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        Note from the author:

        While this is a Bully Romance, I do not support bullying whatsoever. Yes, the men in this story do choose to bully Trixy because they are in pain, and it is how they choose to deal with that emotion. It does not make bullying right, acceptable or justified.

        Trixy is not a push over, though, and this story does have a happy ending.

        This story also deals with sensitive topics, so here is a trigger warning.
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        Their brother was my best friend.

        My best friend was madly in love with me.

        Only I didn’t love him, and then he was gone.

        Now his brothers want revenge…and they will do anything to get it.

        Including ruining me.

        They want to ruin me…but I might just destroy them instead.

      

      

      

      Trixy Ansley.

      Starting university and making a new life was the only way to move on from the past she doesn’t want to remember. A past that wasn’t her fault, but not many know the real truth. When the Hallow brothers won’t leave her alone, secrets start coming out that none of them wanted to know.

      

      The Hallow brothers.

      Getting revenge for their dead brother was a good reason for following Trixy all the way to college. Their brother wasn’t the only one in love with her…but none of that matters now. They need to fix what she ruined.

      

      
        
        We will ruin her for what she did…because the dead can’t get revenge.

      

      

      

      
        
        A Dark Bully Reverse Harem Romance 18+

        Warning this is not for the faint of heart.
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        “He's more myself than I am. Whatever our souls are made of, his and mine are the same.”

      

      

      

      
        
        ― Emily Brontë, Wuthering Heights
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      Thick droplets of rain fall onto my cheeks just before the skies open and rain pours down on us. I don’t know why I’m focusing on the rain and not the sight in front of me, but I wish it was just the rain here with me now. My Hallow brothers all stand utterly still, mimicking the cold, empty, soulless expressions they have. My bare feet dig into the cold grass, the wind blows my hair around my shoulders, and my dress presses against my skin as I stare at them. My heart feels like it has been broken into a million tiny little pieces, and only they can fix it. But they won’t.

      “You don’t understand. You don’t know what—” I go to desperately explain everything to them, even if it means giving up my best friend’s secret. I’m in love with them, and even as I stand here in the rain, alone, my pride gone…I still love them. I thought they fell for me too. What started off as casual angry sex, a way for us both to move on from the past, soon turned into something so much more. We knew each other as kids, always watching from a distance but never having a chance to be more than acquaintances. I was David’s best friend, and I was off-limits because he loved me. I didn’t love him, and it unknowingly cost me.

      “We don’t care. It was a game. A game that came with many sweet rewards,” Gage comments, a slight chuckle following his words. The laugh is worse than anything he could tell me. Everything he told me was apparently was nothing to him.

      “No, it wasn’t just a game,” I protest, tightening my hands into fists as I remember how he looked at me back then. How he whispered he loved me only yesterday. I search each one of their eyes, hoping—no praying—to see something other than hate. I was a fool; they never loved me…it was a trick.

      “It was. We all know it, and so do you. We never loved you. How could we?” Gage asks, tilting his head to the side a bit. All those stories he told me of his past, about his father and everything else were lies to get me to fall for him.

      “You killed our brother,” Garett adds, and I know every dance, every kiss, was a lie. It was all nothing to him.

      “And we will never forgive you for that. You deserve this.” Griffin is the final one to speak, and it is the hardest one to hear. He drives the final nail in the coffin of my heart. I don’t deserve this, I know that, but they don’t. I didn’t kill their brother, but I wish I could have helped him. Even despite everything else, that will never change.

      The best thing for us all is to walk away…even if it is the last thing I want. I look once more at the building, seeing my entire class and the team laughing as my heart is broken. Crushed under pretty stars. It’s best I walk away from everything before they see me fall.

      Tears fall into my mouth, the salty taste the only thing I can focus on as Patricia and Ariel come out of the building, running to the Hallow brothers and wrapping their arms around Gage and Garett.

      “Bye, loser,” Ariel says, grinning because she won them after all, just like she said she would when the game was all over. She knew about it this whole time and most likely was sleeping with them too. I look into each one of their eyes, and some silly part of me thinks they might just regret this. No one is that good of an actor, not even they are, but it is too late now. I forgave them for the bullying before, but not this time. They took it too far. With all the strength I can find, I turn and walk away from the Hallow brothers and their pathetic existence. It’s what I should have done the first time I saw them again.

      Except I should have damn well run as fast as I could. The Hallow brothers are nothing but evil with a pretty face.
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      David Hallow is a nasty drunk. As his best friend, I don't have a choice when it comes to the decision of who is going to get him home from the party. Luckily, I'm used to David and his drinking by now, and I haven't had more than a lemonade tonight. I watch as David trips on nothing and slams into the fireplace, knocking off the vases and photo frames on it. They smash onto the ground into dozens of pieces, but the loud music covers the sound, so drunk teenagers in the room hardly notice. This mansion, which I have no clue whose parents it belongs to, is a gorgeous home. Or at least it was until this party. Now there are spray painted dicks on the walls. I dodge a couple who are too busy eating each other’s faces off to notice me as I make my way to David, knowing it is time to drag him home. I shake my head when I see a guy peeing in the fireplace as I get closer, and David is laughing as he watches.

      "Trixy-dixy! My girl!" David cheerfully shouts. He always calls me that, even though I'm not his girl, and he knows it. David has a new "his girl" at least twice a week, and I'm the girl that has to explain to the ones that are clingy that David will never call them back. He is an asshole. Times like this, I struggle to remember why we are still friends. Oh yeah, we grew up together, and sometimes he can be normal. These days, those sometimes are few and far between though.

      "It's time to go home, David," I shout to him, nodding my head at the door. He sighs an overdramatic and long one before grinning at me. His black hair is spiky, and his jaw smooth, but I wouldn’t call him handsome exactly. He is rich and pays well for his stylist to make him look like a model. Everything from his designer clothes to the way he walks screams money.

      "You just want to get me into bed, don't you, Trixy?" he asks, his beer breath blowing over my face as he talks. Ugh, disgusting, both his statement and his breath.

      "Nope, I want to leave you on your sofa because that is usually as far as you get," I reply to him, and he glares down at me, but rather than replying, he lets me drag him by his hand out of the room. We walk out of the mansion, avoiding the smirks of guys staring at my chest even though it is covered in a modest dress. We walk down past the cars, and some of them are bouncing up and down even though they aren’t moving. I don't even look in them as we get to my car, and I open the door. David practically falls into my leather seat, and I cringe.

      I love this car. It's a shiny, brand-spanking-new, red convertible Mercedes Benz and my seventeenth birthday present, along with a bunch of driving lessons. It took me three months to pass my test, and luckily my parents pay the insurance, which I bet is a fortune on this thing. After David is fully in the car, I mentally pray he doesn't throw up on my seats, before shutting the door and going to my side. I glide in the seats, pressing the button to start the engine before putting my seat belt on.

      I turn on the A/C before looking at David to check he is alright. He watches me, his whole body turned to face me with a big, stupid grin on his face. David isn't the super handsome boy next door, no, his brothers are that. He has three older brothers, triplets, and he hates them. I don’t blame him, they are all sexy as sin, and somehow David turned out with more charm than good looks. His brothers are all assholes with no personality once we hit high school. I swear David could charm anyone except for me into bed. David has midnight black hair, bright blue eyes and a lean body. I know he tries to work out, but he never has shown any muscle on his body despite the fact he is strong. I don't see him that way anyway; he is my best friend, a brother to me in every way. I'm not sure he feels that way though, and it seriously creeps me out when he looks at me like this.

      I've changed over the last year. My recent maid keeps making sure I know about it by commenting about my appearance every time she sees me. I went from having a little baby fat due to my addiction to sweets, to losing it all for some odd reason. Oddly, all the baby fat went to my boobs and ass. The rest of me just got skinny. I also got brave and let my maid drag me to the hairdressers, where they shaped my waist length blonde hair to make my face seem more defined somehow. I used to just let my hair go all over the place.

      I clear my throat, pointing at my seatbelt so he will do his, and he smirks before doing his seatbelt. I pull out of the parking space and start driving down the long driveway before coming out onto the road.

      "You're leaving me," David tells me, and I shake my head at him, not pulling my eyes off the road.

      "I'm going to university, and I promised to still call you," I reply, trying to hide my excitement that I start university in a month. It's in London, England, and I've always wanted to go there to live near my favourite aunt. She has an apartment in the city above a bakery she owns, and I've visited many times over the years. I don't know if I will return home to Colorado after university, but I doubt it. My parents spend more time on trips around the world than they ever do at home with me. All my memories growing up are of my nanny, who passed away last year from cancer, and the Hallow brothers. David and his triplet brothers were the only real friends I had, at least the only ones who didn't try to use me to get money. They are all stinking rich anyway, though his brothers left for college last year, so it is just David and me left. Now it will soon just be David, who didn't pass high enough on his exams to get into the same university as me, and he is going to a local one with his brothers instead.

      "I don't want you to go. Stay here with me, Trixy, you know you want to. You are going to be all alone in London, and you never do well on your own," he tells me, and I've heard nothing but the same thing from him time and time again. Rain starts showering the car as I flip the windshield wipers on and then my blinker to turn into the Hallow brothers’ house. The big metal gates have an H in the middle of them, and the built-in scanners scan my plate before the gates open.

      "I'm not discussing this anymore, David. I don't want to. I'm going, can't you be happy for me? Please?" I ask him, wishing he could support me on the biggest decision of my life instead of going against me on it. I don't look at David as I pull up in front of his house, the lights outside shining, and someone is standing under the porch. "Who is that?" I ask as I turn the car off, but David is already getting out the car into the pouring rain. I climb out myself, running to the porch where David and a girl from our school are. She is in the same year as us, but I can't think of her name off the top of my head. She doesn't look at me though; she is fixated on David as tears run down her face.

      "I'm pregnant, and it is yours."
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      "What the fuck did you just say?" David spits out, tripping on some of the gravel driveway. The rain has pushed all his hair down his face, and he looks furious as he stares at her. The girl is pretty with long black hair, big eyes and a small figure. Though right now she looks like a scared little girl, and David isn’t making the situation any better.

      "I'm pregnant and have nowhere to go. My parents kicked me out, and I'm keeping the baby. I just want your help," she says, her voice shaky and nervous. “Even if it’s only for one night, so I can find my feet.”

      "How do I even know it's mine?" he asks before he coldly laughs. I barely recognise the sneer on his lips or the look he gives her.

      "You were my first, and I told you that. You didn't care though and dumped me the next day. I've stayed well away from guys since that experience," she replies, and it almost makes me smile. This girl has some backbone underneath it all at least. I feel sorry for her because this is a bad situation to be in. I’m sure David will let her in and—

      "I don't care. Fuck off," he tells her, pushing her shoulder as he storms to the door, and she nearly falls over.

      "What?" she says in shock.

      "David, why don't we all go inside and chill for a second? It might—" I try to interrupt, but the look he gives me when he turns my way almost scares me, and it certainly stops me from talking. I didn’t think David was this drunk; he was just tipsy, and he should be sober enough to have some brain cells working.

      "No. Just get rid of her," David angrily tells me, and when he looks at my face and how shocked and upset I am, he seems to calm a little before he turns to the girl. "If you want an abortion, I will pay for it but nothing else. Make up your mind and come back later." The upset and shock on the girl’s face turn into disgust, and I feel the same thing. What a dickhead move to make. David doesn't notice as he walks to the door, pushing it open and going inside. The rain pours down on the house and my car, which is the only noise until I hear David put some music on inside. I just stare at the girl who is shivering, pregnant and alone.

      I have to help.

      "What's your name? I'm sorry, I should know," I gently say, walking over to her. We went to school together, but she was a year younger than me and transferred late in the year. As far as I remember, she was nice to everyone and always kept to herself. I’ve never been good at names, but I’m sure hers began with an L.

      "No, you shouldn't be sorry, we never spoke so how would you know? It's Lottie Sparks. I'm sorry you had to see that," she says, sniffling. “I’m sorry this embarrassing moment is how we first talk. This is a mess, and what am I going to do?” She bursts into tears, and I step closer, pulling her into a tight hug because she really needs one.

      “My aunt always used to say that even when there are times in our lives that seem like the world is ending and there is no hope, you shouldn’t give up. Hope comes from the most unlikely of places, and the world only makes the path through life difficult for the ones who can handle it,” I say, having no idea what else to say, but that always stuck with me. I’ve told myself it a million times when my parents wouldn’t answer any of my calls or when my nanny died suddenly.

      “Thanks, but things seem unfixable right in this moment,” she sniffles, and I let her go as she wipes her eyes with her hands.

      "Look, did you drive here?" I ask, looking around and not seeing any unfamiliar car.

      "No, my parents took my car and...everything. They said it was the baby or them," she explains to me.

      "They are jackasses. My parents would do the same, I bet," I reply, rubbing my arms. It is cold, and I'm soaked, so is she. I don’t think it’s healthy for a pregnant woman to be out in the rain and cold. I know what to do next, and then we can figure the rest out later.

      "Okay, here are my car keys. My house is down at the bottom of the street, the one with the lion statues outside. You can stay at my place tonight, and we will worry about everything else tomorrow. This is my door key, okay? Please help yourself to clothes, food or whatever you want," I tell her, pressing the key into her hand as she stares at me in shock, completely paused.

      "You don't have to help me, I'm not—" she starts to reject my help, but pride is not a good reason to screw yourself over.

      "I will be back later after I've talked to David. He didn't mean what he just said," I tell her, pushing the keys into her hand. She gives me a shaky nod before turning around and getting into my car. I hear the car pull away as I walk through the open door to the house and shut it behind me. I follow the sound of bottles clinking to the kitchen, where David is going through the fridge. He finds a beer, pulls it out, and bites the lid off. I hate how he does that.

      "What the effing fuck was that with Lottie?" I ask, crossing my arms as he drinks long and hard.

      "Is that what her name was? Good to know, I'm sure I will forget it," he replies, slamming the beer on the counter so hard I'm surprised it didn't smash. "I only ever remember your name."

      "Seriously, David, you aren't this much of a dickhead. Maybe you should just sleep it off, and we can talk tomorrow," I say, getting the feeling nothing much is going to get through to him right now.

      "I mean it. I love you," he tells me, and I freeze as he walks up to me. David is the same height as me so I don't have to look up at him. Somehow this is more intimidating though, because I can’t exactly look away.

      "You're my bestie too," I try to play off what he means. "I love you like a brother, just as I'm sure you love me like a sister."

      "No, I love you like I want to fuck you, Trixy," he states, grabbing my arms roughly and pulling me to him. I try to get out of his grip, but he holds on tight, making sure I can't escape and somehow gets me even closer.

      "You are hurting me, let me go. This is drunk you talking," I plead with him, but he only tightens his grip, and I really start to panic.

      "No, it isn't. I love you, and I'm positive you love me too. See, that's why you can't go to London, because we are going to be together," he says as I continue to try and get away from him. He isn't seeing me though, because he slams his lips onto mine, pushing me into the counter behind. I struggle to push him away, disgust filling me as he parts my legs with his knee, pushing his erection into me. He lets my one arm go to shove his hand underneath my dress, roughly grabbing me as thick tears stream down my cheeks, and I feel frozen in fear. I remember Lottie waiting for me, my aunt waiting for me in London, and my entire future. There is no way David Hallow is making me a victim.

      David lets go of my other arm to grab my ass, and I reach out, finding the beer bottle he put down. I lift it up then slam it into his shoulder. David screams, letting me fall to the side as I still hold the broken bottle out and, with my other hand, wipe my lips as I back away to the door. He glares at me as he holds his shoulder, blood pouring through his shirt. In this moment, I see David Hallow for who he really is. A fucking monster.

      This monster isn’t having me though.

      "What the fuck was that for?" David demands, and I keep the bottle in the air as I continue towards the door, making it clear I will hurt him if he gets closer.

      "I don't love you like that! You are crazy!” I scream at him, constantly walking backwards.

      "You just wanted me! What changed, you little bitch?" he shouts back as I keep heading towards the door. Thick tears stream down my cheeks as I realise who my best friend really is now he isn’t hiding it anymore. I kept pretending the sweet boy who followed me around that I grew up with was still here. He is long gone, and instead, this thing is here.

      "I didn't want you! I never have, and you were trying to force me! That isn't love, it's called attempted rape, you dickhead. I'm leaving, and I never want to see you again!" I shout back at him, and I take the risk of turning to run for the door. I pull it open and run out into the pouring rain, straight across the field to a hole in the fence where I used to come through to see the brothers. I look behind me, seeing David the lunatic standing in the doorframe, watching me go. That might be the best thing he has ever done for me...letting me run away.

      Or so I thought.

      That was the last time I saw David Hallow.
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      "You can't offer to let me stay here. I will figure something out, but I hoped David would help," Lottie says, sitting on a stool and eating the toast with a bowl of fruit that I made her. I walk to the doors, shutting them in case the maid overhears our conversation. She always reports everything to my dad, who she also sleeps with when he is back at home. I don’t want him knowing about Lottie and telling David’s parents. Honestly, Lottie is better off without that family altogether. I rub the bruises on my arms, and I can still feel his grubby hands under my top even though I know they aren’t there. I didn’t sleep well last night and neither did Lottie.

      Both of us are lost because of the Hallow family.

      "Trust me, David isn't a good guy to have in your or your baby’s life. Stay here for a bit, let me help you instead," I suggest to her.

      "Why do you want to help me?" she asks, looking confused. I remember David's cold lips forcing mine open, his strong body pushed into mine, and how helpless I felt last night. I was scared, seriously scared, and no one should feel like that. I know Lottie isn't helpless, but she does need someone's help. At the moment, there is just me, and I can't push her away.

      "Because I can? Is that not enough?" I reply, shrugging my shoulders. My phone rings once as I slide out of my stool and search around the kitchen for it. I find it by the fridge, and I quickly answer the call from my dad. Odd, because he never calls.

      "When did you last see David, Trixy?" my dad asks right away, sounding strange, but I don't know him well enough to know exactly what emotion that is. I want to tell my dad everything and ask him to protect me, to hug me and tell me everything is okay. I know better though. No one comes to the rescue and hugs you in our family. I’ve had years of crying alone while they walked past.

      "Last night. He was drunk, so I drove him home and dropped him off at his house before I came home," I say, and Lottie watches me closely, clearly wondering why I’m lying.

      "What time was this?" he asks, and I hear him writing something down in the background.

      "I don't know, about midnight, why?" I ask with a sigh.

      "David Hallow is dead." I hear every word of my dad's statement, but it doesn't seem to really sink in as I stare at the white tiled wall behind the counter. White, shiny and perfect like the Hallow brothers. Except now they are tainted by death. There is no changing those kinds of stains; they are pressed deep on your soul. They are there to stay, no matter how much you try to forget them. I want to cry, to grieve for David, but all I can remember is what happened last night. The monster I saw behind the familiar face I grew up with. The bruises still on my skin and what could have happened if I didn’t fight back.

      "H-how?" I manage to mumble out, and my dad sighs in annoyance. I hear him telling mom that a lawyer needs to be called just in case this turns on us or I am blamed. That is the extent of their care, the risk of their money.

      "Oh, he killed himself. It was said there was a note that blamed you," he carelessly tells me.

      "What?" I ask.

      "Yes, you are causing us a lot of trouble. We will have to come back and make sure the lawyer does a good job of protecting you. Luckily, you are going to London soon, and you don't have to hear the name David Hallow again," he tells me like that will make me forget everything. That is what my family is good at though, pushing mistakes and anything troublesome under the carpet. My mother regularly likes to tell me how I was a mistake and not planned. She didn’t know she was pregnant until it was too late to get rid of. Her exact words.

      "Why would he blame me?" I whisper, totally confused.

      "The boy was in love with you, and you apparently rejected him, so he killed himself. Honestly, I never expected to hear my daughter was mean and a bully. We never taught you that," he responds, sounding so disappointed. The funny thing is, that is the first time I’ve ever heard any emotion from him when it concerns me. There was never love, anger or anything other than ignoring me. Now at least I have his disappointment.

      "You never taught me anything because you haven't been here," I snap, knowing instantly I shouldn't have said that to him.

      "Alright, that’s it. I don't know who you think you are to speak to me like that, but I will not have it. From now on, you are cut off. Sell your car, keep your paid university fund and the little money in your account to keep yourself going for a while, but do not contact us until you fully apologise—" I cut the phone off because I can't listen to any more of this shit. It really is an utter mess. Why would David do that to himself? God, he is gone.

      "Is everything okay?" Lottie nervously asks. I nod once, pulling myself together for a little longer and pushing down the shock.

      "We are selling my car and then going to London. I don't know how we will work everything else out, but I'm going to look after you, and you are going to be my friend. I really need one, and I think you do too," I firmly tell her. There is a pause as she looks at me, and this is the moment she makes her decision. If she doesn’t want to go, then I will give her all the money I can, and that’s all I can do. If she comes with me, I can help her more. So will my aunt.

      "I do. I don't have anywhere else to go," she whispers. “I trust you.”

      "David is dead," I tell her, and she has the same expression as I'm feeling. Shock but not pain. It's hard to mourn a complete monster who did what he did last night. I open the drawer of the kitchen counter in front of me and pull out the trash bags before grabbing my phone. I'm going to bag up my life and leave everything else behind. Including the name Hallow and everything that goes with it.

      If I don’t, David would still have control over me like he always wanted.
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      One and a half years later

      "Crap, I'm late to class again," I mutter, sliding out of bed and glancing back down at Benjamin who is still sleeping, lightly snoring. The white duvet is low on his hips, letting me take in the view of his flat stomach, the abs flashing my way, and the trail of hair going up his chest. Benjamin has wavy blond hair, a strong jawline and muscular arms from playing rugby. I like him, and he likes me. It's that simple, and because it's simple, it's easy. I wouldn't say he is the smartest tool in the box, but he is damn good in bed. That is worth having him as my boyfriend. Casual boyfriend though, because it could never be more between us.

      Deciding not to wake him up, I grab my clothes for the day and walk the four steps across my tiny dorm room to my en suite. After pulling the door open, I step inside and quickly shower before drying off then pulling on my sundress and sliding my wedges on before doing up the straps. I pull my hair up into a ponytail, leaving a few strands out before applying a tiny bit of makeup. "That will do. Now, where is my damn laptop?" I mumble to myself as I come out of the en suite, searching around the room before finding it on my computer desk. The good thing about a small room is that nothing is really lost; it's got to be in here somewhere. I put my laptop in my bag before opening the front door and closing it shut behind me.

      I make my way down the corridor, which is silent and empty because everyone is in class or sleeping in. There was a big party last night in the guys’ dorm rooms thanks to someone paying the guard to keep quiet about it. The American football team hosted the party due to the fact they are treated like practical gods around campus. It most likely has something to do with all those muscles and the tight shorts they wear in try-outs.

      I run down the stairs, pushing the glass doors open into the bright sunny day. It's mid-August, and currently, most of England is going through a heatwave. It's a good change, considering I was getting used to the constant rain or depressing looking clouds that threaten to ruin your day with rain. I walk as slowly as I can across the recently cut green grass to the pathway in the middle leading up to the half square building that is the university. It is all made of red stone with a Hogwarts feel to it. Gosh, I love those movies and books.

      I fell in love with this place on my first day. There is even a bell tower that I like to climb up and sit in, looking over the stunning city. In this last year alone, I've completely fallen in love with London. It is the perfect mix of old and new buildings, large parks, and twenty-four-hour takeaway delivery. What could be better than that? A young guy whose name I can't remember comes out the door I'm heading in, and he holds the door for me.

      "Thank you," I tell him before walking down the brown tiled floors towards my lecture room at the back. I smile to myself because I really do love my simple life I’ve made for myself.

      "Trixy Ansley." My name is called from just behind me and, in total fear and pure confusion, I slowly turn around. I'd recognise that voice anywhere, but I never expected to hear it here. This place was my escape from the past...it was never meant to follow me here.

      Gage Hallow.

      Griffin Hallow.

      And last but not least, Garett Hallow.

      They look like my past I've tried my best to forget, to pretend that it didn't happen. They remind me of David Hallow and that night...and what David did when I left.

      I don't know which one of them to look at first, and it takes me a few seconds before I lift my gaze to meet Garett's. He was always the leader, the one his brothers looked to. By the way he stands in the middle of them, just one step closer than the others, tells me that hasn't changed. Garett hasn't changed either. Still dark, broody and gorgeous.

      Garett Hallow is the type of guy all women want, whether they know it or not. If Garett wanted someone, he would hunt them until he got what he wanted. His strong jawline is smooth, his black hair is shaved on the sides, while thick on the top with a little fringe hanging into his forehead. Those blue eyes, the ones that he shared with David, watch me with no emotion. Nothing. It's like looking into the eyes of an emotionless doll, wishing you had magic to make it real. This isn't a fairy-tale world though; it's real life. It's raw fucking emotions that want to destroy you. They already destroyed him and his brothers. We both know it.

      "Garett Hallow." I say his name, feeling like speaking his name out loud has some kind of power over him. Of course, it doesn't. It doesn't make me feel stronger either.

      "Who said you could run away from what you did?" Garett asks. He doesn't need to tell me what he thinks I ran from. We both know; they just don't know the truth.

      "I didn't kill him," I reply. I want to blurt out the whole truth about what happened...but they won't listen. I know them well enough to understand that.

      "You might as well have slit his throat, Trix," Griffin speaks for the first time, and his words hurt like he stabbed me in the heart. Griff was always the nice one of the three, if you could even call him that. He listened instead of controlling and demanding what he wanted.

      "You left him drunk, heartbroken and rejected. Did you read the letter he left?" Gage angrily demands. "We made sure to send you a copy every day for six months."

      "I read it," I tightly reply, my sweaty hands tightening up. How could I not have? Every word in the letter was a nasty lie. If I told them the truth, that their little brother who they adored and treated like a baby that could never do any wrong, lied in the letter...it would destroy them. It was better, kinder, to let them think he was a good guy and not the monster he truly was. Or that is what I told myself to sleep at night. I know he didn’t mean to kill himself. I truly believe it was a cry for attention gone terribly wrong. I fully know that he took those pills, expecting to be found by the maids and rushed to the hospital. His brothers would have come back, his parents might have been there, and he no doubt expected that was how he would get me back at his side. He didn’t want to die…and it was a terrible mistake. Eighteen is no age to die for a mistake.

      "Good. I want you to know what you did to him. I want it to haunt you when we are done here," Gage coldly replies, and his words make me flinch. Without another word, he turns around and walks out of the building. Griffin watches me for a second longer before following his brother out, leaving me alone with Garett. Somehow that is more painful and frightening.

      "Why are you here?" I ask, needing to know the truth.

      "To ruin you." Three simple words. Three dangerous brothers, and my entire world over in a second. I feel my heart pounding in my chest as he walks out. One Hallow brother already tried to ruin me and own me too. Why do they seem more terrifying than he ever was?
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      In a panic, I push the doors to my aunt's bakery open, seeing the big queue and my aunt behind the till, serving orders with a big smile. She doesn't see me until I manage to get through the people and to the counter, where I pull the top up to get to the other side. I don't know what happened the moment the Hallow brothers left, but I just ran and ran until I got to the only place I feel safe. It's what I'm good at, running, we all know that. They know it best. I keep going over what Garett said in my mind, and how he said it. He wasn't joking, not one bit. He wants to ruin me...but how? What could he possibly do to me?

      My aunt locks her pale blue eyes on my own, a strand of her curly blonde hair falling into her face that she pushes away. There is flour on her apron and a little bit on her cheek, where she has brushed her hand across her cheek while cooking no doubt. This is my aunt though, messy and just brilliant. Even being here, knowing the Hallow brothers are close by and on my back, she can make me feel safe. I spent every Easter holiday here as I grew up, and I would always cry when Aunt Linsey forced me to get on the plane to go home. Every good memory was either here or with the Hallow brothers...but even they left in the end. The boys I was once friends with and even admired are now men. Scary, dark and sexy men who are going to destroy me.

      "Jake, can you take over for me?" my Aunt Linsey shouts into the back, leaning around the door when there is no reply for a second. I haven't met Jake, her new assistant yet, and I barely glance at him as he comes out. I see dark hair and a friendly smile, but three other guys are completely taking over my mind and not in a good way. Only a fool wouldn't be scared of the Hallow brothers when they are angry, and angry doesn't even fully explain the way they were with me. They were cruel as well as angry. Cold and heartless.

      "Of course." Jake is quick to please and happily takes over on the till, serving customers. Aunt Linsey doesn't need to ask me what is wrong, she just knows something is from my expression alone. That's how close we are. Aunt Linsey never married after she lost the love of her life at twenty in a car accident. Instead, she bought this bakery and lived out her life here. She comes over, wrapping an arm around my shoulders and leading me down the corridor to the office. The door is slightly open, and there is a light humming of someone singing coming from inside. Aunt Linsey opens the door, letting me go in first, and in seconds, arms are thrown around me, pulling me into a tight hug.

      "Let her get through the door, Lottie dear," Aunt Linsey suggests with a note of amusement in her voice, but I hug Lottie tighter before she lets me go. A hug from my best friend is just what I need.

      "I needed a hug," I reply with a chuckle, smiling widely at her.

      "I know, you wouldn't be skipping class if something wasn't wrong. What has happened?" Lottie asks, moving back to sit down on the couch in the room where she was doing paperwork for the bakery by the looks of it. The baby monitor is sat on the side table, the blinking light telling us that Lottie's baby is sleeping upstairs. I was there all of her pregnancy and when she had little Noah. He was born in the London hospital, and it was amazing to see. Lottie is a natural mother and adores her little boy. I’m the fun Auntie Trixy who he likes to be sick on or do a big poo when I’m babysitting him. I walk over and collapse on the sofa, huffing as I wonder how to even begin. I know Lottie might not take this well either; after all, the Hallow brothers are her son's uncles. My aunt goes and sits on the edge of her desk, looking at me expectantly.

      "The Hallow triplets all turned up at my university today," I say, and as I expected, there is silence in the room. Lottie looks pale, and I place my hand over hers to reassure her. "They aren't like David, not one bit." I say that, but I can’t be sure. I haven’t seen them in over two years, and a lot can change in that time. Including the fact they must feel anger over David’s death, and they are still mourning him. Mourning makes you do crazy things, and I just don’t want to be in the firing line as they get over the death of their brother. They clearly think it is all my fault. I harbour enough guilt on my own, let alone having to shoulder their blame.

      "I still don't want them to know about me and—" Lottie starts rambling, and I cover her small hand with mine.

      "I promise, I won't tell them your story. That is your choice, and I respect that," I explain to her, because it really isn't my story to tell. It’s her secret, at the end of the day, and it’s far more than a secret. Noah is a baby, a sweet boy with a mother who tries her uttermost best to bring him up. Noah doesn’t need the Hallow name in his life at all. Look what it did to his father.

      "What did they want with you?" Aunt Linsey asks. “If they tried to hurt you like that awful brother of theirs, they will have me to deal with.” I don’t doubt my aunt’s threat. She is a scary woman at times.

      "They said they blame me for David's death and everything that he wrote in his suicide letter," I explain to her. “I don’t think they want to physically hurt me, but emotionally? Yeah, I think that is their game plan.”

      "We all know the real truth, that boy was a monster. I doubt he meant to kill himself anyway. He did it for attention and to get you back. It just went wrong, and there is no taking it back now," Aunt Linsey states. “It was a terrible accident made by a stupid boy who had a long future of being an asshole ahead of him. I will not let you have his death on your conscience, Trixy.”

      "That's what we think, but the brothers don't know that. I have a bad feeling they won't stop until they get revenge," I worriedly say, and Lottie squeezes my hand tight.

      "Maybe I should talk to them...I can't let you suffer because I'm scared of my baby's family," Lottie interrupts with a trembling voice, and I shake my head at her.

      "No, I can handle them. I grew up as their friend, and really, what is the worst that they could do to me?" I reply, having a sinking feeling I might be biting my own tongue in the future. It seems to settle Lottie a tad just in time for a small cry to come out of the baby monitor.

      "I'll see you tonight, Trixy. Promise me you will talk to me if they don't leave you alone? I owe you so much; I can't see you suffer," Lottie asks as she gets up, but she looks back down at me as I answer.

      "I promise," I say, crossing my fingers behind my back. I know it's a childish thing to do to counter a lie, but it makes me feel better that I'm going to break this promise. Lottie looks a bit worried as she leaves the room to find Noah, taking the baby monitor with her.

      "Lottie is doing better now. It was a good idea to lie. We only just were able to talk about David and the past. It’s hard for her as much as it is you. Now, if those boys do anything, you tell me. I'm not fragile like Lottie currently is," my aunt states, and she is pretty frightening. The Hallow brothers have nothing on her.

      "You are a brilliant woman. Do I ever tell you that?" I ask her, and she huffs at me, standing up and stretching.

      "If you think that much of me, you could help out in the bakery this weekend. There is an American football match on, and they ordered a lot of food to be delivered. I could use the help," she asks me, though she doesn't need to ask. I owe everything to this woman, and for the rest of my life, I am going to repay her however I can. Lottie feels the same way after she adopted her when we turned up here last year. Lottie's parents were happy to sign the adoption papers to get rid of her, and Lottie was still only seventeen when she got here, so the paperwork was easily sorted out. Not only did Aunt Linsey adopt Lottie, but she also helped her with her difficult newborn who cried all night, every night. She gave her a home and was a mom to her when she needed one. Lottie is family now; she was before we got on a plane and came here, and she will be for the rest of my life. We are both lucky to have our aunt.

      "I'd love to," I say, pulling myself up off the sofa. "I should get back to class."

      "Yes, you should. Don't let those guys push you around. You survived being brought up by my sister and brother-in-law; you can survive them easily," she tells me, making me chuckle as she winks at me and walks out of the room. She is right, the Hallow brothers aren't going to destroy me.

      I’m Trixy Ansley, and I’ve survived worse than them.
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      "You didn't answer any of my texts I sent you last night, or when I knocked on your door a few times. You okay?" Benjamin asks, sliding into the seat next to me on the bench. I had completely forgotten about him until now, if I'm totally honest, but I don't want to be mean and tell him that. Since I came back from my aunt's yesterday, I've just hidden in a total state of denial and worry about what the Hallow brothers are going to do.

      As kids, they weren't the nice boys on the playground; no, they were the assholes everyone knew not to mess with. If they were challenged, then they would gang up on whoever was stupid enough to mess with them. Even though David and I were a year younger, we saw it all. The Hallow brothers ruled the school—and our town—until they left school and went to college leaving a trail of broken hearts in their wake. The girls whispered about them in the halls, and the boys all knew better than to say a word against them by that point. Even when they left, they still had control over everything. The whispers never stopped. The Hallow brothers were never forgotten.

      I have no doubt it will be the same here once they get their claws in. Wherever the Hallow brothers go, they have to be in control of everyone and every situation. That is their biggest downfall, they can't let anything just go with the flow, and when things go wrong, they go in for the kill. In this case, they can't shout at David about his reckless and heartbreaking choice, so they will go after me. I should have seen it coming, but I didn't. I stupidly hoped I could escape them.

      "Trixy? Hello? Anyone in there?" Benjamin jokes, knocking my shoulder.

      "Yeah, I've just been distracted with all this course work," I say, pointing at my open laptop where I have a word document open, and I’ve only typed two words.

      "You are taking advanced science, you could have gone for the easier course and had more time off," he tells me what I already know. The easy route is not something I will ever take. I went through a lot to get here, and I’m going to work my ass off for my degree.

      "Why take the easy route? I much prefer the complicated route that makes you feel like you earnt it when it's over," I retort. He laughs off my serious comment, though I don’t know what I expected from him. Benjamin got into university because his parents are rich and paid his way. Now he does a sports degree, which is the easiest degree to pass for someone like him whose teachers take pretty little tips from his parents. You only need muscles and half a brain to pass it.

      "Whatever you say, sexy," he replies, and I roll my eyes at him before looking down at the laptop in front of me. I pull out my notebook from my bag, finding the paperwork that the professor gave us to study and said would help, but Benjamin keeps talking. "There was some big news today. Remember how last week the coach gathered the team around and said there would be changes soon?"

      "I vaguely remember," I mutter, trying to read the paperwork.

      "The changes were three new members, and one of them is now captain. He is incredible, won a ton of matches in the states, and we might finally have a chance with these brothers now," he says, and from his voice alone, I can tell he idolises these brothers. I freeze when it all clicks in my head. Three brothers. American football. Idols.

      "What are their names?" I quietly ask, but I already know the answer. There are only three brothers I know that could buy themselves into any team and make one of them captain so they are in charge.

      "Hallow. Gage, Garett and I can't remember the other one's name," he says, and he almost sighs with how much he likes them already. Everyone likes or loves the Hallow brothers though. It’s how they are.

      "Griffin," I fill in for Benjamin, my hand squeezing the pencil harder in my hand as a drop of sweat slides down the back of my neck. They make me so nervous, and now it looks like they are here for good. I hoped they wouldn't be sticking around after they "ruin" me, but it seems like that isn't the case. I did wonder how they got into the university.

      "Do you know them? I should have guessed, you guys have the same American accent," Benjamin asks. It’s such an innocent question, and he has no idea what he is asking. I look up as two girls walk past my table, smirking at me. I never made any girlfriends here since I accidently pissed off the head girl. They are like little clans here, and unless you are an airhead bimbo, you don’t fit in.

      "We went to the same school," I tell him, and he grins like that is the best thing in the world. His girlfriend knows the new cool guys on his team. Gosh, he is so clueless.

      "Cool. I like them," he tells me, but I already know that.

      "I bet you do," I sarcastically reply because honestly, anyone that doesn't actually know them would like them. They are rich, with pearly white smiles and gorgeous features. They are trained to easily put on a happy face and make friends while keeping their true natures hidden. It's a trait all rich people teach their kids, knowingly or not. I sure as hell know how to hide my emotions. Like currently, I want to cry or beat something up. I'm not sure which one, but I have to keep my cool. The brothers are here to destroy me, and I can't let that happen. I've spent a long time getting over that night with David and what he almost did to me. I grieved him, despite the monster he became, and wished I could have helped him somehow. I just couldn't have predicted he would do what he did. "I'm sorry, I need to get going. I will text you later," I tell Benjamin, lightly kissing him on the cheek before getting up out of my seat.

      "Okay, sexy," he replies, and the simple fact he can't sense there is anything wrong says everything about my relationship with him. Or the lack thereof. He would be much better as a friend than anything else, and I'm sure somewhere deep down, he knows that too. I push my chair out, gathering my books up and pushing them into my bag before making my way out of the study hall. I keep my eyes down as I head through the corridor, but I still hear the chatter from everyone about the brothers. If it was any other new person, they wouldn't be noticed, but not the brothers. Everyone notices them, no matter where they go.

      I move quicker, darting out of the doors and into the fresh air outside. The air usually calms me down as I close my eyes, looking down, but this time it does nothing as I head to my dorm. Thankfully, everyone is in class, and it is silent around. There is no one to see me have my breakdown. Only a few feet away, I stop, hearing an unusual noise before I come around the corner to see my building. I just don't expect what I see when I lift my head and open my eyes.
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      I feel frozen as I watch Garett press Ariel, a classmate of mine, against the side of my building, right next to the door. Ariel is the head girl, the leader of the clan of girls in this university, and she really hates me. Which is why this is so much worse than it already is. His lips are glued to hers, one of his hands is under her top, pulling her closer. Ariel's long black hair is pulled to the side with his other hand, and she lets out a moan from her red lips stained with her lipstick that is so good it hasn't smudged at all as he devours her. I want to say I didn't watch for more than a second...but I did. I watched how he held her, how he kissed her...and I liked it. I shake my head, tightening my hands on the straps of my bag as I try to walk past them, but Garett's hand reaches out, grabbing my wrist. I turn and watch as he very slowly finishes his kiss with Ariel before looking at me.

      "Running off again, Trixy?" Garett growls, and his deep voice makes me shiver as I lock my eyes with his bright blue ones. They might be picture perfect blue eyes, but they are empty of emotions, so the blue seems as cold as ice. “Haven’t we got the message across that we don’t like you running from us?”

      "You know Trixy? She has a boyfriend, Garett, baby," Ariel purrs, running her lips up his jaw, while watching me. In the blink of an eye, he steps away from her, still holding my wrist so I can’t escape. He isn’t hurting me, but I know he wouldn’t let go if I tried to pull away. We glare at each other, neither one us giving in anytime soon.

      "Go and wait for me in my car," Garett commands Ariel like she is a dog that does his bidding.

      "But—" she goes to protest, but even she isn’t that brave.

      "Question me again and you can forget tonight. I will find someone else in two secs, doll," Garett warns, keeping eyes locked on mine as Ariel takes the keys, and we stay silent until the sound of her heels clicking on the ground disappears.

      "Let me the fuck go. Now, Garett," I snap at him, and he instantly lets my arm go, a playful smile gracing his lips.

      "Chill. I only wanted to talk to you, Trix," he says, almost sweetly. I’m not that stupid though.

      "Right, I don't believe that for one sec. So just leave me alone," I say, shaking my head and going to find my keys in my bag.

      "We are having a party at our new house just outside of London. Come on Saturday, everyone is invited," he says, and I pause, gripping my keys before I pull them out of my bag.

      "No," I tell him. There is no way I’m going to their house.

      "I wasn't asking. You want my forgiveness—" he starts off.

      "Who said I want you to forgive me? You said you wanted to ruin me, go fucking ahead. There isn't anything left to ruin anymore. I'm not the Trix you knew as a girl," I tell him, and I can see it surprised him for a second. If anything, he seems more interested in me than he was before. That wasn’t the idea, and I really don’t know how to feel about the way he is looking at me. His black hair frames his eyes, looking like a clear ice lake that you’d walk across and not care one bit when you fell into the dark depths.

      "But you are, and some parts of you are not. You are fucking beautiful now," he states, running his eyes very slowly over my body before meeting my eyes once more. "I never saw it before. You were always the girl my little brother wanted, so I didn’t look."

      "You're crazy. Do you even know what you're doing here?" I ask him. "This isn't going to get David back. Can't we just talk like adults rather than all this?"

      "Yeah, I know exactly what I'm doing. I'm here for you. We all are," he says, and this time the flirty tone is gone, and it is back to the hard, cold tone I heard the last time we spoke. He isn't the good one at hiding his emotions when it concerns the past. That is a big flaw in his plan. I only have to mention David and the walls come down with a bang.

      "To ruin me?" I sarcastically ask.

      "Yeah, baby," he says, chuckling low. "You have no clue what we have planned. If you don't come to the party, Trix, we will come for you."

      "Is that a threat?" I ask, crossing my arms.

      "Just a friendly warning," he tells me with a wink before turning and walking away. I stay very still as I watch him go, feeling like I can't breathe. I can act strong all I like in front of them, it doesn’t mean I’m not breaking down inside. The request to come to the party wasn't really an invite, it was a demand. It didn't take long for the Hallow brothers to be making demands and ruling the university it seems. I hate myself that, for some insane reason, it makes me mad that he is going off with Ariel, the known slut of the university. She has slept with nearly everyone, including Benjamin at some point, and everyone knows it. Her friends are just as bad as she is. Why do I care anyway? They can all sleep with whoever they want.

      I turn and unlock my building before running up the steps to my floor. I unlock my door, closing it shut behind me, locking it, and the locked door seems to feel like it gives me some false sense of safety. Before I know what I'm doing, I walk to my bed and drop to my knees, pulling out the small box from under it. I push the lid off, searching through the bits and bobs in there until I find the copy of the letter David wrote before he killed himself. I don't know why I kept it, but as I shakily open the folded up letter, I know I want to read the lies. Maybe the lies can make me feel better because, sure as hell, nothing else does.

      

      
        
        To whoever is reading this,

      

      

      

      
        
        Tonight was the worst day and night of my entire life. I thought so many things and cared so much, only to find out it was all lies.

        Trixy Ansley is a liar.

        She told me she loved me, that it would be me and her in the end. She told me so many lies, and I fell for it all. She would kiss me, and so much more, as she told me her lies.

        Tonight, I found her with another guy, and when I did, she told me to go home. I refused to leave without her, and she did come home with me, but she was so angry. It broke my heart to see her shout at me and tell me how terrible I was.

        I only loved her, and now I know she doesn't love me at all.

        That is why I am saying goodbye. I can't take this life any more, not without her at my side.

        I've been nothing but the best person to her and loved her.

        I just wasn't enough.

        I doubt anyone will ever be.

        If my brothers read this, know that it was you three she always talked about. I think she always loved you, and I was just a bad second option.

      

      

      

      
        
        If my parents read this...maybe you should have been here.

        I wish you were.

        Goodbye.

        David Hallow.

      

      

      

      My tears fall onto the paper, because even after all of this...I did love him. He was a brother to me, and I just didn't know he ever thought about doing something like this. Killing himself solves nothing and only causes more pain.

      I just wish he knew that. I wish he knew what he left behind.

      I wish his brothers knew the truth too...but now it is too late. Some secrets have to stay buried.
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      "I don't think going to this party is a good idea," I tell Benjamin for the millionth time as we sit in the back of the taxi, which is taking us to the party Garett demanded I come to. I know full well I'm walking into a trap...I just don't get what exactly they are going to do. I doubt they would physically hurt me...they were never like that. Though I thought the same of David and look how that turned out in the end. I helped at the bakery all day, and I didn't even tell Lottie about this party, or my aunt, like I should have. They would have talked me out of going, and I wouldn't be in this position.

      "But then I wouldn't get to see you in this tight, white dress that shows off how sexy you are. I love seeing your tattoo out like this," Benjamin whispers in my ear before kissing my cheek and tugging me closer to him in the seat, his finger running down my arm where I have a long dragon tattoo with a large rose wrapped around him. It was a present to myself from the money I had left from selling all my stuff to move here. I wanted it as a reminder of the past. The dragon and rose were my choices because they are beautiful...but also deadly. Like most things in my past.

      Usually, how Benjamin is touching me, kissing me, would do something for me, but not right now. My heart is beating fast for an entirely different reason. The traffic finally gives up so our taxi can speed down roads towards a private street. The street has large gates, which are protected with armed guards. The guards tap the window when the taxi stops in front of them, and the taxi driver slowly lowers the window.

      "We are here for the Hallow brothers’ party," Benjamin shouts out.

      "You have to walk in, mate. No taxis allowed on a private street like this," the guard says before stepping back. Benjamin pays the taxi before we both climb out and start walking to the gates, which open up for us to go through. The street is picture perfect, looking very much like the perfectness of our old street. It doesn't shock me at all that the Hallow brothers would choose to live somewhere like this. The busy noise of the city isn't lost as we walk down the cobblestone road, which is lit up by the streetlights that are super bright. London is never really dark though, or quiet. It's something I've noticed living here, and I really like the busy city life.

      My thoughts endlessly keep trying to distract myself as we head down the street, my white heels clicking against the stone with every step. My blonde hair is up in a tight bun, but little strands escape from the wind and brush against my neck. After a few more steps, we hear the music, the heavy beat of it filling the empty street. It isn't long until we see their house. It's imposing, separate from the others around it, and it’s just the house I'd expect them to live in. The big white windows match the white picket fence surrounding a small section of grass where some students are sitting on chairs, smoking. We walk past them, and Benjamin fist bumps one of them as we pass, heading up the three steps to the porch and through the open door. The music is louder in here, and the heat makes my skin feel sticky almost right away. The room is full to the brim with students, and Benjamin goes ahead of me, tugging me through them with my hand. The atmosphere of this party is too much already, and I just want to leave. What the hell was I thinking coming here? Benjamin pulls me into the middle of the room, and then pulls me closer, pressing me against his chest as he moves his lips to my ear.

      "Forget whatever is worrying you and just dance. We can drink, get high and forget the world, babe." His words don't mean anything though because Benjamin has that simple life where he can forget the world. I've tried getting drunk and high, and it does nothing to make you forget. If anything, you wake up the next day feeling awful, and those memories are haunting you worse than before.

      The only way to deal with the past is to focus and enjoy the present, and plan a future. I sigh at Benjamin's puppy dog face before sliding my arms around his neck and letting him guide my body to the music. He is a good distraction at least. I open my eyes and, like there isn't at least another dozen people in the room, I find Gage's eyes. He leans against the stone fireplace on the one wall, with Garett right at his side. Gage is wilder, darker, and that bit different from Garett, who is scarier in some sense as the leader, the one who calls the shots. I hate how I keep my eyes on them, just like they watch me.

      Unspoken attraction...that's what I would call it. Except this attraction could get me in a lot of trouble...the kind of trouble that would end with me dead. The Hallow brothers’ parents aren't good people, and I have no doubt their sons wouldn't think twice before following their lead. People go missing when they mess with the Hallows. It was a famous saying in my town. And I sure messed with them, even when I didn't mean to. As a kid, I didn't know how dangerous they were and why my parents always got mad when they were home and caught me playing with them. They were the triplets next door, with the brother my age, and they were fun. I was stupid to think I could have run from this.

      "Benjamin, can I borrow you a moment?" asks Natasha, a girl from my science class who is one of Ariel’s friends, and she looks to me with an overly fake sweet smile. If I were in love with Benjamin and actually cared, I’d be a jealous brat right now. "Hey, Trixy. You don't mind if I steal your guy to help me?"

      "Go ahead," I say, dropping my arms from Benjamin. He smiles at her, and she hooks her arm in his before pulling him through the party. I make the quick decision that it's time for me to leave and send Benjamin a text to let him know I've got my own Uber back. I came to the party, so Garett can't be mad. I did what he wanted. I turn around and freeze as sticky water is poured all over me, drenching me from head to toe. I gasp as I open my eyes, just to see Griffin lower the punch bowl which he just poured all over me.

      "Glad you could make it, Trix," Griffin says as the music cuts out, and there is nothing but laughter in the room. My cheeks burn red as I wipe the punch out of my eyes and look down, seeing my white dress is completely see through. Garett and Gage walk to Griffin's side, and I meet Garett's eyes as he smirks.

      "White was never your colour. You aren't innocent enough to wear it." Garett’s comment just makes it worse, considering everyone is listening and sniggering. Some girls are plain laughing their heads off, and I wipe some of the punch out of my eyes.

      "You are all jerks," I say, even though my words come out quiet and weak.

      "Ouch, that really hurt, Trix," Gage sarcastically says, rubbing his chest. "Is that the best insult you've got?"

      "Yeah, it is. Look at her," Garett says, waving a hand at me. "She is pathetic. Nothing but a mess. It almost seems cruel to embarrass her....but then we aren't the cruel ones, are we? That was Trix who killed our brother by being a bitch."

      "Leave me alone!" I shout at them before turning around and pushing through people to escape this awful party. I still hear the one word all three of them say at the same time as I run away.

      "Never."

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      I duck, dodging the hard ball thrown straight at my head by Ariel, who only smirks from the other side as I pick up a dodgeball off the floor. She twirls the end of her black hair in a high ponytail around her finger, and laughs.

      "No head aims, Miss Barker!" the coach shouts, and I jump to the left as another dodgeball comes my way. I hate dodgeball with a passion, but part of this hyper sport university is that you do one sports club alongside your usual classes. I applied for everything, but all the good ones were gone by the time they got to mine, so I got stuck with dodgeball.

      I'm pretty sure Ariel chose this class because she and her friends like to hit people with these balls, and they get to wear tiny shorts and thin white tops. Personally, I can't wait to finish this match. I hold the ball between my hands just as my teammate gets slammed, and I throw the ball at Ariel when she isn't looking, hitting her arm hard and taking her out of the match. She glares at me as she walks to the side. Unfortunately, because I was watching her, someone hits me in the chest with a ball, and I gasp from the impact as I step back. Ah well, at least I tried.

      I walk to the benches, sitting down far away from the others and sit back to watch the end of the match. Only, I hear male cheering outside and turn my head, seeing the American football team playing outside on the field. They wear white shirts, tight black shorts that stop on their thighs and big shoulder pads. They all have helmets on, except for Gage who is barking orders as he runs down the side of the field.

      "You know they only want to hurt you, right?"

      "Hello, Ariel," I say, turning back to her as she sits very close to my side.

      "I'm being a friend and warning you to stay away from them. They are bad, bad boys," she says and winks at me. "And they only want to ruin you. I’ve heard them talking about it."

      "Seems you guys spend a lot of time talking about me, Ariel. Isn't that boring for you?" I ask her, and she huffs, flicking her black hair over her shoulder.

      "We don't talk a lot. We have much better things to be doing," she replies with a grin. I'm sure they do, and that isn’t something I want to think about.

      "I just felt sorry for you after the party. The photos of you all wet and gross are all over the internet," she says with a dramatic sigh. The simple fact I’ve seen the photos on her Instagram—with the tag “loser” attached—lets me know she’s lying.

      "I've seen, and I don't care. They are bullies, and I want nothing to do with them," I tell her, wanting to make sure she doesn’t think I’m after her guys or something crazy like that.

      "Are you sure? Kinda looked like you were just checking Gage out," she says. “And you looked at Garett like you wanted to be under him.”

      "I wasn't," I protest, but I know it’s falling on deaf ears.

      "They are handsome, but underneath, they are nothing but mean and bitter," she says, and stands up, looking to the field before back at me. "I can handle guys like them, but sweetie, you couldn't, so don't try. Stay away, got it?" She doesn't wait for my answer before walking off, and I really don't know what to make of her. She is right about them, but not about me.

      The coach blows the whistle at the end of the match, and we all head to the changing rooms to shower and go to our next class. I have one more and then a study break, where I'm going to head to the bakery to see my aunt and Lottie for the afternoon. I need some normality since the weekend of hell. I've all but pretended it didn't happen because, well, it is easier than admitting it did. I've never been bullied before, but I know that is what they are doing to me. They said they wanted to ruin me, but I didn't expect bullying was their way of doing it. I guess everyone has to be publicly embarrassed at least once.

      I have to wait for the other classmates to shower first as I get undressed, wrapping a towel around me and grabbing my wash bag. As I wait in the queue, Ariel comes out of the shower, not bothering with a towel and grinning at me. I really don’t like this girl or her interest in me. I go into the shower after the girl in front of me comes out and quickly wash myself down before getting out. I just want to get out of here. I walk back to my spot in the changing rooms, noticing how empty the room has suddenly become. Where did everyone go?

      I freeze when I see the bench where I left my clothes...it's empty, all but my bra and panties are left on the bench. As I turn around, I see the entire room is empty. My bag hangs open, and only my phone, purse and keys are in there. I run to the changing room door, looking through the glass but not seeing anyone on the other side. The room is silent and empty and, hell, my clothes are gone. I go back to the bench, collapsing on the seat and bursting into tears. I can't stop sobbing, even when I hear my phone ringing. I know the Hallow brothers did this to me, and they know I have to walk across the field to get out of here. It's the only way. This is all planned with Ariel’s help no doubt. I shakily reach for my phone out of my bag, seeing that it is Lottie calling, and I press the green button to answer it.

      "Hey! I was wondering what you wanted for dinner tonight. Aunt Linda suggests tacos, but I thought—" she stops talking as a sob leaves my lips, and her tone changes right away. "What has happened?"

      "I-I don't kn-know where to st-start," I mumble out, wiping my tears away with the back of my hand.

      "At the beginning is usually the best place. Tell me everything, whatever it is can't be that bad," she says, but I just don't know how to tell her this. I take a deep breath before blurting out everything that happened since the brothers got here, right down to the situation I'm in now, and she goes silent.

      "Right, well you need to show them they haven't beaten you. Fuck ’em, Trix. Seriously, they don't have any power over you," she tells me as I wipe my tears away.

      "How exactly do I do that?" I ask, my voice still wobbly.

      "I have a crazy idea, but it might work. You are super sexy, and you have more power than you think. Those asshole brothers aren't going to bully you and win," she says.

      "What is the crazy plan?" I ask.

      "Wipe those tears, girl, and listen up." I laugh because Lottie is crazy and absolutely right. I can't let the Hallow brothers beat me.
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      Gage

      "Is that?" Garett runs over, stopping at my side and pulling his helmet off as I look over to see why my team have all stopped, their mouths hanging open like gawking pigeons.

      "No fucking way would she..." my words drift off as I, my brothers and the whole fucking football team watch Trixy walk, in just her tiny panties and bra, across the rugby field to stand in front of us. There is a deathly silence as she places her tiny hands on her hips, her long blonde hair falling in waves around her shoulders. Nothing else covers her up, and to my utter annoyance, she looks sexier than fucking anyone I've seen. It was bad enough how hot she looked covered in punch and how that white dress went see through. That wasn’t the plan, and neither was this. She was meant to be crying in the changing rooms, trapped in there for the rest of the day until someone found her. If anything, she looks fucking happy and proud.

      "I don't know which one of you idiots stole my clothes, but don't for one second think you've beaten me. I swear to god you Hallow brothers don't have a clue who you just fucked with." After her calm but fucking sexy threat, she turns around and walks straight out of the field towards the university. Every single one of us can’t do anything but watch her firm ass as she walks away. Garett and Griffin look at me like I’m meant to have some magic fucking powers and fix this. Neither one of them really wants to do this to her; they believe what we have done is enough and we should leave it at that. I don’t. We have to destroy her, and that girl who is shaking her ass as she walks away is not fucking destroyed.

      "Anyone talks about this, or I see a single photo online, I'm going to beat the shit out of them. Got it?" I shout to my team, and all of them are quick to shout yes. "What the fuck are you still standing here for? Go and practice!" They all shift like their asses are on fire before I turn back to my brothers.

      "We clearly have a problem. Turns out Trixy isn't easy to break," Garett coldly comments. Whereas Griffin just shakes his head at us.

      "Then we have to play it differently than we originally planned. If we can't embarrass her, then we do the next best thing," I reply, because honestly, I can’t give this up. For David’s sake, we can’t. Trixy Ansley has to pay.

      "Which is?" Griffin finally asks, getting on board with the plan.

      "We make her fall for us, which shouldn't be too hard, then we break her heart."

      “That is too far. Girls like Trix are dangerous, and it would be playing with fire,” Griffin admits, placing his hand on my shoulder. “David already fell for her, are you seriously willing to bet none of us would?”

      “No, we wouldn’t. She killed him,” I say, pushing my brother’s hand off my shoulder. “Remember David when you fuck her, and I’m sure you will find the power not to fall fucking in love with her,” I growl.

      “Whatever,” Griffin shakes his head and walks off, but I know he will do what I asked anyway. This is for David. We owe him. We fucked up and didn’t keep an eye on him like big brothers are meant to do. The dead can’t get revenge, so we have to do it for him.

      “Where are you going? Practice isn’t over,” I shout after Griffin.

      “I will stick to your fucked up plan, but I’m done for today. I need a drink,” he shouts back, dismissing me.

      “What about you?” I ask Garett. He is usually the one in charge, but not recently. Not since the party.

      “I don’t love anyone, not even you shitheads half the time. You don’t have to worry about me messing this up,” Garett comments and pats my shoulder. “Let’s break her.”
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      "Can we talk?" I ask Benjamin, who is drinking his lemonade after I asked him to meet me here. I need to break up with him, especially after what happened yesterday. Benjamin was there, watching me walk across a field in nothing but my underwear, and he didn't think to defend me. I don't need a boyfriend who could watch his girlfriend in trouble and do nothing. I know he feels guilty, the constant apology texts tell me that much.

      "Look, they are—" Benjamin stops talking mid-sentence, looking behind me, and I follow his gaze to see the Hallow brothers walking into the bowling alley entrance. I thought if I picked a place on the other side of London, they wouldn't find us. Apparently, they are good little stalkers. I don't care what they want, I've decided I'm not letting them have any control over me anymore. I roll my eyes at them as they spot us and start heading over as I turn back. This isn't a coincidence, I'm sure of that.

      “Get the fuck out of here, Benjamin,” Gage demands as he places his hands on the table, leaning slightly over it as he stares me down. Poor Benjamin looks at me, then to Gage, before back to me. We all are frozen in this tense moment, and it is only broken when I see Benjamin edging very slowly to the end of the bench. Coward.

      “Don’t even think about getting up, Benjamin,” I warn, but I don’t look at him. I keep my gaze firmly fixed on Gage’s clear blue eyes, though in the corner of my gaze, I see Gage’s lips tilt up. The smirk is enough to know this is a game to him. Everything is with him and his brothers.

      “Leave, Benjamin, or I will kick you off the team before you can even blink,” Gage coldly demands, though he puts little effort into the tone of his voice. The threat is frightening enough. I sigh as Benjamin scurries out of his side of the booth, practically running past Griffin and Garett who are trying not laugh. Gage smoothly slides into the seat opposite me with a big smirk, and Garett chooses to sit next to him. Griffin sits down on my side of the booth, pressing his body against mine and squishing me to the wall. There is plenty of space in the seat, the jackass is doing this on purpose.

      “Weak men like Benjamin don’t suit you, Trix,” Gage comments, still smirking. The asshole.

      “And who do you think suits me then, Gage? You?” I ask and laugh. Gage seems knocked off his flirting balance for a moment, but luckily for him the waitress chooses that point to turn up.

      “What can I get you guys?” she asks, pulling out a bulky notepad with a pen attached to it.

      “Four cokes, four pizzas. All pepperoni,” Griffin answers her.

      “Be quick about it, babe,” Gage says, winking once at her. She just about manages to walk away in a straight line after replying with a flustered yes.

      “To answer your previous statement, I think I am just the guy for you. So are my brothers. We are the perfect guys for any girl, even you, Trixy.”

      I can only laugh.

      "We want to apologise for everything," Garett says, but how stupid does he really think I am? It’s really hard not to keep from laughing.

      "Seriously?" I ask, before taking a sip of my coke to calm myself down as that was damn funny. "It sounds like you just want to get in my pants. Considering you've been bullying me for a while, that isn't happening."

      "You liked us once. I remember the note you wrote to me," Garett teases, and my cheeks burn red as I remember the silly Valentine’s note I wrote Garett when I was thirteen. I had a massive crush on him, but he was in the year above me and way out of my league. I was chubby and messy, and I tripped over thin air. I didn't even know he read the letter or got it at all, he never said a word. I pretended it never happened.

      "Shut up," I warn him, and he leans closer across the table.

      "Nope," he gruffly tells me. "Why don't you make me, Trix?"

      "What note? Why didn't I get one, Trix?" Gage asks with a sexy pout of his lips, and I shake my head, telling myself not to fall for this shit storm of lies coming out of their pretty mouths. I know better.

      "What do you all want?" I ask, crossing my arms and leaning back in my seat, even though I don’t have much room.

      "To put the past behind us and try to be friends. We came here angry and fucked up, but what you did yesterday snapped us out of it. We want to try and fix this between us and make it up to you," Griffin says, and as I lock my eyes with his, I'm hard-pressed to sense anything but the truth in what he says.

      "Really?" I ask him, wanting his answer and not the others. I'm still furious with him about the punch incident, but that was him angry at me. Griffin still is the smartest and kindest one of the three, the one I trust the most, which isn't a lot. I still don't trust them as far as I can throw them.

      "Yeah, Trix. We want to be friends," Griffin tells me. I always liked Griffin the most, but I know it’s because he was my first kiss. I was fourteen and he was fifteen, both us had no clue what we were doing. I was stupid enough to think it meant he would be my boyfriend, but the next day he told me that I was too young and just David’s friend. At the time, I was upset but more embarrassed than anything else. David was so mad at me for days, and I’m sure Griffin told him about the kiss.

      "Let us make it up to you," Gage suggests, as he places his leg next to mine under the table, pressing my legs together and against Griffin.

      "How do you plan on doing that?" I ask, raising my eyebrows at them both. "Not that I'm saying I'm giving you a chance to in the first place."

      "Why don't we start off with simply being your friend? You don't have many of them here by the looks of it," Garett suggests. He is right, I don’t, but I have Lottie. They don’t know that though. Lottie is a million times better than anyone at this university who judges before they think much on it. That’s why I liked Benjamin, he is too distracted with his life to judge other people or really think about things.

      "That was an insult and really not the best way to start off with fixing things," I say, raising an eyebrow at him. He only looks more amused, all of them do as a matter of fact. Assholes.

      "What can I say? I'm an honest asshole at least," Gage remarks, grinning at me, and my stupid lips betray me by smiling back. Dammit.

      "Come on, Trix, for old times’ sake. We don't know anyone but you here, and it's the same for you. Be our friend," Gage asks, pouting his lips.

      "No more stupid, hurtful shit?" I ask. “It doesn’t work on me anyway, and even if it did, I’d never show you the pain and emotions you clearly want.” I see the challenge shine in Garett’s eyes before he looks away. He wants to see my emotions, and I have a feeling he won’t stop until then.

      "No more," all three of them say in unison. I don't believe them, but I’m curious what the plan is now. So for now, I will play their stupid game. It's not like I can run away from them, and I can't transfer universities when my parents only paid for this course, and I have little other money.

      "Fine then, you have a friend," I say, knowing full well I'm going to regret those words.

      

      I just wish I knew how much they planned to make me regret them.
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      "What an utter shit bag!" I mutter as I stare at the text I've woken up to see. It's simple and straight to the point: Benjamin doesn't think it's working between us and doesn't want to see me anymore. I knew he was a coward, but I'd hoped he would at least have the balls to break up with me in person. Maybe the Hallow brothers were right, he is too weak for me. I was going to break up with him anyway, but it is almost annoying that he did it first. I roll over in my bed, scrolling through Facebook posts and pausing when I find a photo of him at a party last night, with Ariel's tongue down his throat. Well, that is why he broke up with me then. He decided to move on.

      The sad thing is I'm not upset by it all. He was always a bit of fun but nothing serious. He didn't make my heart beat faster, he didn't make me nervous. Benjamin was a friend I happened to sleep with, and that was it. There wasn't much more to it. He wasn't my first, that was a mistake I made with a random guy at a party when I was going through my drinking stage. I don't remember his name, only that he had blond hair, and he was kind enough to me. I firmly remember him being freaked out when I drunkenly told him he was my first, and then he ran out the door as quickly as he could. Some guys suck.

      I glance up at the clock, seeing it's nine in the morning on a Saturday, and I really should be sleeping in. I roll out of bed, grabbing a towel and heading to my en suite. One warm shower later, I spend my time drying my hair and curling it so it’s wavy after I brush it. After pulling on underwear, skinny jeans with rips in them and a cute tube top, I slide my favourite ankle boots on. They aren't designer like I grew up with, nothing is, but I learnt something important. Sure, designer stuff has a fancy title on it, but the cheaper brands are exactly the same thing just with no tag. I pull my leather jacket on, doing it up before I grab my phone, keys and purse and tuck them into my jeans and coat pockets before heading out of my room.

      I hear the sound of a motorbike the second I shut my door, and it is so loud that you would think it is outside, which it can't be because bikes and cars aren't allowed on campus. The only people that drive around here are the campus security in their little security carts. I wrap my hand around my bag as I run down the steps and open the door to my building, only to pause as I see Gage leaning against a shiny red motorbike right in the middle of the path.

      "Morning, Trix. Want breakfast at the park?" he asks, and I'm a little too stunned to say anything as the door closes behind me.

      "I was going to my aunt’s for breakfast actually," I decide to say, walking over to him. "Though thank you for the invite." I go to step away, but he catches my hand and links my fingers through his as I stare at him wondering what the hell he is doing.

      "I don't do dates, and I've just asked you on one. Come on, Trix, don't break my heart. One breakfast at a park isn't going to hurt anyone, is it?" he asks, and I sigh, looking into his clear blue eyes. They look like a swimming pool with a tad too much chlorine, giving it that super, smooth clear effect that you want to jump into.

      "Just breakfast, nothing else?" I ask him, still not trusting him one bit. This is Gage Hallow, captain of the American football team, serial heartbreaker, and until recently he bullied me. I'd be insane to trust him. Those stunning blue eyes and sexy smirk do something to me apparently, because the moment he nods, I'm accepting a helmet from him. Gage used to take me out on rides on his bike when I was fourteen and he was fifteen. I remember how excited I got as he rode us down the street outside our house and tried to teach me how to drive, but I was useless at it. That is until his dad came back from a trip and found out his son had been illegally driving his bike. I pull the helmet down as Gage puts his on and gets on the bike. It looks a lot like the one his dad had, but this one is a little nicer, I think. I don't know much about bikes, but as I climb on the back, wrapping my arms around his waist so I don't fall off, I at least know the leather seat is comfy.

      "Hold on, Trix. We have a bit of a trip. I want to show you somewhere." I don't get to reply to Gage's statement which comes through a speaker inside the helmet before he is kicking off the brakes and speeding us away through the campus. I close my eyes, resting my head on his back and praying that he is as good a driver as he was when we were younger. After a little while, I get brave and open my eyes, seeing we are speeding through the middle of London, passing the river before going into a long tunnel. We come out of the tunnel, and Gage speeds us through the taxis and cars on the road before stopping at a red light. I look at the cute little shops on the one side and the massive stone buildings that rise above them. The other side is the park, the rare parts of London where there is green, and the air is a little clearer to breathe in. This must be where we’re having breakfast.

      Before I stare more at the park, the light turns orange before green, and Gage is taking us off again, flying between the traffic. I guess that was not the right park. The sun shines high in the sky as we ride, and my leather jacket keeps me warm enough, plus Gage blocks most of the wind with his large shoulders anyway. I don't know how long we drive for until Gage turns into a parking lot, just outside the city, if I'm guessing right. It is quiet, which is unusual for London. I get off, pulling my helmet off and handing it to Gage as he opens the seat compartment up. He pulls out two plastic shopping bags and puts both our helmets in the space before closing it.

      "Where are we?" I ask him, hearing the sweet sound of birds chirping as the breeze blows around us. I take my jacket off, folding it over my arm as I look around.

      "Don't you trust me, Trix?" Gage asks, raising his dark eyebrows, and the breeze blows his thick, glossy black hair to the side. I run my eyes over him and how utterly attractive he is. Gage Hallow is a heartbreaker with a face and body designed to destroy you. Remember that, Trixy.

      "No. Only a crazy person would trust you," I reply after clearing my throat. I’m a bad liar right in this moment, and we both know it.

      "Then you must be crazy," he replies, sliding his warm hand into mine and tugging me along to a pathway near where he parked. The pathway leads through a small bunch of trees and out onto a random field. The field is small, littered with white daisies growing on the ground. It’s well shielded from the trees surrounding it, and somehow it’s almost raised so you can see the city of London in the far distance. The sounds of the city are lost here, and instead you can hear the nature. Sometimes, I deeply miss that, being in London all the time. You don’t notice it right away, but after a while you long for fresh air and the smell of flowers in a meadow.

      "Are you sure we are allowed to be here?" I ask because this place is empty of other people, and it likely belongs to someone. I don’t want to be intruding on someone’s private space. Not one as beautiful as this is.

      "Yes. This area belongs to my next door neighbour, a sweet old lady who I told all about you. When she heard I wasn't sure where to take you for our date, she suggested this place," he tells me, and I really wasn’t expecting that answer from him. I place my coat on the ground as he takes his jacket off and places it next to mine with the bag.

      "I'm surprised your neighbour likes you after you threw a loud party," I say.

      "We chose that day because she was visiting her daughter for the weekend. We aren't monsters you know," he replies, but I don’t believe that yet. Monsters don’t usually know they are the bad guys; they think they are good and what they are doing is the right thing. It isn’t until the world crashes around them do they realise the mess they have made and have to judge their own moral character.

      "To me you are," I say, sitting down on the grass and leaning back, looking up at him as he moves to sit down next to me, pulling the bags to his side. "Beautiful monsters, though."

      "Life makes monsters of most people. If life screws you over and you come out all nice...then you were damn lucky," he tells me, and I look at him strangely. Gage was always beautifully messed up, but I never understood the reason for it. He had a rich family, a happy enough life until David died...but Gage was always different than the rest of the rich kids. His brothers were as well. It was a joke at school about each of them being the dark, scary triplets who never smile unless someone is suffering.

      "You had a good life growing up at least, well as far as I saw," I gently say. "I know our parents weren't around much, but we had everything else."

      "Our father was around enough to fuck us up, Trix," he tells me, pulling his knees up to his chest and leaning his arms on them as he looks at the trees. I just stare at him though, trying to figure out who the real Gage Hallow is.

      "What do you mean?" I lightly ask.

      "Let's say he liked to get drunk and beat our mother up. The reason they weren't around was because mom was in the hospital a lot or recovering in some private place. Daddy dearest was too busy begging her forgiveness," he honestly tells me. I pause as flashes of memory come back to me. Lots of ambulances going to the house, the sound of police cars, and how I once saw their mom with a black eye. She told me she fell down the stairs, and I didn’t question it. They had these giant stairs that anyone could trip on.

      "That must have been hard to see. I had no idea," I gently say, placing my hand on his arm to comfort him. He keeps his eyes fixed on mine after he looks up at me, and it reminds me of a time when I came over to their house to ask if David wanted to play. Gage was sitting on the steps of the house, his head in his hands and his long fingers stretched into his dark hair. The sky was cloudy, a deep fog had been around for a while. I don't know why I remember the weather so vividly, but it was almost like it matched his emotions perfectly. Gage was crying, a heartbreaking cry, and I couldn't do anything but watch, my feet were frozen to the ground for some reason. There was blood on his hands and the distant sound of an ambulance on the quiet street. Gage lifted his puffy red eyes to me before quickly getting up and running up the steps. He was thirteen, I remember because it was the Hallow triplets’ birthday the day before. I never did find out why he was crying or why an ambulance came to his house. Now I can fill in the missing blanks.

      "Do you remember that day I saw you crying on the steps?" I ask him. "Did he hurt her then?"

      "Yes, he beat her until you couldn't recognise her face. We managed to pull him off her, me and Garett. Griffin called an ambulance, and that was the first time I snapped. I punched my dad so hard in the face that he collapsed. I held my mom until she woke up, and do you know what the first thing was she did?" he asks before he humourlessly laughs. "She pushed me away and crawled to our dad. She held him, whispering how sorry she was. Any time I tried to go near her, or Griffin or Garett did, she would scream at us to leave her alone. She treated us like we were the monsters."

      "You weren't the monsters back then," I tell him, really meaning it. “I don’t know who you are now though, but don’t let your past define your future. You aren’t your dad, and neither are your brothers. Your mother chose love over sanity, which a lot of people do to a certain extent. I’m sure she loves you in some way.”

      "Yeah, we are the monsters now, Trix. We don't hide our dark side though, and we don't hurt people as he did," he says, and I have a feeling nothing I say will stop those thoughts.

      "You hurt me," I whisper.

      "I guess we did inherit some our dear daddy's bad temper after all," he replies, a small chuckle leaving his lips as he moves an inch closer to me and slides his hand on my cheek. I freeze as he leans closer, so our lips are so very close but not touching. "Does that scare you, Trix? Do I scare you?"

      "No. You never did, and I know you hate that about me. I am the only one in this messed up world that really sees who you are, Gage Hallow."

      Gage intently stares at me, and I wait for him to deny my statement. I wait for him to tell me I'm so very wrong and I have no idea who he is. That doesn't happen though, because the next moment his lips are on mine, and he is taking every part of the distance between us away. I moan into his lips, feeling how soft they are and how amazing he is at kissing. Kissing Gage Hallow is unlike anything in the world. In one smooth movement, he rolls me onto the ground and presses his body into mine. His hands slide down my chest, pausing to pull my top down.

      I gasp as his lips leave my lips, and he moves them to the top my breast, just above the place where the white lacy bra blocks his view. Gage smirks at me as he undoes the clip in the middle of my chest, and the bra falls to the side, revealing my breasts. Before I can worry he doesn't like what he sees, his lips are kissing down my breast, teasing and nipping as he goes. I know I shouldn't be doing this with him, not Gage Hallow who I don't know if I trust yet. Not Gage Hallow who could easily steal my heart...but I don't want to stop. I want this...just once. I can't fall too hard if it's just once, right? I moan as his lips find my nipples at the same time he cups me through my jeans.

      "We could get caught here," I whisper anxiously.

      "We won't," he replies, as he lifts his head and pulls himself into a kneeling position. I watch as he slowly tugs his shirt over his head, revealing his chiselled chest and all those kissable abs. He pulls a condom out of his jeans pocket and very slowly undoes his belt, tugs down his zipper, and pulls out his hard cock. He isn't massive, but he is on the shy side of big. Bigger than anyone I've had before, anyways.

      "You keep looking at him like that, Trix, and this will be over way too quickly," Gage’s grumbly voice warns as he rolls the condom on. I chuckle, pushing my jeans and my white panties with them off my legs as Gage watches.

      "Maybe you should stop looking and do something about him," I tease, and Gage chuckles low as he climbs over me, lining himself up. I wrap my legs around his hips as he very slowly inches himself inside me until I can only moan as he fills me up. Gage draws out before slamming back into me, and holy hell, he feels fantastic. Gage harshly kisses me as he thrusts into me, driving me insane with need. I'm so close when Gage reaches between us, rubbing my clit with perfectly skilled movements, and he sends me crashing over the edge. A pure cry of pleasure leaves my lips as I come, and a few thrusts later, Gage stills, exhaling my name. We both stay still as I open my eyes, seeing Gage staring down at me with those blue eyes.

      "You are fucking beautiful like this. I don't think I will ever forget your blushed cheeks, wide eyes and happy smile."

      Oh, Gage Hallow is dangerous because words like this will only do one thing: make me fall in love with him.

      And I bet he knows it.
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      "Your phone keeps buzzing," Lottie says, handing me my phone as I get back from the toilets in the cafe. Lottie smiles widely at baby Noah in his pushchair, as he chews on a toy and looks very happy with his life. He should be, he has the best mom. I glance at Noah, seeing that silky black hair on his head and familiar blue eyes. Noah looks like his father and the Hallow brothers, but he has more of a cheeky smile that reminds me of his mom.

      "Thanks," I say, sitting back in my seat. I smile as I run through the group chat messages between the Hallow brothers. I don't know when exactly they added me to their group chat, but here I am, reading their argument over who drank the last of the milk and didn't put it away.

      "Who is making my bestie smile like that?" I turn my phone onto silent and place it on the table as I try to not look guilty as I meet her eyes.

      "The Hallow brothers," I blurt out, and she stares wide-eyed like she can't believe what I just said. "And I slept with Gage yesterday. Like three times, and it was amazing. Holy hell, I don't know what I'm doing with my life at the moment."

      "We are talking about the same Hallow brothers who publicly embarrassed you not only once but a few times now?" she asks like she can’t quite believe it. I wouldn’t believe it if it were the other way around. It’s utter madness, but somehow that has turned into the best sex I’ve ever had. I feel addicted to Gage already, and I don’t know when I’m going to stop wanting more of him. I didn’t know it could feel so good, so addictive.

      "The very same," I mutter and look to her. "As long as it's just fun and not serious, I mean, it can't be too bad for a little while? Am I totally stupid?"

      "No, you're not stupid. Everyone fancied them growing up in that town. They have something about them, and I fell for one of them, so if anyone gets it, it is me. I don't regret it, because I got Noah in the end...but I was lucky to get anything good from a Hallow brother. I just worry you might get hurt," she explains to me, and I understand her worry. I’m just as worried about the same thing. It’s crossed my mind on more than one occasion that they might be trying to bully me by breaking my heart. I hope they wouldn’t stoop that low, but honestly I don’t actually know.

      "I worry about the same thing, if I'm honest, but I can't stop myself. They are addictive," I admit to her. “I love being around them, and I now understand why all the girls at our old school whispered about them. They are worth talking about.”

      "Then use them like an addiction, but always remember that it's not a long term solution. Maybe you just need to get them out of your system with a whole load of fantastic sex," she says, reaching over and picking the toy up off Noah as he has dozed off to sleep. She tucks him in with his blanket before quietly pulling the hood of the pushchair up. "I've been reading lots of books about this thing called reverse harem. It's where the girl has more than one guy in love with her, and it totally works. I'm currently addicted to this author from Texas who writes about dark, swoon-worthy bad boys....anyways, it could work with you guys. The proof is in the books."

      "I doubt they want to share me. I know they did that with girls back at our old school, but—"

      "But what? Be shared, girl. That sounds awesome," she cuts me off, and I chuckle. She has a point. Being shared by the Hallow brothers doesn't exactly sound like a bad thing at all.

      "Enough about them, tell me about you and Jake King," I ask, wanting all the details about the first guy she has dated since David Hallow, if you could even call that dating. The texts and little description she has given me about him sound good so far. He is a major at another London university after doing two years somewhere else. She said he works part-time at the bakery because he likes to pay his own way the best he can as his parents pay for his dorm and university fees. Living in London is expensive, and I know once I finish university and use up the leftover money I have in my savings, then I need a good job here, or I won't be able to stay. I admire that Jake King is trying to fend for himself. I also admire that he is making my best friend blush and smile so widely.

      "Jake is sweet and so lovely to me. He is amazing with Noah, as he said he grew up with a lot of cousins and knows how to look after children. I've told him everything about my past, and he hasn't once judged me for it. If anything, he said I am the bravest woman he knows. I really like him, Trix," she says, and I can tell from her tone alone. This is serious for her, and I just hope he is as good as he seems. “Noah doesn’t scare him off, and he even helps me by singing him to sleep now and then.”

      "I'm so happy for you," I honestly say, reaching over and placing my hand on her arm. She covers my hand and looks back at me.

      "If you want me to tell the Hallow brothers the truth, I will. For you, I will," she says, though I feel her hand shake a little. She is scared of them, their family and the power they have because of their money. They could apply for custody, try and take Noah away from her, and she couldn't fight the lawyers they would pay for. I understand the true fear in her eyes, and I'd never do that to her. Noah means the world to me as much as Lottie does. I lived in that world of money and power, and trust me, this life is a million times better for Noah to grow up in.

      "I don't, and I won't risk telling them. I don't think the Hallow brothers would want major involvement in Noah's life, but their parents? I don't know, so we can't risk that. Anyway, they said they want to move on, and it seems like they are trying to do just that," I say, leaning back.

      "I hope they are. Just remember what the girls who fell for them always said: Never trust a Hallow," she warns, and I squeeze her hand once more before letting it go. I need that saying tattooed on my arm because, every time I’m around them, I always forget it.

      "Come on, let's go and get some new clothes for little Noah. I can't believe how big he is getting every time I see him," I say because I meet up with Lottie every two weeks to take her shopping for things she needs. It digs into my savings, the little I have left from selling the car and all my old things, but I know she needs my help, and she doesn't ask for it. Aunt Linsey pays her a good wage for her work in the bakery, and I know she sees Lottie like the daughter she never had. I hope, one day, Aunt Linsey will retire and give the bakery to Lottie, securing her and Noah's future.

      "Right? It's all the cookies and cake his nanny Linsey sneakily feeds him," she says, looking at her son. That look right there is everything I always wanted to see in my mom’s eyes when she looked at me. Pure love. The natural emotion a mother should feel for her child. I know Lottie would burn the world down to keep her child safe. My mother would happily let me burn with it. It just reminds me that I’ve not heard anything from my mom and dad. They never try to call me or bother to call Aunt Linsey. It’s like they are pretending we don’t exist, which hurts even though they were never really there for me. You always long for your parents’ attention and love somewhere deep down.

      "Lucky kid," I say with a big grin, hooking my arm through Lottie’s when we get outside the cafe. Noah sleeps happily in his pushchair as Linsey pushes him along. For now, I'm going to enjoy the moment and try not to overthink things with the Hallow brothers.

      Because if I do? That is when things become complicated for me, and I know I'd be the one getting hurt in the end.
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      I unlock my door, pushing it open with my shoulder and stepping into my room, letting it close behind me. I don't notice anything is different until I see male shoes in the middle of my room, and I very slowly draw my eyes up the body they are attached to as I freeze. Tight black jeans, expensive looking cashmere jumper and familiar handsome blue eyes. Griffin Hallow is in my room. My locked room.

      "How the hell did you get in here, Griff?" I demand, crossing my arms even though my handbag and shopping bag slam against my hip when I do. Griffin's lips tilt up as he stretches his arms above his head, the movement letting his jumper shift up slightly to reveal his golden, toned six-pack with a tiny amount of black hair on it. I gulp as I force myself to look away and place my bags down on the floor near my bed. "Fine, don't answer. Just leave if you're going to be all mysterious, Griffin."

      "I came to see you. I hoped we could talk," he says and reaches over to pick a DVD up off the bed that he must have brought with him. "I even bought a movie."

      "What movie?" I ask, crossing my arms.

      "I found the first girly film I could in the store," he tells me, and I have to smile as I walk over and he hands me the "girly" film. It's P.S. I Love You, and there is no way Griffin wants to watch this. I love the movie, personally, but it always makes me cry. I glance at him and back to the DVD, knowing he isn’t going to leave.

      "Alright, why not?" I say, kicking my shoes off. My bed is too small for us both to sit on, so I hand Griffin the DVD before pulling my quilt onto the floor, placing my cushions against the wall for us each to lean back on before digging out my laptop and snack box. I sit down, flicking the laptop on as Griffin takes his shoes off before coming to sit right next to me. Extremely close, even though there is room. He takes the DVD out of the case and hands it to me before I slide it into the player and place the laptop on my bed, the screen bent down a tad so we can watch it. I quickly jump up and close the curtains when I realise the light is reflecting off the screen before settling back down. We’re silent as we watch the movie but not the awkward kind of silence. It feels oddly comfy with Griffin, even when he doesn't say a word.

      "You bought the movie, and I have snacks. Help yourself," I say, opening the lid of the box and picking out a packet of jelly beans. My favourite sweets, how could anyone not love them?

      "Thanks. Where did you go today then?" he asks. “I’ve been in here forever waiting. By the way, Benjamin had a key of yours, and he graciously gave it to me.” Damn, I forgot I gave Benjamin a key.

      "Shopping. It's my aunt's birthday next week, and I bought her a new apron. She was complaining recently her apron was getting old," I explain to him.

      "I remember now, your aunt owns a bakery here, right?" he muses.

      "Yes," I answer, but I don’t really want to talk about her much to him. It’s best the Hallow brothers and my only family member don’t meet. I have a funny feeling Aunt Linsey would be hitting them with stale bread loaves if she had half a chance.

      "You used to love going there for the holidays," he tells me, and I didn't think he knew that.

      "How did you know that?" I ask him.

      "I remember you talking about it when we were ten or so. I missed you that summer," he says, and I remember it well. I didn’t usually get to go a whole summer at my aunt’s, but this one was different because I had annoyed my mom by asking for attention.

      "No, you didn't, and you are just saying that now to get me to like you," I say with a sigh.

      "I don't need to say anything to get you to like me. You already do," he replies, grinning at me. I roll my eyes and open my packet of jelly beans, popping one into my mouth and chewing it before I answer him.

      "You poured punch all over me, jackass," I remark.

      "You looked fucking amazing soaked like that. I just wish it was a private showing. I am sorry," he tells me, and I look up at him because I think he genuinely means it. His blue eyes are like bottomless bits of water, and they really are something different. He is something different.

      "You liked what you saw?" I quietly ask before I lift my hand and brush my fingers down his jaw. I have no clue why I did that, but he doesn’t stop me.

      "Any guy would be insane to not like what he saw," he tells me in a gruff voice.

      "You're a charmer, Griff," I say.

      "I'm not that good. I haven't got a kiss out of you yet," he remarks, making me nervously smile. I can’t imagine kissing Griffin would do anything to help me avoid having feelings for any of them.

      "I kissed your brother instead," I reply, raising an eyebrow, and he simply stares at me. There is anger in his expression, but most of it is a burning desire. I don't know which one of us reaches for the other first, but we crash together, our lips harshly devouring each other. I climb onto his lap, tugging his shirt over his head, and he pushes my yellow dress up, ripping away my panties and throwing the remains to the side. I undo his belt as he slides a hand into my hair and harshly turns my head to the side and kisses my neck.

      "You on protection, Trix?" he grumbles against my neck.

      "Y-yes," I moan out as I free his erection and line him up at my entrance. Griffin lifts his head, holding a tight grip on my hair as he looks into my eyes. I stare into his blue eyes as I lower myself down onto his cock, and his hand on my hip tightens as well as his features on his pretty face. When our hips meet, he grabs my hip tighter, stopping me from moving like my body screams I do.

      "I've never done this," he growls, his eyes burning with need, but I don’t understand why he is torturing us both by not moving.

      "Sex? I don't believe that—" I start off, but I stop as he moves me up and slowly back down on his cock, and it feels amazing. The kind of amazing that makes you forget who you are dealing with.

      "Had sex with someone I care about. Someone permanent in my life. And I’ve never had sex without a condom on," he explains to me, running his eyes all over me like he wants to implant me into his permanent memory.

      "I've never done either before as well," I admit to him before biting my bottom lip into my mouth. I don’t like this, telling him personal things and letting him have any control over my feelings. It needs to be just sex…not this. It can’t be this because I will end up falling for him. I’m just that stupid, and he is just that cruel to let it happen.

      "Then we are both in for something fucking special. I know I fucked up, and my brothers are messed in the head, but for once, I want something different than them. I'm yours, Trix. I've thought about it, and now I'm buried inside you. I'm fucking sure I'm not leaving your life unless you demand it," he tells me. His voice is firm, demanding, and oh I so wish I could fully believe him.

      "Don't break my heart, and I won't demand it," I whisper, my lips betraying my mind, and my body is no better. My stupid heart just beats faster, wanting more of the man who is likely going to break it.

      "Deal," he grumbles before harshly kissing me once more. My lips tingle as his hands slide to my hips, and I start riding him, letting his cock slide in and out of me. I throw my head back as I get closer and closer with each movement. This position is perfect, letting Griffin hit the right spot each and every time he thrusts deep into me. "Come for me, Trix. I want to see what Gage said was the best fucking sight in the world." I gasp, looking back at Griffin as his thumb finds my clit, and he knows exactly what to do to send me crashing over the edge. I don't hold back, moving my hips quicker as the pleasure rides me and makes me lose all sense of reality. I cry out as Griffin roars, holding my hips down tightly as he shoots hot cum deep inside me. My head falls to his shoulder as his grip loosens, and his arms wrap around my back.

      "Was it a good sight?" I ask because I really want to know the answer. It still makes me blush that Gage would tell Griffin that.

      "The fucking best. I want to see it again real soon." I smile against his chest. I'd like that too. I might even love it a little, and that is a scary thought.

      Loving anything to do with the Hallow brothers is a bad idea. But holy hell, bad ideas never felt so good.
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      I watch as Garett runs like a bull, knocking opponents out of the way with his pure strength as he carries the ball to the line and throws himself to the ground, touching the ball to the grass. There is a buzz, and then the crowds break out into cheers even though I haven't a clue what is going on here. Sports really aren't my thing, but Griffin asked me to come to this game, and I did promise. Only because he wouldn't let me orgasm until I agreed to come to the game. Talk about torture. I stand and clap with the rest of the people here, just because it looks like the right thing to do. Garett is jumped on by the rest of his team in what I can only describe as a mud-covered, weird bear hug pile. Men and sports are very odd.

      "You look pretty today, Trixy," Ariel comments, after somehow appearing at my side. I keep clapping as I turn to her, seeing her red lipstick-covered lips first and the red dress that matches them. She must be freezing, not wearing a coat like the rest of us normal people. My coat isn't thick, and I was regretting choosing it; god knows what Ariel is regretting now.

      "You can only see my cream coat," I remark, raising my eyebrows at her, but she doesn’t seem remotely interested in me as she stares at the field as people scream the Hallow brothers’ names. This team wasn’t doing well until they turned up, and now they are heroes to not only the team, but to the team’s families and girlfriends. Hell, even the university loves the ground they walk on for making them look good. I’m sure the donation the Hallow family made to the new library which is having a new wing built sure helped them fit in and be loved too. Money speaks, but not usually in the best way. You can’t buy friendship or love, but apparently, you can sure buy adoring fans.

      "You are always pretty though, Trixy. It won't last you know?" she remarks, her voice so sure and confident. I don’t reply to her for a long while, hoping she will just disappear, but when it becomes clear she won’t, I finally look at her.

      "What won't?" I ask, playing into her game.

      "Being their little play toy. Guys like that can't ever belong to one woman, especially not one who killed their brother," she replies, and she looks so happy that she got to say that. I’ve no doubt she has been practicing and figuring out the best thing to say to hurt me for a long time.

      "You don't know a thing about the Hallow brothers and me," I tell her, raising my head higher for the pure sake of it. "And for the record, David's death was not my fault."

      "But it was, wasn't it?" she chuckles, leaning a little closer. "Being pretty is what made him fall in love, and he killed himself over you. Don't you see him every time you look in the mirror and brush that pretty blonde hair of yours? I would. Have a good night fucking David's brothers.”

      I don't, no I can't, say a word as she walks off, knowing she got to me, even though I know that was her whole point of coming over here. She wants to ruin my night. I sit back down on the cold bench, my blonde hair falling around my face as I can't help but think over her words. I don't feel guilty, but should I? He killed himself because he loved me, and as Ariel said, a lot of that was because he was in love with my looks. This blonde hair and pretty face I never asked to be born with. I’ve always loved being pretty, but this makes me think of what it might have been like if I weren't. David wouldn't have loved me or noticed much when I moved away. He would be alive...even if he wasn't a good person. The Hallow brothers wouldn't be so broken and lost to everything.

      A loud buzzing snaps me out of my thoughts, and I look up to see Garett jogging up the steps, right towards me. He pulls his helmet off, looking sweaty and a mess but a hot one. Holy hell, these guys just get more attractive, even when they have been literally playing in mud with a ball.

      "Trix, did you enjoy the game?" he asks me, sounding out of breath.

      "Yeah, it was awesome," I say because the talent behind the game I didn't understand was awesome. It's not a total lie.

      "I'm glad you liked it. Give us ten minutes, and we will get going to the after party at a club in the centre of London. The building has a rooftop bar, and we have rented it out for the team."

      "Wait!" I grab his arm as he turns to walk away. "I never agreed to any after party. You said it would be drinking at yours."

      "I had to make sure you were dressed up without ruining the surprise, didn't I? Don't worry, you will love it," he tells me with a big grin before running off down the steps. The bastard. My dress under this coat is light pink, tight and fits me like a second skin. I undo my hair from the ponytail it is in, and run my fingers through it before pulling my mirror out of my bag to redo my light pink lipstick. I don't look too bad for a random night out, and I'm glad I wore my knee high black boots.

      I don't know when it happened, but I'm beginning to feel like I love having the full attention of the Hallow brothers. I haven’t spent much time with Garett though because, out of all three of them, he is the one I don't trust or know how to exactly. He is like a storm in a desert. Hot and cold banging against each other and causing a right mess. Though in the end, I would be the one getting hurt and not just some sand. I cross my arms and walk down the empty stands and around to the exit, where I lean against the wall and look across at the university. It is a pretty sight at night, all lit up and quiet unlike how it is in the day.

      "You ready to go?" Griffin asks, coming out of the changing room first, dressed up much nicer than he was in his football uniform. His white shirt is tucked in black trousers, and a few buttons are loose.

      "Yeah," I clear my throat to say, and he wraps an arm around my shoulder, so I can smell his aftershave and how nice it is. I look back, seeing Garett and Gage come out of the room next, and again they both look ridiculously good. Gage has a dark blue shirt on under his leather jacket, and black trousers with thick boots on his feet. Garett has a black blazer covering a grey shirt that is tucked into dark trousers. His black shiny shoes reflect off the light as he puts his phone in his pocket.

      "You're cute when you gawk, Trix." Griffin whispers into my ear, leading me away as my cheeks burn. I don't bother telling him I wasn't gawking, because I totally was. We walk past the university and to the streets, where there is a line of taxis parked right outside. We all get into one, and Gage tells the driver where to go. I don't recognise the address, but I recognise the street. The Strand. The place the rich people of London go to sleep in hotels or do a little shopping.

      My leg presses against Gage who sits in front of me, and Griffin keeps his arm wrapped around me the whole trip. The only one who doesn't watch me closely is Garett, who instead looks out of the window. Even having two of the Hallow brothers so intently watching me is daunting enough. The taxi stops outside a tall triangle-shaped building, and we all get out, hearing the loud music from inside. There are two bouncers in front of the glass doors, who shake hands with Garett before letting us inside.

      We pass a row of silver statue wall partitions, and the other wall is made of purple marble, as we head down the corridor. The corridor sneaks around to a row of elevators, and we all go inside the one which is open. Garett presses the button for the tenth floor, and it's silent between us all as we head up. Garett surprises me when he moves to my side, and Gage steps aside for him.

      Garett's hand finds mine as the doors open, and I see what they meant by the rooftop bar. The bar is a square room with glass walls all around that show off the perfect views of London at night. It looks like a million lights of the buildings almost mimic the stars above the city. The buildings are a mixture of historic and modern, bringing a strange contrast to the city. I think that is one of my favourite things about London, how they blend the old with the new so seamlessly. I'm so lost in the views of the city as we step out of the elevator, that I hardly notice the busy bar full of students I recognise from the university. A few call the brothers over, but they don't respond. Instead, they look down at me.

      "I'm taking Trix to show her something," Garett states as we step out of the elevator. Gage leans down and kisses my cheek ever so softly before going to the bar. Griffin runs his fingers across my back as he passes us to join Gage.

      "Where could you possibly want to take me?" I ask because, from where we are, unless we are going back down in the elevator, I can't see where we would go.

      "Trust me, Trix," he suggests, and that's the thing. I'm not sure I do. My body seems to trust him though as I walk with him to the other side of the room, where he pushes a glass door open so we can step out onto the balcony. The balcony is a thin stretch, and there are a few people on it looking over the glass half walls to the city as they hold drinks and laugh. Garett leads me through them and towards the back, where there is a pod almost hanging off the building. A thick rope hangs across the pathway, and a bouncer stands in front of it. The bouncer nods his head towards Garett, stepping aside and unclipping the rope.

      "Make sure no one comes in here. Only my brothers if they wish," Garett tells the bouncer, who nods in understanding.

      "Thank you," I make sure to say to the bouncers because, well, manners never killed anyone. Or at least that is what I was told by one of my nannies growing up.

      "Always so nice," Garett tuts at me. At least one of us has manners. Rich people can really suck at times, and they don't even notice they do. It's just how they were bought up to be. Garett opens the doors to the pod, which you can't see inside due to the light pink curtains hanging on the inside of it. I walk in, taking a step down to the cushion-filled pod. Right in the middle of the cushions, the floor is made of thick glass, leaving a scary view all the way down the building and into the streets below. I doubt anyone can see us up here from this height, but man, that is a scary view.

      "It's safe. Don't look so scared," Garett chuckles as he shuts the door and walks over to me. His hands go to my waist, and I gasp as he gently pushes me to stand on the glass.

      "I don't like heights. Can we go?" I ask because I'm not a fan.

      "No." Garett states the one word before smirking at me and stepping extremely close. I can smell his minty breath blowing against my face as he looks at me, seeing something he apparently likes by the look in his pale blue eyes. "I love seeing you like this. Doesn't it make you feel more alive than you ever have been?"

      "I'm not a daredevil, Garett. So no," I nervously respond.

      "Kiss me, my little daredevil. You may not admit it, but you like the thrill. You like when your heart beats faster, when you aren't safe in that bubble you made yourself. That's why you love me and my brothers. Isn't it?" he asks, moving his fingers under my chin and lifting my head slightly so I don't have time to think about what he said and how right he is. Garett doesn't want that though, he wants to control my every action and response. Control is what turns him on, and seeing me weak in a way he could control is what he dreams of. This very place we stand on is a test, and he fully wants me to run away so he can chase. He has such beautiful eyes and a pretty face, but it was a damn shame every other part of him is rotten and broken. And sometimes nothing you do can truly save someone.

      I don't think anymore as I lean forward and kiss him. My lips brush across his once, twice, and just one more time before he snaps and tugs me hard against him as he deepens the kiss. I slide my hands up his neck and into his soft black hair before tugging his head back, revealing his neck. I very slowly kiss down his neck, feeling his beating pulse under my lips, surprised that he let me take control so quickly. I lower myself to my knees and free his hard erection before looking back up at him.

      "You're mine, you know that? You've been mine a long damn time," he growls.

      "You have to earn me first, Garett," I warn, and before he can answer me back, I take his long cock deep into my mouth, earning a deep groan from him. My knees press into the cold glass as I slide him out my mouth and straight back. I keep doing this as Garett places his hands into my hair, guiding my movements until he stops me, pulling my head back. Garett leans down and kisses me, pushing me back onto the glass. I gasp as he rolls me over, parting my knees so I have to look down at the glass and the view below. Garett reaches between my legs, pushing my thong to the side before placing the tip of his cock right at my entrance. He only inches the tip in, digging his hands into my hips before stopping.

      "I was right. You are soaking wet from the danger. You love this, Trix," he says, and I turn my head back, pushing my hips back an inch more onto his cock and seeing his eyes burning with desire.

      "Make me love it more then," I suggest, and he slams all the way inside me. My back arches from the pleasure, the danger of the view below us, and everything is turning me on more than I want to admit. Garett is right, I do like the danger. He thrusts in and out of me, controlling my hips with every movement, and I'm helpless to stop my building pleasure. My orgasm crashes into me like a wave, taking all my senses with it as I cry out in pure bliss.

      "Garett!" I shout his name without realising I even did as he thrusts harder and faster, chasing his own release. His hand wraps around my chest and waist, lifting me up so my back is pressed against his chest as he thrusts harder. This new position makes everything so much more pleasurable.

      "I don't do things once. I like to feel you twice," he growls into my ear, and his hand on my waist slides between my legs, finding my clit. His other hand grips my breast, flicking my nipple as his fingers rub my clit. I throw my head back on his shoulder, moaning from the intense pleasure he is building inside me. His cock, his fingers, everything about Garett in this moment is pure perfect pleasure. I cry out as my second orgasm slams into me, and Garett bites down on my ear as he comes inside me at the same time, feeling god damn amazing. I gasp as I struggle to get my breath back, and to my surprise, Garett very gently kisses my cheek.

      "You aren't like anyone else, Trix. Hell, you're perfect for me. For us," he says before taking a long breath.

      "Don't say things like that. Especially when you don't mean them," I warn him, and he grabs my chin, turning me to look at him.

      "I mean it." Garett kisses me way before I can even think about what he said. It's too late, my heart warms anyway.
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      I cry out as my orgasm blasts into me, and I clutch Gage's thick head of hair, holding him in place as I ride it out. When I calm down after getting my breath back, Gage lifts his head from between my legs and grins as he wipes the back of his hand across his mouth.

      "I was right, you do taste better than the pancakes you made," he cheekily says, and I smooth my dress down as I laugh, sliding off the kitchen counter.

      "You are a rude, crude guy, Gage Hallow," I tell him, picking up my plate of pancakes and going to the table in their kitchen. The marble counters and white cabinets make me feel all kinds of dirty for the morning kiss Gage just gave me. It's been a whole month of being around them non-stop since they decided to put the past behind. I don't know how I have managed to date three guys almost without problems for a month, but this is how my life is turning out. Weirdly enough though, we all are happy. I spend most my weekends at their house, and they take turns with which bed I sleep in.

      "You love it though," he replies, and I freeze. He says things like this a lot. They all do.

      “Right. What are you doing today?” I ask, because all my classes are cancelled due to the professor being ill, and Aunt Linsey has enough help at the bakery during the week. She wouldn’t want me in her hair.

      “Taking you out for lunch was the plan, but now I’m thinking we should stay in bed all day,” Gage says with a grumpy voice that does so many things to me. A day in bed with Gage does sound like the perfect day, and I’m not sure how to disagree with him.

      “Morning, you two,” Garett says, coming into the kitchen.

      “Morning,” I reply as Gage gets some pancakes and places them on a plate before coming to the table and sitting down.

      "What are you up to today?" I ask him.

      "Griff and I have to go to the bank to deal with some stuff," Garett explains to me as he pours maple syrup on his pancakes.

      "Like what?" I ask him, feeling curious as I finish eating my pancakes.

      "We want our trust funds early because our parents are trying to use money to get us to talk to them again," Garett explains to me. "We want the inheritance our grandparents left us, and then we won't have to deal with them anymore." After everything Gage told me about their parents, I can hardly blame them for this.

      "My parents don't even try anything to get me to speak to them," I admit to them all, not that we ever talk about the past. It's all kinds of messy, and no one wants to bring it up first.

      "Parents are shit, aren't they?" Garett comments after he finishes the first bite of his pancakes. "When I have kids, at least I know what not to do from them."

      "You want kids?" I ask him as Griffin comes into the room, and he pauses, looking at us all strangely before getting his food as Garett answers.

      "Yeah, a big bunch of them. Family is important to me, and I want to always have a big family around me," Garett answers, and I should have guessed that would be his answer.

      "Makes sense," I say.

      "What about you?" Gage asks, leaning closer to watch me for my answer. Griffin sits next to him on a stool, and then I find all three of them are watching. "In fact, what do you want for your future, Trix?"

      "Until you guys came here, I only planned to finish university and then get a job. Save for an apartment in London, and that was it," I tell them because it is the truth. I've never looked further ahead than I thought I needed to. Now I look at them all, and how I feel for them, and it's confusing. Reverse harems might be normal in the book world, and maybe one day there will be a movie with this kind of relationship, but it isn't widely accepted everywhere. How do you plan a future without a single example of how that future should be? I need a guidebook titled "How to Plan a Future with Your Reverse Harem" or something.

      "Now?" he asks.

      "It doesn't matter," I quickly respond, because I'd really like to get off this topic. Damn, I wish I had more pancakes to shove into my mouth to stop myself from talking and messing this all up. I'm way too addicted to the Hallow brothers to fuck this up now.

      "It does to us," Gage says.

      "You have to admit we are unconventional. How long do you think we will last when there aren't many people like us in the world?" I ask them. "How do we plan anything in the future?"

      "There must be more than the public knows. Love is boundless and confusing. I don't think we are that strange," Garett responds calmly and like he has really thought this all through.

      "I never said strange...just different. Different isn't bad, I just don't know what to expect for a future with you all. Am I going to be enough long term?" I ask.

      "Yes." All three of them say at the same time. I'm shocked quiet as they all carry on eating their food before Garett and Griffin head out for their meeting at the bank. I start cleaning up the plates with Gage, not sure where my head is at. This was always fun for us, and then at some point, it turned into something so much more than that.

      "I love you. That's why I see a future with us all. I've never loved anyone as I love you," Gage suddenly tells me, and I turn to him, wondering if I just imagined him saying that to me, and sure as hell, I didn't. Gage takes the plate out of my hands and holds them in his, looking down at me. "We are different, but I think we are the right kind of different. I know we have had a rough time getting to this point, but now we are here, I hope it's endgame for us. It sure as hell is for me, Trix."

      "Gage..." I whisper as he slides his hands into my hair. The words leave my lips just before he kisses me, and I don’t regret them as I should.

      "I love you too."

      I gasp as he picks me up, pressing me into the wall by the door, and breaks the kiss for a second to smile at me.

      "One day, I will deserve you, Trix," he whispers, staring intently at me. I don't really know what he means by that, but as he kisses me once more, I forget it anyway.

      It's too late now to doubt anything, I've already fallen for him, and he has me.

      I just hope Gage Hallow isn't the one to break my heart.
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      Garett

      ”Garett, I need to tell you something," Griff shouts after barging into my room. "Gage, wake the fuck up as well. Girls, get out. Now!" His shouting makes the three girls jump out of bed and find their clothes before disappearing out of the room.

      "Way to ruin the fun, bro," Gage says, sitting up in bed and stretching. "Those three were sisters and—"

      "Shut the fuck up," Griff shouts, and as I really look at him, I see the tears burning in his eyes.

      "What is it?" I ask, but I dread the answer. Griff never cries. Never.

      "David is dead. He killed himself last night."

      

      I gasp, pulling air into my lungs as I sit up in my bed, well aware that was a dream, but the shock and pain feels as raw as it did back then. I stare at the darkness of the room, the white door near the end of my bed, and try to remember that I'm here and not fucking back there. A small noise draws my attention to Trixy as she sleeps next to me in bed. Her long blonde hair falls across the pillow, and my white sheets are up to her waist, so I can see her soft satin pink nightdress she went to sleep in. I shouldn't feel this way about her, how every time I look at her I want to protect her and hold her close to me. I forget everything about David and the past when I'm with Trixy, and I hate that about her as much as I love it. Moments with Trixy feel like home, and they really fucking shouldn't. I'm on my brothers’ cases all the time to remember the plan and not to really fall for her, and then I'm looking at her like this.

      "Are you okay?" she asks, waking up and sitting up to face me. Her soft hands go to my shoulders, and she gently rubs my arms as she looks worried.

      "Bad dream," I tell her, moving closer and running my hand over her hair. "Make it better for me?"

      "How?" she asks so innocently. I move closer and kiss her, telling her just what I need. She climbs onto my lap, her legs wrapping around me, and my cock presses into her like it knows it's the way home.

      "Tell me how you feel for me, Trix," I ask her, running my fingers over her hard nipples pressing through the satin nightdress. She arches against me, moving my cock into position. Without another word, she slides herself down onto me, and I move one of my hands between us, finding her clit. I grit my teeth as she rides me, feeling utter fucking perfect with her wrapped like a glove around my cock. "I mean it, Trix, tell me."

      "You tell me first. I know how you feel, I see it in your eyes all the time," she says, though her eyes betray her because she looks nervous. I spin her around on the bed and gain control of the situation as I thrust in and out of her, feeling her getting close to the edge. I run my fingers over her nipples, and she cries out my name as she comes around my cock. The mixture of her moans and her perfect, tight body pulls an orgasm out of me in moments. I groan as I come inside her, and her little body takes all of me. I breathlessly look down at her as she comes back to earth, and I know this is a losing game.

      "I love you." The words feel like a betrayal to David the moment they leave my lips, but it's all too late. I mean them. I've fucking fallen for her.

      "I love you too," she tells me and pulls me down on her. Holding her tightly, I just try to pretend she is a normal girl and not the one who killed my brother, because if I don’t, there is no way I'd be able to look at myself in the mirror.
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      “You said to dress up, what do you think?” I ask Griffin as he simply stares at me, quietly and lost after I opened my dorm door for him.

      “Pink is your colour, Trix,” he mutters, before rubbing his chin as he blatantly checks me out. My pink dress is tight at the top, flowing out into a long floor length dress at the bottom which has several layers. The top has see-through lace in the middle of the top part, which meant I had to find a freaky looking bra that you can’t see under this dress. I borrowed the dress from my aunt’s friend who owns a pretty dress shop. I have to pay to have it dry cleaned tomorrow and returned, but I’m sure whatever Griffin has planned will be worth it. He looks like an actual model tonight in his tux with a small black bow tie. His hair has been cut and styled, making him look flashier than usual, and he smells sexy from here. I’m sure they put something in men’s aftershave to make women want to rub themselves all over them. Especially the expensive stuff that I have no doubt Griffin is using.

      “Black is yours, Griff,” I reply because his black tux makes his black hair more striking and his blue eyes that much brighter. Griffin holds his hand out for me as he steps back, and I happily take his hand as I walk out of my dorm room. We walk quietly down the corridor, where I see some of the students are watching and gawking at us as we head to the stairs. We pass Ariel's room, and she is there, leaning against the doorframe, smirking at us. I get the feeling she knows something I don't, but I'm not letting her ruin Griffin's and my date. We head outside the building, and there is a limo parked out front like there isn't a rule against cars on campus.

      "Have you guys bribed the security to let you drive anything on campus?" I ask him as the limo driver spots us and opens the door.

      "Possibly," Griffin answers, and it makes me chuckle as I get into the fancy limo. The seats are leather and white, and there is light music playing. Griffin gets in after me and closes the door after saying some words to the driver.

      "Want a drink?" he asks me, leaning over and pressing a button which opens up a mini-fridge full of drinks.

      "You choose for me," I suggest, and he nods, pulling out a bottle of champagne and two glasses. I hold the glasses as he pops the bottle open as the limo starts moving. The screen at the front is locked, and the glass partition is designed so we can see through it but not the other way around. Griffin pours our glasses to half full before putting the bottle back. He takes his glass and lifts it up.

      "To us," he says, and I nod, clinking my glass against his before I take a long sip.

      "Where are we going tonight then?" I ask, because I'm still confused. A limo, a tux and orders to wear a pretty dress I can dance in?

      "The local high school prom. I always wanted to take you to prom, but we never had that chance. I hope you don't find it silly that I want to redo that mistake," he tells me, and it makes my heart warm with the sweetness of the date. It also makes me think back to my prom night and how it wasn't like most people’s.

      "I didn't go to prom. I had a date, but David was sick," I say, remembering how he begged me not to go and threw up on my dress by accident. Now, knowing how much of a dickhead he really was, it crosses my mind it might not have been an accident at all. I never saw the jealousy until that last night, but I never did manage to have a long relationship with anyone else because of David being so controlling in my life. I used to think he was being a good friend and looking out for me. How stupid I was back then.

      "You stayed with him. I remember him telling me," Griff tensely says, and I reach over, placing my hand on his arm.

      "I love this. Thank you for planning such a sweet date," I tell him, and he nods, forcing a smile onto his lips. "Can I ask you something?"

      "Anything," he straightaway answers. I take another long sip of the champagne, liking the bitter aftertaste and the impact it has.

      "Why did you pretend our first kiss was nothing and didn't happen? I really liked you, and I never understood what happened back then. Was I that bad at kissing?" I ask him, and god I'm nervous asking. He could very well tell me I'm all kinds of terrible at kissing, and I've just never known it. He smiles at me before he replies, sounding amused.

      "You were and still are a brilliant kisser, Trix. That wasn't the reason."

      "What was?" I ask him.

      "David was in love with you. I didn't want to hurt my little brother," he admits to me, and then he really looks at me. I bet it's guilt I see in his eyes, but I'm not actually sure. Moments like this, I can't read his emotions, and it almost frightens me.

      "Can we ever get to the point we can talk about the past?" I whisper. I shouldn't be asking this. Not unless I want to ruin what we have. The past will do just that.

      "No." His answer is quick and cold and straight to the point. I nod and turn away, sipping on my drink as I look out of the window while we drive through London. Neither of us talks, not even when we get out of the limo outside the school and walk in together—after a teacher who personally knows the Hallow family let us in. The high school is set up in a sweet way with heart banners and a teenage band playing music. We look out of place here among the young kids, but that doesn't seem to faze Griff as he drags me over to the queue of people waiting to have their photo taken in front of the snowy backdrop.

      "I'm sorry. I just can't talk about him with you. I want us to have a future, a real one. That can't be built on our past though. We have to build it on the here and now. On the memories we can make for us to look back and remember. Like this prom for example," he quietly says to me, moving his hand around my waist and resting it on my hip. I wish we could talk about the past, but I do understand his point and everything he is trying to do here. I don't get to answer him as we are next in line to have our photo taken, and we step into the bright light in front of the backdrop. I look up at Griff, thinking that would be a good pose, but Griff decides something else as he kisses me. The kiss is powerful, demanding and god, does it feel so good. The camera flashes, and Griff breaks the kiss, leaving me in a bit of a daze as the man gives Griff a card with a number on to collect the photo, and we walk away.

      "Let's dance," Griffin suggests, but it's less of a suggestion and more of a description of what we will be doing next as he makes a beeline towards the dancers, with me at his side. Griff spins me around, making me smile before he pulls me back to him and places his hands on my back. I wrap my arms around his shoulders, linking my hands behind his head as I look up at him. He stares down at me, much in a way that really throws me. I could spend forever protecting my heart from these Hallow brothers, and it wouldn't matter. They had it from the moment they wanted it.

      I'm theirs.

      "I love you," I tell him, even though my heart beats loudly in my chest, and I can barely hear my nervous blurt out of my feelings. I shouldn't love them, not them of all people. But I do love them more than I ever loved anything in my life before. Griff pauses, making us stand dead still in the middle of all the dancers, both of us frozen as we look into each other's eyes. He very softly places his hand on my cheek before leaning down and pressing his lips to mine in the sweetest kiss.

      "I love you too. More than I ever wanted to." I smile at the words whispered against my lips and how sweet he says them. Griffin Hallow is a sweetheart at times. He kisses me once more before he pulls away, and before I can ask where we are going, he is tugging me through the dancers and to the back of the hall. After pushing open a door, we are in a long corridor, and Griff walks us right down to the bottom of it before trying a few handles until one opens. He leads me in before shutting the door to the classroom behind him, locking it.

      I step back until my butt hits a desk, and I'm trapped like prey as Griff looks at me like the hunter. I'm frozen as he walks to me and kisses me harshly. The kiss brings me to life with how much I want him right now. I pull at his tux until I get his shirt undone, and I run my hands over his rippled chest before sliding my hands down to his trousers. I free his erection, stroking him as he groans into my ear.

      I chuckle as he pulls my dress up, and I edge myself onto the desk. Pushing my thong to the side, he lines himself up and easily slides into me. I moan as he pushes me back on the desk, and with one hand, he pulls the top part of my dress down, revealing my breasts in the strange bra. He doesn't care as he rips it away, and honestly neither do I, while he thrusts in and out of me. Griffin controls my body, hitting the right spot with every controlled thrust and making me lose my mind until my orgasm crashes through my body. I cry out in pleasure, and Griff thrusts a few more times before stilling and coming inside me, making the orgasm last a little longer. He picks me up, pressing me to his chest, and kisses me so hard my lips sting when he pulls away.

      "I'm never letting you go, Trixy Ansley. I fucking love you."

      "I love you too, Griffin Hallow." I smile as he kisses me once more, and in this moment, I couldn't be happier.
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      I bite my lip, glancing up to see if Lottie is back from the toilets yet before looking back at the last text Gage sent me.

      

      Gage- I'm in your room, waiting for you to come home. I've never seen you in this black bra before. We are going to need to correct that problem before I take it off you.

      

      Me- You've been going through my underwear drawer?

      

      Gage- I was bored. You've been gone ages. Does shopping really take that long?

      

      Me- I could leave the underwear store and the tiny black thong I was looking at if you want me home?

      I say that, though I already have bought the thong and fully plan to tease him by wearing it tonight.

      

      Gage- Never mind. Come back soon. I want to be inside you and hear those moans I fucking love.

      

      "You ready?" Lottie asks, nearly making me jump as I stare intensely at my phone. Noah is with Aunt Linsey for a few hours so Lottie can get him some Christmas gifts. I can't believe the months have gone so quickly, I swear it was only summer not long ago. Now I have to wear my thick coat out everywhere just in case. The Hallow brothers are winning match after match, and it's only a week until the final match of the season, right before Christmas. I grin at her and slide my phone in my back pocket before hooking my arm through hers for an answer.

      "I told Garett, Gage and Griffin I love them," I blurt out to her, because I honestly need to get that off my chest because every time Lottie has asked how things are going with the Hallow brothers, which she asks a lot, I've avoided the answer.

      "Oh I'm not surprised. I knew you'd fall for them, and honestly? It's been a long time if they are still playing a game and have no feelings for you. I've been thinking a lot recently. Look, let's go and sit down to talk," she says, nodding her head towards the water fountain in the middle of the store and an empty bench in front of it. We sit down, and I place my bag between my feet before facing her.

      "Jake asked me to go and spend Christmas with his family. He wants me and Noah to meet them as he loves me," she says, her cheeks bright red, and I can’t help but grin so widely it hurts my cheeks. That is the best thing I’ve heard in ages. Lottie always wanted a family, and now it looks like she is being invited into another. Jake is a good guy and clearly in love with her. How could you blame him though? Lottie is sweet, stunning and would do anything for anyone she loves.

      "That's truly amazing, Lottie. You must be so happy," I finally say. My eyes burn with tears that want to fall, but I can’t happy cry for her here in public.

      "I am. I love him so much, and everything between us just works. Aunt Linsey sat us down and said she is going to retire once Noah is in school, and she wants me to take over the bakery. I could work there, live in the apartment above while Jake finishes off university, and then he wants to move in with me. He should be able to find a job in the city, and then that will be our life, our future," she explains to me, and all I can do is hug her before she really makes me cry with happiness.

      "I couldn't be happier for you. Truly," I say, really meaning it. Lottie is a sister to me, and she alongside Aunt Linsey and Noah are all I have of family. I only want to see them all happy, and this sounds like the perfect future for them all. I hope I will always be close by to watch them grow as a little family. Jake King is a really nice guy, and every time I'm in the bakery, I see how he always has the biggest smile for Lottie. He loves her as much as she loves him. Noah is their icing on the cake.

      "Have you talked about a future with the Hallow brothers?" she asks me.

      "It's hard to talk about a future when we can't ever discuss the past. They said it's too painful and raw, and it brings out their dark side. I get that, but I wish we could at least have one conversation about it all. It feels like a cloud hanging over our heads," I admit to her because it is the truth. No matter how good things are between us, we can’t live in fairy land world forever and pretend there isn’t a big cloud hanging over our heads.

      "Maybe you just need to blurt out how you feel. If they really love you, they won't run away," she suggests.

      "I feel like if I lose them, any of them, a part of me will be dead forever," I admit. “I fell harder than I ever thought I would.”

      "If you don't, you will never know. Tell them about Noah and me," she insists, and I go to say no when she interrupts me. "Secrets like this always come out, and if they try to do anything to take Noah, I will fight them. Jake said he would help me fight them too, or we would run away together."

      "It's a big risk, and I don't want them to stay with me because they feel guilty about what David did," I admit. This is more complicated than it seems.

      "He almost raped you, Trixy. He would have if you hadn't escaped, and he was a bad guy. I honestly wish he didn't do what he did in the end, because he clearly needed help no one other than professionals could give him," she says, and I nod because I know she is right. That night still haunts my mind even though I try to tell myself there was nothing I could have done. David never showed any signs he would do that, but then I never saw that he was in love with me. I feel like I was an idiot now when I look back, because I should have known and tried to help him. I'm not sure how I could have, but taking him to a doctor would have been a good start.

      "After Christmas, I will sit them down and talk to them. Let's hope it doesn't end with them breaking my heart," I say.

      "If they love you, it won't. If they break your heart, they are complete tools," she says and pulls me into a hug. I hug her tightly back, dreading the moment I have to bring up David's name with the Hallow brothers.

      Whatever happens, I know something is going to change between us all. It has to.
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      "I know it's Christmas in two days, but I'm spending most of the day with my aunt, and you guys have the match tomorrow. So, well, I just wanted to give you your gifts now," I say to them after I've walked into the kitchen where they all are. Gage and Garett are sitting on stools at the counter, eating toast, and Griffin is frying bacon which he slides onto a plate with his eggs before coming over as I place three small boxes on the countertop. "They aren't big things, just something silly, really."

      "You didn't have to get us anything. Having you with us is enough, Trix," Griffin says, but he grins like a kid when I hand him his blue gift box. Gage and Garett are silent as I hand them their presents, and they all start opening them. It makes me super nervous, considering it was hard to buy something for the rich guys that buy anything they could ever want for themselves. Griffin picks out one of their cufflinks, which are tree shaped with an H in the middle of them. I had them made for the brothers, and I nervously wait as they don't say anything.

      "The tree is what I found when I researched your family name, it's where the name came from, the hollow of an old tree. I know you guys all have collections of cufflinks in your rooms, so I thought you'd like some personal ones. The tree is your family emblem, right? I know family is important to you all, and I wanted to get you something that might mean something," I say and force myself to stop talking as I’m rambling on.

      "There is a T on the other side of the tree," Gage points out.

      "Yeah, so you remember who they are from," I awkwardly say, rubbing my arms. Man, I'm not good at presents, it seems.

      "I fucking love them, Trix," Garett states and gets up off his seat, coming over to me and sweeping me into his arms before kissing me.

      "Thank you, Trix. This is perfect," Gage says, and I look back at Griffin as Garett holds me close.

      "I will treasure the gift. Thank you," Griffin tells me, locking his eyes with me.

      "You are still coming tomorrow night for the match and then the club afterwards? We want to give you your gift there," Garett says to me, and I see Griffin tense up before looking away from me.

      "Of course I am. Though you don't have to get me a gift," I say, wondering why Griffin looks so angry and Gage is so quiet.

      "We have planned this gift for a while. I'm sure you will love it," Garett tensely says, letting me go and stepping away. I smile tensely at them as not one of them look my way. It's all really odd.

      "Right, well I have to get going to my aunt's. She is short staffed, and it's busy this time of year before she closes tomorrow," I explain to them.

      "See you later," they all say almost in unison, but they are all too busy glaring at each other to really pay attention to me as I grab my coat and my bag. I leave the house, trying not to think on it too much as I walk down the cobbled streets and towards the gates of the road. It doesn't take me more than twenty minutes to take the tube and get across London to my aunt's bakery, which is packed to the rim by the looks of it. I push past a few people in the queue and head to the front, where my aunt flashes me a relieved smile. I push the countertop door up and walk in, closing it behind me. I quickly drop my bag and coat in the back and grab an apron before heading to my aunt's side. The next hour, we tirelessly serve customers until the shop closes quiet and we get a two-minute break.

      "How did your boyfriends like their presents?" she asks me.

      "They loved them," I say, leaving out how weird they were after I gave them their gifts. I stare at a little girl running around the Christmas tree my aunt set up in the shop. Her long blonde hair reminds me of when I was a child and how I would love to run around that very tree when my parents sent me here for Christmas some years. Not every year though. When I was at home, we never got a tree or presents. My nanny would sneak me out to the town to see the tree in the centre of the shopping mall. It made everything that little bit better.

      "It is serious with you and them, isn't it? Not just some fun that seems to have no end," she asks. I know she disapproves of my relationship with them all. Not only because I’m dating more than one person at a time, which is strange on its own. No, it’s because it’s them. The Hallow brothers.

      "I love them, and it's strange for me. I didn't know you could love more than one person so much," I admit to her. “I don’t know how we will have a future with children when we can’t marry more than one person. It’s complicated, but I love it.”

      "Life is complicated, and sure, you guys aren’t traditional, but who cares about that. I've never seen you as happy as you have been these past few months," she says, reaching over and taking my hand.

      "You seem happy too, I've noticed," I say after I take a long sip of my drink.

      "Well, Lottie and Noah are in love with Jake King, and they make the cutest little family. My niece finally has a reason to smile all the time, and I have a happy retirement all planned out. I used to spend years worrying about you and how my sister was treating you with that god awful father of yours. You were a special child who just needed a hug now and then. Then one day out of the blue, you turn up on my doorstep with a pregnant teenager, in a dark mess of emotions and bags of designer crap to sell. It was a shock, but somehow it has turned into a happy future for us all," she says, and it makes her smile as much as me.

      "It sounds odd when you put it like that. You know, I've always seen you as my mom. My mother didn't want me, she never did. The nannies were paid to watch me, not love me. Then you taught me how to love and what family is. My real parents only taught me how money destroys you and makes you heartless," I say, and she wipes her tears away before pulling me over for a big hug.

      "Can I get some service?" a rude man grumbles from the counter, and Aunt Linsey chuckles as she steps back.

      "Work never ends, huh?" she says to me before whispering under her breath. "Neither do rude customers, it seems." Though she doesn't say it that quietly, and I can't help but smile at the grumpy man's red face as my aunt turns on her overly nice voice to ask how she can serve him. Even though everything is currently perfect, I still feel like I'm expecting the rug to be pulled out any moment now. Nothing can be this perfect, not when the past is so dark and lost.
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      "What did you think of the match?" Garett asks me, but Gage and Griffin are silent in the taxi drive through London towards the club. They haven't said a word to anyone since they won the match, and surely that should be making them happy. It just seems like they are the opposite of that emotion.

      "You did really well! Are you happy?" I ask Garett, and he leans closer, running a finger down my cheek and to my lips. He parts my lips with his thumb and rubs his thumb slowly across my bottom lip.

      "I'm happy because you love me," he says back, but there is darkness in his eyes as he speaks. For some reason, I feel like there is an undertone to the words that just left his lips.

      "Why don't we go home instead of the club tonight?" Griffin suggests.

      "But Trixy is all dressed up. It would be a waste to let this red dress be seen by no one else," Garett comments, glaring at both his brothers.

      "Fine," Griffin eventually replies, but he doesn't look at me and looks out of the window instead.

      "Is everything okay?" I ask them, and Gage finally looks at me. He pauses for a second, not saying a word before he nods once and looks away once again. I cross my arms and rest back in the seat, feeling nervous, and I'm not sure what of. Something is going on with them all, but I can't figure it out.

      Blowing hot and cold with me is the only thing that comes to mind. The rest of the taxi ride is pure silence, and I'm almost thankful London is such a noisy city, so it's not as daunting as it could be. The taxi driver stops outside the club, which is a ground floor building with floor to ceiling mirrored glass windows, and it is surrounded by a big green field of grass with a pretty treeline in the distance. Griffin gets out first, and I quickly follow after him as Garett pays the taxi driver. Gage storms off the moment he gets out of the taxi, and Griffin smiles in a sad way before turning and following him.

      "Go ahead," Garett instructs, and I look back as Griffin and Gage go into the busy club which is no doubt full of our classmates. I slide my shoes off when I realise there is no pathway on this side, only grass to walk across, and I don't want my red heels to sink into the mud. I walk across the grass even though it is cold and a slight bit wet, I think. So I can get there quickly, I don't look up until I push the door open.

      My shoes fall out of my hands as I stare at the inside of the club, the bright lights making everything impossible not to see. There are massive photos of me on the walls, pictures from the party with punch all over me, and the other time when I had to walk home in my underwear. Someone has painted the word killer across them. Everyone in the room is laughing at me as I look to Gage and Griffin, who have their backs to me. My cheeks are burning red as tears fall down my cheeks, and yet everyone continues to laugh. I turn and look back as Garett walks into the room, stepping over my shoes and going to stand in the middle of his brothers as they turn around.

      "Did you really think any of us could ever love someone who killed our brother?" The cold, heartless question leaves Garett's lips, and I finally know it's all been a game. I'm a total idiot because I fell for it. I let myself believe they actually moved on and left the past behind. Instead, they wanted to break my heart and take all of me. I turn and run out of the building, running as fast as I can until I stop and break into tears. I know they are following me, and I can’t run from this. They want me to suffer, and they want to see it. I turn and face them because I know I don’t have a choice. They have taken everything else anyway, why not my tears and pain too?

      The Hallow brothers have broken my heart, and I let them.
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      Thick droplets of rain fall onto my cheeks, just before the skies open and rain pours down on us. I don’t know why I’m focusing on the rain and not the sight in front of me, but I wish it was just the rain here with me now. My Hallow brothers all stand utterly still, mimicking the cold, empty, soulless expressions they have. My bare feet dig into the cold grass, the wind blows my hair around my shoulders, and my dress presses against my skin as I stare at them. My heart feels like it has been broken into a million tiny little pieces, and only they can fix it. But they won’t.

      “You don’t understand. You don’t know what—” I go to desperately explain everything to them, even if it means giving up my best friend’s secret. I’m in love with them, and even as I stand here in the rain, alone, my pride gone…I still love them. I thought they fell for me too. What started off as casual angry sex, a way for us both to move on from the past, soon turned into something so much more. We knew each other as kids, always watching from a distance but never having a chance to be more than acquaintances. I was David’s best friend, and I was off-limits because he loved me. I didn’t love him, and it unknowingly cost me.

      “We don’t care. It was a game. A game that came with many sweet rewards,” Gage comments, a slight chuckle following his words. The laugh is worse than anything he could tell me. He called me sweet just after he fucked me on his bike…and that apparently was nothing to him.

      “No, it wasn’t just a game,” I protest, tightening my hands into fists as I remember how he looked at me back then. How he whispered he loved me only yesterday. I search each one of their eyes, hoping—no praying—to see something other than hate. I was a fool, they never loved me…it was a trick.

      “It was. We all know it, and so do you. We never loved you. How could we?” Gage asks, tilting his head to the side a bit. All those stories he told me of his past, about his father and everything else were lies to get me to fall for him.

      “You killed our brother,” Garett adds, and I know every dance, every kiss, was a lie. It was all nothing to him.

      “And we will never forgive you for that. You deserve this.” Griffin is the final one to speak, and it is the hardest one to hear. He drives the final nail in the coffin of my heart. I don’t deserve this, I know that, but they don’t. I didn’t kill their brother, but I wish I could have helped him. Even despite everything else, that will never change.

      The best thing for us all is to walk away…even if it is the last thing I want. I look once more at the building, seeing my entire class and the team laughing as my heart is broken. Crushed under pretty stars. It’s best I walk away from everything before they see me fall.

      Tears fall into my mouth, the salty taste the only thing I can focus on as Patricia and Ariel come out of the building, running to the Hallow brothers and wrapping their arms around Gage and Garett.

      “Bye, loser,” Ariel says, grinning because she won them after all, just like she said she would when the game was all over. She knew about it this whole time and most likely was sleeping with them too. I look into each one of their eyes, and some silly part of me thinks they might just regret this. No one is that good of an actor, not even they are, but it is too late now. I forgave them for the bullying before, but not this time. They took it too far. With all the strength I can find, I turn and walk away from the Hallow brothers and their pathetic existence. It’s what I should have done the first time I saw them again.

      Except I should have damn well run as fast as I could. The Hallow brothers are nothing but evil with a pretty face.
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      Griffin

      Two Weeks Later…

      ”For fuck sake," I shout as the plate falls off the counter and smashes into a million pieces across the kitchen floor. I shake my head and go to the cupboard, stepping over the trash bags on the floor. After Gage lost his temper and fired the cleaners over nothing, the place is a mess. All of us are fucked up about Trixy.

      I should have stopped them.

      I should have been a fucking man and said how much I loved her.

      None of that matters now because we got our revenge for David like we always planned. I didn't expect to actually fall for her, and neither did my brothers. Since she ran away at the club before Christmas, they haven't done anything but mope in their rooms. Ariel and one of her friends I can't remember the name of were not part of the plan. They just thought they could get us in bed if Trixy wasn't there anymore. I clean up the smashed plate with a dustpan and brush before leaving it on the counter and going into the living room. Gage and Garett are on the sofa, holding a beer and watching a match. There are dozens of empty beer bottles on the floor and side cabinets, and they really are just adding to the mess now. I sit on the chair, picking up the remote and turning the game off to get their attention.

      "What the fuck was that for?" Gage angrily shouts. He is always angry now, far more than I’ve ever seen him be. Even when we got that phone call from our parents to tell us about David, he wasn’t this bad. That phone call still haunts me to this very day, and I’m sure it’s the same for him. Except somehow, the look on Trixy’s face, the hurt in her green eyes as the rain poured down on us, haunts me so much I can’t hardly think about it. I should have stopped my brothers and told them to deal with their emotions over David in another way. Yes, Trixy did something wrong, so has everyone at some point, but we had no right to be her judge and to deliver punishment. We are fuckers who never deserved her in the first place. Now we will never see her again, and I really think we deserve that.

      "Turn it back on, you fucker," Garett commands, and as he looks at me, I want to hit him so fucking badly, but he already looks like shit. No sleep and plenty of drinking will do that to a person.

      "No. We need to get Trixy back. We love her, and I don't know about you two, but I don't want my life without her in it," I growl at them.

      "David—" Garett starts off.

      "Is dead. We never asked her about what happened that night. I'm angry she broke his heart, and he felt so down that he had to do that to himself, but it isn't going to fix anything now," I reply, getting madder. I know she wanted to tell us something, and we didn’t let her. I’m so fucking embarrassed of myself and my brothers, it’s unreal.

      "I can't forgive her for David. It wouldn't be right," Gage snaps.

      "Then you want to live like this?" I ask, waving a hand around the room. "Missing her because you know there is no one else in this world like Trixy. I love her, and I just want to talk to her."

      "We can't forgive her for what happened! She was selfish, and it cost David his life. Our little brother, remember him?" Gage shouts, standing up with his fists at his side. I stand up and storm over to him, lifting my fist and punching him in the mouth. He bounces back from the hit and smirks at me before wiping the blood off his bottom lip. I wait for him to hit back, but Garett gets up, stepping between us and shaking his head, just as someone rings the doorbell.

      "Get the door, Griff. Don't be a dick. We all miss her, but we had to do it," Garett says, and he isn't even angry anymore. It's like all the fight left him the moment Trixy did. Someone rings the doorbell again, this time they keep pressing it to the point that it is annoying.

      "Fine," I growl and push past my brothers to the front door. I pull it open to find a dark-haired woman holding a toddler on her hip. There is a young guy leaning on the wall at her side, his arms crossed, and he looks like he would kill me if I even thought of pissing this woman off. The woman looks nervous as she clears her throat and looks to her baby before back to me.

      "What do you want?" I ask, crossing my arms and feeling my brothers step behind me to see what the hell is going on. The woman lifts her head high and levels her gaze with me.

      "My name is Lottie, and this is Noah. Noah is your nephew and David's son. Will you let me and my boyfriend, Jake, in so I can tell you the whole story of what happened the night David died?” I nearly trip back as I try to process her words, and instead, I just look to the toddler in her arms. His black hair and blue eyes are like ours and David's, but I know this baby is related to me simply by his face alone. He is the image of us, my brothers. Shock, denial and a little bit of pain slam so hard into me that I’m surprised there isn’t a knife in my chest when I look down. I look back to Gage and Garett, who are as shocked as I am, before I step back and wave her in. Lottie walks in with Jake following, and he stops, making sure Lottie is heading into the living room and can't hear before he looks me dead in the eye.

      "If you or your family attempt to take Noah from Lottie, you will find out what it means to mess with the King family. Lottie is one of us now, and I love her. Remember that," he firmly tells us. Though the guy isn’t as stocky as us, I have no doubt he could hold his own in a fight. Pretty boy or not, he sounds menacing when he talks like that.

      "Got it," I say before my brothers can respond to that threat. Jake smiles at Lottie when she looks back, acting like he didn't just threaten us or anything. I shut the door and wordlessly follow my brothers over to the sofas. Gage leans against the fireplace as I sit down on the chair I was just in, and Garett picks up some beer bottles in an attempt to clean.

      "You guys aren't doing good without Trixy, are you?" Lottie says, shaking her head. I guess the fucking state of the room gave us away. Or our tired and messed up faces.

      "You know Trixy?" Gage asks as Garett stops next to him.

      "Who do you think helped me?" she sarcastically comments. Noah chuckles and grabs at Lottie's hair, so Jake picks him up off her and stands up.

      "I will take him for a walk outside. This isn't a conversation for a kid to hear," Jake says, clearly trusting us not to fuck up and upset his girl. I nod once to him before he kisses Lottie on the head and walks out of the house with Noah.

      "Trixy helped you?" Garett asks.

      "You didn't know your brother, not the one behind the scenes at least. He was good at acting all sweet and nice, and very good at lying," she explains to me. I’m utterly confused how she is even in the UK. How did Trixy help, and why did she? David wasn’t a liar, so this Lottie chick didn’t know him that well.

      "He wasn't like that," Gage angrily protests. "David was a good kid."

      "The night David killed himself was the same night I told him I was pregnant. I used to go to school with him and Trixy, though I didn't know Trixy much. I thought David and I were a couple. It was my first time, and he told me all kinds of sweet things to get me into bed. After we had sex, he pretended I didn't exist. I was upset, but even more so when I found out the condom didn't work and I was pregnant. My parents made it clear it was them or the baby, and you can see who I chose," she tells me, and after having seen Noah, I’m fucking glad she made that decision. He is all we have left of David, no matter how fucked up he apparently was.

      The sick truth of it all is that we ignored him. When we got the phone call to say he was dead, we were high as fuck and drunk off our asses after a match. I’d ignored all his calls that night, so did Garett and Gage. We could have saved the idiot, and now he is dead. A waste because no matter the mistakes he made, he was our brother and too young to have given up on life already.

      "Noah," I fill in as she pauses, wiping a tear away with a shaky hand. One look at Gage and Garett, and the confusion on their faces tells me everything.

      "Yes. I wanted him from the moment I knew I was pregnant even though I was scared. So my parents kicked me out, and I didn't know where to go. I went to David, hoping he could help me at least for a few nights until I got on my feet," she explains to us. Her parents are shit bags for doing that to her. That’s rich people for you though. They love to keep appearances up no matter what the cost.

      "Did he?" Gage asks, but I’m getting a feeling we all know the answer.

      "No. I was outside his house when Trixy drove him home from the party. He was drunk, but I needed help, and he didn’t care. David made it clear he wanted me gone and had no interest in helping. He was horrible to me, but Trixy told me I could stay with her and gave me her car to drive to her house. It was raining, we were all overly emotional, but she didn’t have to help me. Trixy went to talk to him, to calm him down and wait for him to sober up," she explains to us.

      I didn’t know any of this. Trixy was smart enough to leave the country after the police spoke to her. We thought she ran because she was guilty, but the police said no one was involved in David taking his life, and the letter he left proved that. They couldn’t stop her, her parents hired the best lawyer straight on the case anyway. It was thrown out the window before it was even opened.

      "What happened next?" I ask her. I, no we, need to know what happened on the last night our brother was alive. We have been too big of cowards to ask Trixy like we should have done. This conversation should have been with her.

      "I think Trixy should tell you—"

      "Tell us now, Lottie. I mean it," I gently tell her, but I’m firm enough to make it clear she isn’t leaving this house until she tells us. We god damn scare her, I can see it in her eyes, and she is one hell of a good friend to Trixy to be here right now.

      "Fine. David attacked her and tried to rape her because she said she didn't see him as anything more than a brother. Trixy ran away after she just barely escaped, with bruises to prove what she told me. I’d believe her anyway, I knew what David was really like after I slept with him. David said some terrible things to her, and Trixy was a mess for a long time because of what your brother did. We both were," she pauses for a second as I try to process what she is telling me as anger and pain floods my emotions. He hurt her? He tried to rape her? The fucking bastard. "Trixy's parents disowned her because they believed David's letter, and she had no one, but she still looked after me. Trixy sold all her designer stuff, her car and anything she could to raise money to pay for me. Her aunt legally adopted me, and once Noah was born here, I got to stay here permanently."

      “Fuck,” is all I can mutter as I wipe my face. We fucked up so badly.

      “Trixy is the best person in the damn fucking world. I really mean that because she is better than anyone I know. She is kinder, stronger and sweeter than most people. Anyone in her position would have left me behind and looked after themselves. Instead, she made herself broke and changed her entire life to help me and never once asked for anything back other than friendship. Hell, she even babysits for me despite the fact Noah loves to pull her hair out and be sick on her,” she says and laughs a little. “Now that I’m thinking about it, she might be a little crazy. She does that for me, and then she falls in love with you idiots who hurt her. You guys better hope she is crazy enough to forgive you.”

      "Trixy never told us," Garett almost whispers, his voice cracking. "Why the fuck wouldn't she tell us all this?"

      "Because I asked her not to. I was scared you or your parents might go for custody of Noah. I'm a single mum who is training to run a bakery. I couldn't fight billionaires in court for Noah without losing," she admits, and I see her point.

      "We don't talk to our parents, and they do not deserve to know about Noah. They never cared for us or David, so they wouldn't care for Noah. We wouldn't do that to you, but I know I speak for all of us when I say we would like to be in Noah's life," I say to her, because if this has taught us anything, it’s that we need to focus on the future. Focusing on the past clearly has done nothing but destroy us.

      "I'd like that, and I'm sure Noah would," she says, and I’m fucking relieved she doesn’t think we are monsters and won’t let us near Noah. He is family, and I want to know him growing up.

      "Good," I mutter, rubbing my face. This changes everything, and I need to make sure my brothers are on the same page as I am. I look at them, and I’m not sure. They look confused and messed up.

      "One more thing I need to tell you," she says.

      "What?" I gently ask as I look back at her.

      "If you are planning on winning Trixy back, you have a hell of a job. None of you deserve even one hair on her head, but lucky for you, she loves you all. Trixy is stubborn though. If you love her and want her back, you will need to fight like crazy," she warns, crossing her arms. I look to my brothers, seeing the same guilt I'm feeling shining in their eyes. We are all a mess, lost in the fucking darkness without her because she is our light. She always has been, but we were idiots not to see it.

      “We want her back.” Garett’s comment is simple.

      “We will get her back. Life is fucking worthless without her. The funny thing is, we set out to ruin her for David. Instead, she destroyed us, and now without her, we are nothing.” I smile at Gage’s comment. He is beyond right. All I want is for Trixy to spend the rest of her life ruining us.

      I want her back. I want her for fucking forever.

      Trixy Ansley belongs to us.

      And we are going to fight for her and never stop until she forgives us, because if anyone in the world is worth it, it is Trixy. Trixy is worth the world.
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      "We are closed, sorry," I shout after hearing the doorbell ring, indicating someone has come into the bakery. I finish wiping the table down before I turn around and freeze, seeing the Hallow brothers stood in front of the door. I didn’t expect to see them, and the cloth falls out of my hand in shock. They look good, too good, considering I really hate them. Hate isn’t even the right word for my feelings towards them. I don’t know what is. I love them. I hate them. I don’t know what to do with them now they are here in front of me. They are dressed as usual, smart but casual, and somehow looking better than anyone else around them.

      "Can we talk to you for a bit?" Griffin asks, and even hearing him speak hurts deep down in my chest. I try to focus on the street outside, the sun setting in the distance, and how for a little second, there is silence before the heavy traffic moves and cars flash by.

      "Are you planning on breaking my heart for a game again? Because I don't want to fucking play. Get out," I tell them, shaking my head and crossing my arms, waiting for them to leave, but they don't. Something has changed, because they don't look confident. They look...broken. It's the only reason I don't run away and I stay still, waiting for them to explain anything.

      "Lottie turned up at our door yesterday," Gage explains to me, stepping around his brother and pulling out a chair at the table in front of them. My heart pounds deep in my chest, worried for my friend and little Noah. I don’t trust anything to do with the Hallow brothers anymore, and I sure as shit don’t trust them around some of the most important people in my life. He sits down, crossing his arms against his leather jacket. "We have a cute little nephew and a girlfriend we need to apologise to."

      "You think an apology will cut it?" I say, a hollow laugh escaping my lips from the pure anger I feel at him calling me their girlfriend. That isn’t me anymore. "Did Lottie tell you how David tried to rape me? How he tried to hurt me because he was an asshole? Did she tell you how I'm sick of you Hallow brothers trying to destroy my life? You've won, you hurt me more than David ever could have. What else could you possibly want from me?" I shout at them, tears burning my eyes, and I see how much my words hurt them. I'll admit it feels almost good to hurt them as they did me, though I love them still, so I'm conflicted about saying anything more. They confuse me more than I'd like to admit. A stupid part of me wants to cuddle them and tell them it’s all going to be okay. Feelings are so fucking confusing at times.

      "You in our lives. For good because we love you," Garett is the one that says it, and it completely throws me off from my angry rant for a clear moment. They know everything, but it doesn't mean for one second that I can forgive them for what they did. I cried for two days in my aunt's arms, and since then, I've been nothing but mad and hurt. I've thrown myself into working here until the university is open again. Then I plan to finish university and never see any of them again. I can’t. Not after this.

      "I can't forgive you," I honestly tell them because I don’t want to lead them on.

      "Yes, you can. In time. When we prove that we are forever for you, Trix," Griffin gently says, taking a step closer. "We love you, and we will do anything to make this right."

      "I want you to all leave," I say, my voice catching, and I quickly walk to the counter, opening the door up and getting to the other side. The brothers follow me over, but they let me have my safety on this side of the counter at least.

      "We will go, but every day, we are coming back. I don't care if it takes months or even years. We are yours," Garett tells me, pleading with me from the tone in his voice. “We are so fucking sorry. I messed up, and if I could take it all back, I would. I will never hurt you again, and that is a fucking promise. You’re our world, our girl and our family all in one. No one could replace you or be anything close to how amazing you are. I love you, that is the truth. People lash out at the ones they love just because it is easier than facing their own guilt. I feel so fucking guilty about David, all of us do. We should have been there for him and made sure he didn’t turn out the way he did, and we took that out on you. You have no clue how sorry we are.”

      "I love you, Trix,” Gage says. “Everything we did was from anger and not knowing the truth. I thought David was a kind and sweet kid, and we didn't know him. That was our fault, and then when we read that letter, I thought we could finally do something for him, even if it was too late. Grief makes you think crazy things, but no matter what happened, I never lied about loving you," Gage tells me and rubs his face before looking back at me as I wipe a few tears that have fallen away.

      "I understand that. I really do, but I don't think I will be able to pretend you all didn't lie and hurt me. I really fell for you. Despite everything, I wanted us. Now I want you to leave. We all need to move on with our lives," I tell them, no matter how much it hurts to say it. The truth is I don’t want them not in my lives. I love them, each one of them for a different reason, and I’m always thinking of them. I don’t know exactly how to feel alive without them with me…but I’m no pushover. I can’t just forget the past, it isn’t that simple.

      "There is no moving on for us, Trix. You're everything in our future, or we will have nothing at all," Gage says, and I turn my gaze away from him because his words make me feel like I can't breathe.

      "See you tomorrow, Trix," Garett says before grabbing Gage's arm and forcing him to leave the bakery. Griffin stands still before pulling out a thick wad of notes folded in half. He has been silent, letting his brothers say everything he wanted to. Griffin isn’t the one who is good with words like his brothers. Something has changed though because the Hallow brothers are walking away without getting what they want.

      "Every day I didn't see you, I wrote a note. That movie we watched was stuck in my head as much as you were. Anyway, I will drop a note in every day now. It can be our thing," he suggests.

      "There is no 'our', Griff," I say, my voice catching on the thick emotions that feel stuck in my throat.

      "Not yet, no. We don't give up, and even if you never want us, we will be there waiting. We know how wrong we were and how much we owe you. If we pay it for the rest of our lives, that is cool to us. We never had any other family other than us and you. We always excluded David and anyone because our parents taught us that was the best way to be. And look how that ended. We lost David, and we were never there to stop him from turning into a monster. Then we fell for you, and that changed our world completely," he says, and I’m shocked for a second that he is the one talking.

      "It changed my world too. I've never loved anyone like I've loved you three, but then you broke me," I almost whisper the end of my sentence because I still struggle to even think back to that night. I lost a piece of myself then, and I don't know how to get it back. Forgiving them isn't the answer though, that I am sure of.

      "I'm sorry." His statement, no matter how much it sounds like he means it, falls on deaf ears. I keep my head held high as he turns and walks out of the bakery, and only when the door shuts do I let myself burst into tears.

      They got what they wanted, they ruined me, and it looks like everyone regrets it.
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      "So what do the notes say?" Lottie asks after I slide the new cupcakes into the display, and I roll my eyes at her. The bakery has been raucously busy today, and I feel like most of London has turned up to try the new spring cupcakes that Aunt Linsey has made.

      "They were sweet. Every note is a thing he loves about me. Everything from my hair to the cute noises I make when I'm asleep, to the fact I always paint my toenails pink," I tell her, and she struggles to not say how cute that is. Lottie is all team Hallow brothers in the last month, while I've done everything I can to avoid them. I will admit the Hallow brothers have kept to their promise to not give up. My dorm room and Aunt Linsey’s apartment look like a flower store has thrown up all over it because, every day, they come to find me with a bunch of flowers. Griff always has a note for me, and Gage always spends half an hour outside my door talking about his day and keeping me entertained.

      They haven't given up...yet. I fully expect they will at some point, and then my heart will finally stop hurting all the damn time. Especially when they are around. I've been spending all my weekends at the bakery, just for something to do and to get away from the university where everything reminds me of them. In the last month, the Hallow brothers have come over every Saturday and taken Noah out for the day. They take him to the zoo the most, and they have been nothing but amazing in helping Lottie. Somehow they even managed to get her to accept a little help with money, which she explained the brothers feel like they are paying what David should have done in maintenance.

      I will admit, they are good guys somewhere deep down. I just wish they didn't do what they did to me. The students at the university still constantly laugh at me when the Hallow brothers aren't around, and Ariel seems more determined than ever to piss me right off. Turns out, the Hallow brothers never touched her, and she didn't have any part in their plan. As far as I know, they haven't touched any other girl this last month. The bell rings as the door opens, and I look up, seeing a blonde woman with bright green eyes come in.

      "Izzy!" Lottie shouts over, and I look back as Jake comes out the back and goes over to the woman with Lottie. They all hug before Lottie waves me over. I put my apron down before going over, and I'm quickly pulled into a hug by this random woman.

      "This is my aunt, Izzy King. Izzy, this is Lottie's friend, Trixy Ansley," Jake introduces us.

      "Lottie told me so much about you over the Christmas break. It's lovely to meet you," she says, and I smile at her.

      "How come you are in London?" Jake asks.

      "Blake has a training meeting here, and I thought I'd come and see you. Oh and get some shopping in while I'm here," she answers. “You don’t mind your auntie popping in, do you?”

      "Of course not. You are always welcome, you know that. Are you staying overnight?" Jake asks her, and I admire how friendly they all are.

      "Yes, we have a hotel around the corner actually. Can we all go out for dinner tonight? If you aren't busy that is," she asks with a big smile. “Blake would like to see you as well. Also we have to take pictures of you back to your mom and dad to prove to them you are all well and good. Not that they don’t stalk you online anyways.”

      "I'd love that. Noah will be back from his day with his uncles at about four. We could meet up around six for dinner," Jake suggests, just as the bell rings on the door and a delivery man comes in holding a giant white teddy bear that says "The Hallow brothers love Trixy" on its belly.

      "Dear god, they are taking this too far. Where the hell am I going to put that?" I mutter as the delivery guy tries not to laugh as he drops the teddy at my feet, and I sign the form so he can leave.

      "We will take it upstairs for now. I’m sure Noah will love it," Lottie says, trying not to laugh. "Jake, want to grab the feet and help me?"

      "Sure," he replies, and he is just as bad as she is, still laughing as they both carry the giant teddy upstairs.

      "Shall we sit down and have a drink while you tell me what the hell your guy did that he thinks a giant teddy will fix?" Izzy asks, and I can only nod as I follow her over to a table. I go and grab us some drinks before I sit down with her.

      "It's three guys in my life that have messed up actually," I explain to her.

      "Three? Wow, that sounds like a handful," she says, nearly coughing on her cup of tea. It is a modern way of thinking for sure.

      "It certainly is. Especially when they set out to hurt me but instead fell in love with me. I love them, but I don't know how to put the past behind me. I'm sorry, I'm blurting this all out to a complete stranger," I say, biting down on my lip hard enough for it to hurt.

      "Lottie is family, and Lottie says you're like a sister to her, so you’re family too. You can talk to me, and I won't repeat anything you say if you don't want me to," she says, placing her hand on mine for a moment before removing it. “I didn’t have the best start in life, and I know how messed up relationships can get because of one thing or another. Blake is my husband now, but once, one of my brothers beat into him because he was dating me in secret. There was other stuff going on, but yeah, relationships are hard. Once you find that one person, you hold onto them no matter how hard it gets. Trust me, you get a great future in the end.”

      "Thanks," I shyly say because, hell, I don't know how to take Izzy. She is stunning and kind and lovely.

      "One of my brothers did something terrible to a girl he was in love with. It was complicated, and Maisy spent a long time learning how to forgive him because, in the end, they loved each other and found their way back. People make mistakes, but it all comes down to one thing: Can you live without them in your life?" she asks. “If you can, then walk away. They aren’t for you.”

      "No. I miss them. God, I really miss them," I admit because it’s true with every part of my soul.

      "I'm not going to tell you what to do, but that kind of love? The love that makes you feel breathless, crazy and so happy it could make you cry isn't something to give up on," she tells me.

      "Thanks for the advice," I say, and for the first time since that night, I smile. It won't be easy for us, but Izzy is right. That insane, perfectly crazy love isn't something to give up on. You fight for it with everything you have.

      Because if you don't fight for love, what is there left to fight for?
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      "Sorry!" I tell the stranger I bump into as I climb up the steps of the stadium and find my seat near the front that the Hallow brothers sent me a ticket for. I doubt they expected me to come tonight, but they asked if I would as it's the first game of the season, and it's important to them. I've spent the week thinking over how I should tell them I'm going to give them one more chance, but I've yet to come up with a way. I want to make it clear I'm not forgiving them for it all, but choosing to try and make a future for us all to enjoy. This state of limbo between us all isn't doing any of us any good.

      I frown as I clear my thoughts and quickly become aware all the people around me are stood up, cheering and laughing. Someone is whistling, and I quickly stand up, but I can't see over the tall guy in front of me. I turn around and climb on my seat before standing up. A chuckle leaves my lips when I see what everyone is laughing at. The Hallow brothers are walking across the field in just their boxers which are pink. My favourite shade: hot pink. They have also written "belongs to Trixy" with a pink marker across their chests as well. I bite my lip as Gage looks my way, and they all stop, grinning at me before waving me over. My cheeks burn red, but I’m laughing as I climb off my seat, and people move out of the way for me as I walk down the steps and onto the field. The cold wind blows against us as they wait for me to get to them, and I cross my arms.

      "Aren't you cold?" I ask, trying not to laugh too much. I’m laughing a little though because, man, do they deserve it.

      "We embarrassed you, so we thought you deserved to see us embarrassed and fucking cold," Garett says through gritted teeth. “The guys on the team are recording it and posting it everywhere to make sure no one misses it.”

      "You guys really won't stop loving me, will you?" I ask them with a grin.

      "Never," Gage answers, and his brothers swiftly agree with him.

      "You came tonight. We didn't think you would," Griffin says, stepping a little closer to me. I take the last step, placing my hand on his chest, feeling his heart beating under my hand.

      "If we are going to do this, then I want us to be able to talk about our past. I want us to learn how to move on and focus on each other instead. No more lies or games, or I will go and never come back. This is the only deal I can give you," I firmly tell them all.

      "Deal," Griffin happily shouts and pulls me into his arms before kissing me. The crowds cheer as I smile against his lips, happy to be back in his arms. I let go only to have Gage kiss me, and the crowds cheer even louder this time.

      Garett just opens his arms, and I run into them. He swings me around before placing me down with his brothers on either side of me.

      "Forever, Trix." Then he kisses me.

      We might not be perfect or without our problems, but one thing is for sure. I love the Hallow brothers.

      We are forever.
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      Three years later...

      I rub my hand over my bump, just after this little baby made me throw up my breakfast today, and now the smell of the tuna sandwiches on the nearby table isn't making me feel too good. Pregnancy is not an easy thing, I’ve learnt, and I now have an all-time new respect for Lottie and how well she handled hers. The baby wasn’t planned but, instead, a happy surprise from our honeymoon away. We had an old-fashioned handfasting ceremony, binding us all together in a way that reflects our life.

      "You alright, Trix?" Griff asks, wrapping a hand around my waist and pressing a kiss to my forehead. I smile up at him as he covers my hand on my bump.

      "Yes, it’s just I don't think the baby likes the tuna sandwiches," I admit, looking over at Tilly King who just had two beautiful twin babies, both girls, who are currently napping with Harley King in the house. They also have a little boy who is about three and an older little girl. I'm sure they are sitting with the other children in the sandpit which is a pirate ship. It was a present from me and the brothers. Tilly recently explained to me how they didn't think she and Harley could have any other children, and then one baby came along. Then they had a massive surprise with the twins. I think they are a super cute couple.

      "I will remove them then," Griff says, letting me go and heading to the food table to fight Tilly on taking the sandwiches away. The warm wind blows my hair in front of my eyes as I turn and look over to where Noah and a little girl who is Izzy's child are running around Garett, Gage and Jake's dad, Sebastian. It's Noah's fourth birthday party, and all of Jake's family have come to join in the party. Any party, and the King family turn up. I rather love all of them now; they are like a family I didn't know I wanted. Aunt Linsey is off traveling and can't be here today, though I know she is happy. I search around for Lottie just as the music cuts out, and we all turn to look at the speakers by the house as Jake lowers himself onto one knee in front of Lottie.

      "Lottie, I don't know where to start. I once asked my dad how he knew my mum was the one for him. He told me there is a moment, a single moment where you know you have met your soulmate, and from there on, you will just know. I never really understood what he meant until the day I walked into the bakery, and there you were, laughing at something. I just knew right then that I wanted to spend the rest of my life making you laugh and loving you. Lottie, will you marry me?" Lottie doesn't answer as she throws her arms around him, crying in joy with the rest of us.

      "YES!" she emotionally shouts as he swings her around and everyone cheers and hoots. Maisy and Sebastian run to Jake and Lottie, congratulating them as does everyone else. Except for three brothers who walk to me. I link my hands with Gage and Garett as Griff kisses my cheek.

      “You know you’re our world, Trix,” Gage tells me, and his brothers smile lovingly at me. Time has made no difference to our relationship, we still all love each other, and we work hard to make us work. Yes, it’s not easy being accepted everywhere, but the world is slowly changing.

      “And you guys are mine. Looks like I’m going to need three dates to the wedding. Any takers?” I ask, and it makes them laugh.

      “You have three Hallow brothers not just for one date, but for life.” I smile at that.

      I don't know how we got here, but one thing is for sure, we have a happy ending.
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        Thank you so much for reading Try to Ruin Me! I started writing this last year and I’m so happy Trixy and The Hallow Brothers story is out.

        A big thank you to my family, Helayna, Mad’s, Cora and everyone that supported me with this book!

        Helayna, thank you once again for editing my book and making it perfect. I couldn’t do this without you!

        Thank you to my wonderful Pack Leaders for everything. <3

        Once again, thank you readers for your continued support! You’re all amazing, and I couldn’t do this without my readers!
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          Also by G. Bailey

        

      

    

    
      Based in the same world as Try to Ruin Me, discover the King Brothers story. Starting with Izzy King…
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      When you start living with your four overprotective brothers for the first time, the smart thing is to avoid their extremely hot best friend, and not kiss him. Right?

      

      Izzy King knows dating former playboy, Blake Frost, behind her family’s back isn’t the greatest idea. When the attraction becomes too great to avoid, keeping their relationship a secret is the only way they can be together.

      But, Izzy isn’t the only one keeping secrets. The King brothers are full of them.

      Can Blake and her brothers keep her safe from the past that haunts them all?

      These kings could destroy her, but she isn't able to walk away...Danger, lust, and King brothers never mix well.

      18+ due to violence, sexual scenes, and language

      

      Link to Amazon here…
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        Instagram

        Facebook

        Twitter

        Pinterest

        Sign up to my Newsletter for teasers, giveaways and more…

        Sign up here.

      

      

      www.gbaileyauthor.com
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        G. Bailey is a USA Today bestselling author of books that are filled with everything from dragons to pirates. Plus, fantasy worlds and breath-taking adventures. Oh, and some swoon-worthy men that no girl could forget. G. Bailey is from the very rainy U.K. where she lives with her husband, two children and three cheeky dogs. And, of course, the characters in her head that never really leave her, even as she writes them down for the world to read! 

      

        

      
        Please feel free say hello on here or head over to Facebook to join G. Bailey's group, Bailey's Pack!

        (Where you can find exclusive teasers, random giveaways and sneak peeks of new books on the way!)
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        Find more books by G. Bailey on Amazon…

        Link here.
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