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Chapter One

Sylar

“Did you put the wine in the fridge?” my brother Spencer asks me.

I nod but don’t look up at him, not wanting to lose concentration from the task at hand. 

“What the fuck are you doing?” he asks me, sounding amused. He’s always amused in some form or another, and I like that about him. I’m thankful for it. I might not have been able to save him from the childhood we had, but the fact that he’s still a happy person says a lot about him. 

He’s strong, my brother.

Or maybe he’s just better at burying things than I am—things like the past. 

“I’m trying to make the platter look good,” I mutter, moving the dip to the centre of the plate. Brielle loves platters, especially with wine. I want her to love this one, too, because I put it together. I don’t think I’ve ever hosted anything at my house before, for anyone. It’s usually just me, alone, or it’s me and my brother. I’m definitely a loner. I like having my space, and I don’t really like talking to random people. I don’t see the point in it. They don’t care about me, and I don’t care about them, so there is no use pretending. No one beside my brothers will ever know the real me, and that is a very lonely feeling. Brielle has pushed her way in through my boundaries, but she would run if she knew the things I’ve done.

So she must never find out.

“It looks fine,” Spencer says, and I can feel his gaze on me. “Are you doing okay? You haven’t been sleeping much.”

I push the plate away. “I never sleep much.”

“It’s gotten worse,” Spencer points out, brow furrowing. “I can hear you pacing. It’s always been bad, but it’s never been like this.”

The nightmares have gotten worse, and this time, Brielle is in them.

With me.

In my hell.

She doesn’t belong there, but it’s like I’ve dragged her there with me. I’m bringing her down to my level by touching her with my bloodied hands, by pretending I’m the kind of man who deserves her, when I’m not. 

And no one knows that better than me.  

Pushing those thoughts out of my head, I try and live in the moment instead. I’ve never had what I have now, and I shouldn’t take that feeling for granted. I head to my bathroom and turn the shower on, the steam quickly filling the room as I undress. I can’t wait to have Brielle back in my bed tonight, her soft skin pressed against mine, her smooth hands against my rough, calloused ones. I get hard at just the thought of her, but I ignore my dick and step into the hot shower, letting the water cascade down my body. I’ve never let a place become a home for me before, but I feel like this could be it. The itchy feet I usually have are gone, probably because there’s nowhere I’d rather be than with Brielle.

She caught my eye when I first saw her, standing behind the counter and laughing at something Christina said to her. Never did I think I’d ever catch her eye in return, and I never realized that I wanted to.

Never.

Everyone looks past me, and I like it that way. I don’t like attention. I like to go unnoticed... underestimated. After Brielle first spoke to me though, I took a real good look at myself. I pretty much looked homeless. I bought some new clothes, ones that actually fit, got a haircut and trimmed my beard. Spencer gave me a little bit of shit about it, but I could tell he was happy. 

“It’s about time you rejoined society,” he’d said.

I don’t know about all that. I didn’t see it as me rejoining anything, but I guess you could say that I became human again. I began to live again, properly live. 

As a person, instead of a shadow.

I started caring about things I hadn’t before—and more than just my appearance. Brielle has shown me that life isn’t so bad. In fact, it can be good. 

She makes it good. No, she makes it great.

I’ve never told her any of this, never said these words out loud. 

I haven’t told her a lot of things.

I should. I will.

I scrub my hands with soap, but they will never stop being dirty. The things I’ve done can never be erased.

I’ve killed. And that leaves a mark. A stain on my soul, one that curses me from inside out and keeps me awake at night. 

*****

“What’s wrong?” I ask when I reenter the kitchen, instantly going on alert as I take in Spencer’s rigid posture, my phone to his ear. He must have answered it for me. Who would be calling me though?

He turns to me, expression dire, and hands me the phone.

“What it is?” I bark into the line.

A few seconds’ silence, and then, “If you want to see your brother alive, you better come and get him.”

I grip the phone with such force I’m surprised it doesn’t crumble beneath my fingers. “We had a deal.”

All those years ago, I tried to save both of my brothers from my uncle, but I failed. I wasn’t able to save Spencer, but I was able to save Sebastian. My youngest brother, Sebastian, wasn’t cut out for life as one of my uncle’s soldiers, as a killer. Everyone knew this. So when my uncle offered me a deal, I took it. He said he would send Sebastian to medical school, and that he would leave him alone, as long as Spencer and I stay by his side and do his bidding. He calls himself a bounty hunter, but really, my uncle is a hit man.  Just as I became. Just as Spencer became. 

I couldn’t save Spencer.

We both sacrificed to get Sebastian out, and with that sacrifice came losing our relationship with him. He turned his back on our world, and to be honest, I don’t blame him. He’s an ER doctor and he has a good life. Or at least that’s what I thought. 

“We made that deal over ten years ago, Sylar,” he says, and I can just imagine him sitting in his black leather chair, a glass of whisky in his hand. “I think it’s just about expired.”

“I didn’t know your word came with an expiry date,” I grit out between clenched teeth. But I should have. The man doesn’t have a soul. How he is my mother’s brother, I will never know. My mother was a kind and gentle woman, but Uncle Wyatt is as evil as they come. He kills with no conscience, bribes and blackmails without a thought, and isn’t afraid to use any weaknesses against you. 

Even with his own nephews. 

Especially with his nephews. 

Since he didn’t have any children of his own, when we became his, we became his legacy whether we wanted to or not
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