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      He broke into my house, watched me sleep.

      He was dressed in black and wore a mask, telling me I could run but he’d catch me.

      I knew he only wanted one thing, and he wouldn’t leave until he got it.

      To use me.

      It was just the tip… of his tongue on my body, his weapon at my throat. It was just the tip of sweetness and fear that held me close and refused to let me go.

      I was frightened of the lengths he’d go, of how close he’d take me to the edge. I didn’t know if he’d throw me over or embrace me in the darkness.

      All I could do was surrender. It was bittersweet and an encounter I didn’t know if I’d live to see the end of.
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      “Go on, little girl. Make a run for it. I want to chase you.”

      It was when he chuckled that I darted for the door, gripped the handle, and tore it open. I ran out and was about to hit the staircase to sprint downstairs when I felt his hand wrap around my ponytail and yank me back against his chest.

      He laughed deeper, harder, and dragged me back to the room kicking and screaming.

      I didn’t want this… but oh my God, what was this feeling between my thighs? A tingling. A warmth.

      An intense wrongness.

      We were back in my room, and he slammed the door shut, pressed my back to it, and towered over me in that terrifying neon mask.

      Long seconds passed in which he didn’t speak, just stared at me. I couldn’t see much through the darkness of the room and the shadows crowding us. His mask, although lit, was dim and not overpowering. Just enough to see between the two of us.

      It was petrifying.

      He dragged out a knife and held it in front of me. I felt my eyes widen and pressed my back to the door, my palms flat against the cool, hard wood.

      “Don’t move,” he cooed and lifted that knife right to my throat, pressing the tip to my neck. “I might cut you if you do.”

      I shivered and closed my eyes, the blade cold but warming from my body heat.

      “But if I’m being honest, little girl, I want to slice this pretty flesh and watch it turn red with your blood.”

      And when I felt his hand between my thighs, a soft sound left me, one that humiliated me because it wasn’t just of fear.

      This is wrong. God, this is so wrong, but it feels so good.

      I was sick and twisted getting off on the way this masked intruder touched me. His breathing was hard as he dug his knife into my throat a little more, pulling a moan from me.

      He slid the blade down, and I gasped at how the sting from it told me he was actually cutting my skin as he made his way to my nightshirt. He tore through it easily until it was hanging open from my shoulders.

      “Stop this,” I said, and he laughed before thrusting his fingers between my legs. I’d taken off my panties when I went to the bathroom mere minutes ago after waking up soaked from my dream, right before this intruder shocked me by stepping out from behind my shower curtain. So now, he touched against bare, slick flesh.

      He leaned in and said against my ear, his words muffled by the mask, “Dirty, fucking liar. Your cunt is soaked for me.” He laughed again, and the sound was harsh as it moved along my body… like his knife just had.
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      The day my grandmother remarried, I was fifteen years old and could only focus on the fact that my step-grandfather was ten years younger than she was, and he certainly didn’t look like a “grandpa” in the traditional sense—although he was only forty-five.

      Oliver—or Oli, as anyone close called him—was a businessman who traveled so much for work we rarely saw him. But the couple of times a year, he did visit, and my family made a big spectacle out of it.

      He married my grandmother, Ellen, at the courthouse. There hadn’t been a fancy ceremony, not even a reception. Then again, Oli was her third husband.

      My grandmother invited us to dinner the night they’d gotten married, where she officially introduced Oli. That had been the first time we met him and, if I were honest, the first time I even heard she was seeing anyone, let alone involved in a relationship so deeply she would marry the man.

      Oli certainly hadn’t looked like a grandfather—not how my biological one looked anyway. I had a stereotypical idea of what grandparents looked like, one my grandmother didn’t fit, either, not even now at sixty-seven years old.

      She always looked youthful, her style fluid with the times.

      But Oli and Grandma Ellen’s marriage only lasted five years. I never asked what caused their divorce. I never thought much of it. But for those five years, my family had gotten close to Oli. He was funny and smart, an international businessman who was a worldly traveler and would tell us stories when he’d come back to the States.

      He’d always bring back trinkets for my sister and me from wherever he went—whatever part of the world he’d gone that trip.

      So, even though they hadn’t been married for many years now, my family loved the hell out of Oli, and we still saw him a couple of times a year.

      My grandmother? That was a whole other story. She was now on her fourth marriage to a man close to my age. She’d up and sold everything, moved across the country, and was living her best life the last I heard.

      “When is he supposed to get here?” Franny, my older sister, asked.

      I looked out my kitchen window. The sun was setting, the winter hours making it dark before it even hit six in the evening.

      “He’ll be here any minute. Although, that snowstorm is supposed to hit before eight.” I glanced over at my sister who was helping my mom finish cooking dinner.

      I invited everyone over to my place for supper, but I’d been not-so-subtlety kicked out of the kitchen because of my lack of cooking skills.

      I got up and grabbed a beer from the fridge, sneakily picking at the charcuterie board Franny created. She slapped my hand when I reached for another grape.

      “Ouch, you bitch,” I teased and shook my hand to ease the sting of her swat.

      It had been about a year since we all saw Oli together, so when he said he’d be in town tonight after his trip to Greece, everyone dropped what they were doing and made time for a visit.

      “Dad!” Franny called out.

      I heard my father groan before the sound of his footsteps came closer, and he entered the kitchen.

      “The storm is supposed to hit by eight. I plan on leaving by then unless you and Mom want to see if Sasha can give you a ride home?”

      Our mom and dad looked at me then Franny. They’d ridden with her.

      I shrugged. “I can take you home if you want to visit longer.”

      Dad shook his head, walked over to Mom, and wrapped his arms around her before kissing the side of her neck. “We’ll go with your sister, Sasha. I don’t want you driving in this shit weather.”

      “Oh, but I can?” Franny tease-whined.

      “You live a few houses down from us, honey,” Mom said. “You can park in our driveway and walk to your place.

      Franny snorted but just shook her head.

      My mom chuckled and started gathering the dinnerware to set the table, but all she found were my four chipped plates I’d gotten at a garage sale and a stack of paper ones. She glanced at me and lifted an eyebrow. “Really, honey?”

      “It’s usually just me here, and I hate doing dishes. You’ll find the exquisite sterling silverware in there.” I pointed and was grinning when she opened the drawer and sighed, grabbing the plastic forks and knives and shaking her head.

      “How the hell are we supposed to eat chicken primavera with this shit?” Franny asked. “It’s gonna break, and we’ll be forced to choke down pieces of plastic.”

      I rolled my eyes. “Drama queen. It’ll be fine.”

      The flash of headlights drew my attention out the kitchen window, and I saw a car coming up the driveway. “He’s here!” I called out and tipped my beer back, swallowing a hoppy mouthful.

      I found my smile instantly form as I went to the front door and pulled it open. I heard his car shut off, then the smooth noise of his door closing. The snow started falling, and I tipped my head back and looked up, seeing the flakes were starting to fall rapidly.

      The crunch-crunch of his feet on the ground as he came closer had me glancing in his direction just as he rounded the corner.

      Seeing Oli was like a warm hug or a thick blanket on a chilly day. He was family, familiar, and I loved having him and everyone over because it felt like the most comfortable thing in the world.

      A second later, he had me in a big bear hug before I could even take a breath or say a word. I sank against
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