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Chapter 1: Dinner Preparations
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The scent of garlic and simmering tomatoes filled the warm kitchen. Jade, cozy in her new blue sweater, passed a small bowl of olive oil and herbs to her mother.

"For the spinach, Mom," she said.

Helena Daniels smiled, her eyes crinkling. "Thank you, love." She turned back to the island, her hands moving with practiced ease over the smooth-top stove.

"Sade," Jade called to her twin, "can you preheat the oven? Garlic bread."

"On it." Sade pulled the heavy sauté pan from under the island, its copper bottom gleaming.

Jade arranged the bread on a baking sheet and set it by the stove, then retrieved a notebook from the dining table. "Okay, let's finalize this list so we can hit Dad with it at dinner. Maybe we can finally talk him into going big. It's our 18th, after all."

Sade leaned against the counter. "Yeah, maybe he'll even take us out of town."

Helena's movements at the stove faltered for just a second. "Girls, you know your father. He’s never taken you away for your birthday. His patients are very important to him."

Jade and Sade shared the look. "Of course," Jade said, her tone laced with practiced patience. "But you only turn 18 once. I'm sure he can get one person to deliver one baby one time."

"Need I remind you," Helena started, turning to them with a mock-stern expression, "that your father wouldn't even allow another doctor to deliver you two? You were born..."

"Right here in this house!" the twins chanted in unison, dissolving into giggles. Helena’s stern face broke into a laugh. She was going to miss this. Three more months, and they’d be gone, off to college.

"Right," Jade said, pulling her sweater off and hanging it carefully on the back of her chair. "Don't want to get this wet." She moved to the sink to wash the prep bowls.

Helena slid the bread into the oven. "Jade, save a little of that oil. I'll need it for your father's spinach."

A door clicked shut from the garage. "He's home," Sade whispered, her smile tightening.

Dr. Austen Daniels entered the kitchen, and the warm air instantly chilled. Sade met him by the door. "Hi Dad, welcome home!" She hugged him. "Notice anything?"

"You're wearing the early birthday present I gave you." His voice was flat, observant. "That blue looks good on you and Jade." He returned the hug stiffly, his eyes already moving, scanning, assessing. He looked past Sade to Helena, who was still at the stove, and his expression hardened into a stony mask.

"Hello, Jade. Where is your sweater?"

"Oh, on the chair, Daddy." Jade’s voice was suddenly a little too bright. "We're almost done. Five or six more minutes."

"Five or six more minutes." He repeated it, not as a question. He glanced at the unset table. "I'm already home."

Helena finally spoke, her voice warm, trying to smooth the edges he brought with him. "Austen, hi, Sweetheart. We'll have everything ready by the time you get washed up."

"It better be," he said, and walked out.

The silence he left behind was loud.

"No worries, Mom," Sade said, scrambling to get the placemats and utensils. She pulled her parents' wine glasses from the cabinet. Helena, finishing the vegetables, went to slide them into a ceramic bowl, but her elbow knocked the bottle of olive oil. It toppled, spilling a golden pool across the black stovetop.

"I've got it, Mom!" Jade grabbed the bottle and set it upright. She reached for a dish towel to wipe up the spill, but the sound of her father's footsteps returning from the hall made her freeze. She let the towel drop beside the stove.

They all rushed to the table just as he entered. He sat at the head, a slight, unreadable smile on his face. He bowed his head to say grace.

Just as he began, Helena’s eyes shot open. The bread.

Austen finished the grace. As he said "Amen," Helena added a silent, desperate prayer for herself and started to rise, half out of her seat.

"Where are you going, Helena?" His voice was soft. Dangerously soft.

"I... I forgot the garlic bread. In the oven."

His smile vanished. "What's going on here, ladies? Dinner should be on the table when I get home. Not half-dinner. Not five minutes after I get home. All of it. On the table."

"We're sorry, Dad," Jade jumped in. "We were just a little distracted finishing our 18th birthday list, like you asked."

"So," he said, lacing his fingers, "not only are you procrastinating on dinner, but you waited until the last minute to complete your list as well?"

Sade glanced at her mother. Helena looked pale, her hands trembling in her lap. Sade had to get his attention off her.

"But Dad! Everyone knows your 18th is, like, the most important birthday! It's the last one you'll ever plan for us!"

By now, Helena had retrieved the bread and was placing the slices on a tray, her hands shaking so badly a piece clattered onto the platter.

"And," Sade pushed on, feeling the tension radiating from her mother, "Jade and I were hoping... since we're graduating and leaving for college... we could actually take a family trip. Out of town."

Helena sat and passed the pasta bowl toward Austen. He ignored the bowl, leaving her hand suspended in the air.

"Out of town?" he scoffed. "We are not leaving town. You all know my patients are important. This time of year is always my busiest."

Jade’s irritation finally snapped. "Daddy, our 18th birthday is important, too! We only turn 18 once."

"You only turn every age once, Jade. That's not a defense." His eyes bored into his wife. "Helena should have reminded you that being an OB is a privilege that carries an immense responsibility. I treat my patients and their babies as specially as I treated you two, when I delivered you in this house."

"Okay, Dad, fine," Sade said quickly, trying to  de-escalate. "We figured. But what about just a day trip? Surely you can get someone to cover you for one day. We were thinking the Outer Banks. We could go wakeboarding. We wouldn't even have to spend the night."

"No." His voice was final. "It's still too far. Helena, why did you even let them entertain these fantasies? It seems you're encouraging them to push for impossible options."

"That's not what happened, honey, I "

He spoke over her, his voice rising. "I will not accept any more questions about this. I will decide where we go. It will be a restaurant of my choosing. And it will be local, in case I'm needed." He dabbed his mouth with his napkin. "I actually have an appointment in the morning, so I won't be back until noon anyway."

"But Dad," Jade protested, "you usually spend the whole day with us!"

"I KNOW WHAT I USUALLY DO!" He slammed his hand on the table. The water glasses jumped. His red wine sloshed over the rim, staining the white tablecloth.

Helena leaped up. "I'll get a towel."

Austen stood, his chair scraping loudly. He followed her into the kitchen. The sisters exchanged a terrified glance as his voice, low and menacing, carried back to them.

"You think you can make decisions without me?"

"No, of course not, honey," her mother’s voice trembled. "We were just talking. The girls just wanted to "

The slap was so loud it seemed to echo off the walls.

Sade flinched, her nails digging into her sister's arm. She squeezed her eyes shut, but the tears came anyway.

Her father’s voice boomed, "YOU DON'T MAKE THE RULES HERE!"

A pause. Then his voice dropped to the steady, icy quiet they feared most. "I do."

A loud crash something heavy hitting the floor.

Her mother’s ragged breathing. A small cough. "I wasn't trying to "

"Shut up." His voice was pure ice. "If you weren't so busy undermining me, you could have had my damn dinner ready."

Jade, always the braver one, stood and walked toward the kitchen.

"Jade, no," Sade whispered, tears streaming down her face as she followed. They stopped at the threshold.

Their father had their mother gripped by the collar of her blouse, her back against the counter. He shouted again, "I told you to shut up!"

"Daddy, let her go! Please!" Jade’s voice shook as she touched his arm.

"Please, Daddy," Sade echoed, reaching for his other arm.

Austen flung Jade’s hand off him and spun to face them, still holding Helena. "GET OUT! Go to your rooms! I will deal with you later!"

Sade backed away, biting her lip so hard she tasted the metallic tang of blood. Through her tears, she saw him slap her mother again.

"Girls, please," Helena sobbed, "go to your room. I'll be okay..."

Jade took a step back as Sade turned and ran, not to her room, but to her usual hiding place the hall closet.

From the darkness, she heard glass shatter. Another crash, the sound of the ceramic vegetable bowl smashing against the counter.

A sharp gasp her mother.

Sade pressed her hands over her ears, but it didn't stop the noise. It never did.

She held her breath, frozen, as a figure in a blue sweater walked past the closet, heading back toward the kitchen.

Jade!

"Jade, don't!" Sade hissed from the darkness. "You know it just makes it worse!"

Her sister didn't turn around.

Sade watched her disappear. Seconds later, a chair scraped violently across the kitchen floor.

Her breath caught. Then a smell hit her. Acrid. Burning.

Her mother must have smelled it, too. "The towel " her voice was choked, panicked. "Austen, the stove "

"What the hell...?" her father's voice, confused.

A sharp, pained cry but it wasn't her mother's. Perhaps Jade?

A horrific, wet thud. Then the unmistakable sound of her mother's body slumping against the cabinets.

The smoke thickened, clinging to the air, filling Sade's lungs. Thin tendrils curled under the closet door, creeping like ghostly fingers toward her trembling hands. Her heartbeat slammed against her ribs, so loud she was terrified he would hear it.

She swallowed a sob, clamping a hand over her mouth. The air was getting hot.

Another loud crash, followed by a beat of terrible silence.

Then a final, heavy thud.

Sade stiffened, her whole-body rigid. What was that? Did he hit Jade, too?

She couldn't move. Couldn't breath.  The smoke moved like a living thing curling around in the air. The heat pressed against Sade’s skin as she stumbled down the hallway, coughing hard enough to see stars. The smoke was getting thicker, choking her. The back of her throat felt flayed, as if she’d swallowed a handful of lit matches.  Maybe Jade was trying to get the fire extinguisher...
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Chapter 2: Jade
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The floor was cold tile against Jade’s cheek. Her skull throbbed with a sharp, splintering rhythm. She blinked, black spots dancing in her vision, and the entire kitchen seemed to tilt, swaying as if she were underwater. She tried to push herself up, but the movement sent a wave of dizziness crashing over her, forcing her back down with a groan.

Then she heard it her mother’s voice, weak and desperate. “The towel ” It was a choked, panicked sound. “Please, the stove... no... please don’t ”

Jade’s heart clenched. She forced her head to turn, her vision slowly focusing. Her mother was sprawled near the cabinets, one arm cradled to her chest. The sleeve of her blouse was scorched, the skin beneath it an angry, blistering red.

The stove.

The air was thick and acrid. Smoke curled from the flames that crackled as they devoured the dishtowel, already licking up the side of the cabinets, creeping toward the ceiling.

Jade forced herself onto her hands and knees, biting back the bile that rose in her throat. "Daddy stop!" she croaked, reaching out.

Before her fingers could even brush the floor, a shadow loomed over them both.

A strong hand clamped around Jade’s upper arm.

She was yanked, then thrown as if she were weightless. Her shoulder slammed into the kitchen table, and her forehead cracked against the hard wooden edge.

A white-hot explosion of pain erupted behind her eyes. She tasted copper blood and felt a warm, wet trickle run past her temple. Her father stood over her, a towering silhouette against the growing orange light of the fire. She felt herself losing consciousness, her eyes burning from the smoke.

“Stay out of this,” he snarled. “You don’t interfere. Ever.”

Jade’s ears rang so loudly she could barely hear him, but the rage contorting his face was unmistakable. She had seen him like this before. She had felt it before.

Her mother coughed, her body shaking, but she still tried to push herself up onto her good elbow. "Let her go," she pleaded, her voice barely a whisper.

Her father’s head snapped toward her, his hands clenching into fists. "You want to keep running your mouth?"

His foot connected with his wife's ribs. It was a brutal, sickening kick that sent her crashing back onto the floor. Jade heard her mother gasp, a horrible, airless sound, as if her chest had caved in.

A loud whoosh came from the stove as the flames found new fuel.

Her father’s voice was muffled, confused. "What the hell...?"

Jade heard another thud another devastating kick to her mother? For a moment, everything faded into static. Her vision swam, darkness creeping in at the edges.

And through the haze, the only thing she could see 

The fire.

Spreading. Consuming.

The last thing she registered before the world went black was the bright, hungry flames jumping from the cabinets to the kitchen curtains.
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Chapter 3: The Price of Silence
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The house felt different. The air in the closet was no longer just dark; it was hot, pressing against Sade’s skin like a wool blanket soaked in boiling water. It was getting hard to breathe, the air thinning, stolen by the thing in the kitchen.

She didn't know how long she'd been hiding. Minutes? Seconds? Time had dissolved, eaten by the hungry roar that was growing louder than her father's voice had ever been.

Through the wooden door, his words were gone, muffled and then swallowed entirely by the sound of breaking glass and the sharp crackle-pop of the house itself coming apart.

Then a new sound.  A low, weak groan, almost lost in the chaos.

Sade stiffened, every muscle locking. No, I just imagined it. It was just the house...

She leaned forward, her pulse hammering in her ears, and pressed her eye to the thin slat of the louvered door.

The hallway was no longer a hallway. It was a churning tunnel of oily black smoke, lit from the kitchen end by a monstrous, pulsating orange light. Flames were no longer under the kitchen door; they were eating the doorframe, licking up the wallpaper.

And for the first time, she realized the truth.

There was no more shouting. No more threats. No more thuds against the wall.

Her father was silent. Her mother’s cries had stopped. Even Jade...

"What just happened?" she whispered, the words scratching her raw throat.

A new, colder terror settled in her stomach. Where was he? Why wasn't he yelling? Why wasn't Mom crying? The violence was gone, replaced by a different, impersonal monster. A monster that was now surrounding her.

She couldn't stay here. If she stayed, the fire would swallow her whole.

Her hand, slick with sweat, reached for the closet door's metal knob.

Ssssss.

A sharp hiss. She snatched her hand back with a choked cry, staring at the angry red burn that had instantly blossomed on her palm. The metal was scalding. She brought her hand to her mouth, tasting the metallic tang of her own seared skin.

It's too hot. The fire is right there. It's on the door.

Her vision swam with tears of pain and panic. Trapped. I'm trapped. I'm going to burn in here.

She had to move. Had to think. The back door. Through the laundry room. It's the only way.

But to get there, she had to go through the hallway. She had to open this door.

The ceiling above her gave a long, splintering groan. Dust and hot embers rained down inside the closet, landing on her hair. The fire roared, a living beast, all around her.

Sade looked at the burned skin on her hand, then at the hem of her t-shirt. With her good hand, she tore a strip of cotton from the bottom, her breath coming in short, panicked sobs. She wrapped the fabric thickly around her burning palm.

I have to go. Now.

She took one last, shallow, smoky breath and reached for the burning knob again.
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Chapter 4: Suffocating
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The heat was a physical weight. It pressed against Sade’s skin, suffocating, crawling up her throat to steal the air from her lungs.

She shoved the closet door open and fell out into the hallway, her bare feet stinging as they landed on the hot, debris-littered floor. "Crouch low," she choked, the words tearing at her throat. "Get under the smoke."

But the smoke was already everywhere. It poured from the ceiling in thick, black, oily waves, boiling through the hallway and making it impossible to see more than a foot in front of her. Her eyes streamed, not with tears, but with a burning, chemical sting. Her throat felt like she’d swallowed a handful of ash.

We can't stay here.

A loud crack from the ceiling above her. A piece of flaming wood broke free and crashed to the floor, exploding in a shower of sparks just inches from her foot.

She screamed, scrambling back. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a wild, erratic drumbeat.

The back door. Through the kitchen. I have to get them out!

She lunged for the kitchen door, shoving it open. It swung wide into a furnace.

The kitchen was nearly gone. Flames had devoured the curtains and were slithering along the cabinets, a hungry, roaring orange-and-black monster. The air was so hot it shimmered.

And on the floor, through the haze, she saw them.

No. No, no, no.

She saw her father, sprawled on his back near the island, unmoving. She saw her mother, curled in a ball by the scorched cabinets.

And closest to her, just inside the doorway... Jade.

"Jade!" The name was a raw, broken rasp.

A sharp, gagging cough tore from Sade's chest as she lurched forward. The fire clawed at her, scorching her arms, her face. She dropped to her knees beside her sister, the hot linoleum searing her skin.

She grabbed Jade’s shoulders, shaking her hard. "Jade, wake up! Wake up, please! We have to go!"

Nothing. Jade's head lolled, her blue sweater singed and dark with soot. Her face was pale beneath a smear of blood.

Is she breathing? I can't... I can't tell.

Panic, cold and sharp, coiled in her chest, strangling her. Don’t think. Move. Just move.

Sade hooked her arms under Jade’s, pulling. She tried to stand, her muscles screaming, but her sister was dead weight. She staggered back a single step, her lungs on fire.

The flames had spread too fast faster than they should have. It was as if the house itself had been soaked in gasoline, just waiting for a spark.

I'm not strong enough. I can't. I'm not...

A window in the adjoining dining room exploded, the implosion-explosion hissing as a rush of new oxygen fed the  beast. The fire roared, doubling in size.

We’re not going to make it out of here!

Suddenly, the front door slammed open, so hard it hit the inside wall. A burst of impossible, cold night air and the hiss of high-pressure water rushed in, swirling the black smoke into a disorienting vortex.

"IN HERE! I'VE GOT ONE!"

A shape moved through the smoke a man, huge in a heavy coat and helmet. Strong arms wrapped around Jade, pulling her effortlessly from Sade’s grip.

"Another one here!" a different voice yelled.

Hands seized Sade, lifting her from the burning floor as if she weighed nothing. Her vision spun. The world was noise and heat and shouting.

Before the firefighter carried her out of the kitchen, she twisted, coughing, and looking at the inferno around her. For just a second, the smoke cleared, and through the roaring flames that was devouring the kitchen, Sade saw the back door ease itself shut.
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Chapter 5: The Accusation
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The night was a chaotic symphony of approaching sirens, the crackling-hiss of water on fire, and the disembodied shouts of men. Sade felt weightless, as if she were floating just outside her own body. She could still smell the smoke, a thick, acrid taste that coated her throat, but it was now mixed with the sharp, cold night air a shocking contrast to the inferno she’d just escaped.

She was outside. She was safe.

But her family wasn't.

Sade tried to push herself up from the damp grass, but a heavy wool blanket was draped over her shoulders, and a strong hand gently pushed her back down.

“Whoa, whoa, stay still, sweetheart.”

She looked up into the face of a paramedic, his expression calm as he crouched beside her.

“Where’s my mom?” she rasped, her voice a raw, broken thing she didn't recognize. “My sister... Jade... where are they?”

The paramedic’s eyes softened, but before he could speak, another coughing fit racked her body, shaking her to her bones.

“Easy now,” he said, pulling an oxygen mask over her face. The plastic cup felt cold and alien. “Breathe in slow, alright? Just focus on that.”

She tried to shake her head, to push the mask away. No. I can't sit here.

A stretcher rushed past, paramedics moving fast. Sade’s breath hitched. Through the clear plastic of the oxygen mask, her eyes locked onto the unconscious form strapped down.

Jade. Pale. Motionless.

"No," she whimpered, trying to get up again. "I need to go..."

"She’s being taken care of. We're treating her right now."

Another team emerged from the house, moving just as quickly. This time, it was her mother. Burned. Still.

Sade let out a shaky, strangled sob, the sound trapped by the mask. She wanted to touch their hands, to make sure they were real, but her body wouldn't cooperate.

“They’re alive,” the paramedic reassured her, his voice firm but kind. “They’re hurt, but they’re alive. We’re getting them to the hospital.”

She swallowed hard, nodding numbly, her body trembling uncontrollably.

Her father. Her stomach twisted.

"My... my father," she asked, pulling the mask down for a second. "Did you... did you get him out?"

The paramedic’s gaze flickered toward the house, which was now just a black, skeletal ruin, steam and smoke pouring into the night sky.

Before he could answer, a police officer approached, his boots crunching on the gravel driveway.

“Miss, I need to ask you a few questions.”

Sade blinked up at him, the flashing red and blue lights reflecting in his eyes, making it impossible to see his expression. A female officer stood just behind him, tablet open.

"We know this is hard," the woman said, her voice gentle. "Can you tell us what happened? How did the fire start?"

The images flooded back. The stovetop. The olive oil. The towel.

"We... we were having dinner," Sade whispered, her throat raw. "My father... he was upset with Mom." She coughed, the smoke still burning deep. "He told us to leave the kitchen. I hid... I hid in the closet."

The officers waited patiently.

"I saw..." Sade's voice broke. "I saw my sister. Jade. She... she walked back inside. She went back to stop him. To stop him from hurting our mom."

Sade finished in a sob, the memory of her sister's blue sweater disappearing into the smoke-filled kitchen overwhelming her. The paramedic put the mask back over her face.

The two officers exchanged a look. It was brief, almost invisible, but it was there. A flicker of something new. Something sharp.

The male officer's radio crackled on his shoulder.

"...body's confirmed. Main kitchen area. It's the father. He didn't make it."

A suffocating silence fell between them, broken only by the hiss of Sade's oxygen and the distant spray of water.

The paramedic went still. The female officer's pen stopped moving.

Sade felt her pulse hammer in her ears. He didn't make it.

A wave of something cold and sharp, relief washed over her, so intense it made her feel sick. He was gone, he couldn't hurt them anymore.

But the relief was instantly choked by a heavier, thicker feeling. Guilt.

Jade went back in. Her father didn't come out.

Sade looked at the two police officers. Their expressions were different now. The gentle patience was gone, replaced by a sharp, assessing focus. They weren't looking at her like a victim anymore. They were






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
SISTERS:
SAME SHADE
- OF BLUE

‘ \\\ 4 ’&\.\

//7 \ }/ F NS

X I, | 7
1l -
A PSYCHULUGlCAL THRILLER

PATRICIA
JONES





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





