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  Content Warning


Don’t be fooled by Part One, this book is one of the darkest I’ve ever written and contains a lot of triggering content that some readers may find unsettling.



If dark and taboo books aren’t for you, then this isn’t your jam. Really, if anything listed triggers you, I beg you to stop now, think about your mental health, and send this book back to where you found it in the pits of hell.



The characters are foster siblings, not blood related, but are raised together.



If you are comfortable with heavy somnophilia, CNC, dubious consent, drugging, branding, choking, sex over a dying body, with other kinks like brother-sister kink, knife play, primal play, blood play, pain, screwdriver, fear, light breeding, anal and spider play, Malachi Vize—my new favorite mute psychopath—is waiting for you.








  
  
If a masked stranger presses a screwdriver to your throat and tells you to run, what do you do?
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Olivia—Aged 7


Mommy holds my hand as I bounce on my sparkly pink dolly shoes excitedly. The airport is very noisy from all the people rushing around, crowds running with their suitcases ready to go on the big plane! 
“Is he here yet?” I ask with a huge grin, pulling Mommy’s hand and bouncing some more.
“Not yet, sweetie,” she replies, glancing at my daddy. He doesn’t seem as excited as me and Mommy, but I did overhear them talking this morning, and he’s looking forward to finally meeting him.
My new brother. He’s a year older than me, and from what I heard by listening in to my parents, he’s been abused, a word they used when they adopted me too.
Daddy places a hand on top of my head to stop me from jumping up and down. He doesn’t like it when I do that. He usually hits my butt then sends me to my room.
“Stop being erratic. Do you promise to be on your best behavior, angel?”
I nod enthusiastically and grin, raising my pinkie. “I promise.”
He doesn’t hook his pinkie with mine, and I drop my hand and pout.
But then my mommy squeals and leans down to me. “Sweetie, this is your new brother. Remember when me and Daddy rescued you from that evil place? We rescued him too!”
A boy walks towards us with a plastic bag—where is his suitcase? He’s taller than me, with black hair and the bluest eyes—like the color of my favorite doll’s hair.
The lady holding his hand rolls her eyes and mouths, “Good luck,” to Mommy then hands some papers to Daddy. “Sign all of these. The last page is about his therapist—please keep that one and scan it over once you’ve read it all and agree for him to attend each session.”
Daddy huffs. “Are you sure about this? Have you considered his report?”
He’s looking at Mommy, who narrows her eyes at him. “Yes, Jamieson. You’re the one who showed me his case in the first place, so either put a smile on your face or I’ll do this myself.”
Daddy smiles.
I flap the tulle of the princess dress I wore to surprise him. I want him to be as happy as I am, but he isn’t grinning or clapping like me. He looks… sad. Mommy said I cheer her up when I talk to her, so I step forward.
“Hi!” I say with a huge smile. “My name is Olivia. I’m seven!” I hold up seven fingers. “Do you think I look like a princess?” I gesture to my dress.
The boy stares at me, taking one step closer, making me look up at him. He’s like the fireman who took me out the burning house—a big, walking, human tower!
Why isn’t he saying hello? Doesn’t he like my dress?
Instead of speaking, he tilts his head a little—watching me.
My smile drops. “You don’t like my dress?” It has pink sparkles to match the ribbons in my hair. Mommy even let me wear some of her juicy lip gloss to make my lips sparkle like twinkling stars.
He does something with his hands, and I narrow my eyes then look at Mommy. She’s talking to the lady, and my daddy is writing on pieces of paper. I turn to the boy, and he does the thing with his hands again.
“Was it scary on the plane? I always cry when it goes really fast and shoots off into the sky! Daddy always makes us go on one. He’s your daddy now too!”
He just stares at me, lifting his hand to the back of his neck then messing up his curly black hair.
I go to turn to my parents again and gasp when the boy takes my wrist, making my eyes snap back at him. He’s moving his hands again, and I blink at him.
Confused, I tilt my head like he did a minute ago, making my brown hair cover my eyes.
He points to the revolving doors then offers me his hand. Mommy and Daddy are still talking to the lady, so I let him take my hand, and we run towards the door. Maybe he wants to play hide-and-seek? I’m really good at finding great hiding places.
I giggle as my dolly shoes hit the ground, my hair flying around crazy.
When I was at the other house, the girls and boys always played games—the boys would chase us, and if they caught us, we had to go to jail. There were so many of us. I had loads of friends! But then Mommy and Daddy came and found me and brought me to their home.
It’s so big, and my mommy said I could get a dog for my birthday if I behave. It will be my first birthday with them, and I can’t wait to get my first ever present.
“Where are we going?” I ask when he keeps pulling me through the airport, dodging all the busy people way taller than us. I trip up, and I squeal as I tumble forward, but the boy catches me, dragging me back to my feet.
We run again, and I start to laugh again. The boy stops at a door and looks around us, then pulls me inside. I gasp and try to get back out when I see we’re in a bathroom full of boys.
Grabbing me to make me look up at him, he does something with his hands again then points at himself. When I still have no idea what he’s doing, he points to his mouth and shakes his head—then points to my mouth and nods.
“You can’t talk?”
He shakes his head again, and my eyes widen. “That’s okay. I couldn’t talk for so, so long! I can teach you.”
Annoyed, he rolls his eyes. That’s so rude!
He points at me again then presses his palm to his chest, and there’s something scary in his eyes as he comes closer to me; I want to go back to our parents. But before I can ask what he’s doing or scream real loud, Daddy throws open the door, and my mommy snatches me up into her arms.
“I told you not to be trouble!” Daddy yells at me. 
My eyes shut, and I wait for him to yell some more, but he doesn’t.
“And you,” he snaps at the boy. “You’re on a strike, little man. Two more, and your ass is going to another new home. You’re Malachi Vize now, and the Vizes don’t step out of line, so get used to it.”
My lips curl into a smile. I’m a Vize too. We aren’t afraid of anything.
Except spiders—they creep me out.
The boy lowers his head and circles his fist against his chest. 
“He’s saying he’s sorry, sweetie,” Mommy whispers to me. “He communicates with sign language.”
“What’s that? I want to do it too!”
She chuckles and kisses my forehead. “I’ll teach you. We’ll teach the whole house.”
“Even the house helpers?”
She nods and tucks a lock of hair behind my ear. “Yes. We’ll ensure the chefs, maids, and security guards know how to sign. Malachi will be comfortable in our home. He’s one of us now.”
My new mommy is nice. She never yells at me or scares me like my daddy. She always braids my hair and paints my nails and sings with me in the car.
I like my mommy.
In the car, Malachi sits next to me and stares at me the whole drive home. It’s a little weird, and he’s making me a little nervous. I smile at him anyway, but he only slants his head, as if he’s studying me. He keeps staring at my hair. Maybe he likes my ribbons?
When we get to my room, the one we now share because our mommy thinks it will be the best way for us to “bond,” he sits on his bed opposite mine and watches me show him my new dollhouse. He doesn’t laugh when I make a joke, or when I make my Barbie talk to him, and when I give him one of my dolls so he can play with me, he pulls the head off and makes my eyes widen.
“No!” I yell, snatching it from him. “You don’t do that, Malachi!”
He points at me again then lays a palm on his chest. 
“What does that mean?” I ask, popping the doll’s head back on and hiding her in the wooden house. “Can you teach me?”
All he does is smirk, then he reaches for a strand of my hair, rubbing it between his fingers. 
“Do you want to smell it? It smells like strawberries!”
He brings my hair to his nose and inhales, closing his eyes. I freeze when he pulls me in for a hug. It’s a big hug. He’s holding the back of my head to his chest and sniffing my hair. I giggle when he brushes his fingers through it.
He pulls back and does something with his hands again, and I grab some paper and hand him a pack of crayons. “Can you write? If not, I can teach you that too.”
I watch him take the black one and write down one word that makes no sense.
Mine.
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Olivia—Aged 11


“And when you press the keys together, you get this.” The piano sounds as my tutor shows me how to play “Happy Birthday.” She’s been teaching me for the last two weeks, and I asked if she could show me how to do that song, so I can play it for Malachi. 
He’s twelve today, but he doesn’t want a party or to go for a family day out. If anything, he seems sad. My hugs usually make him feel better, or when I lie next to him in bed and we watch movies, but he said no when I asked earlier.
Well, he signed “no” because he still doesn’t talk. Mom said it’s selective—he chooses not to speak, and hasn’t since he was five years old. I’m not sure why; my dad said he’d explain when I’m older.
Sometimes, when we lie in bed or the tent we pitch in the living room, I’ll try to coax him or trick him into talking, which only makes him mad—he’ll ignore me for days when I do that. My friends think he’s weird for not talking and laugh when he signs to me, but I tell them to shut up.
We still share a room. Mom wanted to move him into his own one, but he begged her to let him stay. He’s scared of the dark and sometimes sleeps beside me. And I don’t think he likes Dad very much. Malachi ran out of his office with a black eye the other day.
I look up from the piano as Malachi walks in. He’s wearing a black hoodie, the hood up, nearly covering his curly black hair. He sits on the sofa in front of the piano and watches me while I finish my lesson.
My tutor goes to speak to Mom, something about having to reschedule my next lesson, and they get into a discussion. I hear them talk about Malachi’s birthday, that my dad won’t be here since he’s intentionally working late.
Malachi comes to sit on the stool beside me. He signs, Teach me?
He watches my fingers as I play to him what I just learned, and his eyes light up when he realizes what it is. I grin and shrug. “Happy birthday,” I say quietly. “It was supposed to be a surprise.”
He signs, Thank you, then gestures to the piano again. Play.
This time, I mess up, and he silently laughs at me when I huff and cross my arms—then he starts to press the keys in front of him, higher-pitched, and I try not to giggle at his terrible piano skills.
“Did you like the present I got you? Mom helped me pick it.”
He nods then kisses my cheek, signing, Thank you.
I turn my cheek and point at the other one. He kisses that, then I point at my forehead, and he kisses that too. When I point to my nose, he kisses my lips, and I freeze.
Pulling back, I stare at him, wide-eyed. “Mom told me not to let boys kiss me! You’re a boy!”
I’m your brother, so I’m allowed.
“Really?”
He nods, his eyes flashing. He watches me for a long second then turns his body, pressing the piano keys again.
I glance over my shoulder and notice my mom standing in the doorway, looking concerned as she holds Malachi’s birthday cake—the candles already melting.
Later that night, Dad comes home and drags Malachi out of bed, and when I try to ask what’s wrong, he yells at me to go back to sleep.
When Malachi comes back to our bedroom hours later, he’s visibly shaking and apologizes to me using his hands, and I hug him until he falls asleep.
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Olivia—Aged 16


Ibrush my hair in the mirror, pull it into a high ponytail to keep it out of my face, swipe on some mascara, then hunt for my favorite lip gloss. If I don’t hurry, I’m going to be late for cheer practice, and as the captain, I need to be responsible and try to be there at least twenty minutes before everyone else. 
My vanity shakes as I slam the little drawer, and I let out a long, annoyed breath. “Where is it?” I mutter, searching through my makeup bags again. I pull my school bag across the floor then scan the rest of my room.
I bend down to look in my school bag again just as a knock sounds on the room door.
Malachi stands in my doorway, holding up my lip gloss. 
“Why do you have that?” I ask him, frowning. Then my brows soften. “Did I leave it in the kitchen again?”
He nods and silently steps in, closing the door behind him. He tosses my lip gloss to me then pulls off his cap, turning it backwards to tame his wavy hair.
Over the last year, Malachi has changed from a boy to a young man. For seventeen, he looks twenty with a chiseled jaw, long lashes, and bright, diamond-like blue eyes. He has muscles that are starting to become noticeable through his clothes, and he loves to run. He once signed to me that it helps clear his head.
Sometimes, we run together. We’ll listen to the same song—usually Taylor Swift if I choose, or Bad Omens if he does—then we’ll sit by the lake and watch the sunrise before we go home and get ready for school.
All my friends want to kiss him. He’s the quiet, mysterious Malachi Vize that everyone wants a piece of. It sickens me—especially when they go into detail in the group chat about things I’d rather not read. He’s not popular—he’s the “silent weirdo,” yet they say things behind his back because they’re too scared to say anything to his face.
Malachi leans down and sniffs my hair, just like he does every day, then sits on my bed and signs, Where are you going?
“Abigail’s having a sleepover. Dad said I could go.”
His eyes darken a touch, and his jaw tightens.
He does that a lot too.
“Are you going out?” I ask him, and he shakes his head.
By going out, I mean on the motorbike Mom got him for his seventeenth birthday. He drives around like a lunatic, and he thinks our parents don’t know he smokes, but we can all smell it coming from his room on the other side of Vize Manor.
Mom moved him into his own room after he kissed me on the lips in front of them. It was innocent. We’d just won a board game together and were celebrating. Apparently the wrong way.
Watching them empty his side of the room was the worst day of my life—and probably his. I’ve never felt lonely, not since Mom and Dad adopted me; Malachi was always here, keeping me company, especially on stormy nights.
My nightmares have come back, and sometimes, when I can’t even breathe because of them, I sneak over to his room. He never turns me away—he misses sharing a room with me too.
We used to push our beds closer and hold hands, and he sometimes sat on the edge of my bed until I fell asleep. He’s such a protective brother. Always making sure I’m okay. Even years later, I hate that he’s on the other side of the house.
Stay, he signs. Watch a movie with me.
“I already said I would go. We can watch a movie tomorrow night,” I say, swiping the gloss onto my lips and puckering them in the vanity mirror. I pout at him in my reflection. “Aw, is my big brother going to miss me?”
He gets up from my bed, and I gasp as he grabs my hair and pulls my head back. Taking my cheek with his other hand, he swipes the sticky lip gloss across my mouth with his thumb.
My brother pulls my bottom lip down, watching it snap back. He looks… mesmerized?
And for some reason, I’m stuck in a trance too as he grabs my chin, pulling my hair hard enough that I hiss, yet I don’t fight him or tell him to stop. A part of me wants him to tug harder—I want him to… something.
What’s happening?
He releases me and backs away, his chest rising and falling as if he’s trying to control himself. Malachi stares down at his thumb, shining with gloss from my lips, then at my now messy hair.
My breaths are heavy as I wipe my mouth, my heart racing in my chest, confused about how I feel and why I’m so flushed.
The chair I’m on is rolled back into position in front of my vanity, and Malachi takes my hairbrush, pulling my pony from the hair tie, then starts to drag the brush through my hair as if nothing just happened.

      
Three days later, Mom is cutting vegetables when I enter the kitchen, the radio playing quietly as she hums along to the song. Dad is at work, as always. If he doesn’t have his nose buried in some paperwork, he’s on a conference call or at court, representing some crazy person who’s trying not to get life imprisonment for murdering six people in one night.
The Vizes are famous for the cases that usually plaster news channels and social-media platforms worldwide. Dad is a criminal defense attorney, and my mom is a judge. However, ever since she adopted me and Malachi, she works less and less and paints in her art room while we’re at school.
I don’t remember much of my life before being here, but I do remember how my body felt when I went days without food; when my drug addict of a mother let men in and out the house; the way my baby brother stopped crying forever. He lay there in his crib for days before child services burst in and found his decaying body cradled in my arms.
Apologizing over and over again for not saving him, I was rushed to the emergency room, and a week later, the Vizes introduced themselves and said they’d make sure I never knew what it felt like to go hungry again.
They kept their word.
Even though I’m scared of my dad, I love him. He’s heavy handed with Malachi and swears like a sailor, but he’s trying to be calmer, better. He no longer consumes alcohol and keeps himself busy. I can’t say Malachi receives the same treatment from him as I do. The only reason my brother is still under this roof is because Mom and I love him, and he’s a part of our family regardless.
Said brother walks into the kitchen behind me, his shoulder brushing mine, then ruffles his hair as he stares into the refrigerator and grabs an orange juice. His eyes slide to Mom then to me, and something shines in his eyes.
I did go to my friend’s house the other night, but I snuck out when everyone fell asleep, and instead of climbing in my own window, I climbed right into Malachi’s.
But that’s a normal thing siblings do, right?
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Olivia—Aged 18


“Ithink I hate you.” 
Malachi looks offended as we walk out of the store he just bought his arachnid from. The box with holes is hugged to his chest while I unlock my car and grimace when he places the cardboard box in the back seat.
It trembles a little, and I shake my head. “There’s no thinking about it; I do hate you. If you take it back, I won’t revoke the big-brother card.”
Stop being scared.
“No. Fuck you. Why, out of all the cute little animals in there, did you buy a tarantula? When you told me you wanted to get a pet, I thought you meant a kitten or a damn dog!”
My brother narrows his eyes at me, so I roll mine and turn on the engine, heading for home. Our parents will still be out—they have some sort of meeting about a new foster kid who could potentially be living here soon.
I hope it’s not another brother—I adore Malachi, but he’s a lot of work sometimes, especially with his possessiveness. It started to show more when I was sixteen and went out for sleepovers, girls’ days, or even to the gym. Every time, without fail, he’d blow up my phone with messages, because obviously he can’t call, since he still doesn’t talk.
Once, when me and Abbi got drunk at her parents’ house and I called him, I slurred every word and sent him my location before losing my phone, and he hunted for me on his motorbike for hours.
When he was forced to give up and come home, he found me asleep in his bed. I woke in the morning with my head on his chest—awfully tangled in his limbs—and the little devil on my shoulder told me to stay, but I knew it was wrong, so I snuck out and went to my own room.
Imagine another one of him in the house? I would go insane. I love him, I really do, but I have strange thoughts about him sometimes. When my fingers slip between my thighs or when I’m kissing someone else, it’s shameless how many times his face has been at the forefront of my mind when I find my orgasm.
Then I’d have to sit down for breakfast or dinner or supper with him, our parents too, and pretend I didn’t just get off to the thought of my brother.
“I need to get gas,” I say when I notice my tank is close to empty. I turn into the closest station and glance at the box over my shoulder and wonder if he’ll notice if I accidentally leave it on the roof of someone else’s car.
Spiders give me chills. Small ones that run across your room floor, dangle from the ceiling, or casually chill on your face while you sleep are bad enough, but the hairy thing in that box isn’t just a little spider—it’s red and black and hairy and looks like it might eat me.
Rain patters down, making puddles on the ground as I fight with the handle and the gas cap—Malachi ends up twisting it off for me and sits on the hood while I fill up the tank. Arms crossed, he stares at me, and I narrow my eyes. “What?”
You don’t have your lip gloss on.
I rub my lips together—they’re stained red from the lipstick I bought a few days ago. “I like this one better.”
I disagree. You look like a hooker.
I slap his arm, and he silently laughs. 
“Mom wants me to find a boyfriend because apparently I need a man to look after me.” I roll my eyes. “She said they’ll partner me up with that weirdo Parker.”
Malachi’s eyes darken, his jaw clenching. You’re only eighteen.
I laugh. “Tell her that!” Twisting on the gas cap, I pat his shoulder. “Count yourself lucky Dad thinks men are power, or you’d be forced into marriage at a young age too.”
He snatches my wrist before I can pull away then drops it to sign a reply. No, you aren’t getting married.
I sigh. “I really suggest you don’t fight our parents on this. Their tradition is that I’ve to be pure and innocent until I’m married, and you can do whatever
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