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        “Darkness may hide the trees and the flowers from the eyes, but it cannot hide love from the soul.” - Rumi
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        Grey is the remains of dreams, of whispers painted along the edge of sanity…
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      Anton

      

      If I told you that I’ve never seen the bright golds and yellows of a sunrise, the dusky pink blossom of a cherry tree, the stark red of blood blooming from a wound, what would you think?

      Like most people, you’d believe I was blind. That I see nothing.

      The thing is, I see everything.

      But I don’t see colour.

      You could tell me how the ocean off the coast of Land’s End is a deep midnight blue, how green the meadows that surround the manor look on a bright spring day. You could even tell me that my eyes are a rich chocolate brown with flecks of gold.

      But I won’t understand what that means.

      I never will.

      During the day, my life is lived in shades of grey. The light might break up the darkness so that I can distinguish one object from another, but at night I live in a black void, a pit so deep, so dark, that no light can penetrate it.

      If in the daytime I’m barely alive, then at night I’m a fucking ghost.

      I’m a ghost who walks amongst the living.

      Every night, whilst the world sleeps, dreams filled with kaleidoscopic colour, I wade through the inky darkness trying to find a way back to the living.

      Tonight, it’s no different.

      Along the silent hallways of Browlace Manor, I roam. I’m an apparition, as pale and as colourless as the world around me.

      But I’m not the only ghost that treads the wooden boards beneath my bare feet.

      This home is filled with them.

      Mine, Ivan’s, Erik’s.

      Each of us have demons that taunt us, memories that haunt us daily. Our hearts may beat, we may breathe the dust-filled air of this old, creaking house, but none of us really live.

      We hide behind locked doors. Closed off from one another, trapped in our own versions of hell.

      Ivan bleeds for the woman he destroyed, fucking women in the studio where his wife slit her wrists. He craves that one moment of blissful release because it’s the only way he can find peace from the guilt he’ll never be able to outrun.

      Erik is a prisoner to his own memories, the west wing of the manor his personal jail. It wouldn’t matter if Ms Hadley left the doors unlocked because he’s never been able to escape the nightmares of his past. There’s no freedom in being free, not for him.

      And me? I crave the impossible. I search for something I’ll never be able to have. I search for colour, any shade other than the faded monochrome that surrounds me. I use drugs, willing to chase the dragon just for a glimpse of its fiery breath, and as a result insomnia plagues me. Not that it matters, there is no comfort in the arms of sleep, only more torture, more anguish, more pain, more fucking grey.

      It's a thankless colour. A colour that’s bland, dull, lifeless, drab. It’s the colour of nothingness, of the space between day and night, light and dark. It’s the colour of punishment, of a father’s disappointment. It’s the brittle cold mist that hangs over Browlace Manor in the middle of winter. It’s the colour of aging, of paper thin flesh over brittle bones, of ash and dust, of smoke. Of everything that happens after life. It’s Svetlana’s gravestone that sits nestled amongst the wood she once loved to roam in.

      Grey is the remains of dreams, of whispers painted along the edge of sanity.

      And the one thing, the only thing that keeps me from losing my mind entirely are my pencils, paintbrushes and the possibilities of an empty canvas. The small shard of hope, that one day I might finally be able to breathe colour into my life through art.

      Pushing open the door to my studio I turn on the light switch, objects take shape, forming slowly as my eyes adjust to the sudden change. This room is my sanctuary. It’s the only place where I feel a little less ghostlike and a little more alive.

      In the far corner of the room a large canvas leans against the wall, a painting of the woman I’ve been trying to recreate for the past two years. Even from where I stand, I know it hasn’t captured her. It pales into insignificance.

      How can I capture someone so pure, so free, so innocent, so full of colour, life?

      For months, following my arrival at Browlace Manor, she’d been my muse. She’d posed for me in my studio here.

      She’d come willingly at first.

      She’d laid bare so that I could draw every contour of her body; the sharp point of her jaw, the curve of her breasts and hips, the thatch of hair between her legs, the dip of her waist under a ribcage that expanded with anticipation and exhaled with desire. She was young, only twenty-two and had the soft plumpness that comes with being so youthful.

      She’d been in love with me.

      I knew that, and I used it to my advantage with the sole purpose to get what I wanted.

      Her name was Amber. A name that taunted me with another colour that I’ve never been able to see. She’d told me once that her hair was the same colour as her name, it was why her parents chose it for her. She’d even told me that if she stood in the sunlight just right, that her hair would become a halo above her head, conjuring images of angels and magical creatures that I had no right to capture on canvas, let alone anywhere else.

      Unknowingly, she taunted me with her words and it sent my obsession to seek her colours into the realms of insanity.

      Mine, hers.

      Neither of us got out without irrevocable damage.

      By the time I’d finished with her, she’d lost the innocence she’d started with, her passion for life dwindled to the point of non-existence and I’d lost another piece of my soul.

      I’m responsible for her slow spiral into madness and though she lives still, it’s not a life I wish on anyone.

      I ruined her.

      I took and took and took until all her colour bled onto the floor of my studio and seeped into the cracks between the wooden boards never to be seen again, not one ounce of it captured on the canvas that still lies unfinished to this day.

      She’s as grey as me now. A ghost just like I am.

      I’m a monster.

      I seek the impossible and I will do whatever it takes to get it…

      I destroy people, and I’m about to do the same thing again.
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      Rose

      

      Above me grey clouds billow with the threat of rain as I make my way up the drive towards Browlace Manor. Ivan’s insistence on sending a car to pick me up every morning for work is a kind one, but on this bitterly cold Friday morning I turned the offer of a lift down, sending Patrick, the head gardener slash impromptu chauffeur, away.

      Despite the aches I will suffer later, I need the fresh air and time to think.

      Tomorrow evening, Ivan leaves for Moscow for a couple of weeks to meet with a potential new client. He’s looking into opening a new hotel in the centre of the city and he’s asked me to go with him as his personal assistant… as his Domina.

      And even though the thought of being away with Ivan thrills me, I have a reason to stay.

      Two actually.

      Anton and Erik.

      Sighing, I tuck my mitten-covered hands deep into the pockets of my wool coat. It’s been almost two weeks since I became Ivan’s Domina. Every day has been filled with a new found happiness as Ivan and I work besides one another. Every night filled with mind-blowing sex.

      Ivan has submitted to me entirely, giving me his body and handing over his control willingly and though a huge part of me wants to go with him to Moscow, another part wants to stay, wants to explore the newly forming friendships with Anton and Erik. But more than that, I want to understand the dangerous attraction bubbling between us. Dangerous because unlike Ivan, their demons are still untamed.

      Erik is volatile, the threat of physical harm in his presence a very real one.

      Anton is a mystery, someone I’ve not really been able to work out. He’s layered, much more so than Ivan, and probably Erik too.

      Though Ivan still has days when he struggles with his past, he is secure in the knowledge that I am his Domina, that with me he can submit and let go of all the pain of his past, all of the guilt, the control.

      I believe he’s healing a little day by day, and to know I’ve somehow had a hand in that makes me feel a little better about myself. It eases some of the hurt of my own past, and the memories of a man who broke my heart when I was just a child.

      Erik’s demons lie in his past too, but in a very different way. His anger and violence are wrapped up in the memories of the torture he was subjected to. I don’t know all the details, but in the brief moments when I’ve been around him it’s clear to see that out of the three men his demon is the closest to the surface.

      But at least with Erik I can see exactly what I’m dealing with.

      It’s like standing in front of a lion in a circus. It might be tamed to a certain extent by rules and training, but it still has the ability to gut you with one well-placed claw. It’s still a wild animal beneath all the conditioning.

      With Anton, his demons are buried so deep, hidden so well, that I suspect he’ll be the hardest to uncover. Just like his paintings he’s layered, each colour painted over the other, hiding the first sketch, the heart of who he is.

      Something about the way Anton’s been acting over the last week or so has me concerned for him. That’s another reason why I can’t go with Ivan.

      I’ve always been attracted to broken men, and Anton is more broken than most.

      Stopping at the top of the driveway I look at the looming sight of Browlace Manor. It’s a beautiful home, built entirely with Cornish stone. Ivy trails up the left side growing over the windows of the west wing of the manor and crawling across the grey slate roof. The gravel drive has a central grass island, and in the middle sits a cherry blossom tree which is nothing more than barren twigs given it’s practically winter, or at least it feels like it on this freezing October day.

      Beyond the thick stone and inside the manor there are still areas that are off limits to me, Erik’s wing being one of them. I haven’t had a chance to spend time with him since Ivan and I fought for dominance that night in Svetlana’s dance studio. He’s kept his distance whilst recovering from his stab wound. His mother, Ms Hadley, is taking ‘care’ of him.

      I laugh out loud at that, white plumes of breath leaving my mouth. My demon coming alive from the inside out.

      That woman makes my skin crawl. Since the night I warned her not to fuck with me, she’s stayed away. But that doesn’t mean to say her threat to ruin me has lessened any. She’s biding her time.

      I know that, because so am I.

      I will get to the bottom of her role in their lives. It’s more than mother, housekeeper, ex-nanny. Much, much more.

      If anyone holds secrets, it’s her.

      And I intend to find out what they are.

      

      Entering our office, I find Ivan sitting at his desk drinking a cup of coffee. He looks up when I enter, a smile lighting his blue-grey eyes even if the rest of his face remains impassive. It’s as though he still can’t quite give in to the happiness he feels. Even though his guilt has lessened, and his demon vanquished, he still can’t allow himself that gift.

      Perhaps one day that will change. We just need to take it one step at a time.

      “Morning, Rose. Did you clear the cobwebs?” he asks.

      “Something like that.”

      I close the door, hanging my coat on the hook, before settling behind my desk. He watches me thoughtfully. I know what he’s itching to ask, but I’m not ready to tell him just yet.

      Ivan waits for me to log onto the computer before broaching the subject without asking me outright what I’ve decided. Gone are the days where he would demand an answer, trying to bully me into responding. That man who needed to control, to rule, he’s no longer here.

      “I’ve just been going over the itinerary. It’s going to be a busy couple of weeks,” he says.

      Opening up the file on the computer that holds the details of his trip, I glance over the information. “Is there anything left I need to do? Would you like me to call the hotel and check everything is in order?”

      “There’s no need. You put this itinerary together, Rose. It’s foolproof. You’re very good at your job. I’m a lucky man.”

      I raise my eyebrow at that.

      “I mean it.”

      Ivan stands, his movements far more graceful than they were the first time we laid eyes on each other in this office. Whilst each day he becomes a little less stiff, I fight to remain subtle. My medical condition worsening with every passing day, despite my efforts to stop it from ruling me. I’m well aware of the swelling surrounding more of my finger joints. They’re ugly. I feel ashamed of them.

      As Ivan approaches, I hide my hands beneath the table. I don’t want him to see them. Which is entirely crazy given he’s sucked every single one of my fingers and never complained.

      “You don’t believe I’m lucky?” he asks, approaching me.

      I shrug, not willing to answer that question.

      “Rose, I know I’m not the type of man to express how he feels with words…”

      “Unless he’s in a rage,” I mutter, with a half-smile.

      “I’m not particularly articulate then either,” he responds with a rueful laugh as he perches on the corner of my desk “The point is I feel lucky. I’m grateful for you, Rose. You’ve changed everything.”

      Although I can tell he wants to, Ivan doesn’t try to touch me. In this room we work. It must be that way otherwise we’d never get anything done. In this room it’s just Rose and Ivan, not dominant and submissive. We can be free to talk, behave naturally, but there is absolutely no sex. None.

      Being intimate now happens in the privacy of Ivan’s bedroom. We haven’t entered the dance studio together since that night he submitted to me. I won’t dominate him in the same room his wife committed suicide. He doesn’t need a reminder of that kind of guilt and frankly neither do I.

      After what happened that night, I took the decision out of his hands and made sure that whenever we come together it would be anywhere other than Svetlana’s studio. Besides, there’s something about that space. The handful of times I’ve gone there, I feel as though I’m being watched. That I’m not alone somehow.

      Svetlana’s ghost lingers in that room, just as much as the stain of her blood. That room belongs to her, to Ivan’s past. Not his future.

      “Rose, are you listening? You’ve changed everything.”

      “Not everything,” I reply before I’m able to stop myself.

      I haven’t changed Anton, Erik. I haven’t set them free, and something deep within me really wants to do that. My need to save them is becoming an obsession of my own. Perhaps it was because I couldn’t save Roman, perhaps it’s just because broken men are the ones I’m most drawn to. Either way, it’s becoming a very real need in me.

      “Rose…” he starts, a frown pulling his dark eyebrows together.

      But he doesn’t get to finish his sentence, not when the door to the office slams open and Ms Hadley comes rushing in.

      Both Ivan and I stand abruptly. Ms Hadley wouldn’t be here unless it’s an emergency. Ivan made it quite clear that’s the only reason she could ever come to our office uninvited. The fact she’s still allowed to be in the building makes me uncomfortable, but currently I have no reason to persuade Ivan to change that… yet.

      “What is it, Ms Hadley?” Ivan asks.

      Her face is pale, her mouth pinched. She glances between us both.

      “Is it Erik?” Ivan bites out, his muscles tensing under his white shirt.

      Ms Hadley’s gaze flicks to mine, and for the briefest of moments I swear I can see triumph in them before it disappears and is replaced with fear.

      “No, not Erik. It’s Anton. I can’t wake him.”
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      Anton

      

      Darkness looms, the black gulf of its gaping maw ready to devour me.

      I don’t fall into the darkness peacefully.

      I fight. My arms flail, my legs kicking as I fall…

      Then nothing.

      No sound. No images. No light.

      No. Fucking. Colour.

      I can drink myself into a stupor. I can smoke weed in the hope that, somehow, it’ll allow me to see.

      And yet I’m left with…

      Nothing.

      I’m floating in a void of nothingness.

      And even though I can no longer feel my body, it isn’t a peaceful weightlessness.

      It isn’t anything.

      There’s no pain, no happiness. No relief.

      I lift my head trying to see a shape, anything that I can grab hold of, something to anchor me. Something to keep me from floating away into space, from dispersing into the air.

      But I realise there’s no anchoring a soul that can’t find peace in its own body. How can you anchor something that has no substance?

      You can’t.

      There’s no helping me.

      No matter how much I want to fill the pain that lives inside. No matter how much I crave colour to make me whole, it’s useless.

      It’s fucking useless.

      My mind wanders to the girl I ruined.

      She lives half a life because of what I did to her, because of the way I used her for my own gain. I’m not proud of myself, I hate that I hurt her.

      But I’ll do it again if I have too.

      Because without colour, I’m nothing.

      Without colour I’m a swathe of smoke; weightless and insubstantial.

      Dangerous.

      I’m a secret assassin. I creep into the cracks of people’s hearts, seep into their lungs and steal their breath, consuming them slowly over time. I suffocate and destroy.

      But the thing is, whilst I destroy others, I destroy myself too. I’ve been doing it for a very long time…

      Time.

      It ticks away endlessly as I float in the darkness.

      Darkness that consumes me, that threatens to break up the molecules that barely bind me together. One strong wind and I will disperse, with no strength to remain whole.

      Then slowly… grey filters into the black, absorbing it so that it isn’t so bottomless.

      The void fills with smoke, it billows around me.

      It is me.

      I take form, the tendrils of my soul feathering outwards.

      The colour grey might be who I am, it might allow me to see.

      But it reminds me of everything I’m not.

      It reminds me of what I desire.

      Colour.

      My muse.

      Rose.
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      Rose

      

      We all rush from the room, following Ms Hadley to Anton’s studio. As soon as we enter, I can smell the stale stench of weed, alcohol and vomit. In the corner of the room by his easel, is Anton. He’s lying naked on his side in a pile of his own sick.

      “Fuck’s sake, Anton,” Ivan growls, leaning over him, checking for a pulse. “How long has he been like this?”

      “I don’t know, I just came to bring him some breakfast,” Ms Hadley says, pointing to a tray on his art table. “And this is how I found him.”

      Her voice cracks as her hand flies to cover her mouth, and a small part of me wonders whether I’ve got her wrong. Right now, she seems genuinely concerned.

      “He’s breathing, Ms Hadley. Anton’s just passed out. Luckily for him, he’s puked up the contents of his stomach. Hopefully, whatever shit he’s taken will be out of his system now and he can sleep it off.”

      “Shouldn’t we take him to the hospital? Get him checked over just in case?” I ask, dropping besides Ivan.

      I run my fingertips over the cool skin of Anton’s thigh, unable to stop myself from touching him. It’s then that I notice the tiny red pinpricks peppering the crook of his arm. They aren’t fresh marks, definitely more than a couple of weeks old, but they’re concerning enough.

      “Ivan…?” I murmur, catching his eye.

      “No! No hospital. We’ve done this before. He’ll sleep for the day, then wake up with a fucking hangover from hell. I’ll speak to him then, but for now we need to get him to his room,” Ivan says, before turning his attention to Ms Hadley. “I’m going to need Erik’s help, go get him.”

      “But what about…” she says, flicking her eyes to me.

      “I can’t lift him on my own. Get Erik!” Ivan snaps.

      Ms Hadley nods sharply and rushes from the room, but not before giving me a wicked look. Frankly, I couldn’t care less what she thinks of me. I’m glad she’s been sent away, even if it is only for a moment.

      “Ivan, the marks on Anton’s arm. Is that what I think it is?”

      Ivan sighs. “I thought he’d got it under control. He did have it under control. He’s been clean for months. FUCK! How could I miss this?”

      “Hey, don’t do that. No guilt,” I command, lowering my voice to the familiar tenor that is Domina. Ivan nods, his guilt leaving him in one long breath. I envy him that, because inside I feel guilt constricting my own lungs.

      “Does this happen often?” I ask.

      “Often enough for me to worry about the stupid bastard.” Ivan confesses.

      “Talk to me, Ivan. Don’t carry this burden alone. What’s going on here?”

      Ivan considers me a moment, conflicted.

      “Ivan,” I prompt him.

      “Over the years Anton falls into bouts of…” He swallows hard, unable to continue.

      “Depression?” I ask gently.

      He flicks his gaze to me, scraping a hand through his dark hair. “Yes, partly that, but mostly psychosis. Ant loses himself for a time. He takes drugs, which makes it worse. He doesn’t sleep, barely eats. Anton locks himself in this room, he withdraws from everyone except the one person he shouldn’t be around because of how obsessive he becomes.”

      “What do you mean, the one person he shouldn’t be around?”

      “His muse, Rose. You. He chose you. I should’ve warned you, I should’ve seen this coming. This is just the start. He can’t control his obsession. When he said you’re the one, I thought he meant something different. But it’s happening again.”

      “The one?”

      Ivan gives me a pained look, one that tells me he’s holding back from telling me the whole truth. Everything about this moment is worrying. Anton’s drug abuse, the threat of his obsession that has been brought up by both Ivan and Anton on more than one occasion, and lastly the truth being held back from me.

      “I thought he meant you’d be the one to help him get over his need to see colour. I thought he meant you’d be enough. Now I know I’m mistaken and that puts you in danger, Rose.”

      “Why?”

      “When he’s like this, he’s dangerous.”

      “How so?” I look from Ivan to Anton. To me, he just looks vulnerable.

      “Because he’s capable of anything. He will hurt you.”

      “Not in this state he won’t. He’s comatose,” I retort.

      “I don’t mean physically, Rose…”

      “No one has the capability to hurt me that way anymore, Ivan. It’s impossible.”

      Ivan looks at me with troubled eyes. “He’ll find a way. Don’t underestimate him, Rose.”

      He falls silent, unspoken words hanging in the air between us.

      “Will you ever tell me about your past, Rose?” he finally asks me.

      The vulnerability he shows me in that one question almost floors me. For a man who until recently kept everyone at arm’s length, it’s a show of emotion that’s perfect in its nakedness.

      “I don’t know,” I respond honestly.

      Ivan gives me a lingering look, then nods his head turning his attention back to Anton.

      “I should’ve kept a closer eye on him.”

      “Stop that now. He’s a grown man, Ivan. The decisions he makes are his alone. You didn’t roll those joints,” I say, pointing to the overflowing ashtray. “You didn’t pour that bottle of whiskey down his throat either, and you certainly didn’t inject heroin into his arm. You aren’t responsible, and you can’t prevent this kind of self-destruction. Believe me, I know that better than anyone.”

      Memories of Roman pull at the corner of my consciousness, but I push them away, slamming the door on them. I won’t be reminded of that time. Not now. Not when I feel so afraid, because despite my words of comfort for Ivan, inside I feel my guts churn at the thought Anton is suffering like this and that I might be responsible.

      “You don’t get it… There’s more to being his muse than you think, Rose.”

      “Let’s try and sit him up so that it’s easier for you and Erik to lift him,” I say, trying to be practical and, more importantly, avoiding the conversation for now.

      Ivan sighs, but doesn’t push further. Between us we manage to get Anton into a seated position. His head rolls forward, the long strands of his hair falling over his face.

      “This is the last fucking time I do this,” Ivan snarls as he hauls Anton against his chest, guilt replaced with anger now.

      Anger is still Ivan’s go-to emotion when he can’t handle an emotional situation such as this. I get that. I understand him, because beneath the anger is concern, fear, love.

      I see it now in the gentle way he holds Anton despite the anger making his jaw tight.

      “You and I both know that isn’t true, Ivan,” I say softly.

      Ivan frowns, the muscle in his jaw twitching.

      Reaching over I cup Anton’s face, pushing his head gently back against Ivan’s shoulder. His eyelids flicker open, a stream of nonsense falling from his lips as beads of sweat pearl on his forehead.

      “Shh, Anton. It’s okay,” I say, swiping the long tendrils of hair off his face. He looks at me blankly, his dark eyes black. The pupils are so large they practically encompass the whole of his irises, the whites bloodshot. He looks like shit. He looks broken.

      He looks ashen, grey.

      And I already know that I won’t be able to leave his side until I fix him or ruin myself trying.

      “We’ll get through this, okay?” I say softly to Anton. Ivan is staring at me with a look that makes my throat constrict.

      It’s a promise I know I have no place making. I made a similar promise to Roman and that didn’t end well.

      “I’ll have to cancel my trip,” Ivan says, abruptly.

      He adjusts Anton in his arms. Anton groans, his head falling forward the moment I let it go.

      “No, don’t do that…” I say, propping Anton’s head back once more.

      “I can’t leave him in this state.”

      “Ivan, you must go, you’ve been working so hard. There might not be another opportunity like this.”

      I don’t get to argue my point further because Ms Hadley returns with Erik.

      Erik.

      The atmosphere changes the moment he steps into the room. Instantly, I feel the prickles of danger and the spark of attraction erupt over my skin.

      “Erik,” I murmur, unable to help myself.

      I don’t raise my gaze, automatically reacting submissively. Around him, I find it difficult to behave any other way. I know Ivan is acutely aware of the change in me too. I hear him draw in a harsh breath at my instantaneous response to Erik.

      “Rose, you should step aside,” Erik says, his smooth voice edged with sharpness.

      I respond immediately, getting up and backing away enough so that Erik feels comfortable to move from behind Ms Hadley. Something about him using her as a shield grates more than I’d care to admit.

      I watch from beneath lowered lashes as he strides over to Ivan and Anton. He's wearing workout gear, his muscular legs encased in running shorts. I allow myself to raise my gaze a little higher just enough to see that he’s also wearing a muscle top. He has thick arms, and large hands. Everything about him screams strength and power.

      “Stay over there,” Erik says, addressing me, and my gaze snaps to the floor once more.

      “Of course,” I whisper, backing up against the wall on the other side of the room, putting as much space between Erik and me as I physically can.

      Despite his outward appearance, and the control he seems to have currently, I know it can change in an instant. One false move from me and this whole situation could spiral quickly.

      I hear Ms Hadley draw in a sharp breath, unable to hide her surprise at Erik’s ability to be in the same room as me. The violence in Erik is still barely contained, I can see how close he is to losing control in the tenseness of his stance, but he hasn’t tried to kill me, yet.

      Not able to help myself, I glance at Ms Hadley. The look she gives me is murderous, but then again what did I expect?

      “What was it this time, Ivan?” Erik asks, crouching down beside them both. His hand rests on Anton’s leg, squeezing gently.

      “Just weed and whiskey,” Ivan responds.

      “Maybe today, but he’s been using recently,” Erik says, pointing to the needle marks on his arm.

      “I know.” Ivan sighs heavily, and my shattered heart aches for them all.

      “I haven’t seen him like this since…” Erik starts, then his shoulders bunch tightly as he remembers I’m still in the room.

      Since what? Svetlana’s death? A relationship gone sour? More secrets swirl about us, thickening the air further. Choking me.

      “Since what?” I ask, unable to help myself.

      Both men clam up, using the excuse of lifting Anton off the floor as a reason not to answer.

      Anton groans as Ivan adjusts his grip. “Let’s get Anton to bed,” Ivan says, looking at me grimly. “Then maybe we can talk.”
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      I follow a safe distance behind Ivan and Erik as they carry Anton to his bedroom. Ms Hadley walks beside me not uttering a word, but I can feel her malice towards me as though it’s a sentient being.

      “He’ll need cleaning up. Bring me some warm water, washcloths and towels,” Ms Hadley orders the moment Ivan and Erik have placed him on his bed.

      My skin instantly prickles. He doesn’t need cleaning up, he needs sleep. He’s a grown fucking man, he can shower when he wakes.

      “No way!” I respond instantly. She’s not touching him.

      Ms Hadley snaps around to face me. Out of the corner of my eye I see Erik tense. His fingers curling into his palms as he senses the hate between us.

      “He’s covered in sick, he needs cleaning.”

      “He’s not your charge anymore. Anton can wash himself when he wakes up.”

      Ms Hadley narrows her eyes at me, folding her arms across her chest. “I don’t know what you’re insinuating with that look, young lady, but I’ve taken care of this boy since he was a baby, and I will continue to do so until he tells me otherwise, so if you don’t mind…” she retorts, turning her back to me and heading over to Anton’s side.

      “Actually, I do mind. Very much, in fact. Ms Hadley, you aren’t washing Anton whilst he’s passed out. When he wakes up, he can tell you if he ever needs that kind of looking after, but until that point you need to back off. And, for the record, he most definitely is not a boy!”

      He’s a man, for fuck’s sake. He’s naked, vulnerable, and something about the way she hovers over him has my skin crawling and my stomach roiling.

      Ms Hadley stiffens, my veiled threat hanging in the air around us. She might be the matriarch of this family, ruling over these men, but I’m not about to let her do something I don’t agree with. No way in hell.

      “Mother, it’s time to leave. Let Anton sleep this off. As soon as he wakes, Ivan can let you know,” Erik says, breaking the battle of wills happening between us.

      He briefly looks at me, his emotions schooled behind taut features, and before I avert my eyes, I can see beyond the pretence. I know that he’s suffering just being in the same room as me, any longer and he’ll not be able to control himself. Ms Hadley must see that too because this time she doesn’t argue.

      “Fine, but the moment he wakes I want to know. Come Erik, let’s get you back to your room.”

      Erik nods his head, not denying her even though I desperately want him to. I watch him carefully under lowered lashes. When he passes behind me, I can feel the almost visceral

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/bw-logo.jpg





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Epigraph
      


      		
        GREY
      


      		
        Prologue
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        AMBER
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        WHITE
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        RED
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        CERULEAN BLUE
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        BLACK
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        ROSE
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        About Bea Paige
      


      		
        Also by Bea Paige
      


    


  
  
    
      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		About Bea Paige


      		Also by Bea Paige


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



