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I
Part One

One: LEXI
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“Fuck!”
I watch as he shoves his shoulder against the wooden door before kicking his boot-clad foot against it.
Everest; my bio dad and also now my legal guardian since three weeks ago, stands in front of me, with his palms pressed up against the door.
He turns around and cuts his eyes over to where I’m standing right behind him, with my hands shoved deep within my coat pockets.
His eyes. They’re rare. Mom told me about them once. It’s heterochromia. He has a green, golden rim that surrounds a brown ring, making his eyes bright and intense. Especially now with all the snow surrounding us, they’re much clearer and I can see the colors perfectly melting into each other. I have his eyes, although I’m pretty certain mine aren’t as intense and beautiful as his.
His jaw works, and his mouth opens and then closes. My eyes are the closest thing I have in common with him because that is where our similarities stop. Everest has dark hair, not dark enough to be black, but definitely darker than mine. I have mom’s light brown curls, her button nose, and her tiny 5’3 frame. Whereas Everest could be compared to a mountain or a beast. He is intimidatingly large in every way from his broad shoulders and 6’4 towering frame to his long legs and large hands. It’s absolutely fascinating how anyone could ever be that big. Even his facial bone structure is strong with harsh, mountainous cheekbones, full lips, and a sharp, clean-shaven jawline.
I don’t think I’ve stopped studying him once since he took me in and it’s not in a creepy way, it’s merely curiosity on my part. This person that I’ve barely known all my life is suddenly the closest thing I have to family. The only thing actually. And I still didn’t know all that much about him, except what Mom chose to share. Then again, that wasn’t a lot since she was high all the time.
“It always does this,” he says finally and takes a step back. His voice suits him. It’s strong and deep and has that commanding tone to it that makes the hairs at the back of my neck stand on end.
We’re at his hunting cabin for the weekend in Hemlock Hollows. He said it’s something he did every weekend to get away from the city and that we didn’t have to go this weekend, but I was okay with it.
The log cabin is cute and pretty small with a thicket of fir trees lined up behind it.
“How do you usually get in?” I ask, crossing my arms over my chest.
“I force my way in,” he says and before I can reply, he shoves his right shoulder against the wooden door again and again, grunting and cursing as he uses his entire body; eventually the door gives way and he nearly falls face forward inside the cabin.
But he regains his balance and glances back at me before laughing and pulling the door open. “I need to get this piece of shit fixed.”
“We won’t get stuck inside, right?” I take a hesitant step inside and brush past Everest and his tall frame. He hauls both our bags inside and drops them on the floor, right next to a rack of black iron pokers.
“Nope, but if we do it’s fine. We’ll survive and it’ll be better than being stuck out there,” he says so casually like he’s actually okay with being stuck in a cabin. “At least we won’t freeze to death.”
He shuts the door behind him, turns around, and leans against it before drawing his eyes down to mine.
I bet he can see the horror plastered all over my face and I catch him grinning slightly before he moves away from the door and walks over to a pile of wood that’s stacked on the floor.
“You’re joking, right?” I ask.
I hate how insecure I sound like a little girl, but Everest doesn’t seem to mind because his shoulders are shaking with laughter.
Everest pulls the metal grate away easily and grabs two logs and throws them into the blackened hearth. Old chunks of burnt wood and ash already cover its stone surface.
“You’ve never been in the wild before, have you?” He shoves his hair back out of his face as he places the grate back on and then stands up before brushing his hands off on his jeans.
“Nope.” I walk around the cabin. “I’ve never even been camping before.”
The smell of damp wood and musty earth infiltrates my nostrils as I unlatch a dusty window and shove it open to let in some of the clean winter breeze.
“Really?” The note of surprise in his voice catches my attention. I’m not sure why he’s surprised though.
It isn’t as if the social workers didn’t explain to him my situation. He already knows that I never really had much of a childhood and we don’t talk about it. I guess we need to. We have yet to discuss everything. I don’t want to, but I know he does.
“Yeah.” My answer is short and soft and I won’t bother repeating myself.
“How would you like to have rabbit for dinner?” He asks and I turn around and scrunch my nose at him in disgust.
“Is this another joke?”
Everest gives me the faintest of smiles before he swings open the door of a dark wooden cabinet and pulls out a Remington. Holy fuck. He’s actually being serious.
“I’m not joking.” Everest pulls open the cabin door and motions for me to join him with his left hand. “Come on, I’m going to teach you basic hunting skills. I wasn’t in the Marines for nothing.”
“Are we actually going to kill them?”
Everest nods and then waves me over again. “Come on. It’ll be dark soon and we don’t wanna get caught out in the dark there.”
Even though I don’t want to, I quietly follow Everest and close the cabin door shut behind me.

Two: EVEREST

“Do you want to try?” I ask Lexi as we walk over to the dead animal on the ground. 

I’ve already killed a rabbit and it’s quite a fat one, so it’ll probably last us tonight and tomorrow, but I can see the curiosity in my daughter’s eyes as she gets down on her knees before me and studies the animal.

For some fucked up reason my cock twitches in my jeans and I suck in a deep breath before looking away. Nope, I’m not doing that. I’m not that kind of man. My cock didn’t just twitch at the sight of her on her knees. What the fuck Everest?

“You’re asking me if I want to try using the shotgun or try killing a rabbit?” She lifts her head and stares up at me.
She looks just like her mom with those pretty brown curls of hers and her tiny, but curvy frame. The few resemblances we do share is our eye color and I spot a few freckles on her face that I have an endless amount of.
Her dark eyebrows dip with curiosity and I’m glad that she isn’t yet crying or glaring daggers at me for killing the rabbit.
“Yep. You wanna try both? It’s really easy.” I watch as she brushes her palms on her knees before she stands up and glances at the Remington in my hands.
“As long as I don’t have to help you prepare the meals,” she says in a very serious tone, and then the corner of her lips curls up into a small smile.
Things are still awkward between us even though we’ve known each other for three weeks now. But it’s not because she’s awkward, it’s because I’m still trying to get used to the idea of having my daughter around full-time
“Okay follow me,” I tell Lexi and move through the trees. We’re both quiet as I scan the grounds for another cottontail.
It takes a few minutes, but I soon spot movement near a lone tree. “Come here.” I motion for Lex to join me and when she gets in front of me, I hand her the Remington.
“Don’t make any sudden movements,” I whisper.
“You want to be as quiet as possible.”
Getting behind her, I place my arms around hers and guide her right hand to where the trigger is.
“Breathe,” I say and she takes a deep breath before moving back and pressing herself against me.
Fuck. It takes all that I have in me to not get closer to her. Her warm strawberry scent is filling my senses and it’s bad enough that her ass is pressed up against my cock.
“You can do it.” I lower my mouth to her ear, brushing my lips against her hair.
At that very second, Lex pulls the trigger and I watch as she gets the rabbit on its side right before it can move.
“Good girl,” I say.
Lexi turns around and hands me the Remington. Her eyes are even brighter in the snow and her pale cheeks and cute button nose are red from the cold.
“I’ve never done something so exhilarating before,” she says. “I almost thought I wasn’t going to get it.”
“Well, I mean I did not help in any way,” I tease her. “It’s fine, I don’t need any thanks.”
“Daddy!” She playfully socks me in the arm and at the same time, I shoot her a glance.
I can tell she’s embarrassed by calling me that because it’s been Everest up until now. Her face gets red quickly too, but I think it’s cute. And I should not be finding that cute.
“So,” Lexi says as if to quickly get over the growing tension in the air between us. “Is this like our first official father/daughter adventure?”
“Yep,” I say, moving towards the rabbit laying dead in the snow.
That’s right. She’s my daughter and I’m her father and there’s no way in fuck that I should even be considering anything else. That’s just fucked up on a whole other level.
I grab the rabbit by its ears before turning around. Lexi smiles at me again, a hopeful look in her eyes, but I just brush past her. She doesn’t need to be getting any ideas in her head. It’s just wrong and as an adult, I should know better. But do I know better? I just hope I think with my brain and not my cock, because God knows I only have so much self-restraint.
“We need to get back,” I tell her.
The sky is getting darker and it’s getting colder. Hopefully, this weekend will just go as I had planned and I can keep myself the fuck away from her.
We both walk back in silence and when we reach the cabin, Lexi grabs her backpack and quickly retreats into the room, probably to get away from me because I’m already being an asshole to her.
She doesn’t need that. She really needs me to be there for her, because, after the things the social worker had told me and the pictures I’d seen of Lexi and the kinds of abuse she’d been su ering, I know she’s been living in hell for most of her life and that is partly my fault. Actually a lot of my fault. But, fuck, if I could turn back the time and make better decisions, I would.
Lexi closes the door and that’s when a brutal realization hits me.
Fuck. There’s only one room and one bed. I’ll probably let her take the bed and I can rough it up on the floor because it’s just for two nights. I should have probably thought about this before deciding to take this trip because now it’s not looking so great.
I get a fire started in the fireplace and leave Lexi alone while I start skinning the rabbits. Hopefully, we can just put all the awkwardness behind us and just have a good, relaxing weekend.

Three: LEXI

It’s late and dark outside. The wind is howling like crazy out there, but thankfully the cabin is nice and cozy. 

I’ve been in the cabin’s only room since we came back from hunting and I don’t feel like going back out there, but I have to eventually.
This tiny room has a single bed against the corner of the room, with a huge glass window next to the right side of the bed, that looks out into the vast winter wonderland. There’s a desk across from the bed and it’s stacked with books and poetry and notes. Small notes where he wrote about the weather and hunting and one that made me laugh was a reminder to “Fix that damn cabin door”.
Everest has the prettiest handwriting ever. It’s neat and precise.
But that doesn’t mean he isn’t an asshole.
Something happened between us earlier. It was when I was holding the Remington and stepped back into him. I could feel him. I could feel his cock to be precise and some fucked up part of me thought it would be a good idea to press my ass against him.
Just doing that, I could feel that huge bulge getting hard.
I don’t know what the fuck I was thinking by doing that and I clearly pissed Everest o by doing that, because right after I had shot the rabbit, he started to act all cold. Especially after I called him daddy. I’m not even sure what made me call him that when I’ve been calling him by his name all this time.
Now things are awkward as fuck and I am too ashamed to go back out there and face him. But I have to grow a pair of balls and face my actions sooner rather than later.
I head into the adjoining bathroom first and decide to have a bath first. Everest told me he owned the cabin for a few years now and he spent a few summers doing the place up. It really is amazing and not shabby at all. I guess that’s the perk of being an architect.
The bathroom has a single marble bathtub with a hand-held shower head and next to the tub is a huge glass wall with a thick fur tree right outside.
I strip out of my clothes as I wait for the tub to fill and when it’s almost to the top, I shut the faucets off and climb into the steaming hot water.
Immediately, I feel all the muscles in my body set and the cold is replaced by the heat. Shit, it feels so good. Sliding my hands down my tits, I pinch my nipples. They are soft from the warmth of the water, but as I continue to roll the buds between my fingers, they start to get hard.
Just then there’s a tap on the bathroom door. My eyes snap open and I hold my breath. My right hand slides down my stomach until I’m sliding my fingers in between my pussy folds, while I keep my eyes on the door.
“Hey,” he says on the other side.
I press my fingers against my clit and for a moment I imagine him touching me there, circling me with his fingers, spreading my pussy with those long calloused fingers of his. Fuck, that would feel so good.
“Yeah?” My voice sounds oddly pitched and my heart is pounding against my chest.
The fact that he’s on the other side while I’m touching myself turns me on more. If he opened the door right now and saw me, would he get mad at me, or would be aroused too?
“I’m gonna make dinner soon. I just wanted to-uh…to check on you,” he says.
I slip one finger inside of my pussy and then another, softly biting my bottom lip to keep myself from moaning.
“I was an asshole earlier,” he continues. “I’m sorry if I did anything to upset you.”
“I…I’m fine,” I say quickly. “You didn’t do anything.”
My left hand plays with my nipples, pulling each of them and teasing them, while the warm water gently laps around my tits.
“Okay,” he says and then clears his throat. “Well, I’ll be on that side.”
When he leaves, I continue to finger-fuck myself, all the while imagining him behind me in the tub and torturing my pussy.
I don’t stop fucking my pussy until I’m coming hard against my fingers, forgetting they’re mine for a second and thinking they’re his. It’s his big fingers that I imagine are moving inside of me as my body trembles with an orgasm.
Sighing, I slip further into the tub and soak my hair and then scrub myself down, before climbing out of the tub.
Once I’m dry, I pull on an old pair of grey sweatpants and a black and grey flannel shirt that I had stolen from Everest a few days ago when we were talking about coming. I’ve already worn it, but I don’t think he has realized it’s his as yet. It’s really big on me so it hangs around my shoulders and I have to roll up the sleeves a little to avoid looking like I’m drowning in it. And it smells just like him with his clean, soapy masculine scent.
I pull my hair into a light messy bun and then head out of the room and into the living room. Everest is at the wooden countertop, adding sliced carrots and onions to a large casserole dish in which the rabbit is already neatly skinned and placed.
I go to stand next to Everest, leaning against the counter. He glances down at me while he pours red wine into a wine glass. Those dark, intense eyes of his give me a once-over as he raises his glass to his lips and takes a sip.
I watch the way his protruding Adam’s apple bobs up and down and then I decided that I would like to kiss him there-actually everywhere, but specifically there first. I’ve always loved that area of a man.
Everest places his glass down in between us and cocks his head. “Is that my flannel?”
“Is it?” I wrap my right hand around his glass.
“I think I noticed you wearing it before, but I was too preoccupied,” he admits, as he places the casserole into the oven.
“I’m sorry,” I say, lifting the glass to my lips and taking a sip of his wine. It’s sweet and tart and lingers on my tongue long after I’ve swallowed it.
Everest lets his eyes wander over my lips and then down to my throat before he meets my gaze again.
“You’re not old enough to drink.” He reaches out and tries to take the glass from me, but I pull my hand back and move closer to him, before moving my left hand up to his neck.
He can’t deny that he can’t feel the tension between us because the second I touch him, I hear him breathe in sharply.
“Lex.” His deep voice warns me to not push it, but I want to. I need to do this. I know he can make me feel better.
“What, Daddy?” I ask, batting my eyelashes at him.
“We can’t. It’s wrong. You know I’m your legal guardian and besides that I– we…We just can’t, Lex.”
“Please.” I hate how pleading I sound, but I really want to do this. I want to feel his inside of me and the growing need to have him thrusting that big cock of his makes me so wet. I can feel the dampness in my pussy as I move toward Everest.
Without warning, I reach out and place my left down right against the front of his jeans and fuck me. He’s so fucking hard and big right now.
“Oh my God,” I whisper. “Please fuck me, Daddy. My pussy is aching for you to be inside of me.”
And those little words of encouragement are all Everest needs because once I set the wine down, he grabs me by my waist and hauls me up o my feet and against him.
“We shouldn’t,” he says in a throaty voice as he places me with ease onto the counter.
“Oh, but we should.” I grab him by his black t-shirt and pull him towards me before crashing my lips against him.
The kiss is far from gentle. It’s filled with need and want and lust. Everest bites my lower lip and I moan into his mouth, while we silently work to remove our clothes. His t-shirt is on the floor and my flannel and bra join it next.
“Fuck.” Everest drops his eyes to my breasts, but then something else catches his attention.
I glance down at my abdomen and find him staring at the scars that stand out across my skin. Old scars, but they still hurt when I look at them.
“They’re ugly,” I tell Everest. “Don’t look at them because they might repulse you.”
“Lex,” he whispers and then reaches out to touch my abdomen. “I’m so sorry.” His fingers are warm and gentle as he touches them.
“It’s okay.” I swallow the tears because I refuse to let these scars mean anything. “Fuck me so I can forget. Please.”

Four: LEXI

Everest kisses my throat first, gently sucking and grazing my skin with his teeth, while his fingers work to pull down my sweatpants and panties. 

I let my fingers fall into his hair, as his mouth moves lower until he’s kissing the soft swells of my breasts.
I lean back against the cool wall and release a soft sigh the second his tongue touches my nipples. He bites my right bud, gently tugging on it and sucking it into his mouth before he closes his entire mouth over my breasts.
I gasp as I glance down at him before he looks so fucking hot as he tries to fill his mouth with my breast.
Everest slides his left palm around me and in between my shoulder blades, forcing me to arch my back so that he can access me better.
“God, you’re so beautiful,” he mumbles as he kisses his way down my abdomen.
I squeeze my eyes shut, the pressure in my pussy is growing with each passing second.
“Look at me,” Everest says in a very commanding tone.
My eyes snap open and I peer down at him through half-open lips.
“I just want you inside of me,” I whisper.
My cheeks grow hot at seeing him settle his face in between my legs. His eyes rake over my pussy for a long moment as if he’s a starved man.
“I want to taste you first,” he says.
I quickly squeeze my thighs shut, because I’ve never had anyone go down on me before. I want this to happen, but I’m also terrified.
“We don’t have to do this if you don’t want to,” Everest says.
His eyes are warm and understanding and it helps me relax. The nervous knots in my stomach unravel slowly.
“I want to, it’s just that no one has ever gone down on me before.”
He kisses my thighs and then rests his cheek against them. “I just want to make you feel good. I’m fine with whatever. Why don’t you use me instead?”
My heart starts to pound against my chest. “What do you mean?”
“I mean why don’t you fuck my face with your pussy,” Everest says. “I want you to ride my tongue until I can taste your come.”
Hearing his words makes something feral in me come to the surface. I grab his hair and move my ass o the counter and then I’m standing above him, with his face just below my pussy.
I spread my legs for him and Everest grabs my thighs before bringing me down to him. I moaned out loud at the contact of his mouth on me.
Letting go, I do exactly what Everest told me to do and I rock my hips back and forth, grinding my pussy against his warm mouth.
“Fuck!” I hiss as his tongue enters me.
My eyes roll to the back of my head. Oh, it feels so good. Too good in fact.
Heat pools in my belly and my legs turn to jelly, but Everest holds me steady with his strong hands.
I start to move my hips in slow, agonizing circles and then up and down as he spears me each time with his tongue.
Without warning, I come hard against his mouth, my mouth falling open as the orgasm takes over my body.
“Everest!” I cry out fishing his thick, dark locks in between my fingers.
I try to move, but Everest has his arms locked around my hips and he doesn’t stop sucking my cunt, running his devilish tongue in between my folds until I’m trembling again.
When he’s done, he stands up and grabs me by my waist, and throws me over his shoulders as if I weigh nothing.
He doesn’t stop moving until we’re in the room and then he throws me down onto the warm bed.
I spread my legs and move my fingers in between my wet pussy while Everest unbuttons his jeans and discards them along with his underwear in record time.
Positioning himself over me, Everest enters me with the tip of his cock.
“I don’t have a condom,” he says.
I release a breath, bringing my lips up to his shoulder so that I can kiss his warm, damp skin.
“I’m on birth control,” I say, arching my neck as he moves further into me.
“It’s this okay?” he asks gently as his thick length spreads me until he is all the way in.
“Yes. Yes, it’s good…it’s…” My mouth falls open at the sheer size of him and he kisses me then, drowning out all my moans and soft gasps as he begins to move inside of me.
He is steady with his heart pounding hard against mine and I’m grateful that he takes his time with me, even though I know it’s torturing him to go so slow.
But as my body slowly relaxed and my pussy becomes soft and wet around him, Everest starts to fuck me. He thrusts deep inside of my cunt and I spread my legs wider so that I can accommodate his large body.
He fucks me until tears are streaming down my cheeks. He fucks me until the only sounds that fill the room are our hungry moans and our bodies moving together in the darkness. Moving my hands up his neck, I let my fingers curl around the soft, damp strands of his hair.
I feel Everest slide his hands around my throat and he applies so much pressure that I’m soon gasping for air.
“Come for me, baby,” Everest says and I let go.
When I come, I dig my heels into the bed and arch my back, feeling his cock slide all the way inside of me. I’m screaming out his name when my pussy contracts around his cock like a vise. Over and over, I scream as desire takes control of my body and mind. He loosens his large hands from around my throat and I suck in a deep breath.
Everest comes seconds later, filling my pussy with his hot cum, and I feel him trembling against me as he slides his large palm up my spine and holds me to him.
“Fuck.” His voice is gravelly as he buries his lips in my neck. “Oh, my God.”
I smile in the darkness as I wrap my legs around his damp body, with him still buried deep inside of me.
“Thank you,” I whisper after a moment of silence.
“Why are you thanking me?” he asks.
“Because.” My heartbeat resumes a normal pace.
“I needed that.”
“I’m sorry that it took forever for you to be with me,” Everest says and then he kisses my neck.
“It’s okay,” I whisper back. “I am here now.”

Five: EVEREST

I’m holding her in my arms, moving slowly inside of her and kissing all her moans and tears. 

She feels so warm and tight. I could never get enough of this. Of her. Burying my lips into the side of her neck, I gently tease her by sucking and grazing her skin with my teeth. I want all of her and I want her to have all of me. I was to be completely consumed by her, by her intoxicating scent and her warm pussy.

“Come for me,” I whisper against her throat. “You’re Daddy’s good girl, aren’t you?”
It’s like my voice has her trained into fulfilling my every command, because the next thing I know, Lexi is coming beneath me.
“Shh.” I kiss her whimpers away and hold her against my body, both of us are soaking in our sweat and sex and it just fucking amazing to be inside of her. She’s so wet that I move inside of her with ease and once she relaxes beneath me, I let myself go and come deep inside her sweet pussy, letting all my cum fill her.
I don’t stop until I’ve given her all and then I fall against her, kissing along her damp throat and jawline.
“Fuck,” I say. “That’s the best sex I’ve ever had in my life.”
“You were my first,” she admits in the darkness. “I’m glad you were because it was amazing both times.”
We’re silent for a moment and then two, but then I need to get something o my mind.
“Lex,” I say.
“Yeah?” Her voice is small now.
“I love everything about you and I always will,” I say. “I want you to know that I’m fucking sorry about the way you’ve been living and that I wish I did better. Your mom was an abusive addict and I was stupid and young, but you didn’t deserve any of that,” I tell her.
She’s crying right now. I can feel her shaking beneath me, but I hold her and I vow to myself that I’ll never let go of her ever.
“I love everything and attention includes loving your scars, baby, " I whisper against her throat.
“Everest,” she says, her voice thick with emotion.
“Yeah?”
“I love you too.”
We stay like that for the rest of the night, in each other’s arms, listening to the wind howling outside, until sleep eventually finds us.




Epilogue

LEXI
9 years later… 

The summers spent at the cabin are amazing. Ever since moving in with Everest, I have healed in the most amazing way possible. We decided to move out of the city permanently and enjoy the rural parts of Hemlock Hollows.

I love the cabin in every way possible. I enjoy every day here, but summer will always be my favorite.
I was as Wyatt runs up to Everest. He’s only five and I hadn’t been on the pill. It was one night of reckless fucking, and our son is the result. We were both apprehensive at first, but Wyatt is amazing. He looks just like Everest. He has his dark locks and his shy smile and he has my determination and both of our eyes. He’s a cute kid.
So, we don’t regret it.
“Hey,” Everest calls out to me, drawing me out of my daze.
I’m sitting on the grass soaking up the sun when he comes and settles himself in between my legs. He uses his large fingers to tickle me in my ribs and I start laughing as I try to push him away, but I can’t because he’s too big.
“Stop,” I’m gasping for air.
“Hey.” Everest wraps his hands around my waist perfectly and dips his head low for a deep.
He’s warm and wet and tastes like the lemonade he was drinking a few minutes ago. He kisses me hard, moving his mouth against mine, and sucking my bottom lip into his mouth. He kisses me until we both have to break apart to get air.
“I love you so much,” he whispers. “Every day and,” he takes my hand in his, “I’ll never get enough of this.” He gives me a quick kiss on my lips. “Of you.”
I can feel the tears building up in my throat, but just swallow them down. “I love you to Everest. Thank you for loving me.”

II

PIKE

The first three chapters of PIKE, my dark ice hockey romance. 




Chapter 1: RHYS

Then 

They’re fighting again. I sit in the darkness of my room listening as our parents go at it. They’ve always been toxic to each other. But tonight is bad. It’s worse than any other night we’ve ever had to deal with.

There’s a knock on my door and I know who it is before she even slips inside. Pike.
She’s climbing onto my bed and curls up right next to me, invading my senses with that strong fruity scent of hers.
I press my forehead against her cheek as my sister fists her fingers in my Tshirt. I can feel the warm tears on her skin, so I wrap my arm around her and hold her closer.
“Rhys.” Her voice is soft, but I can hear the shakiness. “Do you think it’ll be okay tomorrow? I don’t want us all to break apart.”
There’s a loud thumping sound coming from downstairs. Mom is screaming and Dad is too. I’ve never heard him get this angry before. He’s screaming so loud that my own heart starts pounding hard against my chest.
What do I tell Pike, when I’m afraid too? Do I give her hope for a better tomorrow? I’d just be lying if I did because, after tonight, I know deep down in my heart that things will never be the same again. But I lie to her anyway, because I can’t tell her the bitter truth. I won’t. That’s what I’ve always done. Protected Pike from the ugly, while I absorbed the bad.
“Yeah. They’re just fighting like always,” I say. “They’ll get over it in the morning. Don’t worry about them, Rabbit.”
Pike relaxes against me, but she’s not stupid. She’s just trying to make herself feel better, rather than face the inevitable truth.
“That’s not my son sleeping up there!” I hear Dad yell downstairs. “You’re just a fucking whore, Michelle. You should take your filthy fucking bastard son and leave my house.”
He’s talking about me. Why would he say that? A lump wedges itself in my throat.
I grow still next to Pike and thankfully she’s not listening to the fight anymore, because she’s tucked into my side and falling asleep.
Mom says something unintelligible and then I hear something else getting thrashed. I should go down there. What if he’s hitting her again? It won’t be anything new.
“No!” Dad screams. “Don’t bring my daughter into this. Pike will stay here. She has me. She doesn’t need a whore bringing her up.”
The house is silent after that. I hear a door slamming and then the sound of an engine roaring. That’s probably Dad leaving.
I’m never usually scared when they have fights but tonight I’m afraid.
I try to move so that I can go and check on Mom, but Pike grabs my T-shirt as if she can sense what I want to do.
So I stay there with her in the dark, holding her until she’s softly snoring. I grab a pillow from behind me with my free hand and replace my arm that is wrapped around Pike’s neck with it before I climb out of bed.
I wait a few seconds and when Pike turns away from me to face the other side of the room, I quickly slip out and shut the door behind me.
Mom is downstairs sitting on the floor next to the couch with a bottle of vodka in her hands. Everything is a mess. Pillows are strewn. Pike’s awards from school for her volleyball competitions are thrown on the floor. My first hockey game that was framed is on the floor too. A shattered bottle of red wine sits at Mom’s feet. The blood red is sitting in a dark puddle. Her head is down as I step into the living room, but the floorboards creak underneath me and she looks up.
The black stains from her mascara left dark trails down her rosy cheeks, probably from when she was crying. Her eyes are bloodshot and her lips quiver before she gives me a quick smile. I can tell it’s forced because it doesn’t reach her eyes.
“Where’s your sister?” she asks, brushing the back of her hand across her red nose.
“Upstairs,” I say, swallowing hard.
She nods and then lifts the vodka bottle to her lips before taking a long swig. “You heard everything?”
I nod. “Not Pike though. She heard some stuff, but not everything.”
Mom looks at me, regret swimming in her red eyes. I watch as fresh tears roll down her cheeks.
“What did he mean?” I ask. My throat is thick with emotion and my heart is pounding in my ears.
“What?” Mom swipes the tears away and shoves a hand through her dark hair. “What are you talking about?”
“You know what I’m talking about, Mom.” Anger swells in my veins. Sometimes I can understand Dad’s anger towards her when she starts acting as if everyone around her is stupid.
But I try to calm myself down. She doesn’t need me getting mad at her too.
She rolls her eyes. “Please. Are you gonna cuss me out like your dad now? Go ahead, Rhys. I’m everyone’s punching bag these days.”
“Mom.” She’s trying to avoid the answer I want. I curl my hands into fists. “What he said doesn’t make sense. It just doesn’t make sense.”
“That you’re not his son?” she spits out coldly.
“Pike and I are twins. That can’t be true.”
“Fraternal is a thing, unfortunately.” She says the words so callously as the anger bubbles in my blood.
“What the hell are you talking about?” I ask her too loudly, forgetting that Pike is asleep upstairs.
“You,” she says, staggering as she tries to stand up. “You have a di erent father.”
Tears burn the back of my eyes. “You’re lying.”
“Am I?” She laughs sardonically. “Jesus, I’m your mother, Rhys. I did the tests. Even he knows that it’s true. I think he’s always known.”
I turn away from her and head back upstairs, but not before her final words reach me.
“Pack your bags, dear bastard son. You heard that too, right? We are not welcome to stay here anymore.” What about Pike? I knew deep down that my mother never cared for her as much as me, but I could never leave Pike. Living without her was an impossibility.
Anger slithers its way down my spine and I have to gather every bit of calm in me to not turn around and tell her something I’ll regret later. I rush back up into my room and climb back into bed, before wrapping my arms around Pike. She reaches up so that she can slide her hands around my neck and breathes softly into the hollow base of my throat.
Oh, God. I can’t lose her. I can’t.




Chapter 2: PIKE

Now 

Tyler’s warm hands are on my midri , slowly working their way up to the straps of my bra. I’m on my back on a bench in the hockey locker room and yeah, I agree it’s not the best of places to get intimate with someone.

Especially not right after a hockey training session with a sweaty hockey player. But he couldn’t wait to get back to his dorm room and I needed to find a way to block out all the shit from this entire week.

He really wants this and I can tell by the way he slightly presses himself into my body and his hard cock that is poking against my stomach.
His warm lips touch my neck and when I feel him breathing heavily into my ear, that’s the moment I put my hands on his broad shoulders and push back a little.
“Babe, what’s wrong?” He runs his tongue along my skin and I am immediately turned off.
My dad is one of the co-founders of the hockey team of St. Charles’ Academy, so I have access to a lot of things girls my age wish they did. Like going to a lot of games and having hot hockey players around twenty-four-seven.
That also led to me and Tyler Pryce spending a lot of time together all summer. But we haven’t even gotten to the sex part yet. I’m nineteen and still as virgin as Mary herself. I can’t put my finger on exactly what it is that turns me o about losing my virginity, but I suppose it’s the fact that I believed that guys changed after you finally gave them what they wanted. That and my weak point is committing to things long-term. The idea of forever scares me.
I thought I liked him. I mean I do because that’s the same reason I decided to go along with this in the first place. But as far as sex goes, I think we’ll just be sticking to the kissing part for now. I’m not going to force myself to enjoy something I’m not sure I completely want yet.
“I can’t do this today,” I say, as I push him back again so that I can get up from beneath him.
Thankfully, he gets the hint and moves o from above me, before stepping back and leaning against the row of ash-blue lockers.
“Pike,” he says and rubs his hand across his jaw.
Tyler looks like your typical good-looking American boy that has a big home with his mom always baking and his family always going on family vacations to South Carolina at their fancy country club home. I know it’s very specific, but only because it’s very true.
His dirty, beach-blonde hair is short and he has really pretty aquamarine eyes. Add his clean-shaven, chiseled jaw and broad shoulders and you have perfection. Perfection that a lot of girls would like to have around all day.
“What do you want?” he asks. “I thought you were ready to finally…you know?”
“Have sex?” The words tumble out of my mouth more bluntly than I intend for them to. “I’m sorry. I guess I’m just not in the mood today.”
I thought I was ready today too. I didn’t even care about losing my virginity today. I just wanted something else to think about other than the news my dad gave me yesterday. This entire week has been a shitshow.
My stomach coils with that odd feeling again and the bile in my throat rises. For the first time in years, my bile is coming up on its own accord.
I get up from the bench and adjust my grey cable-knit sweater, before standing there in front of Tyler, not sure what to say or do.
“When I came to you at the start of the summer, you were down for it. And you know I like hanging out with you.” He walks towards me and raises his hand and I’m staring directly into his beautiful eyes.
He touches my cheek and then drops his hand again. “But I thought you wanted more. I’m willing to give you more of me. It’s just that I’m not sure if that’s what you want anymore.”
“I do,” I stupidly blurt out before I can think of anything else smarter to say. “I just have things going on at home that I don’t want to deal with.”
That is true. I’m basically just using Tyler to help me forget the shit that I don’t want to deal with.
Tyler smiles, showing o his perfect row of teeth. “I can’t imagine what you’re dealing with. Did Daddy not get his princess something she wanted?”
Tyler’s words irritate me. It’s no secret that my family is rich. My dad’s family comes from old money and even though he could have done anything in the world, his life has always been all about hockey.
But we haven’t always been this way. We haven’t always been able to sustain ourselves without having to worry about food for the next day. Things were dark before. It’s not entirely great now either, but it’s not like how it used to be. That’s why Tyler’s comment annoys me so much. He thinks someone who’s sitting with a load of old money doesn’t have any problems in the world.
He can make out from the look on my face that I’m not joking, so he drops the smile and curls his arm around my neck.
“I’m sorry. I can be a real jerk sometimes. That’s not what I meant,” he says, his jaw clenching and then unclenching.”I’m just trying to lighten the dullness in here. I mean we were having fun one second and now you’re all glum.”
You were having fun.
He takes a strand of my black hair and twirls it in between his fingers. “We’re all hanging out at The Bounds later after the game. We have a new guy on the team and he’s on a scholarship, so he’s good,” Tyler says. " We’re definitely gonna be celebrating tonight. You gonna be there? There’s a keg and probably shitty drugs, but it’ll be fun.”
I nod silently. Maybe that’s exactly what I should do tonight. Besides, The Bounds is one of my few favorite places in Columbus.
It’s the one place I can truly forget my shitty life for a minute and just exist.
“I’ll be there,” I tell Tyler and then leave the locker room.
It’s late. It’s already 5:33 p.m. and I should have been home hours ago. But that means going back and facing my dad and he’s going to want to talk. And I really don’t want to talk right now. Not about anything.
I wait outside the black iron-cast gates of St. Charles after I call Greg, our chau eur. He shows up fifteen minutes later in the sleek black Rolls Royce. I get in and we head home silently as the grey clouds in the sky grow darker and heavier, indicating that a storm is on its way.




Chapter 3: PIKE

Now 

Whitlock Manor. It’s an abnormally huge Victorian Manor with expansive grounds still standing since 1888. Dad never had the heart to leave it and it’s just us in this big house, but the moment Greg pulls up in the cobblestone drive, I notice the monstrous black Ford Raptor parked next to my dad’s silver Aston Martin.

We don’t have any extended family and Dad never meets with any of his business associates at home so I can’t imagine what would show up here at this part of the evening. All our social encounters are always out of the house.

“Are we expecting any visitors?” I ask Greg as I get out of the car and shoulder my backpack.
He grumbles something under his breath and I roll my eyes as I head up the gray cobblestones to the huge, dark jade green front door.
When I push the door open and step inside, I can hear loud, heated voices coming from the living room. I quickly recognize Dad’s voice, but the other voice is unfamiliar, younger, and deeper. Dropping my bag on the floor, I move through the foyer, my heels clicking on the dark wooden floors.
When I round the corner, I see my dad first. He’s facing me and the other person is a dark-haired guy with his back toward me. I can see from his back that his muscles are tense under the black t-shirt that he’s wearing. They’re both standing there, facing each other and immediately I can sense the tension permeating the air and bouncing off, of them.
My dad sees me and his eyes widen for a second, his features are mixed with anger and confusion.
“Upstairs.” He says to me. Just one word, but I can hear the anger and irritation in it. But before I can move or ask him what the hell, the guy turns around.
The second his dark grey eyes meet mine, my breath escapes my lips and I’m suddenly glued to where I am. No, it can’t be.
“Dad,” I say even though I’m not even sure why I’m calling him.
Rhys. I never thought I’d ever see him again. This must have been why Dad was in a shitty mood all week. It explains a lot.
“Pike.” My dad’s tone is a warning, but I ignore him.
The back of my eyes burns with tears as I stand there, facing my brother. Not just my brother, but my fraternal twin. I haven’t seen him in years.
“Pike,” Rhys says, his dark grey eyes, the same grey as mine, watch me, watch as my chest rises and falls rapidly.
“The fact that you’re staying here doesn’t change anything,” my dad says to Rhys, his voice is filled with so much anger and I haven’t heard him use that kind of tone in years.
“Yes, Sir,” Rhys says as he continues to stare at me.
His jaw is hard, his expression unreadable.
What the fuck is going on? I want to speak, but my lips are glued together and I can’t seem to find the right words.
“Dad.” My lips move again, but I can’t hear myself speaking.
My dad’s dark eyes flicker to mine. “I’ll be back later.”
He leaves without another word. The front door slams shut and then it’s just us. It’s just him and I. Even though the living room is huge, the space in it is suddenly not enough. The air in it is not enough.
Rhys takes a step forward and I stay glued to where I am, so he takes another step, and another, and another until he’s standing right in front of me.
I can hear him breathing now that’s how close he’s standing in front of me. I lift my gaze to his. His full lips part and I find myself studying his features. The new and the old. The fading scar that slashes through his left eyebrow is new. His sharp cheekbones now stand out in replacement of what were once baby cheeks. His inky black hair, the same inky black as mine, is cut roughly at the edges in no specific style. There’s something di erent about him though and it’s not just the broadness of his shoulders or the fact that he now towers over me. No, it’s something else. Something darker about him. I haven’t seen him in forever and even though we were once inseparable, it now feels like I’m standing in front of a broken mirror. It doesn’t feel like how it used to feel before, where I knew him and he knew me. His dark gaze rakes over me, taking in every inch of me, until his eyes are on mine once again.
I reach out with both of my arms so that I can hug him, or at least feel him once again, but Rhys takes a step back as if he can’t bear the thought of me touching him. His jaw is tight and his eyes are narrowed as he looks around the living room and then back at me.
“I never thought I’d ever see you again,” I say, dropping my arms at my sides.
“I’ve been here all week. Transferred to St. Charles to play for the hockey team,” he says.
I blink away the tears and suck in a deep breath. “I didn’t know.”
“I guess life is always throwing surprises at us.” His words are clipped and I frown, because this isn’t the kind of reunion I was ever expecting if I ever saw him again.
“My dad told me about what happened,” I say, my voice thick with emotion.
Rhys turns away from me, but not quickly enough before I see the way his jaw clenches and his eyes avoid mine.
He bends down and grabs a large black bag from the floor and swings it over his shoulders.
“Yeah, life happens, Pike. Glad you got the memo though.” Cruel amusement laces his deep voice. “Didn’t think you’d hear anything up here in this fortress that you’ve been kept in all these years.”
“You’re acting as if I never cared-” I start, but Rhys is already leaving through the front door.
“Did you ever?” His voice echoes around me and I wince as the door slams shut for a second time, filling the house once again with silence.
I stand there for a few seconds not really sure of how to swallow down everything. I can already feel the bile in my throat rising. The packet of Doritos I had earlier is already attempting to find a way out of my body.
I run up the dark spiral wooden staircase and head straight to my room. I grab the hem of my sweater, pull it over my head and throw it on my room floor before heading into the adjoining bathroom.
Grabbing the sides of the toilet, I fall to my knees and all the vomit comes up, burning my throat as I empty my stomach contents.
My senses are infiltrated by the rancid smell. Clenching the sides of the toilet, I feel my stomach lurch. My throat constricts and I gag but nothing else comes up and all I’m left with after is a bitter, sour taste in my mouth.
I fall back against the wooden cabinet behind me and close my arms over my stomach. The tears fall and before I know it, I’m crying. I’m crying because of Mom and Rhys and everything else that’s fucked up in my life.
I sit like this for about ten minutes, until I calm myself down by steadily inhaling through my nose and then blowing out deep breaths through my mouth.
When I’m done, I stand up and position my shirt right before going over to the sink and rinsing my mouth out with some mint-flavored mouthwash.
I have to go to the game later because I want to go to that party later on, so I strip o my clothes and climb into the warm comfort of my bed for a short nap. As I fall asleep, I can’t ignore the apprehension I feel in my chest.
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