“Turn her around

‘Let's do her together!

'Look at her, take a closeup of her face when I
c¢*m on her’

"No! Get off me!”
"Get the f*ck away from me, you assholes!"

I felt trapped. The darkness was consuming me. |
could hardly breathe.

"FUCK OFF!" I nearly screamed as a hard knock
on the bathroom door jolted me back to reality.

"What the hell is taking so long? I need to use
the bathroom," Charlotte yelled from outside.




~ careful not to meet my reﬂectlon s gaze, and ‘

splashed cold water on my face before leaving
the bathroom. Charlotte shoved past me,
deliberately brushing my arm to make her

frustration clear, and slammed the door shut
behind her.

I wondered what she felt when she looked in the
mirror. Her short black hair with long brown

eyes must be so attractive. She wasn't a broken
soul like me.

The storm outside was raging, but everything
had been secured, so the women from the
basement had finally come out.

[ was standing in my spot when my mother and
Emma walked in. Charlotte emerged shortly |
after, her hands and face freshly washed. '




hought! Charlotte continued her tirade agains
’me I wondered what [ had done this time to
upset her.

I don't remember her being this toxic. Maybe
her mother taught her how to manipulate and
discard people perfectly.

*Norman has asked her to leave. That means he's
furious with her, and now with me, because I'm
the reason she came here. So that was why my
mother was losing her mind. It seemed like

every conversation they had somehow revolved
around me.

When I first told her about Norman, she was too
busy worrying about the storm. But now, she
was bringing it up again.

“The rogue king requests your presenc
~ dinner," a maid announced as sh e




Not once did she ask why I looked so pale, or - i
why my chin was bruised, or why there were '
bite marks on my arms. | had tried to hide them,

but she must have noticed the black eye and the
other bruises when | arrived.

"What about her?" Charlotte gestured toward
me.

"She has to come too. Otherwise, McQuoid will
think I'm a bad mother," my mom replied, her

gaze as hollow as her words when she looked at
me.

"And it might be her last dinner;” Aunt Emina
added with a shrug. 1 followed them to the

dining room where Lord McQuoid was alreadyﬂf
seated.

wious discomfort. I kept my he




‘heading upstairs to find 'his‘br(')th'ers.

"Norman and the others have been running
around, taking care of the academy and the
mansion. And I believe they're still a bit upset
about what happened this morning," Aunt Emma
responded, her gaze slyly shifting toward me.

"They should be here. They ought to have one
last dinner with their stepsister,” Lord McQuoid
insisted, causing my mother to shoot him a
harsh, judgmental stare.

“Why? Can't you see how much her arrival has
upset Norman? He never raised his voice like
that before, and Maximus has never threatened
to leave! Why are you trying to ruin the little




" his muscular arms and a tattoo of a dev
on his left forearm. |

"It's fine. We haven't started yet,;‘ Lord McQuoid

replied, smiling as if pleased his son had joined
us.

“The others are still handling matters at the
academy. They might not make it tonight;
Norman said, his voice calm again, though I
couldn't forget the way he had spoken to me
earlier.

[ noticed that Norman hadn't glanced at me
once. His muscles were still taut, his veins
prominent, making it clear he wasn't

comfortable—his whole body seemed too tense
for that.




shoulders hovering over the dishes, the way I
massive fingers gripped the fork—it all
captivated me. The silverware seemed almost
invisible in his giant hands, and everything
around him looked so small in comparison.

When he took a bite, his red lips brushed the
spoon clean, and then I felt his eyes on me.
That's when I realized just how inappropriately I
had been staring.

I quickly looked down, embarrassed to have
been caught by him.

“She has a tiny stomach. I don't think she can
handle the fancy food yet,' Emma remarked as if
I had just wandered out of the wilderness. I had
eaten good food before, but I had to admit, the
dishes in front of me were prepared with su: "
precision and made from the finest ingred




I couldn't believe how embarrassing I was. The
moment I had a spoon in my hand, I began
shoveling the food into my mouth as if I hadn’t
eaten in years. They all stared at me in silence
until my mother nudged me with her elbow.

"You must be really hungry,' Lord McQuoid
commented, and I nodded, managing a weak
simile.

"I haven't had solid food like this in a week.
This... tastes really good," I murmured, my voice
shaky, tears welling up in my eyes. The whole
table listened to me, no one interrupting. It felt
like I was on a desperate mission, trying to store
up food for the time I'd spend searching for a

home after they kicked me out of here.
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It wasn't until much later that I fina
! to find them all staring at




