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  To those who dare to love fiercely…







  
    
      “I’d stand in the shadows of your heart and tell you I’m not afraid of your dark.”


    

    
      —A. J. Daniels
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  Foreword



Dear Reader




This is my explanation as to why I decided to write a Taboo themed book.

Before reading any further, I should make myself clear in the fact that I did not write Twin Flame to glorify Incest. This book is not an erotic romance, although I graphically describe the sexual tension and scenes.

You have every right to turn away from this, but I would like you to stay so I will be very pleased if you can. 

When I got the idea for Twin Flame, I think it appealed to me so much because it’s set in such a dark, gothic academia atmosphere. 

I have several reasons for wanting to tell Christians and Violet’s story and the first one being that it was very sad to me. These children were brought into the world by parents that were physically, mentally and sexually abusive. Which is what made Violet grow do attached to her brother. They were abused to the point where they began developing demons of their own.

The second reason was the idea that the Osborn family was wicked and did not confirm to the norms of society. They have always had this disturbing darkness and I wanted to show how very real this could be in our world. I don’t doubt that there are many families like this out there. Christians character was amazing to delve into. The fact that he suffered abuse from his father had played a role in him developing ASPD which is something I’ve explore before In The Within Trilogy. Except in this book my MMC is completely unhinged. I also talk about my love for the Victorian Era. Because this book is set in a dark academia world, I’ve scattered bits and pieces of info from the Victorian Era. I hope you enjoy the book! 
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  Blurb






Five years after their family was torn apart by tragedy, 18-year-old, Violet Osborn, finds herself reuniting with her twin brother, Christian, with whom she shares a special, almost haunting bond.




Now that he’s back home, Christian discovers that his sister isn’t the same as she was. Determined to find out what’s wrong, Christian reveals a thirst for blood that he’s been hiding for far too long.




A dark twisted tale of love, murder, lust and obsession.







  Warning



This book explores dark themes. Please note that this is a work of fiction for adults who enjoy reading these kinds of dark and disturbing books. Although I use the term beauty and beast throughout the book, it is not a retelling of any kind. It just terms that seemed fitting for the story.







• Extremely Taboo

• Twincest

• Dark Academia Vibe

• Gothic Elements

• Violence

• Murder

• Gore

• Obsessive H and h

• Flashback of SA (Not by H)

• Disturbing Childhood Memories

• Non/Con

• Dub/Con

• Soulmates/ Twin Flame

• Mentions of Self-harm

• Undiagnosed Bipolar Disorder

• Blood Play

• Graphic Sex

•HEA




If you need any more information, please contact the author on her email, where she will likely respond.

authorabriar@gmail.com
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I was thirteen when Mother killed herself. I’ve thought about it almost every day, but today I thought about it more intensely. The memories that I had desperately suppressed had resurfaced for some reason and I was forced to remember the vivid details. The strong, chlorine smell of bleach that she had drank from the detergent bottle and her dead blue eyes. I found her on the basement floor alone. Dead. Cold. I remember the feel of her deathly skin when I sat beside her, tucking her matted hair behind her ear. The lamp above flickered and I felt something warm and sticky on my fingers. When I pulled them back, they were stained with crimson. I don’t know where the blood came from, but she’d had a dark patch of dried blood on her forehead and at the back of her head. Maybe she fell. I don’t remember a lot about that day. I just remember finding her.

Crossing my legs, I sucked in a deep breath. It was Autumn and the first of many storms to come had already covered Columbus with its deathly scent. The hundreds of acres of grass on the Osborn Estate were strewn with soaked cornflower blue blooms. It was both a beautiful and depressing sight. The smell of fresh rain. I loved the lingering smell of the air after a storm. It was clean and cold. I spent most of my days outside or in the woods where I felt like I could be myself, lost under the canopy of pine that rose high into the sky, their prickly pine needles scraping against my arms.

Storms frightened people. It frightened me too, especially when my tormentor would came into my room. He loved to wait for the nights when it stormed because then no one could hear my screams. The screams he loved to hear as he defiled me in horrendous ways.

But I’ve grown to find a calmness in the serenity after the menacing claps of thunder and howling winds that reminded me of ghosts travelling the plains, searching for human flesh to drag back to hell.

“Violet!”

Turning my head, I glanced up the hill to see Aunt Judith standing there in her yellow raincoat. She lived in it almost every day because she hated the cold and the rain. Of course, she hated it. It wasn’t like she wanted to live here by choice. This place held a terrible memory in almost every single corner and crevice you could find. People at school mocked me a lot about The Osborn Estate and our family. That we were weird and fucked up in the head. It might have been true. When they shoved me into lavatory stalls to kick me in my stomach or write things like whore with a permanent marker on my arms, I often thought about gouging out their eyes or smashing their windpipes to end their mocking laughter.

Death didn’t scare me. Not as much as it would have before. But when you’ve been tortured for years and you finally accept death as your only escape out of this dreaded world, you become fearless. I touched the scars on my wrist. Some new, some old, but they’re all cut with a blade.

My family owned half of the town, and all my eighteen years, I’ve never known anything else beyond it. Running away wasn’t an option. Besides, where would I go? Most of our extended family were either dead or had changed their names completely, not wanting anything to do with the family name any more.

The grounds which had belonged to my family since the mid-17th century sprawled out hundreds of acres, with the dark foreboding forest surrounding the estate. Generations and generations of Osborns before us, all with their own dark, twisted lives. They were all buried right here on our grounds in our family’s marble mausoleum. I’ll probably be buried here too one day. It was family tradition.

The house itself—a perfect example of gothic, Greek revival style,was refurbished three times. It had sixteen bedrooms—only ten were fully restored—and four different wings with a labyrinth of halls and storerooms and hidden rooms.

“Violet!” She shouted again as if I hadn’t heard her clearly the first time.

I glanced down at my Oxfords and dug them deep into the soft black mud, before standing up and running a hand down my black plaid dress. I stared at the silvery wall of mist that rose above the wildflowers in the acres of fields ahead, as it continued deep into the forest.

Aunt Judith had a scowl plastered across her face

as I climbed the hill and got closer to where she stood. God forbid if she ever woke up one morning without a fucking scowl. I would be surprised if she offered me any other look. She was nothing like my father with her hanging pink cheeks, round eyes, and a thin mouth. Nothing was outstanding about her. Married three times and widowed twice. She didn’t have anything that resembled an Osborn. Not our inky black hair, pale skin, or sunken blue eyes, not even our perfect aquiline noses and slender cheekbones. She wasn’t a very beautiful woman, nor did she have a sparkling personality. I hated her.

“Your brother is here,” was all she said before she turned around and trudged back up to the house.

A soft gasp escaped my lips. My heart hammered at her words and for the first time in years, I felt something inside of me other than dead. He was here. Christian. My heart lurched. Aunt Judith said it so lackadaisically, but she didn’t understand. No one could possibly understand the bond twins shared. The bond we’d shared growing up had made us inseparable. That was before everything was ruined and our family was broken forever. Before I knew what was happening, my feet were moving forward and then I broke out into a full run, sucking in gulps of cold air as I climbed up the hill as fast as my feet could go. Christian. His name filled my thoughts. It was the only thing I could think of.

I clutched the blue flower that I’d been holding for the past half-hour in my hand so tightly that when I reached the back door of the mansion, I looked down and saw my palm stained with its blue pigment.

I let the flower fall to the ground and walked into the house through the tall, dark wood-stained doors that were wide open. My hands shook a little as I released a nervous breath.

The black oak floors creaked as I hurried through the dining area. Aunt Judith would kill me for leaving muddy tracks behind me, but I didn’t care. I didn’t care because he was here.

Breathing hard, I stepped into the foyer, smoothing down my long black hair that I hadn’t brushed in ages. I felt a sharp twig in my thick locks, so I pulled it out and kept it in my palm.

Aunt Judith hovered by the ajar giant, dark green door, but she stepped away as I neared her. My throat suddenly felt very dry and there was an odd fluttering in my chest. He was here—

It was almost unreal.

“Violet,” Aunt Judith was speaking to me, but I couldn’t hear her any more as I drowned out the world around me.

I caught sight of his left hand first. Long pale fingers with purple, bruises on them. Gradually, I drew my gaze along his tall frame, until I was staring directly into his left eye. The other half of his body was hidden by the door. Gripping the door tightly, I swung it open, my impatience getting the better of me. My other half.

“Christian,” I barely whispered.

His beautiful bruise-blue eyes had shadows underneath them as if he hadn’t slept in ages like me. My eyes roamed over his changed features. Five years. Except it didn’t quite feel like five years to me, it felt like centuries had passed.

What was once full cheeks were now mountainous cheekbones, with an aquiline nose and aristocratic jawline. His sculpted, rosy lips were pulled into a tight line.

He stepped forward, towering over me with his tall frame as he enveloped me in his embrace. His white shirt was completely soaked from the rain as I slipped my arms through his coat and around his narrow waist and hugged him back. He smelled of rain, woods, and fire, exactly like he did five years ago. His essence was branded on my mind.

“Violet,” he whispered in my hair, breathing life back into me as I took another deep breath. “I’m sorry I took so long, but I’m back and I’m never leaving you again.” 

The feel of his powerful arms around me again after five long years. Tears broke free as I curled my fingers around the hair at the base of his neck.

“I missed you so much,” I whispered against his neck, my body trembling from the shock that he was standing here in our doorway. Some part of me couldn’t accept it, yet he was here in my arms.

He was not the same fragile, broken boy with a swollen left eye and split bottom lip that was dragged away for protecting me.

“I know,” he said, pulling back and staring deeply into my eyes. “I’m missed you a lot too. But I’m not going anywhere ever again.”

His words held a promise and the Christian I knew would keep that promise even if he had to sacrifice himself to protect it. “I’m back for good, Violet.”
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My body trembled as she wrapped herself in my embrace. She smelled of rain and bitter roses. It was like breathing in the past. I’d been waiting for this moment ever since they dragged me away to that fucking shithole.

Violet. Oh Violet.

I’d kept it a secret that I would be coming back home in a few weeks, because I wasn’t sure how she’d react.

She’d clearly changed from the last time I’d seen her. Her black hair was longer and her vivid blue eyes had dark circles underneath them. The little pumps she used to wear were now replaced with high black heels. I drew my gaze up her long exposed legs. Her dresses were also shorter. Yet, there was also something vastly different about her that I couldn’t put my finger on. I could see it when she pulled back and tucked her small arms around her waist. I locked my gaze on hers, searching for something, but she averted my eyes and glanced at the ground instead and I couldn’t tell what she was thinking. It wasn’t hard for me to read her, but maybe I’ve been gone for too long. Violet never hid herself from me. I was the only one who understood her.

“We should have a feast tonight,” she said, reaching out and grabbing my hand with her cool fingers.

I noticed that she still wore the silver band on her index finger. The same as the one on my index finger. When we were younger, we were in the attic, which was one of our few favourite places to hang out when we found the rings in an old, dusty box.

We put them on and swore never to take them off ever again. It was our secret and something that bonded our connection forever.

“We’re celebrating what exactly?” Judith asked.

Our aunt. I didn’t even know she fucking existed until Violet wrote to me about her coming to stay on the estate five years ago. She was our only legal guardian.

I’m not even sure why she was here. Violet and I were both already eighteen and according to my grandfather’s will, if anything ever happened to our parents, then the estate would be transferred to Violet and me with immediate effect when we were both of legal age.

Well, I certainly hoped Judith enjoyed the last of her stay here because from what Violet’s been telling me, the woman is a torturous bitch.

I watched as the smile fell from Violet’s face, but I squeezed her hand and she glanced up at me once again. A small smile forming on her lips. There was something inside me—something monstrous—that hated—loathed—to see my sister in pain. I swore I’d never let her ever get hurt again. Even if it meant me doing something terrible.

If anyone was to cause Violet pain, I should’ve be the only one who had the power to do so.

“Well, I’m celebrating my brother’s return,” she said, jerking me into the foyer of the house.

The last time I’d been in here—a shiver ran down my spine as I remembered Violet’s haunting screams as I was being dragged out through the doorway, by men twice my size in white coats.

“You’ve missed so much,” Violet breathed. I watched as the rosy colour returned to her pale cheeks. Like when we were little and she’d get flustered from talking. “Do you want to go up to your room? You must be very tired.”

“I’m not tired,” I told her, as we left Judith behind us and moved upstairs.

The sweeping staircase, the grand chandelier above us that glittered with a million gloomy lights and the dark, foreboding shadows that clung to the paper-thin walls. Nothing had changed. Not even the old flowery Victorian wallpaper. The air still held a musty old smell of a house that was filled with lost ghosts lurking in the corners and the echoing memories of Violet and me running through the darkened hallways playing hide and seek.

Sometimes, when I really scared her into a darkened spot, she’d scream because she was afraid I’d hurt her just like the demons in her head.

And sometimes, a dark part of me wanted cave and give in to those voices that desperately urged me to hurt her.

Instead, I’d grab hold of her and hug her tightly and reassure her through a whisper in her ear that nothing bad would ever happen to her. But I couldn’t keep that promise. Some part of her possibly loathed me for it.

“Our rooms are still the same as before,” Violet told me as we moved down the first hallway to our left. Even though this house had so many disturbingly twisted memories, none of them made me feel any anger toward the house itself. I suppose that’s what made our family unique. We accepted the darkness within us. Along with the bad, there was good too. Especially with Violet and me. Our memories were myriad.

Violet led me to the first door which was a dark oak. This was my room. She grabbed the silver doorknob, pushed the creaky door open and pulled me into the room along with her.

She was right. It didn’t look any different from the day I last saw it. The air was clean and not musty like it should have been, which meant that it was cleaned often. The thick, black drapes of curtains were pulled closed and my four-poster King-sized bed was already neatly arranged with black bedding. The dark wood on the four posters hadn’t even been chipped. At least from what I saw.

Violet let go of my hand and went over to my desk in the corner of the room. I followed behind her, watching her every move as she ran her delicate, pale fingers along the spine of an aged black leather folder.

“Your drawings are all still here,” she whispered as she flipped the folder open and the first picture that fell out was one of Violet. She was partially nude and asleep. I remembered drawing it. I tried to draw from memory as I captured her perfect rosy nipples on paper. I’d only seen them once. Through her ajar room door as she pulled her pale nightgown up her slender legs. I watched as the front of her dress fell open exposing her breasts. And then I drew my gaze lower, watching as she touched herself. Her fingers disappeared past the lace of her white knickers. A moan escaped her lips and I pulled back into the shadows.

The nipples I drew were far from perfect. They weren’t as rosy as hers. Nothing could ever compare to Violet’s beauty. Her pale skin was so translucent that if you stood close enough you’d catch a glimpse of the delicate network of blue veins. And her lips were full, pouty, shaded by a deep vermillion red, pleading to be kissed. Sucked. Bitten. Ravaged.

“I liked this one.” She stared at her drawing for a long time, before finally drawing her dark, blue eyes up to me. “I came in here a lot when you weren’t here. It comforted me.”

Fuck. It drove me crazy when she looked up at me like that, her sweeping, dark lashes, her small body so close to me. I had to remind myself that she was not longer a young girl.

“You shouldn’t have looked at that,” I muttered, pulling back instead, putting a small distance between us. “They were personal.”

“Just like the one with mother was personal?” she asked, her voice dropping to an icy tone.

Before I could look at her or even find my voice, Violet stalked out of my room and slammed the door shut behind her. The sound echoed in my mind along with her words. I liked this one.

She shouldn’t have liked it. There wasn’t anything normal about me drawing her so explicitly, but it turned me on. It turned me on to think of her touching herself. It turned me on and the only way I could express the desire I felt was to draw her. To think of her as nothing but a muse. An inspiration.

In my mind, I was sick to think of Violet in any other way. We’ve always had a dark connection. There’s always been something between us. Something dark, inexplicable and haunting. She haunted me. She haunted my thoughts. If anything was ever wrong, I was the first person Violet would come to seek help from. She was my beauty. And I wasn’t supposed to be her beast. But for her…

I stood over my desk gripping the edge of the dark wood. For her, I would kill. I would become that beast for her because she drove me insane. I thought being away all these years would help me, but it didn’t. Everything that I had tried to block from my mind had come rushing back with a force. All my feelings, all my memories. I glanced at the chest of drawers in front of my bed and moved over to it. I took the brass key out from my pants pocket. It was the only thing they’d allowed me to keep in the asylum. It’s the only thing I had with me when I was forced out of the house.

I shoved the key into the keyhole, heard the click as I turned it and then I pushed it open. A cloud of dust formed around me as I knelt on the floor and stared into the box full of memories.

The reason why they couldn’t ever sentence me was that all the evidence was in here. The hunting knife I had used and the bloody shirt that was now crusted with old blood. But that wasn’t what I was looking for. I reached further into the box and felt the cool leather first. Pulling it out, I wiped my palm across its velvet blue surface. Violet’s diary.
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He was in my dreams again. He visited most nights. The tormentor. My defiler. His horrible breath smelled of whiskey as he forced himself on top of me.

I struggled for air as his large hands came down over my mouth, his body weight crushing me into the mattress.

“No!” I whispered breathlessly as I sat up, my chest heaving as I gasped for air.

My hands were gripping the cool sheets as I blinked and adjusted my eyes to the darkness of my room. It was just a nightmare. But it was still very real in my head. Memories like that never left.

Warm tears rushed down my cheeks, my lips trembling as I swallowed hard. My throat was as dry as sandpaper.

I pulled the sheets off my legs and climbed out of bed, padding across the room. The fire in the hearth had died down and there was a chill in the air. No matter how hard you tried to warm up the mansion, it always had this strange chill hanging in the air.

Rubbing my arms, I made my way over to the other door in my room. The one connected to Christian’s room. My fingers closed over the icy doorknob and I released a deep breath before twisting it. The door creaked and I winced, desperately hoping he didn’t hear me.

There was a long squeaking sound as I pulled the door open further and when I glanced inside, the room appeared empty.

His bed was still made up and he was nowhere else to be seen. Where the hell was he?

Shutting the door closed, I slipped into the boots beside my bed and left my room. Thick, hot wax dribbled down my knuckles as I grabbed a candlestick from one of the candle holders on the wall.

There was a creak behind me, so I shot a glance over my shoulder, my heart pounding as I did, but all I was met with was the pitch-black hallway and creepy frames of the generations of Osborns before Christian and me. All perfectly beautiful. Those same haunting, blue eyes, pale skin and inky black hair. It used to creep me out how similar we all were. Except for Aunt Judith that is. I’m not sure why she turned out the way she ever did.

Turning around, I heard it then. The keys of the piano. The soft dulcet tones of music. It’d been so long since I last heard a piano being played in this house.

Christian knew how to play and he used to teach me, but all that stopped the day they took him away. Everything had stopped. My entire world had come to a complete standstill.

Hearing the piano got me moving faster and soon I was bounding the sweeping staircase and rounding the corner to the living room where the grand piano was.

When my parents were still alive and we’d host grand dinner parties for the elite around Columbus, Christian would always be the one to entertain us with the piano. He could play Bach or Beethoven if you preferred Beethoven.

I always watched from a distance, enviously, as the girls stood in the corners giggling and then trying to throw themselves at him after.

Breathing softly, I poked my head around the wooden panel in the wall, to see Christian sitting by the piano. He was in a black, long sleeve t-shirt and he seemed to be studying the music sheet in front of him before he glanced down at the keys.

“Couldn’t sleep?” I stepped into the living room and held the candle out so that I could see my brother’s delicately, haunting face.

The frown between his thick, dark eyebrows relaxed when he fixed his gaze on me. A ghost of a smile shadowing his full lips.

“I was tired, but I just couldn’t put my mind to rest,” he said, as I slid onto the bench beside him.

“This house is like that if you remember. It drains everything out of you and leaves you feeling empty. You lose sleep, sometimes you lose your mind,” I said softly.

Christian reached out and caressed my cheek ever so softly. My heart fluttered as his warm fingers travelled down to my neck until he was massaging the sensitive spot beneath my ear. “I’m sorry Violet. I’m so fucking sorry. I’m sorry that I never replied to any of those letters you sent. They wouldn’t let me. It was like a fucking prison in there. I wasn’t allowed to do a lot.”

I felt the heat in my eyes grow as I drew my gaze up to his. The one thing that mattered the most to me. Ripped away. I shouldn’t have been this dependent on him, but it’s the way we’ve always been and I supposed we were corrupted by imperfections of the “perfect” Osborn lineage. I’ve heard of our family having serial killers and pirates and being involved in all sorts of terrible things. Our great uncle Carrigan was a notorious Casanova known for luring women back here to the mansion before murdering them in cold blood and burying them right here on this land.

There have even been rumours of some of the bones not being recovered. When he confessed to the count of forty-six murders of virgins for a little notoriety, they’d executed him by guillotine.

Maybe it was a fucking curse or maybe it just ran in the family gene, but one way or the other we were all touched by some form of madness. There was something dark that called to our souls.

“Violet, say something,” Christian’s husky voice brought me back to the present and I swiped away any tears that threatened to fall.

“I just missed you and now you’re back. So it’s fine,” I said, staring into his dark eyes and then my gaze fell to his mouth.

I lifted my hand and gently caressed the curves of his shapely lips. There was a tiny mole above his top lip—it was something that softened his rugged features.

I’d dreamed so many times of kissing him. Of him kissing me and I knew he felt the same way, but he would never touch me. There were times that we got close—closer than usual and Christian always pulled back, treating me like a stranger, but the way he looked at me now, with desire swimming in those dark blue eyes, had me yearning again for him.

When he was locked away, I had touched myself for nights on end in his bed, just thinking of what it would be like to have him touching me instead.

And I came over and over again, coating my fingers in my desire. I was so wet, from just imaging his long fingers inside of my cunt.

Without thinking, I leaned in and pressed my lips to his and when Christian didn’t pull back, I slid my palms around his neck and brought his face closer, warm tears broke free and coursed down my cheeks as he eased his tongue into my mouth. A moan left my throat as Christian’s fingers moved further down until he was cupping my right breast in his palm. He caught my nipple in between his thumb and forefinger, before twisting it through the flimsy material of my nightgown.

“Christian,” I whispered, my thoughts were hazy as he sucked on my tongue and devoured my lips with his teeth. His hot breath fanned across my face. I needed this. Arching my back, my body was pleading to have him take me here on this very bench. My body was pleading to have him ruin me in so many unspeakable ways. I wanted to be completely consumed by my brother.

But he abruptly pulled back and when I opened my eyes, I found Christian staring intently at me, his rosy lips stained with dark red blood. Whose blood was it? Sticking my tongue out, I ran it across my bottom lip to taste the sweet metallic and then there was a little sting as I found a cut.

“We shouldn’t be doing this,” he snapped, standing up and running a hand through his hair.

“Why not?” I asked. “Everything we’ve ever known was darkness, why not give in to this final temptation to drag us further into hell?” 

“I love you, Violet.” His expression softened as he reached out to me, but I pulled back. “But as nothing more than—”

I stood up, moving away from him abruptly, cutting off his words because I was afraid of what they were.

“You say everything you do is to protect me because you love me, but do you actually love me?” I spun around on my heels and began stalking out of the living room. I’ve spent days, hours, thinking of the moment, I could be with him. Wrap myself in his scent. Touch him. And now he was pushing me away.

“Violet!”

I ignored his voice, hot tears blurring my vision. “You have no idea what I’ve been through, Christian. But if you’d like me to enlighten you, it’s been fucking hell.”

When I arrived at my room, I shut the door behind me and ran over to my desk and pulled the drawers open and when I see the shiny glint, I reached for it. My blade. Anger pulsed through me. I should just do it. I fucking disgusted myself sometimes. Father said it himself. I was impure, unworthy of love and forgiveness. Christian probably thought that too.

My right hand shook as I held the blade over my left wrist. I thought it would stop but the desire to do it never does.

Before I could cut through my skin, I heard the creaking on the other side of the door and listened carefully. The blade was pressing against my wrist now. A thin line of red had appeared. A shaky breath escaped my lips as I watch the blood slowly trickle from the small slit.

“Violet.” It was Christian’s voice on the other side of the door. “I’m sorry. I keep hurting you and I don’t mean to. Please forgive me.”

I imagined him with his dark hair against the door, eyes closed and hands pressed against the knob.

Leaving the blade back into my drawer, I tugged off my boots and headed back under the soft covers of my bed.

I didn’t cave into the maddening voices in my head tonight, instead I listened to him as he recounted a tale of when we tried to explore the grounds, before getting lost. He always did this. It was his way of apologizing to me. His voice comforted me, easing my mind into a deep slumber as I pressed my fingers against the cut and felt the blood rushing down my wrists. The pain went away as I closed my eyes shut, and so did the voices.
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I woke up just in time to see a streak of morning light creeping into the room. My heart was racing from the nightmare. Except it wasn’t a nightmare yesterday. I was being released from the asylum just yesterday morning. Those screams from the rooms next to me. They were fucking stuck in my head like a haunting melody on repeat.

Hearing it for five years was not nearly as tormenting as waking up with those howling screeches filling my ears till they felt like they were going to explode from all the pressure.

Sitting up, my attention suddenly shifted to the door. The one that allowed me into her room countless of times. Violet.

Thoughts of the nightmare perished as I slid out of bed and made my way across the wooden floorboards. When I reached the door, my heart started to pound once again as I grabbed the cool knob. Just a few hours ago she was kissing me and the monster in me was giving in. She tasted so soft and sweet, even better than I had imagined in my dreams. Her nipples were already hard when I rolled them in between my fingers, hungry to taste them.

All I had to do was rip her dress open, just like beast in me wanted to and I’d have taken her right there on that piano, letting her moans echo throughout the house. But our family was already fucked up more than one way. The last thing I needed to do was give in to Violet’s silly girl fantasies. Would it be so bad to give in?

People talk about hearing voices in their head, but the one in mine wasn’t normal. It never stopped talking. It’s like it had a mind of its own and it was only time before the voices took complete control.

Swallowing hard, I relaxed my fingers on the knob, turned away and headed off to have a shower instead.

The hot water burned into my skin, numbing my thoughts, the effects similar to the medication they force fed us in the asylum. The same ones that made you feel euphoric inside and quieted down the maddening voices.

I wondered for second if Violet heard the voices too. The ones that begged to be released, the ones that craved murder and violence. Once I’d tried to break out of that hellish prison. I’d fixed my teeth firmly around the guards neck and ripped it open, letting the blood gush and splatter across my face. It took him a few moments to realize what I had done and then the horror settled into his features as he pressed his hands to his throat in a feeble attempt to stop the blood from flowing. My punishment was a month in solitary confinement, naked, and the first two weeks I was to be starved.

Shutting the jets off, I got out off the shower and dried myself off before getting dressed in old dark jeans and a dark grey sweater.

Now that I was back, I thought I’d start by setting some things straight around here. For one, Judith, didn’t run things around here any more from today onwards, I did, and I don’t know what I’ve missed since I’ve been gone, but I intended on finding out. Was Violet still experiencing those blackouts and did she remember anything at all before I was taken away? I needed to know if she’d remembered what she had done or if she’d actually buried that darkness so deep inside of her, that she’d forgotten all about it completely.

I pulled on my boots and canvas hunting jacket before I left my room. The rest of the house was silent and most of it heavily shadowed in darkness, so I assumed both Judith and Violet were still asleep.

I left the house through the back door. Dark clouds rolled out across the pearly white skies. I can’t think of the last time the sun ever shined so brightly that it burnt my skin. But I preferred the cold anyway, so it didn’t bother me.

Evidence of the storm last night showed across the fields which glistened with shiny beads of water. The air was cold and heavy with the scent of wet earth, while a grey-blue veil of mist gently rolled across the deeper parts of the valley, disappearing into the dense thicket of pine trees.

As my eyes wandered, I immediately found what I was looking for. The small hunting cabin sat on a hill, just below the house. I wasted no time as I trekked my way down the hill, the squelching sound of mud and grass and water under every heavy step I took.

When I reached the cabin, I had quickly made the realisation that it was not the same as it had been when I was younger. The cabin which was mostly rotten from the outside, had long grass crawling up the sides and the small square windows were dirty and caked with mud.

I avoided a half-rotten looking step as I made my way up to the front door. When I was younger, Violet and I would come out here a lot during the summers. Especially when our father was in one of his moods. We’d hide out here and risk a beating later on that evening. It was better than being around him when he was really angry. And when he got angry he had a tendency to break things. Like our dog’s neck. It was a punishment for me because I wasn’t keeping up with my classwork and he couldn’t have that. I remembered how Violet cried that night while I buried Kit. She cried so hard until I soothingly rubbed her back and promised her that Kit was okay and in a better place. She eventually glanced up at me, her blue eyes red and wide as if checking to make sure I wasn’t lying and I nodded steadily, my heart beating fast. I’d learnt very early on that I could never show her any sign of weakness. She was the weak one and I was going to be the strong one.

The door to the cabin wouldn’t budge, so I pressed my shoulder against it and applied enough pressure that it finally swung open, a heavy cloud of dust forming around me.

There was an old wood burning stove in the far corner of the cabin and a fireplace filled with ash and blackened wood chunks. Rot and damp wood filled the air with its putrid stench.

Turning around, my eyes landed on the old gun rack that I had come here for. Hunting game was something I’d enjoyed doing. Reaching out, I grabbed the Remington 870 pump action. It was a 12-gauge shotgun. Just the heavy weight of it in my arms again had me feeling like my old self. A few feet away from the gun rack was a small dark cupboard with doors open and barely hanging from its hinges.

On one of the shelves was a box of rounds. I swiped the flimsy cobwebs away and reached into the box before grabbing a handful of rounds and stuffing them into the pockets of my canvas jacket.

With one last glance at the cabin, I walked around it, the space seeming almost too small for my much taller, lean frame. And then I left.

This part of the year, the briars and marshes surrounding the property would be full of game.

Cottontails were my favourite to hunt. They were small and fast and provided you with a good game of hide and seek. Killing them was even more fun at the end of the chase.

I breathed through my nose as my boots crushed the pieces of dry wood and grass. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw it move. Turning my body slowly, I waited, took a slow deep breath, the cold air filling my lungs, and watched patiently. The little shrubbery a few feet in front of me, moved again and I felt my lips widen when I realized that my target was right there. I kept my position and cocked my head to the left and then it jumped out from the shrubbery. The familiar white underneath its tail. It’s nose crinkled as it sniffed the air, it’s dark beady eyes watching for any predators. It didn’t even notice me.

Reaching into my pocket, I take several of the rounds out and closed the action on the Remington which made a clicking sound loud enough to alert the Cottontail. My eyes darted up and I watched as the rabbit hopped forward, sniffing the air. Being careful not to disturb the rabbit again, I rolled the Remington over, making sure the trigger guard was pointing straight up and then I placed the rounds into the shell elevator one at a time and slid them into the magazine tube. I rolled it over again and pressed the action release lever and pulled back in the action. The bolt came back and the first round from the magazine popped in. I pulsed the action forward and then aimed at my target which stood exactly where I needed it to. A few feet away from me, nose moving, investigating the air.

The Cottontail inched forward and so did I. My finger pressed on the trigger and then I felt the kick of the Remington as it released the round and for a second I thought I missed, but it hit the rabbit right in the head.

Instant kill. I don’t like it so clean. I appreciate it when there’s more blood involved. I dropped my arm with the Remington and moved forward to where the animal is laying still. I pressed my boot against it and sure it enough it was dead so I reached down and grabbed it by its warm ears, little blood rushing from the wound in it’s small head, before heading back up the the house. There was no better feeling in the world than with a little killing done in the morning. I bet it would it be a fucking sight with Judith in the fields and me chasing after her with the Remington. But maybe I wouldn’t kill her with the Remington. I’d probably just disable her by shattering her shins and then I’d stand back and watch as she crawled away from me. I’ll save that thought for another day. Chuckling to myself, I kicked the back door to the kitchen open and threw the fresh rabbit on the wooden table.
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It was the cool pad of his thumb brushing against my hardened nipple and his cruel lips as he tugged my bottom lip into his mouth, drowning me in his warm, cinnamon scent, the world around us melting into oblivion.

“Ahh,” the moan left my lips as I jerked awake to the sound of early morning birds twittering in the distance.

Weak, grey light streamed in through the slits of my dark green drapes that I must have forgotten to draw closed yesterday.

My entire body was damp with a thin sheen of perspiration even though the air around me was frigid. It was from that dream.

I touched my fingers to my lips, remembering how good it felt and how he tasted. The same as he did last night. Warm and inviting.

Intoxicating.

I had classes today. The thought of going today was daunting, but I climbed out of bed and had a shower first.

For an old house, the pipes took a little longer to heat up, so I shaved my legs and underarms with a razor-sharp blade. My fingers grazed over the light scars that were now a part of me. When the water was hot enough, I climbed into the claw foot tub, the body of water around me, stinging my skin and turning it a bright red. I scrubbed my body down with a rose-scented soap and even tipped my head back into the scalding hot water, letting it drown out the world around me.

One. Two. Three.

I submerge myself underneath the water completely and close my eyes. If it would just stay warm forever and I could breathe underwater, it would be my favourite safe place. Here, I could lie endlessly still amid chaos.

One. Two. Three.

I lift my head from the water and take in a gulp of air. As much as I would love to stay at home, I can’t. Aunt Judith will have an aneurysm if I dare to truant.

Climbing out of the tub, I pat my body dry and then squeeze out the excess water from my hair before getting dressed in my uniform.

St. Charles Academy was the only private University in Columbus and they have a strict dress code. No heels, no fancy clothing. A plain white shirt for girls and boys, dark, blue blazers, pants for the boys and grey and blue plaid skirts with dark stockings for the girls. Just like the Osborns have been here for hundreds of years and were part of the foundation of Columbus, our family was also a part of the founding of St. Charles. This town was built from the sweat of slavery by the townsfolk and countless dead bodies and we happened to own half of this hell scape.

Two other families that owned the rest of Columbus were the Slades and the Cotherans. They were just as reclusive as us and neither of them made any effort to fit in.

My hair was dry once I was done pulling on my blazer, so I pinned it up with black bobby pins, securing the loose hair away from my face and neck.

Grabbing my bag, I headed downstairs where I could hear loud, angry voices. They were coming from the kitchen. I moved as silently as I could before making my way through the drawing room and then the narrow hallway that lead to the kitchen. Judith was standing near the table, her arms at her sides and her fists balled up. Christian stood across from her as he took a bite out of a blood-red apple, before stopping to cock his head to the side as if he was studying Judith.

Afraid that I was going to get caught watching them, I didn’t stand still in the shadows. Instead, I moved towards them, but slowly.

“Now I have to deal with you. As if dealing with your abortion of a sister wasn’t bad enough,” Judith spat, bringing her fist down on the wooden table.

My breath caught in my throat, even though it was hardly a revelation what the old bitch thought of me.

Christian dropped the apple immediately and it rolled across the floor, all the way into the hallway where I stood.

“What did you say?” He had his hands behind his back as he moved towards Judith. “What did you call my sister?”

Judith shifted backwards, gasping as she did. “I think you heard me very clearly.”

Christian moved in quick strides until he had her backed against the counter. Her right hand reached up but before she could do anything Christian grabbed her arm.

“Let go of me!” Her voice was shrill—she was afraid. Afraid of what he would do to her.

“I think you’re very forgetful, Aunt,” he said, menacingly slowly. “I was in an asylum for five years. I think you’d better be careful about what you say and do around here.”

Judith cackled as she twisted her arm to try and free herself from his grip, but Christian wasn’t intending on letting go just yet. “Is that a threat?”

“A threat?” The wicked smile he had plastered across his lips sent a shudder down my spine. “I do not threaten. I give words of caution. So if I ever hear you utter even so much as a but to my sister, I’ll cut that fucking tongue of yours off.”

With that Christian let go of her arm and returned to the spot where he was standing.

I took my opportunity then to walk into the kitchen, plastering on my best smile as I glanced in Aunt Judith’s direction. “Good morning, Aunt.”

Her mouth quivered as if she wanted to cry or say something, but she just swivelled around instead and moved faster than I’d ever seen her move back through the hallway.

“Ignore her,” Christian said when I turned to face him, raising my eyebrows in question. “It appears that our dear aunt is ill.”

I laughed, but Christian didn’t. He gripped the counter on either side of him as his gaze travelled over me until he was staring back up into my eyes. “Are you going to school?”

When I nodded, he stood up straighter and ran a hand through his damp inky mass of hair. “Is that what you wear to school every day?”

He moved towards me so quickly, I didn’t even have time to utter a response.

Christian’s right hand fell to my side and a small gasp escaped my lips as his cool fingers touched the skin just beneath my skirt.

“Do you wear these short skirts to school, Violet?”

I stayed silent as his fingers continued to move further up. Anyone could walk in right then. Judith or one of the servants. But a part of me didn’t want him to stop.

“I’m asking a question, Violet. When I ask you a question, you say yes or no.” His voice was low, dangerously low.

“Yes,” I whispered.

Christian dropped his hand. “I don’t like it.”

“You don’t have to like it.” I turned away from Christian and pretended to get a glass of water from the basin even though I was anything but thirsty. I was afraid, but also turned on. Afraid that he was going to punish me, but turned on by the idea of him hurting me. I’ve grown a great palate for pain over the years, because I learned to master it.

When I lifted the glass to my lips, I suddenly felt him against me. His lips in my hair, hot breath fanning my neck, nose inhaling my scent, hard erection pressing into my lower back. Jesus. I wanted him right then and there.

“Do you see what you do to me, Rabbit?” he murmured. “You should be punished for being such an insolent little girl.”

Rabbit. It’s been so long since I had heard that nickname that it caught me a little off guard. When we used to play Catch The Rabbit, where Christian was the hunter and I was the Rabbit, he’d call me his Rabbit while we played by the creepy moss statues near the mausoleums.

But I didn’t feel so much like his Rabbit any more since he’d so abruptly pulled away from me last night. Fuck him. He didn’t deserve to call me that any more.

When I didn’t say anything, he pressed his warm lips against the side of my neck and kissed me ever so softly. “Let me drop you off at school.”

I silently followed him outside where, Reginald, our chauffeur was already waiting beside the Rolls Royce.

Christian had him bring around the cherry-red 1957 Jaguar instead. Our grandfather’s car and it’s always been one of Christian’s prized possessions.

I glanced back at Reginald as Christian and I sped off in the Jaguar. I’m certain he was also just as disturbed as Aunt Judith at how fast things were changing around here.

“You do know that I’m not your little sister, right brother?” I asked. “You can’t tell me what to do.”

Christian’s hand grasped my thigh and I glanced over at him, my lips parting as his fingers massaged my skin. His eyes met mine and then he smiled. Slowly, wickedly, before turning his attention back to the road.

The delicate blue network of veins crawling up his neck like poisonous vines. I reached over and touched it, wondering what it’d feel like with blood running from those corded vines. I wondered what it’d feel like to punish my brother.

“But you are my little Rabbit,’’ he said and I dropped my hand, glancing back at the road.
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I made it through half of the day without being a target and having to hide when I heard the clicking sound of heels behind me as I walked through the open doors of Brontë Building which housed St. Charles’ Library.

“Violet!”

Dreading the sound of my name, I stopped walking. No one else was in sight except for Mrs. Cavanagh, the elderly librarian and I doubted that she would be of any help to me if I needed it.

“I’ve been looking for you everywhere, darling!” I knew that voice. High pitched and sweet as ice.

Turning around slowly, I watched as Davina Lockwood walked up to me. Shiny chestnut hair billowing around her slender shoulders. Her lips were pulled into a tight pout probably from all those lip fillers and her eyes narrowed when she gave me a quick survey from head to toe. Her icy green eyes holding judgement in them.

St. Charles’ head queen bitch stood in front of me and I couldn’t seem to wrap my mind around the fact that she knew who I was. But then again, we were known as the freaks. Everyone knew us and not in a good way. We weren’t friends. We weren’t neighbours. We didn’t even have any classes together. There was no common ground between us, yet, here she stood in front of me, demanding all my attention.

She threw a manicured hand over my shoulder and smiled, though it never quite reached her eyes. “I’ve always wondered why you never threw parties at that big fucking mansion of yours.”

I stayed silent, trying to figure out why Davina was being sweet, when I’ve never interacted with her not once in my life. The one or two times that we have interacted, was when she and gaggle of bitches would laugh at me being pushed into the lavatory stalls to get beaten by the other girls.

“I have an idea. Don’t you have a freaky graveyard at your place? I can invite some guys and I can bring some booze,” she said, running her long, pointed fingernail along my jaw. “A little party since it’s spooky season. What do you think?”

I nodded and smiled at her, before cocking my head to the side. “Sure. Come around at 11 tonight.”

“Cool and bring your brother along, Violet. We heard he’s back in town,” she said, with a grin plastered across her face before walking off.

Of course. Why didn’t it make sense to me before? I knew girls found Christian hot and nothing angered me more when they’d use me to get to him.

I wasn’t about to give into Davina’s little request. She could come around to the manor, yes, but Christian wouldn’t be there.

I headed into the library and found my spot near a bay window with cushions and dull yellow light. I sat there with my fingers laced, the fluttering sound of an annoying moth as it hit the light bulb over and over again. I came here when I needed to escape into a quiet corner without any judgement.

I stared up at the light. Watching as the moth tortured itself, until I was pulled into a daze. Reality distorted with memory. My body felt heavier and my eyes burned the longer I stared at the blinding yellow light.

“Violet.”

The voice was far away.

“Violet.”

It grew louder. A woman’s voice.

“Violet!” A cold hand slapped across my face as I found myself in the basement.

“You bitch!” My mother stood above me, gripping my thin arms, her sharp nails digging into my skin. She always kept them sharp so she could hurt me. “I’ve always known there was something wrong with you and now you’re trying to corrupt my son?”

I stared at her, confused at what she was angry about this time. All I remembered was her dragging me out of bed in the cold darkness of midnight. The house was silent. Everyone must have been asleep.

I glanced up at the naked lightbulb a single moth flapped it’s wings as it tried to absorb the heat from the dim light.

“You think I would never have found out?” Her vivid blue eyes that reminded me so much of a snake taunted me as she reached up to grab a fistful of my hair. “I know you sneak into Christian’s room every night. I know you sleep in his bed, you dirty whore.” Her words cut right into my heart, but I refused to cry. Christian made me promise that I’d always try to be strong if he was never there for me. I promised him and I wouldn’t let him down.

“Are you trying to seduce your own brother? You filthy, wretched whore girl. Not even Satan is this corrupted!” Mother pulled at my hair again and pain shot straight through my scalp as she dragged me across the room to where the chains were. Fear gripped my body as I realised what she was going to do.

“No!” The words felt funny in my mouth, almost acidic.

“Are you trying to make me jealous?” She cackled cruelly. “Well, I shall just adjust your behaviour then dear, shan’t I?”

Mother pulled me along until we reached the wall. It was damper here, the air mouldy and stagnant. My feet were now slick underneath from the sludge on the floor from years of rot and leakage.

“Mother please, I swear to be good. I am not trying to hurt you.” Warm tears streamed down my cheeks now as my mother reached past me and grabbed one of the shackles. I broke down instantly. I wasn’t as strong as Christian. She fastened the cool metal around my pale right wrist before moving onto the other. There was no fighting her back, because that would mean more punishment for me. Perhaps, I deserved punishment. Perhaps, I was a wretched whore girl. Mother knew best.

I faced the wall, my back to her. Breathing silently, my heart pounded against my ribs and my ears grew hot as each second slowly passed. I felt Mother’s fingers undoing the buttons at the back of my dress.

“Mother!” I choked out a sob, salty liquid forming a small pool above my top lip, before filling my mouth.

It was as if my pleas were dead to the world. She wasn’t going to respond to me. Not until she was done with me.

Her cold fingertips caressed my skin gently, but there was nothing gentle about my mother’s touch over the years. She was deliberately being slow because she was enjoying this.

“Do you honestly think he’d ever choose you, darling? You’re an ugly, fumbling girl.” Her voice was low. “What would you know about seduction?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I whispered.

“Oh, I think you do, Violet. You think you can keep him all to yourself,” she said. “You want to steal him from me.”

She stopped touching me and I listened as she shuffled for something behind me. It was probably her riding crop. This wasn’t the first time I’d had to suffer at the hands of my bitch mother. She enjoyed every opportunity she got to torture me.

“I’m going to whip the hell out of you till I’ve driven the whore out of you and I don’t want a word uttered about this, do you understand?”

I nodded but she slapped my back with the hard handle of the riding crop. “I can’t hear you.”

“I understand!” I screamed and she began whipping me. My back arched as the leather bit into my flesh, slicing through across my skin.

I clamped my teeth over my bottom lip to keep from screaming out each time the crop came into contact with my skin.

It felt as if there’d been flames set alight across my back. My legs buckled and I fell forward, but my knees never touched the ground, because the chains strained against my wrists, threatening to dislocate my limbs from their sockets.

“I want you to say that you’re a whore!” She shouted. “I want to hear you tell me what a dirty girl you are!”

“Miss Osborne.” A faint voice called in the distance. It was calm and serene. It didn’t belong to Mother.

“Miss Osborne!”

My eyes snapped open and I found myself laying flat across the seat by the bay window. The sweet metallic taste of blood filled mouth and I swallowed it down. The inside of my left cheek felt raw and fleshy and that only happened when I was having a bad dream. I used to chew on my cheek. A bad habit from over the years.

“Jesus Christ!” Mrs. Cavanagh stood above me, her hand over her chest and her round wire-framed reading glasses perched on the bridge of her nose as she stared down at me, her expression twisted with horror. “Your nose is bleeding, Dear.”

I sat up, my head heavy as I glanced up at the yellow light bulb. The moth had disappeared.

“Why don’t you clean yourself up and we’ll have some tea and scones in my office if you’d like?” Her voice was warm and kind and I offered her a small nod, but I didn’t smile or say anything as I left for the library bathroom.

Mrs. Cavanagh was a good person, but I didn’t care for it. I’ve been alone and bullied for so long that I have accustomed myself to the idea that no one was truly good. No one actually cared. Except for Christian. He cared about me. At least I thought he did.

I closed the door shut once I reached the bathroom. There was only one mirror near the ancient metal basin and it was small, but I could see clearly as the blood dripped in a small rivulet-like fashion above my top lip before splattering onto my shirt. I stared at it curiously as it continued to flow until it came to a stop.

The blood was so dark that it almost appeared to be black. The sight of it disgusted me so I grabbed a handful of tissues from the the box of the wall and cleaned up the blood as much as I could.

When I was done, I discarded the dirty tissues into the bin near the entrance door and then headed back into the library where Mrs. Cavanagh was waiting for me.
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Violet’s Journal, Entry 23

—last night he came into my room again. I was so afraid that even though I wanted to scream for Christian, I stayed still. He locked my door and the one between my room and Christian’s. There was no escape, except for the empty depths in my mind in which I hide myself when I hurt. He touches me in places that I don’t want him to touch. He makes my skin crawl. I can’t tell anyone. Mother won’t believe me and Christian would kill…—

The words trail off and I close Violet’s journal shut and stuff it back underneath my mattress. Even though it’s been years since that incident, a new wave of hot anger rushes in my veins so much so that I found myself rushing over to my jacket that hung over the back of my chair near the desk. My hands found the small gold coated pill inside and before I could rationalize with myself, I was already placing the pill into my mouth and swallowing. Opium. It was my only escape from the menacing thoughts that racked my brain night and day.

The drug wasn’t working in my system yet and thoughts of Violet being subjected to that abuse for years flashed in my mind. I slammed my fist into the desk, breathing heavily as her pained words from her journal repeated itself in my head. She needed me and I didn’t even know. I pounded the desk again, the sound of splintering wood filled the air. Fuck. Violet. She was mine and the fact that she was touched against her will, had every fibre of my being bridled with such an unforgiving anger that I was afraid of what I’d do to the person that deserved a good fucking lesson from me.

I went over to the door that separated mine and Violet’s room. My hand closed around the cold knob and I heard the click as I twisted it. I stepped inside her room and then shut the door behind me.

Her room was cold and silent as I walked around it, studying everything properly for the first time in five years. My hands travelled along the cool surface of her desk which was scattered with notes and books and pens. She was always lost in her thoughts and books.

The thing that saddened me the most about Violet was how her innocence had been exploited by the people that should have protected us.

Sliding her desk drawer open, I saw something glinting right at the back, so I reached inside and my fingers grasped the cool metal. My heart started pounding the second I laid eyes on the small blade in my palm. She hurts herself. The thought of her hurting herself hurts me. It’s a strange pain that tugs at my heart. One that I’ve only ever been able to feel for Violet. There’s so many things that make me question if I even know my sister any more. I used to know everything about her. We’d share secrets with each other. It helped us cope with the nightmares of living in this horrid house. Violet seemed to want to keep everything to herself now. She’s livid about the fact that I wouldn’t give in to her advances even though she didn’t know how much I wanted to have her, to taste her.

I slipped the blade into my jeans pocket and closed the drawer, before moving towards her bed. I lay myself down on her soft quilts, my senses immediately overwhelmed by her unique scent of bitter roses and that sweet perfume that lingered on her skin. The opium was starting to take its effect as I felt myself fall into a state of oblivion. My world came to a standstill and I could hear my very loud heartbeats slow their pace. My eyes grew heavy even as the sounds of maniacal laughter filled my ears.

When I opened my eyes again, I was standing in the hunting cabin with my father. He was laughing and pressing his boot into the animal’s thick golden mass of fur. Kit, our Golden Retriever lay still at my feet no longer breathing. I remembered his howls of pain from earlier and could still hear it echoing in my ears. Tears threatened to break free. My heart pounded and anger rushed through my body. But I curled my fists and stood there, forcing myself from looking directly into my father’s cruel, dark eyes. He enjoyed the pain he caused us. I wasn’t giving him the satisfaction of knowing my pain tonight.

“You didn’t have to do that,” I said through gritted teeth, my blurry vision fixed on Kit.

Violet was already so broken about it. Her sorrowful crying earlier tore at my heart and I couldn’t comfort her, because my father had dragged me out here to remind me that he got what he wanted and when you didn’t listen, you’d be sorry for ever disobeying him.

“What did you say?” he asked as he took a step forward.

“You shouldn’t have done that, Sir,” I corrected my previous statement.

My father bent down, bringing his burly frame to my level. His hot breath that blew across my face had that familiar stench of stale alcohol.

“What did I ask of you, Christian?” His voice was menacingly calm.

“To not let you down at school, Sir.”

“And what did you do?” he asked.

“I let you down.” A tremor ran through my body as he reached out and grabbed the cane.

“Hold your hands out,” he said.

I held my hands out, palms facing upward, already knowing what was about to happen.

The cane came down on my hands, the whistling sound filling the air as the wood cut into my skin. I clenched my jaw tightly. Again and again. The burning sensation settling into my hands and before the pain spread along my forearms. I stared down at my palms, watching as the dark, red blood pooled.

“Christian,” a soft voice called to me, coaxing me back into the real world.

I opened my eyes slightly, my hands still stinging from the dream. But all of that disappeared when I felt something warm and wet on my cock.

Like a mouth. My head felt heavy as I tried to lift myself up, so I stayed still.

An image of Violet entered my hazy mind and I reached down, my hand searching until my fingers came into contact with silky, soft hair. Like Violet’s.

I gripped the hair in my fist as a slender hand wrapped around my cock. I was so out of it, my thoughts muddled and my vision blurry, but I was also turned on by that fucking tongue sliding it’s way up and down my hardened length.

I loved her warm mouth on me, craved it like a drug that I’d just gotten a taste of and I wanted more.

I let out a deep, guttural groan as she took my hot, thrusting cock into her mouth again. She was warm and wet as she parted those soft lips of hers and guided me all the way into her mouth, until the tip was touching the back of her throat. I grabbed more of her hair as her spit coated me. Violet.

I wanted to stop her. Because it was wrong to enjoy the way her pretty mouth felt around my cock. I should have. But I didn’t.

I sank further into the dark pit of ecstasy as she continued to suck me with perfection. A light weight shifted over my legs.

My entire cock was swollen with desire, just waiting to erupt. I let her have her way with me. Her deathly cold light fingertips slithered their way up my abdomen and soon she had the pad of her thumb brushing against my lips.

She pressed two fingers into my mouth and I began sucking on them. My teeth gently grazed against her tips and I heard a soft moan, which only made me suck her harder, until she drew her hand back and focused entirely on me.

I felt myself about to go over the edge. The sweet suction of her mouth was too much as she sucked me to orgasm. I came hard. A low growl reverberating throughout my body as I shook hard and violently. My orgasm leaving my gasping for air.

“Violet,” I managed to whisper to the darkness.

The weight shifted again and I managed to sit up this time, propping my weight on the blankets. I expected to see her. I expected to see Violet at the edge of my bed, licking her lips devilishly at finally getting what she wanted. But she wasn’t there. My bed was empty, the room was bathed in darkness, the door was slightly ajar and a cold breeze drifted in. Was that real or did I imagine it all? I glanced down to find my jeans unzipped and my cock glistening in the dull lighting.
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We were drinking a bottle of Vodka. Davina’s dark-haired, equally snobby boyfriend, Alex, passed me the bottle as I sat down on one of the moss covered pillars that had collapsed from damage from over the years. The mausoleums and cemetery were built almost three hundred years ago.

All that was left now were the bones or dust of the rest of our family in all these mausoleums and graves. My parents were buried in the one just across from me, bolted shut by those cast-iron gates.

A low growl of thunder broke out across the sky, followed by slivers of lightning. I felt a shiver run down spine as I stared at the mausoleum, expecting my parents to burst out any second now and reprimand me.

That is why I hated coming out here. I never came this far. It scared the fuck out of me.

I couldn’t show Davina and her friends that I was scared. I raised the bottle to my lips and took a tentative sip of the alcohol, wincing at the odd, almost tasteless briny content as it slithered it’s way down my throat. A burning sensation awoke in it’s trail. It tasted like shit in my opinion.

“Where’s your brother, Vi?” Davina asked as I handed her the bottle.

“Probably carving up someone, eh?” Callum Chambers said, and then he snickered beside me.

The boy’s cheeks instantly matched his flame-red hair when I shot a glare at him.

He held his hands up and and smiled sheepishly, but all I wanted to do was carve that smile off his face. I didn’t know much about him other than the fact that he was rich and a pain in the arse.

There was nothing flattering about him or his disgusting red hair. The way this evening was turning out to be, made it appear as if we were on a double date and thought made want to gag. I swallowed down my revulsion when I caught Davina digging around in her bag for something.

When she brought her hand back out of the bag, she produced three black candles. She reached in again took out a box of matches and salt.

“What are you doing?” I asked, watching as she tore the salt open and began pouring it on the ground until it was a full, complete circle.

Davina got a lighter from Alex and when she lit one of the candles, her eyes found me. A small smile played across her lips.

“Don’t you know, silly? You can’t summon the Devil without the proper tools.”

I almost rolled my eyes. I was labelled a freak at school and here we were with Davina summoning a Devil. I wasn’t really surprised. People like Davina who lived in bubbles didn’t know about true darkness. They’ve never felt what it’s like to not feel anything inside. They’ve never known what it’s like to hear the voices that tell me to do unspeakable things. They’ve never experienced living on the edge or kissing their brothers and being inappropriate with them.

And she’ll never know. So instead she does this. She takes a step outside of her little bubble for one wild night to make herself believe that she does have a darkness within her.

“Why would you want to do that?” I asked curiously. “And why with me?”

Davina places all three candles around the edge of the circle with equal space between each candle.

“Because there are plenty of other cemeteries around Columbus, but I don’t want to risk being arrested for having some fun. Especially not when you have a literal cemetery in your backyard,” she said. She must have realized how bad that sounded then because she glanced at me then and smiled, though it didn’t feel warm.

“And get to know you, of course. I feel like you’ve been an outcast all of your life because of your family’s history. But that doesn’t mean you’re like them.”

My mouth felt odd as I forced a smile at Davina. She didn’t know a thing about me or my family. Neither did the gossip lovers in her circle of friends. She didn’t know about the dark, twisted thoughts that plagued my mind twenty four hours, seven days a week.

I continued to watch as Davina lit each candle wick before holding her hands want to me.

“What?”

Another roar of thunder broke out across the sky. My skin prickled with goosebumps.

“Come join me, Violet,” she said. “I want you first.”

This was bloody bullshit, but I found myself standing up anyway and walking towards her.

My steps were a little wobbly from all the alcohol in my system. That was not so smart, but at least I was not drunk.

Davina grabbed my hands as soon I had stepped into the circle, bringing me closer to her.

“Obviously we need a little blood to summon the Devil,” Davina said, reaching into her jacket pocket. “Boys, you know what to do.”

Before I knew what was happening, Davina was pulling out a small knife and Callum and Alex were behind me, grabbing both of my arms and pushing me down to the ground. My bare knees dug into the stones and sharp branches covering the cemetery grounds. One of them yanked my hair, forcing my head up and exposing me to Davina and the cruel smile now plastered across her face.

“You think you could actually be one of us?” Davina chuckled, pressing the cold blade against my cheekbone.“You’re just a freaky little fucking girl, Violet. There’s always been something that I’ve fucking hated about you.”

She brought her face closer and I spat at her, but she simply wiped her jaw and her grin widen.

“You’re such a coward. Did you really need backup because you couldn’t take me on your own?” I taunted. “But then again, I shouldn’t be surprised. You aren’t the type to get your hands dirty, are you?”

The second those words left my mouth, Davina took the knife and pressed the sharp, cold tip against my chest, before digging the blade into my skin.

“How about an Antichrist for a heathen?”

A new wave of pain took over as she brought the knife down my chest and when she was done, the was a loud crack and it took me a few seconds to realize that someone had hit me from behind at the back of my head.

There was a loud ringing sound in my ears as I fell back. Heavy rain drops started falling from the midnight sky.

All the pressure rushed to the back of my head and I watched through blurry vision as Davina, Alex and Callum stood above me. Their wicked faces contorted with ugly grins as they continued to laugh. A deafening roar of thunder rolled across the sky. Christian.

Thoughts of him filled my mind. He wouldn’t let me die here. He wouldn’t let them hurt me. He loved me and I loved him.

Nothing could tear us apart.

I arched my back and the pain settled into my bones as Callum climbed on top of me. A metallic taste flooded my mouth when I felt his hot hands on my thighs. I tried to turn away, but his hands continued to slither their way up my thighs. His heavy weight crushed into my abdomen, forcing the air out of my lungs.

I escaped then. Into the black abyss. I fell, allowing the dark, silky tendrils to curl around me. I escaped to the place where I always tried to forget. Because I needed to forget right then.
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I woke up at the deafening sound of thunder. Instinctively, I felt something was wrong.

I threw the sheets off me and slipped out of bed, using the silvery light filtering in through my drapes to find my way around the dark.

My heart was pounding in my ears and I didn’t know why. I just knew that I had to check on Violet.

I pulled a t-shirt and pair of jeans on and made my way over to the door between both our rooms. There was no hesitation as I grabbed the cold knob and burst into the icy room. The windows were thrown open, allowing the cold air to filter in. I made my way over to her bed, where I had been earlier, but it was empty. My fingers found the silky sheets covering the bed and they were cold as if they hadn’t been slept in at all.

Something was wrong. A deep pain tugged at my heart as I left her room and stalked down the dark hallways of the mansion.

The old floorboards creeked under each heavy step I took as I bounded the stairs.

“Violet!” Her name ripped from my throat when I reached the bottom, my eyes wandering in the dark. Everything was still and silent, except for the raging storm outside.

Where the fuck was she?

A flash of lightning lit up the foyer for a split second, just enough to highlight the shadowed corners and the never-ending ceiling above.

“Violet?!” I called again. Silence.

I knew she hated storms. She wasn’t in her room. She didn’t seem to be in the house. She couldn’t have been outside. Could she?

Before I had time to think rationally, I opened the heavy front door and a deathly gust of wind came in, forcing me to take a step back.

I ran outside, the wind-driven rain soaking my clothes in seconds. It was early morning, the sky above a dark ashy grey. But even with the help of some daylight, a hot blanket of silver mist rose from the ground and descended into the valleys, making it hard for me to see anything in front of me.

The cold was settling into my bones fast, but all I could think of was Violet and if she was okay.

“Violet!” I called again, loudly this time. I didn’t care if Judith heard me. I needed to fucking find her.

I began searching the grounds, ignoring the odd feeling that told me something was very wrong. I’d drowned myself in an opium induced world for what seemed to be hours to the point where I didn’t know what was real and not. Was this real or was I driving myself crazy?

I raked a hand through my hair, pushing it back as I made me way down the wet fields. My throat was raw from screaming her name and every time I called for her and was met with silence, another sinking feeling filled my heart.

Once I was sure I had searched as much ground as I could, I went further down where the trees grew thicker and the air heavier with the deathly scent of rain and the bitter Briar roses that grew naturally around this part of the estate.

The mausoleums and cemetery were here, just past this thicket of shrubbery and thorn-spiked vines that scraped against my arms, leaving tiny trails of blood to run down my arms.

I came to a clearing of a stone path and the marble mausoleums. 

The stone head of a angel lay at it’s feet, thick vines curling around it from years of rot and decay and abandonment.

My eyes searched every shadowed corner until I caught some movement just ahead of me.

I wasted no time as I rushed towards the concrete bench that hid whatever was behind it.

When I saw the exposed pale leg, my stomach lurched with revulsion from what I was about to find on the other side.

Violet.

I stepped over the bench and found her lying there on the ground. The front of her dress torn open and her her skin paler than usual.

I was on my knees beside her in seconds, gathering her limp body in my arms as I tried desperately to shake her awake.

My fingers brushed away her black mass of wet hair away from her face and that’s when I saw it. A symbol of an Antichrist carved into her forehead.

My body tensed with anger at the fact that someone touch my little sister. They had the audacity to scar her and leave her out here to die.

My vision grew blurry as I held Violet’s cold body to mine, wishing I could take her pain away and bring her back to me.

I pressed my fingers around her throat and brought my lips down to her cold ones then.

Tasting the rain and bitterness, I kissed her deeply, tears falling against her face as I softly urged her back to me.

There was nothing that would bring me greater pain than losing her. I was her and she was me. We were each other. Without her I was nothing. Without her I was skin and bone. Without her I was better off dead. Violet’s life was mine and mine hers. If she were to die it should be by my hand, just like I would by her hand.

Lifting her up in my arms, I carried her all the way back to the mansion, determination and anger driving me forward with each step I took. I needed to get her warm again. Once we were inside, I found the house silent and was grateful that Judith wasn’t anywhere in sight, though I wondered for a moment where that snake lurked. I didn’t trust her.

I took Violet back to my room, where she’d be safer and I could keep an eye on her.

Placing her down on my bed, I drew the drapes closed and began my search for a small dish and cloth. Both of which I had found in the adjoining bathroom. I filled the dish with hot water and quickly made my way back to Violet.

Pressing two fingers against her neck, I felt for a pulse and found a weak one. Her skin was still deathly cold. I had shoved any reservations I had, had about touching her to the back of my mind as I undid the rest of the buttons of her black dress and gently slid it off her body.

Her skin underneath was soft and smooth, but I didn’t have time to study each delicate curve or scar on her. I unclasped her bra and then lowered myself to remove her panties. Slowly, I grasped the delicate lace and pulled it down her slender legs.

My cock twitched in my jeans at the sight of her hard, dusky pink nipples and the delicate pink folds of her pussy. It took all the power I had left in me to focus on getting her warm, instead of giving in to those fantasies I’d had on so many different nights.

My fingers gently stroked her midriff, going further and further until my fingers were brushing against the dark patch of soft curls covering her womanhood.

I exhaled. Discarding her underwear on the floor next to her dress, I took the cloth and dipped it into the dish, before I began wiping her down from head to toe. I repeated the process, before I had to change the warm water for more hot water. I wiped her down three more times, until I could feel some warmth again on her skin.

When I was done, I wrapped her in my blankets and pushed her hair away from her face and then I made myself busy with the wooden logs in the hearth across from my bed.

Once I had gotten a fire going, I walked over to the bed and watched as the orange shadows from the flames played against Violet’s skin.

I stripped off my shirt and climbed in beside her, pressing my body against her, to transfer my heat. I ached to feel her naked legs beneath mine, but I knew that I wouldn’t be able to hold myself back from taking her completely.

So I held her. I caressed her cheek. I kissed her tenderly. I whispered sweet, dark things into her ear. Sweet, dark things which I wished to do to her.
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When I first came to, I was extremely warm and swathed in blankets, but most of all, I could not ignore the aching in between my legs caused by something hot and wet gently flicking against me.

An unintentional moan escaped my lips and I threw the sheets off me to find Christian there, his head planted in between my thighs, dark blue eyes trained on me as he sucked me expertly with his devilish tongue.

I realized that I was completely naked and in his bed, but that was hardly any of my concerns right then.

“What are you…” My words trailed off as I sank deeper into the bed. My pussy ached for him to torture me.

“Returning the favour,” he said,when he lifted his head and kissed my inner thigh. I’ve never had another man touch me there. But as soon as that thought hit my mind, another unwanted memory slipped into my mind.

I shut those memories off and focused on Christian instead. Shutting my eyes closed, I tried to forget. When I didn’t cut, they came back. They always did. The voices reminded me of things I did not want to remember. They reminded me of the blood on my hands and what a dirty whore girl I was.

“Violet.” Christian’s gentle voice brought me back to him and I relaxed myself.

“Open your eyes, Rabbit,” he whispered.

I opened them and found myself staring into his. There dark and beautiful and everything about them promised me the world and more.

“What’s wrong?” he asked, sitting up a little.

My heart lurched at his question. At the fact that my cruel, unloving brother could care so much about me.

In the same breath, I felt exactly the same way about him.

“Nothing,” I whispered. “I’m just glad you’re here.”

“I wouldn’t be anywhere else,” he said, stroking my leg with his index finger. “When I said that I was back for good, I meant that, Violet. I’m never leaving you again.”

He sat up then and I wished the subject hadn’t shifted, because I desperately wanted him back in between my legs, giving the one things I wanted the most in this world: All of him.

“I would love nothing more than to make you come, but I have a more vexing issue to deal with.”

I watched as he stood up and pulled his black shirt on and then imagined running my fingers along his taut muscles and powerful shoulder blades as he thrusted into me.

“What would that be?” I sat up then and pulled the sheets around my naked body.

“I found you by the mausoleums,” he said, his fingers working deftly as he buttoned his shirt. “Your dress was torn open and you have that fucking Antichrist carved into your chest.”

My hands moved to my chest instinctively and I winced when I found the lines of the cross carved into my skin. I remembered Davina and Callum and Alex. I remembered drinking with them and then an image of them laughing above me. Everything else is hazy. It’s as if there’s a fog blocking out the rest.

Christian cocked his head to the side. “Who did this to you, Violet? I want the truth.”

He leaned over me, his hands on either side of me as his wicked blue eyes met with mine. A tremor rocked through me as he gently took a strand of my black hair in between his fingers and tucked it behind my ear.

“What are you going to do?” I asked.

His sinfully beautiful mouth curved up. “I’ll tell you soon, Rabbit. As soon as you tell me who did this to you.”

“Bullies,” I whispered. “It’s nothing new, Christian. It’s been happening for years now. I stupidly invited them over last night. I suppose I was curious about why they wanted to hang out with me.”

The smile from Christian’s face fell. “Is that why you cut yourself?”

My eyes immediately darted to the drawer in which I kept my blade, but Christian grabbed my jaw and titled my head up, forcing me to witness the anger clouding his face.

“If I don’t cut, I hear the voices whispering horrible things.” The tears threatened to fall, but I tried my best to keep my composure.

Christian’s grip loosened on my jaw and slid down to my throat. “If anything happens to you, I wouldn’t be able to live with myself. I made that vow to myself that I’d always protect you.”

“I hadn’t heard from you in years, so I gave up the hope that you’d ever return. Aunt Judith kept on reminding me that we’re all corrupted.” My voice broke. “Is there something wrong with us, Christian?” I let the tears fall then, because Christian wrapped me in his embrace and stroked my hair down my back.

“There’s nothing wrong with you,” he whispered assuringly, and then he gently pressed his lips to my throat in a soft kiss. “And if we’re corrupted, I’d rather it be with you than anyone else, because you’re my twin flame, Violet. Our souls are kindred and if we’re meant to burn in hell together, I’ll do it holding your hand.”

Something fluttered in my chest and I let out a heavy sigh as I wrapped my arms around him.

“As for what I’d like to do to your tormentors,” he said. “Let us have a masquerade and invite. Our birthday is almost here if you haven’t forgotten. October 31st.”

I pulled back and titled my head back. “A masquerade? Why would we do that?”

“I’d like to teach them a lesson, one they’ll never forget,” he said. “And I’d like to hold it here because this is our home. Our fortress. You can do anything you wish and no one can stop you.”

“What about Judith?”

Christian smiled and kissed me then for a moment. His lips were warm and soft. “What about her? If she interferes then she’ll suffer a similar fate.”
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“You want us to come to your party?” Davina asked.

We were standing in the hallway of St. Charles and I knew she was feeling uneasy when I showed up to school today, wanting to talk to her. Her smile was nervous but her eyes were filled with fear. Fear, because she didn’t know whether I was sane or suffering from amnesia, but I remembered everything. Especially her luring me out there like prey to bully me for her own sadistic needs.

“Christian insisted.” My smile widened and I took Davina’s hand, before patting it assuringly. “I’m sure we had a great time the other night, but I can’t remember much.”

Davina looked relieved then, because her features relaxed and smiled back. “Sure we can all come over. I’ll invite everyone.”

“Great. Don’t forget to bring Callum and Alex too,” I told her, before turning away and leaving her behind.

I wasn’t sure about the party. But Christian was and I trusted his decisions.

Part of me was a little terrified of his plans for tonight, because there was no going back. I rubbed my arms as I headed towards the library, a gnawing feeling growing in the pit of my stomach.

I grabbed an old, frayed copy of The Picture Of Dorian Gray, before making my way up to library’s tower. It was supposed to be locked because it wasn’t in use any more. Students weren’t really allowed up here, but I found myself hiding up here over the years. It was dark and quiet. The perfect hideout.

After climbing the concrete spiral stairs, I left the book on the edge of the old, wooden table that sat in the corner of the room and walked over to one of the red-stained glass windows. Below I could see all the students in the quad talking and walking around, waiting for their next few classes to begin.

But as I watched, there was a creaking sound behind me. The hairs at the back of my neck stood up and my skin prickled.

“Violet.” The whisper was soft and warm against my ear.

I swivelled around to find Christian right behind me, dressed in a white shirt, his black tie loose around his  and his dark, hauntingly blue eyes trained on me.

My heart nearly jumped in my throat at seeing him there. His tall figure almost completely shrouded in the dark shadows cast from the room. 

“What are you doing here?” I swallowed down my panic.

“I was missing you.” He stepped closer and I suddenly became very aware of how good he smelled up close. Like rain and everything sinful. 

I wanted to be covered in his scent all over.

“I also wanted to keep an eye out on you.”

“I can handle myself,” I said, turning around and glancing down at the students again.

“But can you handle yourself around me, little sister?” He came up behind me and I nearly moaned as I felt his hard cock press into my lower back.

His fingers slid around my throat and he pushed me against the cool glass, before moving his other hand down my exposed thigh. Those fingers teasingly slow on my skin. My breath hitched in my throat as he moved his hand past the lace of my panties that were now wet.

Christian groaned in my hair,  “Soaking wet for me, Rabbit?”

I tipped my head back against his shoulder, my nipples hard and straining against my shirt. My entire body was hypersensitive to his every touch.

Reaching up, I threw my left arm around Christian’s neck and leaned into his hard, muscled chest as his fingers found my clit. I’d never felt anything like this before.

My mouth fell open as his middle finger rubbed against my nub in small, circular motions. He knew exactly how to touch me. 

“Christian,” I whispered, my voice almost pleading. 

“I know,” he said. “You’ve waited far too long, Violet.”

His warm breath tickled my skin as he continued to rub me. I pressed my ass against his cock, feeling it strain in between my cheeks. I wanted to know what it would feel like inside of me. Pounding and hot. Wicked and sinful. I wanted him and every drop of his come, until I was erupting with pleasure.

“Spread your legs for me, Rabbit,” he commanded and I did as told.

I spread my legs for him, allowing more space for his large hand. Without warning, Christian entered my soaking cunt with two slender fingers, before slowly drawing them back out.

“Oh my God.” His voice was hoarse. “You’re so tight, baby girl.”

“Then spread me open with your cock, Christian.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. Christian pulled his fingers out of my throbbing pussy and shoved me against the stone wall across the room. He unbuttoned his pants and pulled it down just enough for his hard cock to spring free.

His dark eyes were filled with lust as he grabbed my ass with both hands and lifted me up effortlessly. With my back pressed against the wall and Christian holding me up, he thrusted hard into me. Not soft and with love, but with need and want. With and anger and heat. My mouth fell open with a gasp and I could barely speak as he went all the way in, spreading my tight pussy to fit around his large cock perfectly.

“Tell me you fucking want me Violet,” he said, reaching up with his left hand and grabbing my jaw. “I want to know how much you want me, how much you missed your brother.”

“I want you, Christian.” My words were barely audible, because of the beautiful pressure growing in my cunt. “I’ve always wanted you.”

“You’re mine, Violet. You’re always going to be mine.” He thrusted into me again. His throbbing cock was everything I never knew I needed. The sharp jagged stone dug into my skin from each thrust, but I didn’t care. His warm lips found my throat and then his teeth, gently nibbling and licking against my skin.

And then he moved his head lower. My fingers curled around the soft hair at the nape of his neck. Christian closed his teeth around one of my nipples. Sucking and drawing the small, hard bud into his mouth.

“Come for me, Violet.”

I came then, crying out as my world tilted on its axis. Hot tears streamed down my face, a mixture of love and pain and everything I’ve ever wanted. And needed. 

“Christian!” His name ripped from my throat and I didn’t care if I was heard. The only thing that mattered was him. Him inside of me and filling me with his hard cock.

I could feel his heart pounding hard against mine as he brought his chest up against me. He continued to fuck me like there was no tomorrow. My head was still dizzy from my last orgasm and pussy aching from the pleasure.

“I’m going to fill you with my come,”Christian said, squeezing my throat so tight that I could barely breathe.

I tried to shove him away, but he was too strong and he secured me in place with his arms, before crushing his lips against mine. The scent of our sex, desperation and sweat filled the thick air around us. 

The kiss was raw, animalistic. I pulled his hair and he choked me, while fucking me blind with a sudden rage.

Our tongues clashed, fought for dominance, but I bit his bottom lip hard and swiped my tongue across it when I tasted the sweet metallic of his blood.

With a final thrust, Christian gave me his all and came hard, his entire body trembling as his hot come filled me. He kept his cock inside me until I could feel it soften. Evidence of our orgasms running down my legs. I collapsed against him, our bodies entangled, hair messy with sweat and his lip still bleeding from my bite.

I swiped my thumb against his bottom lip and then brought it up to my own lips, before staining myself with his dark blood.

“Mine,” I whispered in the darkness as it began to thunder outside.

An ominous storm was approaching. The air thick with darkness.

Christian gave me a quick, hard kiss then, his chest rising and falling rapidly from his release. “Mine.”
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They sat there in front of me, smiling and laughing, mostly enjoying themselves as I watched them.

Alex. Callum and Davina. Violet sat with them too, but she looked uncomfortable.

Especially as that cunt Callum kept on trying to touch her.

We were all seated near the mausoleums. The very same place they’d brought Violet that night.

It was our birthday. My eyes locked with Violet’s and I gave her an assuring smile. She smiled back, but I could tell she was uneasy for tonight. I promised her I’d make everything better tonight. She was mine. No one was going to hurt her without getting punished.

“You’re so quiet,” Davina said as she walked over to me, her hands clasped around the same vodka bottle I’d given them after lacing it with copious amounts of Valium.

“I don’t engage in unnecessary conversations,” I said.

Davina was right in front of me now, her dark eyes regarding me with lustful appreciation, but I didn’t want her. I wanted Violet and I’ve only ever wanted her.

“Violet never told me how dashing you were,” she said, reaching out and touching my hair.

I leaned back and Davina grinned. “Playing hard to get?”

“I don’t usually like whores.”

Her expression twisted immediately at the insult and I smiled this time. She brought the vodka bottle up to her lips and rolled her eyes, pretending as if whatever I said never hurt her.

“I hate pretty boys like you.”

She came closer this time and I felt Violets eyes on us at the exact moment Davina started to cough. She tipped the bottle back to get rid of the irritation in her throat, but instead, she’d started coughing more. I cocked my head to the side, watching as a tiny trail of dark blood started to trail from her left nostril.

“What—”

I made my move then and reached behind the bench I was sitting on to grab the large butcher knife I’d brought along with me.

Davina’s eyes flashed with horror the second she realised what was going on. But there was nothing any of them could do now. It was far too late.

I stood up and grabbed Davina’s arm, pulling her against me, before shoving the sharp silver blade into her abdomen. A loud squelching sound filled the air the same moment, her scream broke loose.

“What the fuck are you doing?” Alex was standing up, his face twisted with a mixture of horror and disgust.

Callum was still seated and I watched as Violet woke up, holding her own sharp dagger, before running up to Alex and plunging the blade into the back of his neck. He fell to his knees, tears and sweat running down his face as he reached behind his neck to feel for the down. His entire face twisted with agony. 

Violet lifted her right leg and shoved him with her foot forcing him to lie flat on his stomach. And then climbed on top of him, straddling him before removing her dagger and stabbing him again and again.

I watched as the blood splattered across her face. The same way it was splattered the day she took Mother’s life and I took Father’s life.

I saw a glimpse of her old self present then and I found myself getting hard as she stabbed the cunt to death, until he was no longer moving and all that was left of him was a bloody mess on the ground. A gutted swine.

I turned my attention back to Davina who had fallen back and was now crawling away from me, crying as she tried to escape her impending doom.

I saw Callum move from the corner of my eye. “You better stay where you are if you know what’s best for you.”

Callum stopped. He was a few feet away from me and since Davina was not going anywhere I started making my way towards him.

But he didn’t just stand there, he took off towards the fields. If he wanted to be hunted then I had no problem with hunting him down. This was my territory. I knew every inch of it like the back of my mind.

“Finish her off,” I told Violet and I watched as the darkness blazed in her eyes. Her insanity and thirst for blood equally matched with my own.

I then turned around and ran after Callum, following him into the fields. He wasn’t there far and I knew I could catch him easily. Pure anger and adrenaline pumped through my veins. My blood-soaked hands had dried and I gripped the knife now in a tight fist as I chased after my prey.

Callum didn’t make it very far, because he’d Slowed down near the Briar’s not sure of where to turn and hide. He was stuck in our maze.

“You enjoyed touching my sister?” I asked as I came up behind me.

Callum swivelled around, hunching his shoulders and holing his arms out towards me. He was ready to fight.

“Get the fuck away from me, you fucking freak!” He spat out. 

The white glow from the moon brought out the look of horror in his eyes. The beads of sweat rolling down his face.

“You. Touched. My. Sister,” I said in a taunting voice, while swinging the knife in his directions. “Did you enjoy touching my sister?” 

When Callum doesn’t answer I lunge for him and he doesn’t expect the attack. I shove his weight into. The ground before climbing over his chest, anchoring him with my knee.

He struggled beneath me, trying desperately to free his arm, but couldn’t overpower the beast in me. I was driven and I wasn’t about to give in.

“If you don’t answer, I might have to start carving you up,” I said, bringing the tip of the blade against his pale throat.

I pressed the knife into his skin and watched as a small drop of blood oozed from the wound.

“Fuck!” Callum strained his neck, trying desperately to move away from the knife.

“Did you enjoy groping her like the sick fucking cunt you are?” I asked.

Callum nodded then, his eyes dark, his mouth twisted. The air was filled with the scent of metallic and the deathly scent of wet earth. 

“I can’t hear you.” I presses the knife a little deeper. There was more blood now trickling from the wound. In the distance a scream broke out into the night, disturbing the tranquil night and I knew that was Davina in her final moments.

“I did,” Callum said quickly, as if his admission would help him escape the same fate as the other filthy fucking swines. “I enjoyed touching her.”

“Oh, you did?” I pressed the knife again. “Did she feel good?” 

He nodded again, the rivulet of blood now flowing heavier.

I pressed the blade all the way in, leaning in as I watched the horror settle into his features when he realised what I had done.

I twisted the blade, listening as a strange gurgling sound filled the air around us.

Callum opened his mouth, but no words came out. I pulled the knife out and took one of his hands, before impaling it. I skewered my way into his palm, making sure he felt it as I twisted the knife. 

“Well, at least you won’t be touching anyone anytime soon,” I said.

Callum’s body stilled underneath mine, his dark eyes open and staring up into the sky.

I removed the knife from his palm and began to stab him in the chest, right where his heart should have been. Over and over again. I don’t stop until I’m covered in his blood.








  
  13

  
  
  Violet

  
  




Christian and I had made our way back to the house holding hands and in silence. After killing Davina, Christian had made his way back to me, covered in equal amounts of blood as me.

I’d never seen him so angry before. The only only other time he’d went crazy was when he found out about Father coming into my room at nights.

All the memories of before were rushing back as I took Davina’s life. I’d suddenly remembered everything. I’d hit Mother on the back of the head when we were down in the basement and then forced her to drink the detergent.

And then I watched her die. I shut that part of my mind down for so long that I forgotten, but now that I’d embraced my darkness tonight again with Christian, everything was slowly coming back to me. When I’d left mother downstairs, I’d found Christian in the foyer on top of Father, shoving a dagger into his chest over and over again. He was driven with the rage. The very same rage I’d witnessed tonight.

When we had entered the house, Christian had turned to me and placed a bloody finger against his lips to tell me to be quiet. We still had one last problem to deal. Aunt Judith. 

Christian led the way as we moved upstairs. The house was still bathed in darkness even though birds chirped outside.

I held his hand as we moved through the shadows quietly. My heart pounded in my chest as we walked down the creaky hallway, guided by candlelight. Judith’s room was at the end.

Christian twisted the knob slowly and pushed the door open. Illuminated by the light from the hall, we could see Judith’s sleeping form on the bed in front of us.

Once we had reached her bed, Christian let go of my hand and went around the bed, until he was hovering inches above her. 

I watched as he placed the bloody knife against her chest. And then he leaned in slowly.

“Good morning, Aunt Judith,” he whispered.

Our aunt woke up immediately, screaming as she saw Christian above her and the knife a few inches away from cutting off her life. Judith reached out and gripped his shoulders. 

“Surprise!” My brother shoved the knife’s blade deep into her chest, pulled it out and then shoved it back in again, repeating the process over and over, until Judith’s hands fell and lay lifeless, her mouth wide open. 

“Now you’ll never fucking have to say another word again, Aunt, ” Christian said to her. 

* * *

We had washed off the blood and were now sitting in Christian’s bed, watching as dark grey light seeped into the room.

We had spoken yet, but somewhere in between the thoughts and questions plaguing our minds, we’d began to make love.

For first time in our lives we were truly free of everyone. Our parents, Judith, the bullies and hiding from our demons. Demons that we had tried to suppress for so long. We had finally given in.

I was underneath Christian as he helped me out of my laced nightgown. 

His warm, lips found mine in the dark and grabbed his face as I truly tasted him. His tongue teased mine, his teeth gently biting my lips.

And then he moved lower and I watched as he left trails of butterfly soft kisses against my naked torso.

I leaned back into the pillows and the second his lips found my pussy, I moaned loudly, unashamedly. My fingers delved into his thick black locks and I brought his head closer, while spreading my legs to accommodate him.

“You taste so good, Violet,” he said in between licks as he continued to torture me expertly.

My legs shook and I could feel myself on the brink of an orgasm, but he suddenly stopped and moved back up. I watched as he let his cock spring free from his unzipped jeans. He ran his hand along his left a few times and then he brought it against my pussy, teasing my entrance as he pressed his cock against my wetness.

“I need you,” I pleaded softly and Christian didn’t need to be told twice. He took me in his arms and thrusted deep inside of me. I arched my body as he slid back out and then moved in again.

“Oh my—” my words cut off and I was unable to speak as he filled me again. He was so big.

The feel of his throbbing cock inside of me was almost enough to drive me over the edge.

“You’re so beautiful, " Christian whispered. He grabbed my neck and we stared into each others eyes as he moved into me, each thrust harder than the last, until he was moving fast inside of me. Our breaths were hot on each others skin. Eyes locked. Hearts beating against each other. 

We both came simultaneously. I screamed out his name as he shoved his cock right inside of me, filling me with his hot seed.

“Fuck, Violet,” he groaned as he grabbed my face and kissed me.

He didn’t hold back as he claimed my mouth and fucked it with his tongue and teeth.

When we finally separated for air, Christian pushed the damp hair way from my face. 

“I love you.”

It seemed right to say it then. The thing we’ve always felt afraid of embracing. Our love for each other. And now that we had it, no one could take it away from us. Never again. 

“I love you too.”




THE END
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