“Well, of course he is. Are you blind?”

“You’re so straightforward. Go for it, girl.”

She lets out a long sigh, then eats a bite of her salad. “I can only admire
from afar. Unless I want the person I admire to be killed by my brother and
father. Besides, my marriage is probably already decided. So I’m just living
life for as long as I can.”



“I’m sorry, Anni.” Being a mafia princess must be a lot of pressure, too.
Just different from the type our family names and our parents’
accomplishments put on us.

She throws up a dismissive hand. “I’ll think about that when the time
comes. Now, I’ll just be a normal college student.”

“You should probably stay away from Creigh, though. He is really as
you saw yesterday. There’s no hidden door or a secret path.”

A gleam of mischief passes through her eyes. “Or that’s what you think.
There’s always something to discover.”

“What if you’re disappointed by what you discover? What if it’s way
different from what you bargained for?” Not sure if I’'m asking for her or
someone else.

“That’s what makes it even more fun!”

“Suit yourself.”

“Can you invite them over later? Or wait, I can ask Remi.” She types a
message in a conversation that seems so long. Wow. Did these two start
talking only yesterday? That’s basically the length of my conversations with
people I’ve known all my life.

Anni pauses mid-typing, her expression falling. “I forgot that I have to
stay with Jer tonight.”

“Jeremy willingly invited you over? I thought he was actively keeping
you away from his club.”

“He is, but this time is different. He needs to keep an eye on me within
the mansion they live in because Papa’s guards have full access there.”

“What’s going to happen tonight?”

She searches her surroundings. “The Heathens’ initiation ceremony. It
happens, like, twice a year. They did a mockup at the end of the previous
semester and the attendance was huge. It’s brutal as hell, let me tell you.”

My fingers shake at the mention of Jeremy’s friends and I force them
back into stillness.

Of course Killian will be the first in line for anything brutal.

“How brutal are we talking about?”

“Whatever you can’t imagine. Just leave your life and dignity at the
door if you want to get into this. You also need to receive the invitation text,
or you can forget it.”

“So they choose their potential members?”



“Of course they do. Otherwise, they’d be wasting their time with
weaklings. It’s why most participants are the toughest ones from The King’s
U. I heard they’re sending a few invitations to REU students this year, but
that’s probably so the Heathens can use them as spies. Not sure.”

“Does it get dangerous?”

“I’m sure it does. The original members would wear these neon purge
mask things and terrorize the potential members so that only the strong
remained. I heard that some student drove himself off a cliff after the last
initiation.”

The half-eaten sandwich remains suspended near my mouth as blood
drains from my face. “W-what did you just say?”

Annika is completely oblivious to my state and digs her fork in her
salad, the sound heightened in my overly simulated head.

“Not sure what happened, but I heard he almost got into the club, but
didn’t, and the next day, he drove off a cliff. They ruled it as a suicide, but
you never know with these things. Like it’s so easy to disguise death as
anything when you have the right resources. Maybe they killed him, maybe
they played with his brakes, or maybe it was just suicide. You can’t dismiss
any option... Oh my God, why are you crying?”

I wipe my eyes with the back of my hand. Annika gets close and pats
my shoulder. “Are you okay? Did you actually know him?”

Slowly, I nod. “He was my friend.”

Her expression morphs to one of horror before she winces. “I’'m so
sorry, Glyn.”

“You don’t have to be.” But the people who made him drive off that
cliff should be.

I always wondered what made Devlin take that drastic decision, but
now that I know he was part of some satanic club’s initiation, it all makes
sense.

Hidden hands pushed him off that cliff.

And maybe finding out exactly who’s behind his death will finally give
me the closure I’ve been searching for.

But how on earth will I be able to get an invitation?

A shadow falls over us, bigger than the casual cloud. The scent is
enough to know who’s behind it, and I stare up at Killian.

The sun casts a bright shadow on his face and dark hair that appears
bluish under the light. The hard contours of his face mesh in a symphony of



physical supremacy. And his black trousers and shirt only add to his
immortal charisma.

I hate how beautiful he looks, but what I hate the most is the booming
flutter in my chest upon seeing him.

Or the memory of his fingers between my legs.

Or how wet I was.

No, nope. Not the right thought to have in front of a monster who smells
such emotions from a planet away.

Gathering my wits, I ask, “What are you doing here?”

“It almost sounds as if you don’t want me here.”

“Wow, am I that obvious?”

He narrows his eyes, “I can get any access card I want.” Then he slides
his attention to Annika. “Time to go, princess.”

She stiffened as soon as he showed up, probably because of his
relationship with her brother. “I have classes this afternoon.”

“That you won’t attend.”

“Ugh.” She glares up at him. “And why did you come to fetch me?”

“Volunteered.” He grins down at me and I wish I could become one
with the ground. “I can let you stay here for a bit more if you invite me to
your little picnic.”

“You can stay—”

Annika hasn’t even finished her sentence before Killian physically
barges between us and steals an olive from her.

“Is that a homage to me? It’s even red.” He points at what I’ve been
sketching—an unfinished portrait.

I slam my sketchbook shut. “Not everything in this life is about you.”

“Not in this life, no. But your life? Debatable.”

“I’m just...” I start to mumble an excuse to leave.

“Don’t be a killjoy.” He waves in Annika’s direction. “She only has
whatever time I allow her, and then she’s coming with me to be imprisoned
in her ivory tower for the night. You have it in you to cut that little time
off?”

I purse my lips, then reluctantly stay. This isn’t for the bastard. It’s for
Annika, who’s already looking miserable, her shoulders hunched and her
movements sluggish.

“Can’t she stay in the dorm with us tonight?” I ask.

“No can do.”



“You guys are dictators.”

A lazy grin lifts his lips. “Is that so?”

“Yeah, the worst ever. Might want to check your ego with a shrink. I can
refer you to mine if you want.”

He hums, the sound low in his throat. “You have a shrink?”

The question is innocent enough, but it makes me realize that I’ve
divulged too much information.

Maybe he thinks I’m crazy. Maybe he’s one of those ignorant people
who thinks a shrink equals a psych ward.

Not that I care.

Jesus.

I lift my chin. “Yeah, I do.”

“Refer me.”

I stare at him for a second too long. Doubtful doesn’t even begin to
explain my emotions. “Are you for real?”

“Have I ever lied to you?”

“Countless times.”

“That wasn’t lying. I was giving you choices. Not my fault you go for
the hard ones.” He nudges my shoulder with his, and I swear I nearly catch
fire where he touches me. “I’m serious about the referral.”

“You would willingly go to a shrink?”

“Why wouldn’t I?”

Because he’s too assertive in his sick ways, that’s why. People who go
to shrinks hope to become better, but I’'m pretty sure Killian thinks this is
the best version of himself.

“You realize you’re sick and need therapy?” I try to take a jab at him.

“No, I just want to see the face of the person you tell your deepest,
darkest secrets to.”

Of course the bastard just wants to get on my nerves.

“Why are those weirdos watching you like creeps?” Anni interrupts our
intense eye contact, and I break it to focus on where she’s tilting her head.

I groan. “Never mind them. I’m not really liked in my class because
they think I get preferential treatment for who my mum is. Even my
professor likes to criticize me more than he does them. So I’ve just gotten
used to it.”

Killian hums for a beat, then stares at me. “What’s the name of the
professor?”



“Skies. Why are you asking?”

“Just curious.” He smiles and if I were to see him on TV for the first
time, I’d find him charming, crushworthy even, but unfortunately, I know
what hides beneath that smile too well. “By the way, you should go to sleep
early tonight. No roaming in weird places.”

“What are you now, my father?”

“Shouldn’t that be frowned upon in your moral code, considering I plan
to fuck you?”

I choke on my own spit and Annika grins like an idiot. “Never mind me,
guys. Think of me as a wallflower.”

Killian doesn’t seem to notice she exists in the first place.

“I mean it. No going out.” He tucks a strand of hair behind my ear. “Be
good.”

A shudder goes through me. I can’t help it. I really, really can’t help it
and I hate how vulnerable this makes me feel.

Even as I pull away from him. As I stare at the distance and try to
ignore him.

But he uses Annika to make me talk, and he asks all sorts of questions
about uni and art and my professors. Whenever I refuse to answer, he starts
being a wanker.

It’s scary how fast he can flip from the amicable version of himself to
the insufferable one.

When Jeremy calls him, he finally takes Annika and stands.

“Behave,” he whispers against my forehead before planting a chaste
kiss there that makes my toes curl.

My phone vibrates and I try to gather my bearings as Annika gives me a
sad hug and says she’ll miss us tonight.

Then she turns and leaves with Killian.

I release the breath I’ve been holding since he showed up and fish out
my phone to find a text.

Heathens: Congratulations! You are invited to the Heathens’ initiation
ceremony. Please show the attached QR code upon arrival to the club’s
compound at four p.m. sharp.
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GLYNDON

¢¢ H ow’s my favorite grandchild?”
I grin widely while lifting my tablet higher so I can get a
better view of Grandpa’s face.

He’s actually Dad’s uncle, but he raised him after his parents’ death,
and, therefore, became my grandpa.

As in, my favorite person on earth.

I love my parents, but nothing compares to the complete adoration and
connection I share with Grandpa. I spent my whole childhood basically
living with him and Grandma Aurora. Whenever Mum and Dad took me
home, he’d come to ‘steal’ me again.

It’s a known fact that I’'m his favorite grandchild. He likes Creigh and
Bran and has big expectations for Eli and Lan, but I'm the only one he
spoils like a princess.

After all, I’'m the only female offspring in the Kings’ line for a few
generations.

I might feel like I'm worthless in front of Mum’s and my brothers’
talent. I might consider myself unfit to be in the same picture frame as
them, but those feelings never exist when I’m with Grandpa.

And honestly, it should be the other way around. Jonathan King is a
ruthless businessman with an empire that reaches all parts of the world. He
has a reputation that leaves people trembling in his presence.

Me, however? I get all giddy. I don’t see him as the cold, merciless man
people describe him to be. I see him as the man who taught me how to take
my first steps, ride a bike, and bought Grandma a whole new set of special



edition makeup when I decided to go rogue and painted the door with all of
hers.

He still looks to be in his mid-fifties, although he’s way older. Two
streaks of white decorate the sides of his hair, adding a wise edge to his
hard features—features that are softening as he talks to me while sitting in
his home office with bookshelves behind him.

“I’'m doing great, Grandpa. Studying and trying to convince my
professor that not all my paintings are that horrible.” I laugh in an attempt
to mask the awkwardness.

He’s the only one I’'m willing to share my insecurities with.

“Or I can send him to the next planet where he’d wish he’d never
bothered my princess.”

“No, Grandpa, don’t do that. I really want to convince him on my own.”

I thought I was coming close today when Professor Skies wanted to
speak to me alone, but then he asked me to see if Mum could make it to
some gallery opening he’s planning.

Not that it cut me open or anything.

Okay, maybe a little when I heard him tell his assistant teacher, “I can’t
believe Glyndon is the Astrid C. King’s daughter and Landon and Brandon
King’s sister. Her technique is juvenile at best and so chaotic that it’s
embarrassing to compare her to them.”

I learned long ago that being an artist means to open oneself to
criticism. Mum and my brothers got their share of it, but I guess I’m not as
strong as they are or confident enough to close my ears to that type of
roasting.

It’s why I had to talk to Grandpa right after. He makes me feel better.
Mum does, too, but I don’t talk to her about any art school things, because I
feel as if she just wouldn’t understand.

She’s better.

She doesn’t struggle with low self-esteem or other darker thoughts.

“If he doesn’t, I’ll take care of him. He’s obviously a crook if he doesn’t
recognize your worth,” Grandpa says.

“Just because he doesn’t like my work doesn’t mean he’s a crook,
Grandpa. He’s world-renowned.”

“He could be applauded by Picasso himself but still be a crook if he
doesn’t understand you’re a different person from your mother and
brothers.” He pauses. “Is anyone else bothering you?”



“No, I’'m all good. The girls and I made a new friend. But enough about
me, tell me about you! Have you been taking walks and working less?”

An amused look covers his features. “Yes, Doctor.”

“Well, T wouldn’t have asked if you were following the doctor’s
instructions. I want you to live until I’'m old and gray.”

“If I put my mind to it, nothing will stop me.” He looks up, face
softening further, and soon after, Grandma appears in the frame. She stands
beside his chair, wraps her hands around his face, and kisses his lips before
pulling away.

Grandma has a calm, evocative beauty with her raven hair, petite
features, and slim body. She’s about ten years older than my parents and is a
successful business owner. We often get custom-made watches from her
luxurious brand and I hold them close to my heart.

Grandpa stares up at her for a beat, his eyes easing at the corners. I’ve
always loved the way he looks at her. As if she’s the only one who can melt
the ice inside him. The only one who understands him in ways no one else
can.

She smiles at him, then wraps an arm around his shoulder. “Glyndon! 1
miss you, hon. This mansion is empty as hell without you.”

“Miss you, too, Grandma! I'll spend the upcoming break with you
guys.”

“How can it be empty when I’m right here, wild one?” Grandpa asks
with a raised brow.

“Don’t be jealous of your own granddaughter, Jonathan.” She chuckles.
“Besides, you also said you miss her energy.”

“I do. Come home soon, princess.”

“Will do!”

We continue talking for a bit, then I give him a report about my brothers
and cousins, making them look like saints.

Sometimes, I feel like Grandpa’s spy, but oh well, at least I don’t tell
him about all the trouble they’re causing. The dangerous clubs they’re in or
the underground fights.

By the time I hang up, I’m buzzing with energy. I knew Grandpa would
give me the pep talk I need to do this.

I’ve always been the rule-abiding Glyndon. The never-swim-again-
after-being-hit-by-a-wave Glyndon. The peacemaker-at-family-dinners
Glyndon.



In a way, I’ve been a wallflower and have never dared to take any risks.
All T wanted was to improve my art and be recognized for it.

The brutal reality of the world crushed me so hard that I spiraled and
hid into myself further. Sometimes, I miss the mischievous younger version
of me or how I used Grandma’s makeup as a palette.

It was innocent back then, simpler. I only loved to paint and that’s it. I
didn’t know about the world’s expectations or that I’d fail to meet each one
of them.

Then I met Devlin in the first semester. We were in similar places in life
and we understood each other so well.

Until we didn’t.

Until he was taken away.

And I have to get closure—for him and myself.

So I put on my comfiest shoes and I slip away from the flat, thankful the
girls are busy. Cecily is studying at the library and Ava has been practicing
her cello. The haunting melody she’s playing echoes behind me, or maybe
it’s my nerves that give it that edge.

The cold air covers my skin with goosebumps and I pull my denim
jacket tighter around me.

I make it all the way to The King’s U’s campus and security lets me in
once I show them the text message. It isn’t until I’m inside the perimeter
that I kind of start to get cold feet.

But I keep going, not sure which direction I should take. A few other
students are flocking to the eastern tower of the campus, chatting among
themselves. I assume they’re heading to the club, considering they’re all
wearing eager expressions and I hear the word ‘initiation.’

My steps are light as I follow close behind them.

After some time, they arrive at a black metal gate that’s situated at the
far right of campus. The building is separated from the rest of The King’s U
by wires that surround the impossibly tall walls of the property. They
extend for as far as the eye can see and fog eats up the rest of the distance
like an ominous scene from a horror movie.

Ravens and sparrows line up along the top of the gate and shriek in
unison as they fly away.

Okay. A hundred out of a hundred on the scary factor scale.

The group of students I followed queue at the end of a long line of about
thirty people.



At the gate, there are two men wearing black suites and creepy bunny
masks whose lips are smeared with blood.

Fake, hopefully.

One of the bunnies seems to be checking the students' QR codes. Then
upon seeing something on his device, he confiscates their phones and
mechanically feels them up for other phones, cameras, or electronic
devices.

All of those go into a basket with a number tag on them. Then the other
bunny straps a white mask with a number on each participant’s face and ties
a bracelet with the same number on their wrist before letting them inside.

As my turn approaches, my whole body starts shaking. Second thoughts
swarm my mind and I stare behind me, only to find others queuing on and
on.

If I leave now, nothing will happen.

If I leave now...

No.

How is that different from being a coward all over again? Dev’s death
hit me so deep, and I couldn’t deal with it for such a long time. This is my
first real opportunity to get past this.

So what if there’s danger? I can take it.

Not sure how I got the invitation, but maybe that’s a sign to be here and
finally get closure.

It’s my turn to give the creepy bunny my QR code. His dark eyes scan
me before he takes my phone and mechanically searches me. Once he’s sure
I have nothing on me, he nods to his friend and the other bunny shoves a
mask on my face and a bracelet on my wrist and points inside.

Sixty-nine.

That’s my number. Blimey. What an unpleasant coincidence.

My steps are careful as I drift to what seems to be the front garden of a
mansion. The giant building sits in the far distance with the imposing
presence of a gothic chapel.

We’re all lined up facing it, as if we’re waiting for a grand opening or
something. Some students chat with each other, some speaking in American
accents, others in Russian and Italian. Some even in Japanese.

They are definitely all from The King’s U. I don’t dare speak or I would
be picked up as the weakling from REU, as Anni so eloquently put it.



Instead, I focus on other students filtering in from the gates. With the
masks on, we’re all anonymous here, like at a twisted costume party.

Some time passes before the last participant comes inside. One hundred.

That’s the number of students taking part in this fucked-up ceremony.

The gate screeches in unison with the crows as it slowly closes. I stare
at it the entire time, along with the creepy bunnies who remain outside with
all our belongings.

“It’s finally happening,” a giddy male voice, number sixty-seven,
whispers to his friend, number sixty-six, in an American accent. Both of
them are standing beside me, and unlike me, they’re only focused on the
closed doors of the first story of the mansion.

“We failed last time, but we’re definitely getting in now,” sixty-six says.
“What do you think the challenge will be this time?”

“As long as it’s not a mind game with the red or the orange mask, we’ll
be fine.”

“You’re right. Those two are brutal.” Sixty-seven pauses. “But even the
white mask can get tricky if he chooses to.”

“Let’s hope it’s physical this time, but even that will get us in front of
that beast. By showing up, we gave him full consent to use us as a punching
bag.”

Punching what?

I stare at the closed gate again and regret not leaving when I had the
chance. Surely, they’ll give us a chance to retreat, right? Because I'm
definitely not going to get involved in any violence kink these bored
bastards have.

Besides, isn’t the fight club the place for violence?

Silence falls on the participants as the upper doors open with ceremonial
noise. Then the lower ones open, too, and countless men in creepy bunny
masks circle us.

And they’re men. I refuse to believe that some college students are built
like an ancient Greek temple.

Five figures dressed in black step out from the upper doors, all wearing
black purge style masks with neon-colored stitched faces.

The orange one takes the center, the green one stands on his right, and
the red on his left. The white and yellow ones occupy the sides.

Like all people present, I can’t help gawking at them. They haven’t
done or said anything, but their aura is enough to spread both fear and dread



in anyone who’s watching.

I’m almost sure they’re Jeremy, Killian, Nikolai, and Gareth. But who’s
the fifth one?

Is there another member of their club they forgot to mention?

Not that it matters right now. Seeing Killian from this position while
being completely at the mercy of his games—in the literal sense this time—
causes sweat to trickle down my spine.

Static fills the air before a loud modified voice echoes around us.
“Congratulations for making it to the Heathens’ highly competitive
initiation. You are the selected elite who the leaders of the club think are
worthy of joining their world of power and connections. The price to pay
for such privileges is higher than money, status, or name. The reason why
everyone wears a mask is because you are all the same in the eyes of the
club’s founders.”

People start murmuring to each other, probably some rich kids who
aren’t used to being told that they’re like everyone else.

“The price of becoming a Heathen is handing over your life. In the
literal sense of the word. If you aren’t willing to pay that, please exit
through the small door to your left. Once you leave, you’ll lose any chance
to join us again.”

My head whips in the door’s direction, and I can feel my legs twitching,
urging me to bolt the hell out of here.

A few participants, no more than ten, get cold feet, bow their heads, and
get out. The outside bunnies give them their phones and take away their
masks and bracelets.

After a moment, the door closes with a low creak and the man on the
speaker goes again. “Congratulations again, ladies and gentlemen. We
should now begin our initiation.”

Silence and anticipation fill the air as he continues, “Tonight’s game is
predator and prey. You’ll be hunted down by the club’s founding members.
That will be five to ninety, so you have the upper hand. If you manage to
reach the edge of the property before they hunt you down, you’ll be a
Heathen. If not, you’ll be eliminated and escorted out.”

Hunted down?

What the hell is this? Do they take us for animals?

“The founding members have the right to use any methods available to
hunt you down—including violence. If their weapon of choice touches you,



you’ll be automatically eliminated. Bodily harm can and will happen. You
are also allowed to inflict violence on the founding members—if you can.
The only rule is not taking a life. Not intentionally, at least. No questions
are allowed and no mercy shall be granted. We don’t want any weaklings in
our ranks.”

Wait. Weapons? What the hell does he mean by weapons?

Maybe I should’ve left, after all.

“You have a ten-minute head start. I suggest you run. The initiation has
officially begun.”

Many around me bolt in all directions and I remain rooted in place—the
severity of the situation finally dawning on me.

I stare up at the people in masks, who don’t move from their positions,
watching the unfolding commotion, shuffling of feet, and excited sounds.

My fingers twitch, but I turn around and do what I’ve never done
before.

I let my instincts take over.

I run.



15



KILLIAN

¢¢ L ook at them acting like cattle,” I mutter under my breath as the
five of us stand still, watching the scattering of prey in a splash of
chaos.

The air reeks of greed, fear, and potential crime. My demons’ favorite
flavors.

The whole concept behind the club means fuck all to me. Occasions like
these are the only reason I even participate.

“Motherfucking salivating is the word you’re looking for, Kill. I’'m
gonna break some bones and drag fuckers across the ground. If anyone
dares to stop me, they’ll meet the same fate.” Nikolai clenches and
unclenches his fist, unable to hide his excitement for the hunt.

When we first discussed this initiation, I suggested this game. After
Jeremy put it to vote, there was a unanimous agreement from the rest—my
boring brother included.

Considering the bow and arrows strapped to his back, he might not be
as averted to violence as I previously thought. He just prefers doing it in
closed circles.

Like how we used to go hunt with Dad once upon a time.

“That rubber on the arrows, Gaz?” Nikolai pokes the tips. “This
probably won’t hurt as much. Pick something else.”

“It’ll do.” My brother does a whole body search of Nikolai. “Where’s
your weapon?”

He punches the air. “I prefer my fists.”



“You won'’t be able to win with your fists.” Jeremy swings his golf club,
points at my baseball bat, and then at the chain White Mask is holding.
“We’ll be able to hunt more than you.”

“That’s what you think.” He grabs the railing, shoves his mask against
one of the cameras, and screams at the security who are watching every
nook and cranny of the property. “You better keep the right count for each
of us, motherfuckers, or I’ll skin your balls for dinner.”

“Hannibal Lecter much?” Gareth deadpans.

Nikolai’s head swings in his direction. “You! Don’t even think about
intervening or playing the fucking pacifist tonight, cousin. I mean it.”

Swinging the bat over my shoulder, I step in the direction of the door.

“Where are you going?” Jeremy asks from behind me. “The ten minutes
aren’t up yet.”

I grin from beneath my mask but don’t look back. “Since when do we
play fair?”

His low chuckle and Nikolai’s shouts about needing to jump down mix,
then fade to nothingness.

My ears fill with the buzz of the hunt.

When I was young and Dad figured out he had a ‘defective’ on his
hands, he took me hunting, probably figuring out that it’d help dull my
urges.

He taught me how to stalk prey and focus my energy on becoming a
human hound. But over the years, the excitement of hunting animals slowly
withered and became dull.

It’s different with people, though.

Tonight is one of the few occasions where I don’t have to repress my
compulsions and can allow my cravings to break their boundaries and roam
loose.

Usually, monotonous emotions and an endless circle of boredom trap
me in their clutches. My demons will chant, twist, and writhe, urging me to
commit any fucked-up act just to drive it all away.

Not today.

Today, they don’t have to scream or bang or flounder in misery. Today,
they have full control to act in their nature.

My nature.

The late afternoon stakes its claim on the premises. Due to the
disappearance of the sun behind a thick cloud, the forest has turned a dark



green and my favorite smell taints the air.

Fear.

Despite the ‘game’ nature of this hunt, the prey is well aware of being
hunted down by predators. Their pores are open, overflowing with sweat,
adrenaline, and pure uncut terror.

I stand in the middle of the front yard, close my eyes, and inhale the
smell deep into my lungs.

An inexplicable intoxication seethes in my veins at being able to taste
fear, knowing I’m the reason it’s there in the first place. These occasional
doses of depravity allow me to have enough balance to blend into society
without turning serial killer on them.

I stop myself from killing by hunting and planning for hunting.

Or lately, by the promise of owning a certain girl.

My muscles tighten, and a blasphemous thought slowly forms in my
brain. Like maybe I should sneak into Glyndon’s room instead of hunting
wannabes.

No.

I waited months for today and I’'m simply not allowing distractions to
sway me.

Letting my gaze fall on the dirt path, I head north and smirk when I find
countless shoe marks in the dirt, leading to the forest surrounding the
property.

People are biologically designed to follow the direction of their internal
compass—north. Those who choose differently either have skewed
direction sense or just go against the flow to feel smart.

“Numbers seventy-four and eighteen eliminated.” The speaker goes off
in the distance.

Hmm.

Looks like the others have already started.

That doesn’t affect me one bit. Winning is only a bonus—not the actual
purpose. Hunting is.

I take my time following a group of people who thought forming a tribe
was a good idea.

Tracking steps has come naturally to me ever since I started hunting as a
kid. The key is to seek the most vulnerable prey. The ones whose shoes
make the deepest holes in the ground, because they’re so scared, they put all
their weight into escaping.



I run in the direction they took, my breathing regulated—normal—as if
I’'m not physically exerting myself. A rustle comes from the tree ahead and
I swing my bat and hit.

A masculine wail comes first before a body falls with a thud, clutching
his shoulder. The crunching sound that echoes in the air causes my blood to
boil and the level of endorphins to mount inside me.

He continues crying like a little bitch and I merely step on him as I
continue my run.

“Number fifty-one eliminated,” comes from the speaker.

I slow down when I reach a clearing that’s mostly exempt from trees
and let my bat dig into the ground as I tilt my head to the side.

The steps go in circles, then explode in different directions.

Wait.

No.

It’s a camouflage. Judging by the exaggerated footsteps, they knew
some of us could track them so they created an illusion to make me believe
they went everywhere.

Oh, they’re good. They must’ve been in other initiations before.

Judging by the number of steps that are half-covered, instead of
forward, they should be—

A thump echoes in my ear and it’s then I feel the scorching pain ringing
in my skull. A warm liquid trails down my forehead underneath the mask,
turns my vision red, then slides down my chin and drips onto the ground.

I slowly turn around and face the group of five white-masked students.
One of them holds the rock he hit me with, breathing as harshly as a pig
being led to slaughter.

“Good one.” T grin beneath my mask, and even though they can’t see
how unhinged I am, they must hear it in my voice.

I lift my bat and they all flinch backward, but I use it to tap the back of
my head. “You should’ve hit here and with more force so you could get at
least a seventy percent chance of knocking me out. Oh, and your hand is
shaking. Unless you steady it, you won’t be able to land a successful blow.”

Mask twelve stares at his hand and I lift the bat and hit him in the head,
sending him flying sideways. “Like that.”

He’s out cold, and his friends all run forward, together, like a fucking
herd.



I swing the bat and aim at their legs, all at the same time, and they fall
into a heap on the ground.

One of them manages to escape, but instead of running, he turns around
and mutters, “I surrender! I surrender! You can just tap me.”

“Why would I do that? You signed up for this, no? It’s your duty to
make it more entertaining.” I drag the bat on the ground, letting him hear
the crunching of wood against the tiny pebbles, then when I’'m in front of
him, I hit him across the middle. “Boring cunt.”

“Number eleven, twelve, thirteen, fourteen, and fifteen are eliminated,”
the speaker announces.

I stare at the gray sky and tsk. “Come on, give me an actual challenge.”

Someone breezes past me and I throw the bat as if it’s an arrow,
whacking them from behind.

Seriously? 1 internally sigh, still staring at the sky. I said a challenge,
not a stray rabbit.

The one I hit doesn’t fall. I wait for the speaker to announce their
number, but nothing comes.

I stare at them again, only to see they used one of the other unconscious
bodies as a shield. The bat hit number fifteen and fell to the ground.

The participant doesn’t look back as they continue running, slowly
disappearing into the trees.

I didn’t even get a good look at them.

Well, fuck me.

Here it is. A challenge.

[ grab my bat from the ground and stare down in search of their
footsteps.

They’re...light. Barely there.

Either it’s a woman or a very slim man.

And it’s definitely someone who knows how to fucking run.

I crouch on my haunches to study the pattern of their shoes. Nike
running sneakers.

Well, well. Aren’t they too prepared for this?

Still, a slow grin stretches my lips as I stalk in the direction they’ve
taken. Then I break into a run, adrenaline tightening my muscles. The
promise of an actually delicious prey causes my blood level to flatline.

My breathing comes in long intervals, in sync with my regulated
heartbeat.



People’s bodies and brains fly in chaotic patterns when they’re excited.
Their nervous activity will peak and their heartbeats skyrocket.

Not me.

Excitement brings me a level of calm nothing else can accomplish.

The closest thing I have to...peace.

It’s the exact same feeling I had when I cut open those mice or when I
went on my first hunt. Or when I started taking pictures to document those
moments of utter rapture.

Or when I have Glyndon completely at my mercy and she doesn’t break
eye contact.

It’s the sensation of not having to repress any part of my true nature, of
allowing it to run loose like all-encompassing smoke.

Once you see it, it’s too late.

A scream comes from behind me and another from the side, mixing like
a symphony of violence. The numbers of eliminations mesh up together
until they overlap.

The devil works fast, but Heathens work faster.

I don’t focus on their endeavors. Instead, I continue my pursuit of the
cunning thing who keeps running in zigzags in between trees.

The more I chase them, the stronger my blood pumps and my breathing
regulates.

Just you wait until I catch you, I’ll have a field day with you.

A figure cuts in front of me and I come to an abrupt halt despite my
high speed so that I don’t crash into them.

Participant number eighty-nine screeches to a halt, too. A man—judging
from his figure. He remains rooted in place like a statue, but he’s shaking
uncontrollably.

Nikolai appears from behind, his neon yellow mask a bit crooked, blood
smeared over the stitched smiling lines and the X’s at his eyes. Even his
hands are all red, indicating all the fun he’s had.

Eighty-nine stares behind him, and for a moment, he makes the mistake
of taking a step in my direction, probably thinking I’m the lesser of two
evils.

“Look, I caught a stray cat.” Nikolai tells me with a slight manic edge.
He’s definitely in the high mode right now. “He just wouldn’t stop running,
you know, and has a temper. Threw a whole fucking branch at my face and




nearly knocked me out. Gotta love the motherfucking feisty ones. They’re
so fun to break into pieces.”

Tell me about it.

I slide my gaze over eighty-nine, then to his shoes. Not Nike. He can’t
be the one who escaped earlier.

And my job here is done.

I lift the bat to get him when he keeps approaching me, but Nikolai
practically jumps him from behind, locks him in a chokehold, and drags
him back into the darkness between the trees.

Eighty-nine tries to struggle by elbowing and biting into Nikolai’s arm.
He’s a fighter, I’ll give him that, but he’s simply no match for my cousin’s
deranged strength.

Nikolai effortlessly drags him and eighty-nine’s legs leave a long trail in
the dirt and his screams are muffled by something Nikolai’s done.

Shaking my head, I continue on my way in pursuit of my own stray
rabbit. I’'m not two steps in when a swish breaks the silence. I duck as an
arrow hits a tree, right above me.

I whip my head to the side, but don’t see anything. When I pull the
arrow out, I see that it’s a real one, not the rubber ones Gareth is using for
the hunt.

Well, well. Looks like my older brother might be in the mood to kill me.

That is, if he’s the one who shot this, which I doubt—he’s too cowardly
for such a daring move.

I break the broadhead off the arrow and slip it in my pocket to
investigate it later—that is, if whoever aimed this at me doesn’t come back
for a redo.

My steps are measured with the sole purpose of finding the little rabbit.
Murder attempts can wait.

Jeremy and I meet as we’re running in different directions and we
butcher about six participants combined.

Then I catch a glimpse of Gareth walking with one of the participants,
shooting anyone who crosses their path.

He doesn’t even attempt to eliminate that participant. If anything, it’s
like he’s...protecting them.

No, escorting them.

Hmm. I wonder who got my brother’s attention to that extent?

I shelf that for later and continue my hunt.



For some reason, I can feel the stray rabbit escaping in the area parallel
to me.

So I follow my instincts and go deeper into the forest. It’s a more
difficult path, but those who believe longer and safer is better than shorter
and dangerous would definitely come in this direction.

I carefully follow the footsteps, my vision getting sharper with every
passing second.

My feet come to a slow halt between three trees. The sneakers have
made a circle here, but unlike those amateurs from earlier, this one
obviously doesn’t know I follow steps, so they didn’t attempt to hide them.

On and on, they went in circles and then...

I stare at the path ahead. The most logical explanation is that they
jumped on the rock in front of me and chose the bushes.

I stride to that direction as I smirk, letting them believe I’ve fallen for
their trick.

It’s time to skin the rabbit alive.



16



GLYNDON

E ver since the stupid initiation started, I’ve been feeling like Alice in
Wonderland.

The amount of fuckery I witnessed in my attempts to keep a low
profile is astounding.

I’ve wondered this before, but now, I’m sure.

The members of the Heathens are batshit crazy.

I saw the one in the neon yellow mask single-handedly beat like ten
people to a pulp, with no weapon, then he laughed derangedly if anyone
attempted to hit him.

Then, someone dressed all in black, including his mask, tilted his head
at me and waved slowly, manically, and I swear I’ve never run faster in my
life.

I thought that was the highest level of crazy, but I was proven wrong.
As I hid behind a rock, I witnessed the white-masked one strap three people
with a chain as they begged and wailed.

And then the most disturbed of the lot finished five with a baseball bat
and I made the mistake of thinking running at that moment was better than
staying in place to keep him from finding me.

When he threw the bat in my direction with the lethality of a sniper, I
have no damn clue how I thought fast enough to use one of the unconscious
students as a shield, then continue my run.

I definitely work best under pressure, dammit. Because I didn’t even
focus on the burning of my muscles as I sprinted and jumped and used the
amount of energy that could last me for months.



Despite my art student status, I’m actually a good runner and I love to
jog, so I can at least trust myself to keep going whenever it gets to be too
much.

Just how the hell did the dainty Devlin make it in this jungle? Though it
probably wasn't a full-on hunting session back during the initiation he
participated in.

And the worst part in all of this? No, it’s not the screams, the wails, or
the muffled sounds—although those still make me flinch every time. It’s not
the sound of impersonalized speakers announcing the elimination of
numbers.

It’s, in fact, feeling like a prey to that red fucking mask who keeps
trailing my every move like a professional hunter. I made beelines, circles,
and even went in chaotic lines, but he stayed hot on my trail every time.

My last resort was choosing a deserted rocky road that’s filled with tall
trees. I could feel him close behind, so I found my current hiding place.

The tree.

I climbed it, pretending it was the treehouse back home that Landon
taught me how to climb up for sport.

This pine tree is gigantic, though. It’s so tall that when I stare down, a
slight acrophobia grabs hold of me.

But I rationalize that back to the fact that I’'m not truly afraid of heights
and this is just my anxiety taking center stage.

Inhaling deep, I wait a moment before releasing a long exhale. Red
Mask follows the rocky path, probably thinking I continued on my way to
the finish line.

I’'m so glad I decided to stop and hide here for now. Hearing all the
eliminations, I doubt there are many of the participants left. So I’d rather
take it slower than rush into it and end up losing.

And seriously, I wouldn’t be able to get anywhere with this wanker
tirelessly on my tail. Shouldn’t he be hunting the others instead of focusing
on one?

The most important part is that he’s gone now. I watch his back
disappear behind the trees and narrow my eyes. I’m ninety percent sure it’s
Killian, especially due to the mask’s color, but he couldn’t have known I’d
be here or specifically pick me as a target, right?

I shudder at the thought of what he’ll do if he finds out I’ve come to his
club’s initiation.



He told me to be good and I definitely didn’t listen. If my past
interactions with him are of any indication, this will end badly.

A sudden chill goes through me and I rub a hand against the side of my
shorts while the other holds the branch for dear life.

Forget it. I’'m simply not going to think about Killian right now.

I wait for a few minutes, until my feet and hands start to ache, then
when I’m sure he’s most definitely gone, I slowly climb down. It’s easy to
climb trees. All you have to do is make sure you have a strong foothold and
that you’re holding a solid branch.

Once I’m halfway there, I peek down to measure the distance and shriek
when I find a neon red mask staring up at me with a chilling calm.

Shit.

Shit.

The arsehole must’ve been waiting for me to come out from my hiding
spot. I didn’t trick him into thinking I went in the opposite direction. He
knew where I was the entire time and he’s the one who tricked me into
showing myself.

I make a snap decision and climb up. It doesn’t matter if I stay at the top
of this tree for a whole night as long as I stay away from the crazy bastard.

I’m not a meter up when something hits the branch I’'m holding on to.
The bat.

He threw it at the branch, causing it to snap in two. My foot slips and I
grab the void in my attempts to catch another branch. The fall happens in
slow motion and I feel every hit of air against my skin and the horrifying
speed I’m sinking with.

I screw my eyes shut for the fall. I’'m definitely going to break a bone or
two—

However, instead of the ground I expect to greet me, my entire body is
enveloped by a strong grip. The cocoon I’m caught in sways a little from
the thud of my fall but remains sturdy.

Cold air hits my face, and I realize it’s because my mask has been
removed.

“So it is you. I had a feeling when I saw your little white panties
through your shorts but couldn’t be sure.” His voice darkens to a chilling
edge. “I thought I told you to be good and stay put tonight.”

I slowly open my eyes to find myself completely wrapped in Killian’s
arms. The neon red mask with a stitched smile makes him appear



frightening, manic even.

His muscles tighten around me until it’s almost suffocating, and I hate
how glad I am for him catching me. Or how warm it feels in his embrace. It
shouldn’t be like this.

Not when he’s the most ice-cold person I know.

“What the hell were you thinking when you broke the branch?” I
breathe harshly, still under the spine-curling sensation of falling. “I
could’ve dropped on the rock.”

“Which you didn’t, because I caught you. Now, tell me, Glyndon. What
the fuck are you doing here?”

“I got an invitation.”

He remains silent, but I can see him narrow his eyes through the mask.
“Bullshit.”

“I really did. You can find it in my phone that your creepy bunnies
confiscated. Seriously, why did it have to be bunnies? They’re supposed to
be cute, and you guys ruined their image by making them grotesque.”

“You’re the one who’s cute when you’re nervous. Can’t stop talking,
huh?”

“Shut up and let me down.”

“No can do. How else are you going to pay for defying me if I release
you?”

“Why...would I pay for anything?”

“Try again and in a less spooked tone, because your nervousness turns
me on.”

“You’re sick.”

“And you’re a broken record.” He shoves his face against the side of my
throat so he’s literally breathing down my neck, his hot breaths triggering
my hitched breaths. “Why are you here, Glyndon?”

“I told you, I got an invitation,” I try to speak normally, but my voice
comes out lower than usual.

“Do you attend every dangerous event you get invited to?”

“I just...got curious.” There’s no way I’ll tell him about Devlin when he
could be in on the conspiracy with the rest of the club about his death.

His eyes darken behind the mask, and with the neon red, they’re
downright terrifying. It’s like he’s taking his predator role way too
seriously.



Or maybe it’s not a role for him. Maybe it’s his true self and whatever
he shows the outside world is the actual role.

His voice echoes in the silence around us like a twisted melody. “Maybe
you didn’t only get curious. Maybe you wanted the danger and to see for
yourself what it means to be on that cloud of adrenaline. Maybe you just
wanted to be hunted like an animal and then captured and ravaged in the
most barbaric way. Is that what you wanted, little rabbit?”

I frantically shake my head, refusing to come to terms with the chills
that cover my body or the tightening between my legs that’s been
intensifying with each of his words.

“Are you telling me that if I rip your shorts and touch your cunt, I won’t
find it soaking wet like when I came through your window last night?”

[ freeze.

Wait...what?

Did he just say that last night he came through my window? As in, that
nightmare was real?

He puts me to my feet and some pebbles crunch beneath my shoes as I
sway a little, both from the shock of the realization and the loss of his
warmth.

I swear to God this bastard is playing a mind trick on me.

He has to be.

Right?

He towers over me, the sight of his mask adding more to his downright
horrifying existence. “Your little body was writhing beneath me, you all but
tried to ride my hand, remember?”

“That’s not true,” I whisper more to myself than to him. “I didn’t.”

“You hate it, don’t you? How much you want what I have to offer, how
you ache for that feeling of letting go as you’re ravaged whole. For a
moment, you want to stop being a good girl and just let whatever lurks
inside you loose, isn’t that right?”

“I don’t want you.” I shake my head over and over, stepping back. “I
don’t. I refuse to. I won’t.”

“Look at you being adorable.” Both darkness and amusement laces his
tone. “Didn’t I say your nervousness turns me on? Let’s add your denial,
too.”

My gaze automatically goes to his trousers and I nearly choke at the
sight of the tent that’s bulging against the material. “Don’t, Killian.”



“Mmm. I really do love the sound of my name in your sweet little
voice.”

I keep stepping back, but he matches my strides with nonchalant ones.
“Would you stop if I begged you?”

“No.”

“If I scream?”

“I’ll just muffle it.”

“If T hit you?”

“It’ll just piss me off and my actions will turn drastic. Highly not
recommended.”

My shoes hit a rock and I yelp as I trip, but he grabs my elbow, keeping
me upright.

“Stop acting like you don’t want it, Glyn. All the dramatics are starting
to get on my last nerve.”

“Please,” I whisper.

“Begging holds the importance of a fly to me.”

“Then what is important to you?”

“Right now? You and your virgin cunt.”

I want to scream, both from frustration and anger, at my reaction to his
words. How can I want someone I hate? Someone who, without any sliver
of doubt, fucking scares me?

And deep down, I know he just won’t stop until he takes my virginity.
It’s a conquest, and he’s a true predator.

One with no limits.

Taking a deep breath, I choose another approach. “What if I told you
that I need more time?”

“Hmm.” His finger taps on the side of my elbow. “You think I don’t
know what you’re doing? You’re stalling so you can get more time to find a
solution to get rid of me, but I’m telling you right now, it’s not going to
work.”

“I just...want more time, please.”

His eyes flash with annoyance, probably too used to getting what he
wants only to be told no, and I’m almost sure he’ll bend me over and fuck
me anyway, but he releases my elbow. “Since you asked nicely, fine.”

“Really?”

“Do you want me to change my mind?”

“No.” I smile. “Thanks.”



“See? I can be nice.”

I snort, then puff out a breath and whisper, “Nice, my arse.”

“I heard that.”

I grin in an attempt to shoo the situation away. “Why do you do all of
this?”

“All of this?”

“Being part of the Heathens, hunting down people. All of this.”

“Why are you asking?”

Despite my attempts for it not to, my body relaxes. “You keep pursuing
me, but I know nothing about you aside from your being in the Heathens
and a med student.”

A gleam of light flashes in his eyes. “Have you been asking about me,
baby?”

“Didn’t have to. Annika doesn’t stop talking once she has a topic of
discussion.”

“But you listened.” His gloating tone pisses me off.

“So?”

“I thought you weren’t interested.”

I’m obviously drawn to him in ways I can’t understand, but it’ll be a
cold day in hell before I admit that.

“Or maybe you’re just not interested in admitting it out loud.” His
stance turns nonchalant as he seems to enjoy himself.

“Are you going to answer my question?”

“Concerning?”

“Aren’t med students supposed to protect their hands? Yet you fight and
hunt and do all types of fuckeries that could get you hurt.”

He lifts his hands and studies them under the gloomy light as if it’s the
first time he’s seen them. “The world is painted in different colors,
depending on the angle you see it from. Every single ideal can be turned
monstrous when it’s pushed to the limits. I’'m the limits. I’'m the edges
humans are warned to stay away from but are attracted to anyway, because
it’s just so different from what they know. And because I’m permanently on
the edge, I need constant stimuli to remain functioning. Fighting, hunting,
and being a doctor-in-the-making are those stimuli.”

So that’s his obsession. His way of driving away the emptiness is
through unconventional methods. I understand why he has to do this,
though I don’t agree with it.



His view of the world is fascinating, and if I didn’t want to escape him,
I could listen to him talk about it all day.

“Why medicine, then? Its codes imply that you should save people.”

“And I do, after I see inside them.” His lips curve in a cruel smirk.
“Look at your face becoming all horrified. Do I scare you, baby?”

“No.” T lift my chin. “I’'m a King. We aren’t born to be scared of
people.”

“Hmm. I like the whole family slogan thing. Are you close with them?
Your family, I mean?”

“So what if I am?”

“Do they know you were thinking about throwing yourself off that
cliff?”

I startle, my whole body going rigid. “I-I don’t know what you’re
talking about.”

“That night, you had this dead look in your eyes, like someone who was
tired—not bored, just fucking exhausted.” He steps toward me and I retreat,
matching his steps. “Did you think about how it’d feel at the bottom of that
ocean with your head cracked against the rocks? How you’d be asphyxiated
by the water for minutes on end? Death by drowning is the most difficult.
You open your mouth, bubbles will float, but water is the only thing you’ll
get into your lungs. You think you want to die, but the more you breathe in
water and choke on it, the more you’ll regret it. So tell me, Glyndon, did
you imagine that everything would be over if you just...let go?”

He’s...really a psycho, isn’t he?

There’s no way a normal person would talk so casually about such a
topic, and with great detail, no less.

I slap both hands against his chest. “Stop it.”

“You’re trembling, baby. Did I hit a nerve?”

I glare up at him. “You have no right to judge me.”

“I'm not. I’'m trying to get to know you better, like you did to me
earlier.”

This bastard is escalating again. He didn’t like that I was asking
questions, so he decided to go for the jugular to teach me a lesson.

Too bad for him, I’m not backing down.

“Couldn’t you just ask what my favorite color, band, and film are?”

“You don’t have a favorite color, since you wear all of them. Your
favorite band is Nirvana since you have their songs in all your Instagram



stories. Your favorite movie is Inception, per a painting you posted a year
ago on your IG that was captioned, ‘Inspiration by my favorite film ever,
Inception.” You also love chocolate and cherry flavor ice cream—together
—your paternal grandfather, and the shorts and tank top style. You have an
inferiority complex due to your mother’s and brothers’ talent, which makes
you look more and more uncomfortable in family pictures as time goes by.
It probably started early on and accumulated over the years until it drove
you to that cliff.”

My nails dig into his chest, wanting—no, needing—to inflict pain.
“How...how the hell do you know all of that?”

“I’m good at observing and linking patterns.”

“A stalker, you mean.”

“If you prefer that label.” He wraps a hand around mine, pinning it on
his chest. “You’re still shaking. Would you like me to drop the subject and
let you go back to your safe cocoon like Little Miss Ostrich—”

“I didn’t want to kill myself.” I cut him off. “Yes, I’ve thought about it
often, when the pain gets to be too much and I want it to just stop, but I still
wouldn’t do it, because I'd regret it. I’d feel shitty for putting my family
and friends through that, and maybe it wouldn’t work. What if the pain
doesn’t stop, after all? What if it becomes tenfold worse?”

“You won'’t feel anything postmortem.”

I snort, actually feeling light for talking to a heartless monster about it
instead of someone who’d be hurt by my words. “Is that your idea of
consolation?”

“I don’t know how to do that, but here’s what I do know.” He strokes
my hand that’s beneath his. “I’ll make sure you never have those thoughts
again.”

“Says the one who asked me to throw myself off a cliff so he could take
a picture of my fall.”

“But you didn’t. As you said, you don’t want to kill yourself, and I
believe you.”

My lips part. He...what?

Why would he believe me? Even I don’t believe myself sometimes.
There’s an unreliable narrator in my head who keeps flinging me in all
directions.

Forget it.

I’m simply not getting trapped in the web Killian is spinning.




Trying to remain nonchalant, I remove my hand from his hold. “Can
you let me finish the initiation now?”

He taps a finger against his thigh. “Why are you so interested in joining
our club?”

“Isn’t that where all the cool kids go?”

“Nice try, but no, it obviously isn’t your scene.”

“Because I’m a girl?”

“And a nerd and a scaredy-cat and an introvert. You name it.”

“I...can change.”

“Why?”

“What do you mean why?”

“Why would you change? You’re fine the way you are.”

My breath gets caught at the back of my throat. I’'m pretty sure he didn’t
mean it as a compliment, which is why it sounds even more like a
compliment. Dammit.

The effect he has on me isn’t funny anymore.

“I just want to join the club and add more fun to my life.”

“I’ll be all the fun you need.”

“Arrogant prick.”

“Heard worse.”

“Come on, let me join.”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“Because I said so. Besides...” He shoves me against the tree and his
arms cage me in from both sides. “You owe me one for being nice just
now.”

His hand wraps around my waist and he pushes his erection against my
stomach. The air crackles with tension as his cock slides up and down the
sensitive flesh of my mound.

Clothes separate us, but I feel every stroke to the deepest part of me.

“You...said you’d give me time.” I choke on the word, not able to
recognize my voice from the thickness of it.

“And I will. This has nothing to do with that.” He pulls down my top’s
strap and it reveals the lace of my bra.

“Mmm. Red. Were you thinking of me when you covered these tits with
my favorite color? Did you touch yourself in front of the mirror and come
with my name on your lips.”



“N-no...” My shaky fingers slap against his chest, so utterly weak.
“And how does this have nothing to do with it when you’re obviously
touching me?”

“Never said I wouldn’t. I just said I wouldn’t take your virginity—for
now.” He pulls down the other strap and glides his fingers against my bra
until he finds the tips of my breasts. “Look at these little nipples being all
hard before I’ve even touched them.”

He yanks down the bra to my stomach and I briefly close my eyes as my
breasts bounce free. My nipples ache with want, hard and throbbing.

Maybe he’s right and I’m way worse than I thought.

His thumb and forefinger wrap around a nipple and twist. I shudder and
clamp my lips against a moan as a zap of pleasure trickles down my
stomach and to my pulsing pussy.

“Your tits are gorgeous, baby. All creamy and pink, not to mention they
fit perfectly in my hands.” He cups them both, each in a strong palm as if to
prove a point. “Mmm. So perky and beautiful, I want to torture them a
little.”

He pinches a nipple and I whimper and pretend to push him away, but
he pinches again, hard.

I scream, my back flinching against the harshness of the tree. He strokes
the nipple, humming in that dark voice, “So sensitive, my little rabbit. I like
it.”

He pinches and tugs with brute force, then strokes the pain away like a
caring lover. The alternation between pain and pleasure leaves me hazy, and
my trembling legs threaten to drop me.

“I bet you’re all soaking wet.” He reaches into my shorts and I bite my
lip as his hand meets my underwear. “So fucking drenched, baby. Maybe I
should acquaint your cunt with my cock, after all. They obviously need the
introduction.”

I stiffen, my heartbeat skyrocketing. “You said you’d give me time.”

“Time is proportional and not exact. In fact, time can be fifteen
minutes.”

My heart shrivels with a pang of disappointment that expands all the
way to my dropping stomach.

I should’ve never believed him. I really shouldn’t have.

Despite the fear coursing through me, I glare at him. “Do whatever the
fuck you want. Just know that I’ll never trust you. Never.”



“Relax.” His voice is casual, easy, even as he rubs both his fingers and
his erection against my pussy. “I’ll keep my word.”

For some reason, he sounds sincere, but I know better than to trust the
unhinged bastard blindly.

“On the other hand, you’ll give me your mouth.”

“What?”

He points at my mask that’s on the ground. “Sixty-nine is a beautiful
number. It’s fate, don’t you think?”

My face heats and I stare at him. “More like an unfortunate
coincidence.”

He chuckles and slowly pushes me to the ground. I inspect our
surroundings, my heart pounding stronger than usual. “What if someone
comes along?”

“I’ll blind their eyes for looking at you naked.”

I want to think he’s joking, but I already know that Killian is the worst
type of monster to ever exist.

A gorgeous monster.

A terrifying monster that my body mysteriously comes alive for.

My back meets the grass and I stare up to find the neon mask staring
down at me, his knees on either side of my face.

From this position, he looks like a character from those slasher movies.
A hedonistic, soulless devil.

He unbuckles his trousers and pulls out his very hard cock with purple
veins on the side. I’m lightheaded and can’t help thinking about that first
time on the cliff—how he thrust inside, how he eventually took control and
fucked my face.

It seems like ages ago now.

And I can probably admit that strange arousal was due to being
threatened with death if I didn’t give him what he wanted.

It’s still the same Killian from back then, the dark, unhinged Killian.
Now that I’m familiar with his nature, I found out just how deranged he
could get, so how come I’m not as apprehensive anymore?

On the contrary, my thighs tremble and clench at the promise of what’s
to come.

Is he brainwashing me?

Or maybe the gloomy, creepy setting is playing with my head.

“Can’t you remove the mask?”



“Why? Is it scaring you?”

If T say yes, he most definitely won’t remove it, and if I say no, then
he’ll have no reason to remove it.

“I want to see your face,” I murmur. Because yeah, his face, as
frightening as it is, is better than a mask.

“I’ll consider it if you make this good. Now, open. I need your lips on
my cock, baby.”

I slowly do, my heart hammering. He slides inside, inch by inch, and I
start licking. I’m still absolutely clueless on how to give a blowjob, but I'm
supposed to be doing this, right?

He pulls out, tsking. “Don’t just lick it like it’s a Popsicle.”

Killian shoves three of his fingers in my mouth and deep-throats me,
hooking against my tongue and twirling it. My legs jerk and I swear I’ve
never been as turned on in my life as I am right now.

“Use your tongue for friction and quicken your pace. Don’t worry if you
think you’re being too quick. You won’t hurt me.” He pops out his fingers,
leaving a trail of saliva between them and my mouth, and before I can say
anything, he shoves his cock back inside.

Harder this time.

Stronger.

My gag reflex kicks in, but I breathe through it and keep up, twirling
my tongue like he told me to, over and over until my jaw hurts, but I don’t
stop. I lick him with everything in me.

“Fuck, baby, that’s it. Mmm. You’re doing great.” His fingers get lost in
my hair, digging into my skull. He keeps me immobile as he thrusts in and
out, hitting deeper every time.

I reach out to get a better hold of his huge erection, but he tsks again.
“No touching, just your mouth.”

My brow creases and I let my hands fall on either side of me. Seeming
pleased with me abandoning the idea of touching him, Killian lifts the mask
off his face and throws it away.

And I regret my words from earlier.

A trail of blood trickles from his temple, over his lids, and down his
cheek and jaw, giving him a strikingly dangerous edge.

He probably got it during all the hunting, but that’s not why I regret
telling him to show me his features, it’s his face, dammit.

And how utterly handsome he is.



If he looked creepy earlier, then now, he’s a downright cruelly beautiful
monster as he brutally drives in and out of my mouth.

He’s definitely not the type who finishes fast, even with the maddening
rhythm he’s going at.

He cups my jaw then uses a finger to wipe across my bottom lip. “I love
your mouth when it’s stuffed with my cock. You’re my perfect little cum
hole, aren’t you?”

Logically, I should be offended, but the exact opposite happens. My
pussy clenches and I rub my legs together in both shock and
embarrassment.

“This mouth belongs to me now and you’ll let me use it whenever 1
please, won’t you?” He tightens his hold on my jaw and forces me to nod.
“That’s a “Yes, Killian, my mouth and my every other hole are yours to use
and fill up with cum.’”

I think I’'m going to orgasm from his filthy words alone.

Could he not have a commentary about everything? Though I'm
definitely on the edge from the dark, erotic, and yet completely casual way
he says things like that.

He’s like a different species all on his own.

My jaw hurts from how long I’ve been sucking him off. He’s clearly
enjoying it, judging by the groans and the occasional “Just like that, baby.”
But there’s no sign of him finishing anytime soon.

His rhythm is insane and I can’t help being entranced and dripping in
my knickers from just watching his pleasure. Is it normal that the thought of
his orgasm is enough to make me get close to my own release?

Killian pulls out of my mouth and I think he’ll come, but then he
maneuvers us so we’re lying sideways. Then he thrusts in again. My jaw
still hurts, so I wince and nearly bite him.

I halt, my eyes widening.

“No teeth. Do it properly, little rabbit. Unless you want me to switch to
your cunt instead?” I shake my head and pick up my rhythm.

He groans and I release a sigh, but it gets stuck in my throat when he
lowers my shorts and knickers.

I don’t realize what’s going on until a loud sucking sound echoes in the
air. I gasp around his cock as my whole body ignites.

“Stop and I'll stop,” he whispers against my folds. “I’d hate to see this
tight little cunt go unsatisfied.”



I muster up everything in me and suck as enthusiastically as I physically
can.

He peppers kisses on my folds, then sucks on them with the expertise of
a wicked sex god. I’'m not completely used to that when he licks all the way
to my slit and then down again. He whispers against my most sensitive skin,
“Such a fast learner, my Glyndon.”

Then he drives his tongue inside me and pinches my clit.

I don’t know if it’s that or the way he called me his Glyndon, but I come
uncontrollably, without any ounce of shame.

My hips jerk into his devilish mouth as he keeps thrusting in and out.
My moans are muffled by his cock and it’s so erotic that I can’t help licking
while moaning.

I think he likes it, too, because I feel him thickening inside my mouth
with each moan.

Killian glides his tongue all the way out of my pussy and I clench, as if
trying to keep him there.

“You taste like my new favorite meal.” He slides out from between my
lips, grabs me by the hair, and tugs me to a sitting position. My eyes widen
as he stands up and rams into my mouth again with a ruthlessness that
leaves me breathless.

“So fucking good,” he mutters between merciless thrusts. “Not a bad
idea to satiate you first. You’re oozing with sexuality and looking more and
more like my favorite new fucktoy. The sweet little girl who never sucked a
dick before, never had sex before, is now being deep-throated by me. You
like how I’m confiscating all your control and using you to get off. In fact,
you love it so much that you’re clenching your legs for another orgasm.”

I freeze, realizing what I’ve been doing, and Killian’s dark chuckle fills
our surroundings.

“Look at you being all adorable.” With a hand in my hair, he pounds
one final time and I can feel him stiffening before a salty taste explodes at
the back of my throat.

Killian keeps his cock deep inside as I try to swallow everything.

“That’s it,” he muses. “Every last drop. Miss one and we’ll start all over
again.”

His eyes shine with dark sadism and strange satisfaction as I do as he
says, partly because I don’t mind this time.

Partly because I don’t actually have a choice.



He retrieves his phone as he wipes a streak of cum from my chin with
his fingers before thrusting them inside my mouth again, then whispers,
“You can hide from the whole world, but yo