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Chapter 9

Summer nights in the village were cool. People liked to sit under the big willow tree at the entrance and enjoy the breeze. That was where news traveled fastest too.

When Sophie and I walked over there, the villagers all stared at her with curious eyes. They whispered among themselves, saying Tyler was something else—one wife from the city, one wife in the village.

Once we were a little farther from home, Sophie bent down and smiled at me.

“Annie,” she said softly, “tell me the truth. Is Grace your older brother’s wife, or your second brother’s?”

My heart jumped.

She knew already?

“Annie, don’t be scared. I’m going to help you.” Her voice turned gentler. “You like your sister-in-law a lot, don’t you? Do you really want her to stay in this village forever, trapped in a mess like this?”

Of course I didn’t.

Only if Grace got out could she take me with her.

I was still hesitating, still wondering whether I should tell her the truth, when someone came toward us from the opposite direction.

It was Daniel.

He limped as he walked, carrying a bag of bright, crinkly things in his hand, maybe snacks.

When Sophie saw him, she straightened and greeted him with a smile.

Standing like that, she was so much taller than Daniel.

Daniel ignored both of us. He walked right past us and headed for the house.

Sophie looked at me, let out a quiet sigh, and took my hand.

Then she led me back the same way.

We were still a long way from the Turner house when I heard Tyler and Grace shouting at each other inside.

Sophie stopped at once and kept me from going in.

I stood there listening. Through the noise, I caught something about a marriage certificate.

Mrs. Turner and Mr. Turner were standing at the doorway. The second Mrs. Turner saw us, she raised her voice and called out, “Sophie, you’re back. Come on in. The mosquitoes are terrible outside in summer. I’ve lit mosquito coils in the house.”

The arguing inside died instantly.

Tyler came out first. Grace rushed after him, but Mrs. Turner stepped in front of her and blocked her way.

Tyler took Sophie by the arm and pulled her into the back room.

I looked closely at Grace and saw a fresh bruise at the corner of her mouth. Then Daniel and Mrs. Turner moved at the same time—one clamped a hand over Grace’s mouth, the other grabbed her by the hair and dragged her back toward the room.

I ran straight to Tyler’s room, thinking I could beg them to save Grace.

But when I got there, I heard this instead.

“Is that baby your sister-in-law’s carrying yours?”

“Did Annie tell you that?”

“So you admit it? I don’t need Annie to tell me. Do you think I’m blind? If there’s nothing between you two, why has your sister-in-law been targeting me?”

“Sophie, don’t get so worked up. My sister-in-law used to have a crush on me, that’s all. Nothing ever happened, so she married my older brother.”

“You think I’d believe that? Now I know why you kept dragging your feet and refusing to register our marriage. Did you already register one with your sister-in-law?”

“That’s incest!”
Chapter 11

His body was already cold and stiff. His lips had turned purple, and there was still white foam at the corner of his mouth.

Grace came running in. She snatched the baby from my arms, and then with a broken cry, she collapsed to the floor.

"My baby! My baby, what's wrong with my baby? Somebody save him! Please, somebody save my baby!"

Her crying filled the entire yard.

Mrs. Turner, Tyler, and Sophie all came back. The moment they entered the room, Grace pointed at Sophie and screamed, "My baby is dead! You killed my baby! You can't leave!"

She lunged forward and dragged Sophie back.

Grace shouted that she was calling the police, but Daniel said flatly, "What's the point? A dead baby's a dead baby."

Tyler glanced at Daniel.

Then he called the police anyway.

They arrived quickly. They sealed off the scene and said they needed to perform an autopsy on the baby.

My family refused.

Mrs. Turner and Mr. Turner thought Sophie was younger, prettier, and more capable. In their minds, she could give them a grandchild better than Grace's baby ever had been.

Daniel had never liked the child.

Tyler had only just seen the baby for the first time, and he didn't care much either. Besides, to him, the baby was proof of a stain he wanted erased.

Only Grace and I wanted the truth.

But no one in that house had ever cared about what we wanted.

The police did.

"This is a criminal case," one of the officers said. "The family has no right to refuse an autopsy. Until the results come back, none of you are to go far. Stay available and cooperate with the investigation."

Sophie had no choice but to stay.

After Sophie stayed, she spent all her time fiddling with her laptop.

I wanted to go over and see what she was doing, but the second I got close, she snapped the lid shut.

Just then my second brother came over. He told me Sophie had work to do and I wasn't allowed to bother her. He also said her laptop was expensive, so I wasn't to touch it or break it.

Three days later, the police came.

They said the medical examiner had confirmed my little nephew had been poisoned to death with rat poison.

The moment I heard that, I thought of the day Sophie arrived, when my older brother had bought that bright, colorful packet.

That was the rat poison.

"We checked the nearby shops," one of the officers said. "Your eldest son recently bought rat poison. Where is the rest of that package now?"

My older brother stammered and couldn't get a word out.

Grace rushed forward and started clawing at him.
Chapter 12

"How could you be this vicious?" she screamed. "Even if he wasn't your own son, he was still your nephew! How could you do it? How could you kill him?"

My mother and my second brother each grabbed one of Grace's arms and dragged her away while the police took my older brother with them.

As he was being led out, he shouted at my mother, "Mom! I don't want to die! Mom, save me! Save me!"

Later, he confessed to everything at the station.

He had wanted the baby dead for a long time. Because of that child, he had endured who knew how many cold looks and whispers from the people in the village.

And because of the baby, Grace had never stopped hoping my second brother would take her and the child away. She had always believed that, for the baby's sake, he might bring them both out of here. Because of that, she had never been willing to truly live as husband and wife with my older brother.

This time, my second brother had come back. Even though Sophie had come with him, my older brother thought that if Sophie dumped him, then because of the child, my second brother might get back together with Grace after all.

And what I had said to Grace the night before had only strengthened his resolve to do it.

My mother and father were so ignorant they actually believed killing a child in your own family wasn't a crime. They cried and begged my second brother to think of some way to save my older brother.

My second brother thought it over and finally came up with what he called a good idea.

He decided that, as the baby's father, he would sign a letter forgiving my older brother.

And if that didn't work, they could always claim my older brother was mentally ill. One way or another, they were determined not to let him die.

He went to Grace to ask for the marriage certificate.

But Grace had only just lost her child. And now he wanted her to forgive the man who had killed that child—on top of everything else, a man who had raped her again and again.

Grace cursed him out and called him less than human.

But all the documents were with my mother. Grace could only stand there and watch as my mother handed them over to my second brother.

She did nothing but cry.

For some reason, what had happened to my family suddenly exploded online.

People on the internet refused to let my older brother off easy.

I didn’t understand it at first. My mother had taken Grace’s phone a long time ago. She hadn’t been able to do livestreams anymore, so how had any of it gotten out?
Chapter 13

Later, Sophie admitted she was the one who had posted the videos. Besides her regular job, she also ran her own social media account.

Back when Grace had still been doing livestreams, Sophie had watched some of them. The viewers had tried to warn her, but Grace hadn’t listened. Then she disappeared, and people online started saying something terrible had probably happened to her.

Later, Sophie met my second brother through work. She realized he looked exactly like the man in the photos Grace had posted during those livestreams, so she got close to him on purpose.

My brother, of course, thought Sophie had fallen for him first.

Sophie said to Grace, “I was honestly curious what kind of man could make you love him that much. And it turns out... he’s just this.”

Grace stared ahead blankly and didn’t answer.

When Sophie came to the village with my brother, she had been wearing a tiny camera pinned to her chest, recording everything in the Turner house.

A few days ago, she edited all the footage into videos and posted them online. They spread fast. Everyone was talking about them.

Because public opinion was so strong, and because no one agreed my older brother deserved forgiveness, he was eventually sentenced to death for intentional murder under especially serious circumstances.

Sophie looked at Grace and said, “Grace, I never loved Tyler. But I hope now you can finally see what kind of man he really is. Live
















Chapter 14

Not long after, my mother and my second brother started yelling that their stomachs hurt. A little later, my father started shouting too.

Sophie and I both froze and set down our bowls at once, then turned to look at Grace.

In a soft, gentle voice, Grace said to my mother, “Now I finally get to watch you and your son die together.”

That was when Sophie understood. Grace was taking revenge.

She pulled out her phone to call 911, but Grace stopped her.

Grace dropped to her knees in front of Sophie and clutched her hand tight.

“Sophie, I know you don’t eat rice. That’s where I put the poison. Please. Just let me watch them die.”

“Grace, I’m not calling because I want to save them,” Sophie said, her voice breaking. “I’m calling because I don’t want you to die.”

By the time she finished, Grace had collapsed onto the floor too. She was clutching her stomach, drenched in sweat.

“Sophie, listen to me,” she said. “No one ever loved me from the time I was little. I kept thinking Tyler was the only person who did. I was blind.”

“Now my baby is dead too. I don’t have anything left to hold on to. I want them all dead. I want to avenge my son.”

“But Grace, you’re still young,” Sophie said desperately. “You can make money doing livestreams. You still have hope. You can love again. You can have a new family.”

Grace only kept shaking her head.

I dropped to my knees beside her and cried and cried.

Grace caught my hand and placed it into Sophie’s.

“Please,” she whispered. “Find a way to help her.”

In the end, Sophie still made the call, and all of them were taken to the hospital.

My mother and father were unlucky—or maybe it was justice. They had eaten too much, and the poison hit them hardest. The doctors couldn’t save them. They were pronounced dead.

My second brother ended up in the ICU. Our family was too poor to afford aggressive treatment, so I could only choose the most conservative option. The day they removed his tubes, he died.

Grace was saved.

Later, the hospital determined that the trauma of losing her child had caused severe mental illness. Since the killing happened while she was in that state, she wasn’t sentenced to prison.

Because I was still a minor, and because people online had taken an interest in what happened to me, I was sent to a good local children’s home.

Sophie and Grace came to visit me often.

Grace rebuilt her life through livestream selling, and sometimes Sophie would join her on live video.

I learned my lesson from Grace.

I won’t wait for someone else to love me.

I’ll love myself.

If I do that, maybe a tragedy like hers will never happen to me.
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