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The smell of gasoline still clings to my skin.

It’s been days. Maybe weeks. I don’t  know anymore. Time is a cruel, shapeless thing, stretching and folding in on itself, trapping me in a loop of flashing red lights, broken glass, and the sound of my sister’s last breath.

Allie always said I drove too fast.

"Slow down, Allen. You're not invincible."

I should have listened.

That night was supposed to be fun, just another party, just another moment of pretending. Allie, radiant and wild, in her favorite red dress, and me, a shadow at her side, never quite shining the same way she did. Callum had his arm around her, the golden boy and his golden girl, a picture-perfect dream.

And I was just the extra. The third wheel. The best friend who was always there but never really seen.

Then the crash happened.

The memories that came rapant at inconsistent over and over, split me open like a wound, raw and unforgiving. The way the headlights from the other car cut through the darkness, how I yanked the wheel too late, the world flipping, metal screaming, glass shattering, Allie’s breathless gasp right before silence swallowed her whole.

I don’t remember crawling out of the wreckage. I don’t remember the sirens or the paramedics who tried to keep me from cradling her lifeless body. But I remember the way Callum looked at me.

Like I was a murderer.

The headlines didn’t help. Teenager Kills Twin Sister in Drunk Driving Accident. The news spun its story, turning my guilt into a public execution. The school whispered behind my back before they started screaming it to my face. My father never needed the media’s encouragement, his first punch landed before I even got the hospital band off my wrist.

And my mother...

She just looked at me with hollow eyes and called me Allie.

I don’t know what’s worse, the weight of my own guilt, or the way the world so eagerly agreed that I deserved it. I don’t know if I’m still breathing, or if I should be.

I remembered how The smell of gasoline still clung to my skin. How I scrubbed at it in the shower until my nails left angry red marks down my arms, but it never really faded. It was inside me , burned into my lungs, lodged under my fingernails like the dried blood I couldn’t wash away that night. 

I close my eyes, and the memories rush back, too vivid, too sharp. 

The distant hum of music from the party, the way Allie threw her head back laughing, the warmth of Callum’s arm draped around her shoulders. She had been so full of life, so untouchable in the way that beautiful people often are, while I sat behind the wheel wishing, for just one moment, that I could be her. That I could take her place, just to know what it felt like to shine. But I did take her place, didn’t I? I took everything from her. And now, no matter how hard I try to scrub myself clean, I will always be the one who survived.

The funeral was held on a cold, gray morning, the sky bloated with heavy clouds that threatened rain but never delivered. It felt fitting. The world should have wept for her, but instead, it just sat there in silence, unmoving, as if nothing had changed. I stood at the edge of the grave, my father’s hand clamped so tightly around my wrist that his nails left crescent-shaped bruises on my skin. His grip was the only thing that kept me upright, but not out of concern, no, he held me like a man restraining something dangerous, something that shouldn’t be allowed to walk freely. 

I kept my head down, unable to meet Callum’s gaze as he stood across from me, his expression carved from stone. He hadn’t said a single word to me since that night, not even when I tried to explain, not even when I begged. I wanted him to understand that I hadn’t meant for any of this to happen, that I would have traded places with Allie if I could. But Callum only saw one thing when he looked at me,her killer.

I had stopped trying to talk to him after that. What was the point? The school halls became war zones, every whisper a knife in my spine, every glance a loaded gun. It started small at first—desks scooted away from mine, averted eyes, conversations that ended the moment I entered the room. Then came the notes in my locker, the sneering laughter as I walked past, the "accidental" shoves that sent me sprawling to the ground. I could handle all of that. What I couldn’t handle was Callum standing among them, his arms crossed, his smirk cruel. He had been my best friend once, the boy I trusted more than anyone, the boy I, no. I don’t let myself finish that thought. It doesn’t matter anymore. 

Whatever I once felt, whatever might have been, is long dead. Just like my sister.

Home was worse. My father drowned his grief in whiskey, and with each bottle, his hatred grew sharper. The first time he hit me, it was almost gentle, a drunken shove against the wall. The second time, his knuckles split my lip. After that, I lost count. My mother wasn’t much better, though her violence was quieter, more insidious. She stopped seeing me as her son, started calling me Allie instead, brushing my hair in the mornings, setting out dresses on my bed, waiting for me to slip into a life that wasn’t mine. I let her, at first. It was easier than correcting her, easier than watching the way her face would crumple in confusion when I reminded her of the truth. But deep down, some part of me whispered that maybe this was who I was supposed to be. Maybe this was my penance, to become her, to take her place. Maybe, if I did, my father would stop looking at me with such hate in his eyes. Maybe Callum would stop hating me too.

But it didn’t matter. Nothing I did could erase what had happened. The whispers turned into screams, the shoves turned into bruises, the isolation turned into something unbearable. And one night, after standing outside Callum’s house for hours, watching the glow of his bedroom light, praying that he would just let me explain, I finally realized that I didn’t belong here anymore. So I left. No note, no goodbye. Just one last look at the life I was never meant to have, before I disappeared into the night, knowing that the person I had been,the person they all hated, was gone forever.

The bus station had been nearly empty at that hour, the flickering streetlights casting long, eerie shadows across the pavement. I sat on the cold metal bench, my duffel bag between my feet, hands buried deep in the pockets of my hoodie. The wind bit through the thin fabric, but I barely felt it. My mind was somewhere else, back in my house, back in my bedroom, back in the life I was about to leave behind. The silence was thick, pressing against my ribs, suffocating me in memories I didn’t want. I should have been relieved to go. I should have felt something other than this numb, hollow ache.

"Allen?" The voice cut through the quiet, familiar in a way that made my stomach twist.

I stiffened, my fingers curling into fists inside my pockets. I didn't turn around. I didn't have to. I knew who it was.

Callum.

"What are you doing here?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. I told myself I wouldn’t care, that I wouldn’t let him get to me. But the truth was, my heart was hammering so hard I thought it might break apart inside my chest. Callum stepped closer, his hands shoved deep in the pockets of his jacket. He looked different than the last time I saw him, less polished, more exhausted. Dark circles under his eyes, hair messier than usual, jaw clenched tight like he was trying to hold back words he wasn’t sure he should say. 

"You were going leave?," he asked, and there was something strange in his tone, something that wasn’t quite anger, but wasn’t anything close to kindness either.

I let out a short, bitter laugh. "Yeah, And what, you came to make sure I actually go?"

For a moment, he didn’t say anything. He just stood there, watching me with those deep, unreadable eyes. 

"Maybe," he admitted, his voice quieter now. "Or maybe... I wanted to see if you’d stay."

I finally turned to face him, and for the first time in five months, five months of the torture I had gone through after Allie passed, five months of him ignoring me and being the lead in bullying me,  I let myself look at him, really look at him. And it hurt. It hurt in ways I didn’t have words for. Because standing in front of me wasn’t just Callum, my childhood best friend, the boy I had spent years loving in silence. No, standing in front of me was the person who had shattered me beyond repair. And now, after all this time, after all this pain, he had the audacity to ask if I’d stay.

I swallowed the lump in my throat and forced a smirk, masking the agony behind something cruel. 

"Callum," I said, my voice steady despite the way my hands trembled. "If you wanted me to stay, you should have said something before you spent months making my life a living hell."

His jaw tightened, his expression flickering with something, regret? No, not regret. That wasn’t something Callum let himself feel. 

"I never—" He stopped himself, exhaling sharply. "I didn’t know what to say."

I shook my head, forcing out another hollow laugh. 

"That’s the thing, isn’t it? You never do." The bus pulled up to the curb, its brakes hissing like a final goodbye. I picked up my bag, slinging it over my shoulder. 

"Goodbye, Callum."

And then, without waiting for him to reply, I stepped onto the bus and left the only life I had ever known behind.

I sank into the worn-out seat, the scent of cigarette smoke and stale upholstery filling my nose as the bus doors groaned shut behind me. My hands were still shaking, my chest still tight from the encounter, but I refused to look back. I knew Callum was still standing there, watching, maybe regretting, maybe not. But it didn’t matter. He had his chance. He had months of chances. And now, it was too late. I pressed my forehead against the cold glass of the window, watching as the bus pulled away from the station, the streetlights blurring into golden streaks against the night. The city I had grown up in, the place that had raised me and destroyed me all at once, was fading behind me. I told myself I should feel relieved. But all I felt was empty.

The weight of exhaustion pressed against my shoulders, but sleep refused to come. My mind was a battlefield of memories, sharp edges cutting into the silence I was desperate to hold onto. I kept thinking about Callum’s face, the way his voice had wavered, the way his eyes had darkened with something unspoken. Was it guilt? Was it sorrow? Or was it just another game, another manipulation, another cruel way to twist the knife? I hated that I still cared. I hated that even after everything, his voice could still make my breath hitch, his presence could still make me feel like I was seventeen and helpless all over again. But caring had never done anything but break me. I clenched my fists and swallowed down the lump in my throat. This was my chance to start over. To become something new. To bury the past so deep it could never claw its way back to the surface.

Somewhere along the dark, endless stretch of road, I let my eyes close. Sleep came in jagged pieces, flashes of headlights, Callum’s voice calling my name, the memory of Allie’s laughter just before it all went wrong. And then the impact. The sharp, metallic scream of twisted metal, the shattering glass, the feeling of weightlessness just before the world caved in. My breath caught as I jolted awake, my pulse thundering in my ears. It took a moment to remember where I was, to remind myself that I wasn’t still trapped in that car, that I wasn’t still seventeen, that Allie wasn’t sitting next to me, telling me to stop worrying so much, that everything would be fine. My hands curled into the fabric of my jeans, my nails digging into my palms. No matter how far I ran, my past would always find a way to drag me back.

I exhaled slowly and sat up, rubbing a hand over my face. The bus was quiet, most of the passengers asleep, the low hum of the engine the only sound in the dimly lit interior. I turned my gaze back to the window, watching the darkened landscape blur past. Somewhere out there, beyond the neon glow of passing gas stations and the hollow emptiness of forgotten towns, was the person I was meant to be. The person I was ready to become. And yet, no matter how much I wanted to leave Allen behind, a small voice in the back of my mind whispered that I was still carrying pieces of him with me. Would I ever truly be free of him? Or was I just running from a ghost I would never outrun?

As the first slivers of dawn painted the sky in muted pinks and grays, I let myself believe, just for a moment, that it was possible. That I could rebuild myself from the wreckage, that I could be more than the tragedy that had defined me. That one day, I wouldn’t wake up with the taste of blood and regret in my mouth. Maybe it was foolish. Maybe it was impossible. But as the bus rolled toward a future unknown, I decided to believe in it anyway.

The bus rumbled on, carrying me farther away from the wreckage of my past, but the weight inside my chest remained, as if grief itself had taken residence in my ribcage. My fingers twitched against the frayed hem of my hoodie sleeve, a nervous habit I had never quite broken. The road stretched endlessly ahead, black asphalt cutting through the landscape like an open wound. I wanted to believe that distance could erase memories, that miles could put enough space between me and the person I used to be. But some things weren’t left behind so easily. Some ghosts refused to stay buried. And Allie, Allie was everywhere. In the empty seat beside me. In the whispered hush of the tires against the road. In the dull ache that had settled in my bones and never left.

I closed my eyes and let myself slip back into the past, the memories pulling me under like a riptide. The music had been too loud that night, the bass thrumming through my veins like a second heartbeat. Allie had laughed, her head thrown back, her hair catching the glow of the string lights tangled above the party. She had always been the light, the one who shined so effortlessly, while I had been her shadow, always close, always watching, never enough. 

"You need to loosen up," she had teased, poking my side, her smile wide and uninhibited. "It's just a party, Allen. You're supposed to have fun, remember?" 

But fun wasn’t easy when every moment felt like borrowed time, when my heart twisted painfully every time Callum touched her waist, every time he leaned in close to whisper something just for her. I had watched from the sidelines that night, as I always did, my chest tight with a yearning that had no name, no place
























[image: ]















































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
)

g st

A MTF DARK ROMANCE NO VEI
BOOK 1
BASED ON A TRUE STORYX






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





