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I have schizophrenia. That means everyone thinks I’m a monster. 
-unknown








  
  Content Warnings


This book contains dark themes such as mental illness, child abuse, medical abuse, violence, and a relationship between two step-brothers. If any of these are too sensitive, please don’t read further. There is also explicit sexual content that includes feminization, voyeurism, a few orgy scenes, and lingerie fetish. 
Mental health is important, and I wanted to express that it doesn’t make you any less deserving of love and beautiful things happening to you even if you mind tells you so. If you or someone you know is struggling please reach out to resources and trusted family and friends. I see you, I understand you, and you matter. 
Mental Health Resource:

www.noshameonu.org 

24/7 Hotline: 1-800-273-(TALK)8255

Or text: 741741
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From: Dr. Ian Keller [ kellermd@cop.com] 
To: Misha Romanov [romanovMisha@gmail.com] 
Date: September 3rd, 2024
Hello Misha,
I am once again reaching out to you about your care and medication. You haven’t picked up your refills or called the office back to reschedule your appointments. You are not well and I am concerned about your wellbeing. Please respond as soon as possible. 
Best Regards,
Dr. Ian Keller
Lead Psychiatrist
Center of Psychiatry of Chicago
224-872-5762
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Jax


Age Twelve 
“COME ON, baby.” Maman says as she pulls on my hand, dragging me into the restaurant in the nice part of the city. 
As we pass, she gets looks from other men and it sets me on edge. My mom is pretty for a thirty-two year old woman. She has a young face that is lightly done up in makeup, her hair clipped back away from her face with messy tendrils falling on the sides in blonde spurts, and a dress that is classy but not. Her tan skin glows from our vacation we always take to France, but now that we’re back in Lake Eliza, she stands out like a star. Audrey Tate has always been like that. She’s sunshine and I'm dark. Somehow, we’re polar opposites. Mom and I, but she says she wouldn’t have it any other way. 
It’s always been mom and me. Just us and I liked it that way, but in the last few months, she started dating a man named Alexei. We met a few weeks ago. He has a weird name and an unusual accent. He’s nice and apparently rich. But he looks scary. Covered in tattoos and he has this look in his eyes, like he’s empty. He has guards that rest around the house and follow him where he goes. Which I thought was weird if he wasn’t the president. But he seems to treat Mom good so… whatever. That’s what matters to me. 
I’m not used to her attention on another man. Not since my father whom I remember in bits and pieces. And those weren’t good. He just disappeared. I’d ask mom about him and she’d clam up—get this ghost like sheen to her face before telling me he died and, I don’t believe her, but I can’t find it in me to badger her about it. 
I never cared, but I was curious about him. I never asked again. Not if she looks like she’ll puke when asked, so I keep my curiosity to myself. 
We approach a table in the restaurant and Alexei stands up and greets mom with a kiss on her cheek. My eyes fall on the kid sitting across from us. 
I don’t like the unexpected, and another kid is unexpected. It throws my whole mental routine off in a way that angers me, but I keep the mask on my face, because I don’t like dealing with the consequences of opening my mouth about it. 
“Jaxon, this is my son, Carter. You guys are the same age so I think you’ll hit it off.” Alexei smiles as Carter stares blankly. I cock my head and hold my hand out to him, because that’s what mom says you should do when you meet people, but he just stares ahead—not even acknowledging me. “Carter, shake his hand.” 
Carter’s eyes blink a few times and he pulls his gaze to mine. A forest of green meets my dark blue then takes my hand in his and it feels… fuzzy. 
I usually feel stiff when people touch me. I had an aversion to touch. I didn’t enjoy people hugging me or slapping me on the back. Only those I give permission to, so this feeling is foreign to me. This lightness as his soft hand holds mine for seconds longer than necessary. 
I pull my hand away like it’s on fire, dropping into my seat across the table from him. 
Mom and Alexei talk about their week, and I tune them out like I always do. I just sit there, pushing my food around my plate as I watch my soon to be stepbrother. 
“Hey.” I say. He looks at me and says nothing. I notice he’s wearing a DeathPunch band t-shirt, one of my favorites. “What’s your favorite song?” I ask. 
Again, he says nothing. He starts moving his hands around, and I don’t understand it. Why isn’t he talking? What’s the deal with his hands? 
He keeps motioning with his fingers, moving them slowly and shuffling them in different ways with swoops, shakes, and tapping. 
“What’s wrong with him?” I ask Alexei and his eyes widen slightly as Mom goes to chastise me. 
“Jax!” She shrieks. I tilt my head, still not understanding. 
“He’s mute, he doesn’t speak words like we do. He uses his hands.” Alexei replies. “It’s called sign language.” 
“Sign language.” I repeat and Alexei nods. “Can he hear? Is he deaf?” Mom is practically vibrating next to me as she looks from me to her boyfriend. Alexei isn’t fazed by my questions. 
I don’t understand why she’s getting so upset. 
“No, he hears fine. He has the ability to speak, he just doesn’t.” Alexei says. He signs something to Carter and Carter looks at me dubiously. “We’ll teach him how to sign so you can talk.” Alexei says while his hands move. 
I realize he spoke what he was signing for Mom and I. 
Carter signs back. 
“He said it’s fine if you don’t want to.” Alexei looks at me and I shrug. 
We finish dinner and by the end of it, Alexei proposes to Maman, and she looks like stars fill her eyes. It’s over the top and their display of affection is… weird. I don’t prefer to be hugged or kissed. I’ve only ever let my mom do it, but lately, I have been thinking about my mouth being on Mia. How does it feel? Does it make you different the way it’s made Mom different? 
Would I feel anything? I don’t think I would. The feelings I feel usually range from boredom to anger to nothing. I know I care about Mom and maybe Alexei a little…I guess, still not totally sure, but I don’t love them. I don’t know what love feels like and I don’t know how to feel it. 
Mom knows that. It wasn’t long after my ninth birthday when I got into a fight at school and beat a kid up for shoving me into a locker. I broke his nose and I kept hitting him with my fists until teachers pulled me off of him. His blood was all over my hands and shirt and I was suspended for a week. Mom made me go to a therapist, not because I fought, but because I was grinning the entire time. Because I liked hurting Damon Ivanov with my fists. Not him specifically, but in general. 
Needless to say, Damon also enjoyed our fight and we became good friends. 
But my therapist suspects I have something called ASPD. Mom cried and I sat there not sure why. I took it that it was bad if she started sobbing over it. 
It’s not that I’m antisocial. I choose who I’m social with and who I care enough to bother. But most often, I just don’t. Talking is a waste. It proves nothing. I don’t care to make friends which I guess is odd how Damon and I became friends. 
Damon is a different kind of strange. He likes pain and fighting and all that stuff. He said it makes his head quiet, whatever that means. 
“Jaxon, you can’t be so abrasive. Not everyone understands it.” Mom says as she pulls the car into our apartment complex garage. 
“I was asking a question. Or several.” I say. She sighs. 
“Jax, Carter is… special. He’s not like you. You thrive on toughness and you don’t let people push you, where you explode, he… implodes.” She explains, tapping her finger on the wheel. 
Implode? 
“I don’t understand.” I shake my head. 
“Just be careful with what you say and do around Carter, okay? We’re going to be living together and we want you guys to be friends.” She smiles softly, but her eyes are worried. 
They always are with me. 
I nod wanting this conversation to be over and she’s satisfied with it. 
I have no desire to be friends with Carter or talk to him or learn sign language so he can talk to me. Carter can either deal with who I am or don’t for all I care. 
There’s nothing wrong with me. 
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Jax


Age Seventeen
IPOUND my fist on the conjoined bathroom door that separates my room with Carter’s. The fucker has been in there for at least forty minutes and he knows we have to leave soon to catch the bus to school. 
Growling under my breath, I beat my fist against it again and he swings the door open. He’s lanky and lean with slight muscle where I’m a little more built since I work out a lot, almost the same height as me with a mop of brown wavy hair that’s too long. He’s wearing a plain grey shirt and ripped jeans with vans. His jaw is clenched as he glares at me. 
“We leave in ten fucking minutes.” I say, then lean on the doorframe. 
‘I know, asshole.’ He signs. 
“Great. Don’t be late or Mom will kill me.” I push off the frame and grab my backpack. I swing it over my shoulder and look over at him and arch a brow. “Keep looking at me like that or I’ll think you have a crush on me, bro.” I smirk and his cheeks flush a pretty shade of pink. 
‘I’d rather jump off a cliff.’ He huffs and disappears into his room to grab his bag. 
He’s such a filthy pretty liar, my stepbrother. He’s had a crush on me since we met. Me? I don’t have crushes. I have obsessions. Namely, Carter is that obsession. My interest wasn’t a thing until last year. He’d intrigued me when we first met, even tried being his friend, but he started distancing himself from me. I didn’t take it lightly, either. I’ve allowed him to believe I hate him, but that’s become tedious. Too taxing. I need more. I need to touch, to prod, to take. I need to dig inside of Carter to find out why he excites me to the very marrow of my bones unlike any other. So, until then, I’ll get on his nerves. Every reaction, I see a little more of the bigger picture—the masterpiece of Carter Romanova, but there’s still some blurry parts, but no mind. I’ll figure them out sooner or later. 
I bounce down the stairs and into the kitchen where Alexei and Mom are prancing and shuffling to get their own shit together. 
“Have a good day at school, don’t get into trouble.” She points a finger at me. 
I palm my chest as if I’m offended with a dazzling smile. 
“Moi? Non. Je suis un bon garçon.” Me? No. I’m a good boy. I tell her in French. Her eyes twinkle and I’d like to say that she believes therapy has been working over the years for my aversions, but I’ve only gotten better at hiding it from her. 
I’m not so careless after all. She’s the only one in my life that gives a shit about me other than Damon so I guess I owe it to her to at least pretend I’m normal and not fucked up. It definitely helps keeping her off my back. I’ve learned over the years if I just act like a decent human, she’s happy. There isn’t much I wouldn’t do for her to make her happy, so if I have to mask to the point of exhaustion, I will. 
I hear a huff behind me and I turn around to see Carter with his bag slung over his shoulder. 
‘Move.’ He signs. 
I smile smugly at him. 
‘Make me.’ 
His eyes narrow to mossy slits. 
“Boys, please.” Alexei intervenes sternly. 
Ever since Carter and I got into a brawl out in the lawn a year ago, about what, I couldn’t tell you, I didn’t give a shit what it was about, Alexei has been very particular about our interactions. He watches Carter specifically. Not me. Despite the fact that I’m probably more likely to blow a gasket and make him bleed for the fuck of it. No, he keeps his forest gaze on Carter. All the time. I’m not sure why exactly. 
Mom was right when she told me he was special. I still have no idea what it means, but I do know something is off with Carter. 
But he isn’t off like me or Damon. 
It’s something different. 
There have been nights where I notice he’ll move his lips as if he’s talking to himself. He’ll go days without leaving his room unless it’s to go to school and when he does come out, it’s like he’s a zombie with a glazed look in his eye. His head will twitch and his fingers constantly tap his thigh like he’s agitated. 
I never put together why he does those things, but I also never cared enough to dig deeper. It’s gnawed at me lately though. With my inherent need to know everything about him, but I do like fucking with him. However I can. Whenever I can. 
It’s my favorite game. 
We walk to the bus stop side by side. I find myself peeking at him. He’s objectively attractive and it makes me feel weird to say or think that about him. Not in a guilty way, just a different way. He still makes me fuzzy like I’m filled with air sometimes. 
Must be that obsession. Or a side affect of it. A disease, even. 
Yet it always was this way whenever I’m around him. I’d never felt so electrified around anyone else. From our first meeting when my hand encompassed his, I felt alive. Like I could feel the atoms in my own breath. Even now, when I look at him, my heart does a weird flip, and when he gives me his attitudes because of some sly thing I say, it goes haywire. 
I try to brush it off as his elbow knocks into mine, making me grit my teeth—grinding into dust, because I don’t understand why I feel this way. For as long as I can remember, I’ve only ever felt empty. Despondent. Barely human. I always struggled with emotions and with relationships outside of my mother—Damon doesn’t exactly count, because our friendship started in such an unorthodox way. I drain myself trying to blend in and seem normal. I study the people around me to react how I’m supposed to, I smile even if it feels wooden and strained, and I try to at least wear this mask every day, but it’s so terribly exhausting. Every interaction is a leech…except when it comes to Carter and Damon. 
The bus pulls up after a minute and we get on. He slinks down in a seat by himself as he always does—avoiding eye contact, immediately looking down at his phone, and I saunter down the aisle and drop next to Damon. 
“Dude! Look at what I got.” Damon says as he shoves foil packets into my chest—condoms specifically. Extra large, as if I ever needed to know his dick size. 
My lip curls. 
“What the hell?” I throw them at his face and he barks out a trill of laughter that irritates me, as usual. “The fuck do you need those for?” 
“I’m gonna fuck Nancy, duh.” He shrugs, shoving them into his backpack. 
“Why?” 
“Because she’s hot.” Is all he says which doesn’t help me in the slightest. 
My interaction with the opposite sex is lacking. Then again my interaction with most people is lacking. I kissed Mia or rather she kissed me almost three months ago at a party. I felt nothing. Absolutely nothing which apparently is normal for someone like me. My therapist says people like me feel impulse, obsession, control, possession, rarely do we ever feel happiness, love, affection, what the fuck ever. So I haven’t really dabbled in sex or anything like that. Not that I haven’t thought about it. Of course I have. My dick gets hard randomly and I’ve masturbated, I’ve felt lust, but I’ve never felt it with a person. I’ve never even orgasmed. The times I masturbate, I get pissed off, because it feels impossible to reach, so I give up. Doing that with another person feels a lot like overstimulation. I don’t like that. 
That requires actually talking to people and more pretending which is tedious and takes too much energy and time. The only reason Mia is still around is because I allow it and she takes whatever scraps I give her. 
Which isn’t much. 
I don’t particularly like talking to her. But she hangs onto me like I’m her boyfriend, like I’m her god. That I do like. But it doesn’t mean it outweighs how annoying she is to me. 
I don’t like talking to anyone except for Damon, sometimes Mom, and when I fuck with Carter. 
Especially Carter. 
He makes it easy to fuck with him, what can I say? 
The day drags as it always does. I don’t pay attention in class—not necessarily needing to. I’ve done all of the reading for the coursework. Coasting through the school year as usual. Taking AP classes was supposed to be challenging, but it quickly turned out to be a disappointment in keeping me focused when I absorbed the knowledge and it forces me to turn to other ways to keep my mind active to stay out of a black hole. So, I usually spend my free time in the library, reading whatever captures my attention and keeps it. 
My days are simple. Go to school, attend classes, wait for Damon’s hockey practices to finish in the library…sometimes the solarium our school has, then go home to bug my stepbrother until dinner. 
Damon and I are walking down the hall at the end of the day to our lockers when a commotion has the entire hallway erupting in hoots and howls. It draws my attention. The sounds scraping me raw as my eardrums tick with a swell of anger. I hated loud noises. 
“What’s that?” Damon asks. 
I shrug. Can we just fucking go? 
We push our way into a circle of kids who are yelling. My eyes focus on Marcus Brody. The jock that likes to push people around because he thinks because he’s on the football team, he’s hot shit. All the athletes here are like that. Small towns tend to breed the same mentality. Damon doesn’t do that shit, thankfully. He may be a jackass, but he’s a reserved jackass. 
Marcus’s thick arms are wrapped around some kid, their backs to us, so we can’t see who exactly it is, but I already don’t give a fuck. Not my monkey, not my circus. 
I roll my eyes. 
I turn to walk away, Damon a step behind me when someone shouting stops me. 
“Give the mute a reason to cry!” My ears ring. That chest disease spreading to my stomach. 
I turn slowly to see said mute is my mute. 
Carter shoves Marcus away, his lip bleeds and I see red. Absolutely red. No one fucks with Carter. No one except me. He’s mine to fuck around with. Fucking mine. 
How dare that shit for brains motherfucker. 
I push the fuck that egged Marcus into the wall. He tries to push back, but Damon just elbows him in the gut before bracing his forearm against his collarbone to keep him there as I stalk towards Marcus who has Carter pinned to the lockers with his hand fisting the front of his shirt. 
“You little freak.” Marcus croons with a malicious grin. Carter’s eyes connect with mine before I grip Marcus by the back of his neck and yank. 
I pull him off Carter, forcing him to the ground—my fists colliding with whatever body part I can reach. 
“Fuck off, Tate!” Marcus bellows beneath me. 
I punch him in the nose. The crack of his cartilage breaking under the force brings satisfaction inside of me. Blood pours from it and I start giving him shots to his body. My fists wreak havoc and carnage on the asshole. The sounds around us tune out as I pour my anger into it. 
“Get the fuck off me, man! I thought we were cool.” Marcus cries. 
I lean down so that we’re face to face. 
“Don’t ever touch him.” I growl. 
“He’s a fucking freak, dude.” Marcus sneers. 
I snatch the collar of his shirt and slam his head into the tile. 
“Touch him again, talk about him like that again and I’ll show you who the real freak is.” I grunt as I feel arms dragging me off him. 
I stumble backwards as Coach Marshall grips my collar and brings my nose to his. 
“You’re fucking done, Tate.” He hisses. 
Carter taps Coach on the shoulder and he reels to look at my stepbrother. 
‘He was only protecting me.’ Carter types on his phone. 
“I don’t care. Rules are rules, even for your brother.” Marshall glares at me and I smile which has a vein in his forehead making an appearance. 
Carter looks at me with a frown. 
“Let’s go.” Coach drags the three of us down the hall and into the front office. Carter and I are put in a conference room together while Marcus is escorted to the nurse. 
Coach reams me a new asshole and promises to call Alexei. Carter grumbles breathily as he sits down. 
I plop down next to him without a care in the world. 
Our eyes meet, stealing the breath in my lungs for long tense minutes. 
‘Why did you do that? I was fine.’ Carter signs. 
‘Because.’ I sign back with a shrug. I didn’t really feel like exploring the fact that I have been watching him for the last few years. Cataloging everything he is and what he does. The things he likes. Like his favorite color (blue), favorite movie (The Saw movies), his favorite meal (cajun shrimp linguine alfredo), and why he has nightmares ( I don’t fucking know). 
‘Because isn’t an answer, Jax.’ 
“Because dickhole, that’s what brothers do for each other.” I grumble and lean back in my chair. The lie rolls off my tongue, because he has no idea that I have never ever seen him as my brother. 
Carter only huffs, one of his many tell tale signs he’s done with conversation. 
Fine with me. 
I need a few minutes to decompress and find the zen for the conversation that’s about to take place. 
Principle Crawford finds us twenty minutes later looking grim, but guarded. A frown sharpens her jaw as she shuffles forward. 
“What happened?” She sits down in the chair across the table. 
Carter looks to me to explain. 
Massive oversight on his part. 
“Marcus was beating the fuck out of Carter and I stepped in.” I say. 
There. 
Simple. 
“Language, Mr. Tate,” she scolds, brow arched and all, “and how did the fight with Carter happen? Who instigated it?” 
“Fuck if I know.” I reply dryly. Her black eyes narrow to fine slits at my profanity. I didn’t care. I was already headed for a suspension, might as well knock the ball out of the park by being myself. I wasn’t an ass kisser on my best days let alone my worst ones. 
“Can you…ask him?” She nods at Carter and he sighs. 
This sort of shit happened all the time where he was concerned. He used to get special accommodations—an ASL translator, but that quickly changed when Carter refused to go to school and deal with the whispers and stares he got from having a college student trailing him everywhere. Alexei gave in to his strike, dismissing the poor girl, but not before laying into him about how he should act and what the fuck ever. Carter is a saint, so I never understood the bug up his ass about the situation. Then again, I don't know enough about it. 
“He’s not fucking deaf or stupid.” I snap, accent coming out thick and hoarse as the anger throttles through me. Her eyes widen and then lower. 
“I’m sorry. Carter, can you tell me how that happened?” Her voice is softer. Principle Crawford folds her hands over the table, avoiding my angry stare at her. 
Well, I guess I’m translating, I guess as Carter starts to sign the events leading up to my interference. 
“Marcus came up to me and shoved me. I flipped him off and started walking away when he grabbed me and started punching me.” I translate Carter’s fingers as they move in explanation. “No one helped me. No one stopped it until Jax came in. I know what he did was also wrong, but he was just protecting me.” I translate, ignoring the thump of my heart at how he’s defending me. 
The principal looks from me to Carter then back again and nods. 
“Okay. You know fighting on school grounds is a suspension right?” 
“Yeah.” I rub my hands on my jeans. 
“Since Carter was attacked, he won’t get suspended, but you will. You’ll be suspended for two days. ISS. I already called and spoke to your parents, they said to let you guys walk home. I don’t want you fighting in my halls again, Jaxon.” Crawford gives me a stern look and I almost want to laugh. 
Shit like that never works for me. 
But I won’t look a gift horse in the mouth. 
I nod with an angelic smile that she definitely doesn’t believe as I grab Carter’s hand, hauling us out of the front office. 
He lets me hold his hand as I drag him towards our neighborhood which isn’t too far, but still a trek through the shitty part of town. I’m surprised by the touch. That I instigated it at all. I don’t do touch. But holding his hand has this warmth in my stomach that wraps and tightens through my core. 
We walk like that, me gripping his hand tight and him straggling just behind me. We make it a few blocks before I lead him into a secluded alley. 
I needed a minute to process. Preferably with my hand still attached to his. It’s so…foreign. It feels odd…but not like it usually does when someone touches me. It feels tingly and right. 
I refuse to let his hand go. 
And he refuses to look me in the eye as his teeth roll into his bottom lip—abusing the skin under his ministrations. 
Something hot zaps me in my groin. What would it be like to bite into his lip? The thought invades my mind and I’m not sure why. I wasn’t fond of kissing. Or maybe it was Mia I wasn’t fond of kissing? 
“Carter.” I say. 
His eyes stay glued on the shitty brick building behind me. 
“Carter, look at me.” I say more harshly. Slowly, he drags his gaze up. I see the way his pupils have dilated in size, eating the green of his iris leaving a halo surrounding it. 
‘Has he touched you before today?’ I try signing with one hand and accept that I need to let his go. 
‘What does it matter?’ He signs back. 
‘It fucking matters.’ 
‘If I tell you yes, will you drop it?’ 
‘Fat fucking chance.’
Carter closes his eyes and grips the hair at his nape before responding. My blood heats waiting for his answer even though I know it. 
That fucker has been pushing him around. How did I miss it? 
‘Yes.’ 
‘I’m going to fucking kill him.’ 
Carter shakes his head with a step back. 
‘Don’t. Not for me. Don’t throw your life away over some douchebag. It’s not worth it. I’m not-’ I snatch his fingers before he can sign the rest. 
“Yes you are and yes it is.” I narrow my eyes, daring him to argue. He doesn’t. His lips part and now I really want to kiss him. “You’re mine. I’ll rip apart anyone who fucking hurts you with my bare hands.” 
And just where in the fuck did that come from? 
Oh, well. I said it… and meant it. Too late to take it back now that it’s out there between us. 
I step towards him and the slide of his throat as he swallows has my heart picking up pace. A feat only violence has done to me, no other person from just existing has ever made it gallop the way it is now. 
Interesting. 
‘Why are you looking at me like that?’ Carter signs nervously. His green eyes dart between mine then slide down my body to my dick that’s fucking half mast in my jeans. 
‘I want to try something.’ I say as I cup the back of his neck. I pull his body into mine, crashing my lips to his in a bruising kiss. He stands stiff as a board for all of a minute as I lick at his lips before he’s kissing me back. Like a rubber band snapping form being pulled too tight, Carter gives back as much I do. His mouth harsh and dominating…
And I let him. 
I fucking let him take control of our kiss. 
His hands latch onto my hoodie in a tight fist, pressing further into my body as I back him up to the wall. I press my tongue between his lips and he opens and lets me in, lets me invade his hot mouth and I don’t think I ever want to leave. I don’t ever want to part from the warmth of his body. He’s so hard and muscular. It feels so fucking right. 
Our dicks brush each other and a shiver coasts down my body. I have to rip my mouth from his as a breath shudders out of me. 
A burst of feelings slam into me, overwhelming me to the point I feel my clothes too much. Sounds sharpen and I zone in on his wet swollen lips that have a string of saliva keeping us connected. 
It lasts for a minute before he shatters my disassociation into smithereens. 
Carter drops his head back against the wall, breathing hard as he ruts his dick against mine. We grind against each other, chasing a euphoric high from it. I attack his throat with my lips, biting down on it and he gasps as my teeth mark his neck. I lap the flesh I sunk my teeth into. I don’t know what the electric crippling through my groin means, but it comes and it comes fast and hard as I explode with a grunt into his shoulder. Wetness pools inside my boxers and I realize I just orgasmed. For the first time with another person. 
I fucking came. 
And holy shit, it’s the best feeling I’ve ever felt. Making me go cross eyed and delirious as I keep slamming my hips to his, pressing up on my toes to drag my covered cock along his. My fucking god. 
Carter’s hot breath hits my ear and his hands grab onto my hips in a painful grip as he starts panting. I think he’s coming, too so I keep grinding into his pelvis. I mutter a curse under my breath with the realization that his cock is massive. Bigger than mine slightly, and girthy as fuck. 
Good thing I don’t plan to bottom, because if he ever fucks me, he’d split my asshole into two. 
My heart is fucking jack hammering inside my chest when my eyes finally meet his again. Moss meeting the ocean under heavy lids and dark lashes. He’s staring a hole into my head then he pushes me away. 
‘We shouldn't have done that.’ He shakes his head, his face turning pink. 
“Why? Because we’re two guys?” I grin wolfishly at him. 
I ignore the stabbing in my gut. 
‘No. Because we’re brothers. Brothers don’t do that.’ He waves his hand after to motion us bumping our cocks together and I bite my lip to stifle my laugh as his cheeks redden further. 
“We’re not related. Not really.” I shrug, causing a sharp glower to shutter over his blushing cheeks. My phone rings and I slide it out of my pocket. 
Mom. 
“Hey baby.” Mom greets me. She never really outgrew calling me that and I don’t correct her in telling her I’m not a baby anymore. 
“Hey Maman.” I say. Carter bounces from foot to foot, that finger tapping against his thigh. 
“Are you guys on your way home since you missed the bus?” She sighs and I know it’s because I did, in fact, get into trouble today. She apparently is a fortune teller. 
“Uh, yeah. We’ll be home soon.” I answer. 
“Good.” Is all she says and there’s a beat of silence. “I’m not upset, you know.” 
“About?” Of course I know what she’s referring to. 
“The fight. Not this time. You protected your brother and I’m proud of you for that.” Her voice has that protective glint to it and I almost scoff at the brother part. If only she knew what I did to said brother only minutes ago. The evidence coats my underwear, leaving it to plaster to my groin uncomfortably. 
“Of course.” I reply. 
“Okay, well, be safe and maybe try to avoid any more violence on your way home. We’re having dinner at five. I love you.” She chirps. 
“Yeah, love you, too.” I answer dutifully before hanging up. Letting her hear what she wants to keep her mind at ease is the least I could do. “Come on, let’s go home.” I nod at Carter. 
We walk silently down the street. We pass small shops, a bakery that smells amazing, a tanning salon then we’re suddenly walking through the lower end of town. The not so great part where houses look rundown and beat to shit. Even the apartments Mom and I used to live in. Man, it’s only gotten shittier over the years. 
Carter shuffles his backpack to his front and unzips it, looking for something. His search becomes frantic when he doesn’t find what he’s looking for. 
He stops walking and starts pulling shit out of his bag, letting it drop to the concrete. 
“What the fuck are you looking for?” I ask, annoyed at him for stopping. 
‘My medication.’ He gulps. He turns the backpack inside out. Notebooks, pens, and art supplies clatter to the concrete. The sound brittle as my irritation heightens. 
“It’s obviously not in there. You probably left it at home.” I huff. 
‘But I need it. I have to take it at the same time every day. I know I put it in here, I only leave it in my bag.’ He shakes his head. 
“What’s the big deal? Just look for it at the house and if it’s not there, get a refill.” I grind out. “We really have to go.” 
We’re not in a cozy spot in town and you don’t just loiter without someone getting handsy. Case in point, the fucking methhead beelining it towards us to beg for money. I know him. He’s been on the streets for years. His teeth have rotted completely, and lesions cover his face. Fucking Carl. 
Carter starts shoving his papers and notebooks back inside and I haul him down the street so we can get back to the house without incident. 
So long methhead Carl. 
Once we make it back, he runs upstairs ahead of me to his room and starts shuffling around in there. I walk past, but look at him as I do and there’s a worried look in his eye. Panic stricken and terrified. I should ask him why he’s so ruffled over some pills. Right? A normal person who feels empathy would. 
So I do. 
“Can’t find ‘em?” I ask as I lean on the door jam. 
He shakes his head. 
‘He’s going to kill me.’ He signs before dropping them with a defeated look. His entire posture deflates. 
‘Who?’ I ask. 
‘Dad. He’s going to think I flushed them down the toilet or something. He’ll-’ he stops abruptly and shakes his head. 
‘He’ll what?’ I step into his room. 
‘Nothing. Forget it. He’ll be upset with me.’ Carter sighs exasperatedly. 
It almost catches me off guard, because it’s the most sound he’s ever emitted before. 
‘Why can’t you just get a refill?’ I tilt my head to the side. 
‘You can’t refill before the date. On the bottle.’
I walk over and sit down next to him on the bed. For some reason, I’m not repulsed by him and what he did. I’m not agitated at the fact that we touched skin to skin and body to body. I want him near me. The moment Mia and I stopped kissing, I shoved her away, needing to get my bearings, because I felt itchy and repulsed, but not him. For some inexplicable reason. 
“When is the date? Maybe we can just call it in and go get it. He’ll never have to know.” I whisper. 
‘It’s too far away. He’ll know.’
I still don’t understand. How would he know? 
‘It’s fine. I’ll figure it out. I’m gonna take a nap.’ He signs. 
A nap sounds delightful. It’s one of my defaults when I’m not being a terror. 
‘Can I lay down with you?’ I sign. His body tenses up. He looks to the door then back to me. ‘We can lock it, you know.’
His teeth sink into his lip and it reminds me of what we did not even an hour ago. He nods and I drop my stuff in my bedroom. Changing out of my jeans and into sweats before walking back into his room, I shut and lock both the door to the hall and bathroom doors before crawling into bed next to him. 
He lays down and faces away from me and I don’t like that, so I pull his body to mine needing to touch him. Touch him so I can understand what it is about him that makes me want to burrow into the feel of him. Maybe get him out of my system. Because while it feels kind of relieving to know I’m capable of being around someone like that, it’s also annoying as fuck. 
I wrap my arm around his waist and he slowly melts into my body, letting himself relax and we both fall asleep. 
Yeah, Carter Romanova belonged to me alright, he just didn’t know it yet. 
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IT’S BEEN a month since Carter and I dry humped against each other and I’d like to say that was the end of my new obsession with it, but it’s not. I haven’t stopped thinking about it. The memory replays in my mind in a never ending loop. It’s alarming to say the least, and a problem…but I don’t exactly care about that. 
We haven’t so much as touched each other since that day. We went back to our usual daily routine where I annoy the fuck out of him and he glowers at me silently. Though, I want to touch him. I want to do so much more. I want touch, yes, but I want to taste, to feel, to ruin, to own. I want to know every inch of my stepbrother and apparently that’s wrong. 
I even googled it. Despite the fact we aren’t blood related, you aren’t supposed to want your step brother sexually or any other kind of way. But I’m not normal. I never have been and I don’t feel bad or guilty or ashamed by it. I want Carter Romanova like I need air to breathe. 
It’s also been a month since Carter lost his pills and for whatever reason he needs them, I still don’t know. And since I took things a step further, I started snooping on why he’s so unique. It’s been a bust, by the way. Damon knows nothing about his condition and my mom is being tight lipped as fuck, giving the same roundabout answer she’s always gave—he has severe anxiety, but even so, I’ve noticed things. Like how he doesn’t look dazed anymore. How he’s more animated, but also that he’s a little… unhinged. Not unhinged like me and exploding with violence, but like he sees things that aren’t there. He’ll stare at a space in the wall and start signing as if he’s talking to someone, yet there’s no one there to talk to. He also started smoking pot, I can smell it on him. Which is new and I know it’s related to the fact he hasn’t been taking the medication he apparently needs. Maybe it is just anxiety. 
I googled some more, but unfortunately the behavior I’ve noted coincides with many conditions, anxiety included. 
He also doesn’t sleep for days at a time without his meds. His refill date isn’t for another few weeks so he hasn’t gotten a new bottle. I don’t know if it’s a good thing or bad thing. These changes in him. 
Though, he flips a one-eighty sometimes. On a dime, he’ll get so agitated over something so small and he’ll bite like a rabid dog. Well, a silent rabid dog anyways. 
Today is our graduation and he decided smoking a bowl was a good idea. At the moment, I have to agree—maybe because he isn’t irritated and just calm. For now. We pile into Alexei’s G-class and make our way to the school so we can collect our diplomas. Mom has taken about a hundred pictures of us in our cap and gowns with tears in her eyes that she hides. I suffered her hugs and holds all morning and probably will have to all day, but it’s fine. It’s just for today. Whatever. I can through one day of being touched and groped out of pride and then fuck off in the summer before college starts. 
Except everything isn’t fine. The more the day progresses the more I see Carter fidgeting. 
Unraveling, even. 
He makes it through the ceremony and the dinner at the restaurant, but he shuts down in his room, locking the door as he shuts everyone else out. Me included which makes my chest tighten unbearably. 
I try coaxing him out of it, but he just paces inside. Wearing a hole through the floor. 
Later, when Damon texts me about a party, I walk into the bathroom to grab some mouthwash before heading out to see Carter signing to himself in the mirror. 
Strange. 
“Wanna go to a party?” I ask. 
‘Why?’ He signs. 
I shrug. 
“Might help with whatever goes on in that unusual head of yours. Loosen you up. Besides, I need something pretty to look at.” I smile when he blushes. 
‘Okay.’ He exits the bathroom. I wash out my mouth as he gets ready and we head out. 
We take my BMW and his leg bounces the entire ride damn near until I lay my hand on top of his thigh to stop it. It’s fucking annoying and I can’t take it anymore. Pulling up to the mansion sized house, I find a spot in the sea of cars lining the drive and park. 
We get out and walk inside. As soon as I step foot in, Damon finds me, pulling me towards a group of girls he probably has been making out with and gets me a beer. 
I look behind me to see if Carter followed. He didn’t. He disappeared in the crowd. Maybe to go get a drink. Maybe to go get high. I don’t care if he does, but I still wanted to keep an eye on him. Just in case. 
I drink my beer as girls keep coming up to me and they’re fucking handsy. I shove them away, and every time, it causes them to pout and stalk away. I don’t give a fuck. There’s only one person I want touching me and I can’t fucking find him. I search with my eyes, yet his familiar mop of waves is nowhere to be found. I down my beer and ditch the bottle in a trash can before I stomp past people in search of my stepbrother. Bodies grind on each other with the music that’s blasting throughout the house, some are practically fucking out in the open. 
I walk through all the rooms, hallways, bathrooms, extra rooms and offices and I don’t find him. 
He better not have fucking left. 
Irritated, I stalk outside for some fresh air and there’s a group of three guys in a circle, bellowing like drunken idiots and shoving something between them. The closer I get the more murderous I feel because I see his brown wavy hair and olive skin. 
“Silent fuck.” They laugh as they push him around and around until one of them sees me. Our eyes connect for one minute second before his face turns ashen. 
“Shit.” The gangly one mutters and takes off, the one to his right follows suit, but the brawny one only takes one look and smirks. 
I suppress the rage.
Just slightly. 
“You gonna cave my face in like you did to Brody?” He says and I can’t remember his name, but his face is pissing me off. 
“Depends. Did you fucking lay your hands on him?” I clench my jaw. 
“Maybe. Not my fault your brother is a fucking basket case.” He sneers. Said brother is rocking on his feet, looking up at the sky. His lips are moving with words that make no sounds. His hands curl and twist and he’s pointing. 
Something is definitely wrong, but I’ll figure that out after I beat the brakes off this motherfucker. 
“So because he’s not like you means you can fucking pick on him? Why don’t you pick on someone your own size?” I step up to him and he puffs out his chest. 
“You mean you, right?” He scoffs. Easton, that’s his name. 
Yeah, he’s got like three inches and maybe fifty pounds on me and he’s drunk, but I’m also deranged and not right in the head, so I have that going for me. 
I grin ear to ear. 
“Abso-fucking-lutely.” I chirp before I shove his chest and he stumbles away from me. 
Carter senses the commotion and he turns towards us, a feral sort of light in his eyes that wasn’t there before. I find myself abandoning Easton to check to see if he’s okay, but Easton grabs my shirt and pulls me backward. My back hits the ground and a breath whooshes out of me. As his fist comes smashing into my ribs, I see Carter lunging with a stick that was snapped in half, the end sharp and he plunges it into Easton’s shoulder and twists. 
Easton roars with pain as the blood starts oozing through his shirt. I’m knocked out of breath for a moment, because Carter has never been violent. Not my brand of violence. He’s practically allergic to it almost, so this is all adding up to something being very very wrong. 
Stragglers notice the fight happening and come rushing towards us when Carter pulls the stick from Easton’s body and just inspects it like it’s the most fascinating thing ever. 
My cock hardens in my jeans at the sight of it. But I don’t have long. We have to get the fuck out of here. Now. 
I push the stupid asshole off me and he whimpers with pain. I hear someone crying and another calling the police. I see Easton’s buddies speeding towards us, so I grab Carter’s hand and jerk him towards the driveway, bolting to my car. He abandons the fucking spear in our run. He tosses it to the side as I yank him along. My heart in my throat. 
I shove him into the passenger seat and round the car. I peel off the property and speed down a back road to avoid the main road for the cops. Carter rocks in the seat next to me. 
Something is definitely wrong. 
“Carter, what the fuck?” I hiss at him. He stops and turns to look at me. 
‘Are you mad?’ He asks. 
No, I’m not mad, but I’m inconveniently driving my brother who no doubt is going to fucking jail back home. 
“No. Why did you do that? Why did you stab Easton?” I ask, calmly. 
‘Easton? No, no, no. I stabbed the black monster. I protected you. Like you protected me.’ He replies and he seems almost child-like. 
What the hell? What’s wrong with him? 
This isn’t the Carter I know. 
I press my lips together and don’t respond. I don’t even know what to say. What the fuck did he smoke? Was it laced with something? 
I speed into the driveway and park. We exit and Carter runs into the house, slamming the door open. Alexei and Mom rush to the foyer. 
“What’s going on?” Mom asks as Carter starts peeling off his shirt right there in front of us. 
“Carter.” Alexei barks at him. Carter goes to his belt and I stop him, shaking my head when he looks up at me. Alexei visibly turns rigid as he turns to Mom. “I’ve got this. Just drunk shenanigans.” He smiles tightly and Mom releases a breath before trotting upstairs to their room. 
He turns towards us and Carter is looking at the ceiling, signing again. 
‘Where are you, moon flower?’
I observe him. I never was able to see what exactly he would say when he did this, but it’s even more odd than I had thought. Who is moonflower? 
“Carter, have you been taking your medication?” Alexei grabs his arm roughly and I take a step towards him. My fucking blood heats. Eyes zeroing on his hands squeezing him. 
‘Medication?’ 
“Yes, your medication. Where is it?” Alexei asks tightly. 
Carter shakes his head back and forth like he’s trying to expel water from his ears. 
‘Make them stop, make it stop. Why won’t it stop?’ He signs agitatedly. 
“Fucking hell. You stopped taking them. Why? Why the fuck did you do that?!” Alexei yells and I step between them with a dark haze clouding my eyes. 
“Don’t fucking talk to him like that!” I growl. Alexei closes his eyes. I turn to Carter and he’s gripping his hair so tight and pulls. “Carter, it’s okay. Just tell him. We can fix this.” 
“Tell me what?” Alexei snaps. 
“He lost his meds. When he got into that fight at school and he was fucking scared to tell you.” I seethe before turning back to Carter and easing his hands from his hair. I grip his wrists firmly but not too roughly. 
“Shit. Get him upstairs and in the shower. Don’t take your eyes off him.” Alexei says. “I need to know what happened tonight, Jax. Every detail.” 
“Will it help him?” I ask. 
“I will do whatever I can to help him, but I need the truth.” Alexei crosses his arms. It’s a little strange he isn’t the one comforting his own kid. He stands away like he’s disgusted or repulsed by him and I don’t get it. Shouldn’t he be taking care of Carter? Any other parent would be doting on their kid, especially if he had such a severe condition—one that clearly sent him into some kind of psychosis. 
“We went to a fucking party and some douche nozzle was pushing him around so I took care of it, but Carter was already acting odd, and he stabbed the guy in the shoulder.” I say nonchalantly, because well I don’t give a fuck about Easton. I probably would’ve done the same thing, I probably would’ve killed him. I feel nothing towards what happened and what Carter did. I’m glad he did it. Maybe he didn’t mean to hurt the dickhole, but in a way he stood up for himself…for me. 
“Get him upstairs now.” Alexei mutters before stalking into his office and closing the door. 
I pull a not so lucid Carter up the steps and his eyes are all over the place. They don’t focus. I get us into the bathroom and lock the doors, flip on the shower and start stripping the rest of his clothes. When I get to his jeans, I notice the bulge and my throat swallows, thickly. 
I slide his pants down then his briefs and his cock springs up, the head swollen and I know I’m sick. I’ve always been sick and depraved, but this is a new level even for me. But I tamp it down and usher him under the water before working on my own clothes. I deposit them on the floor and step under the spray with him. He’s still silently muttering to himself, shaking his head. 
“Carter, I need you to come back to me.” I say softly. 
His fingers twitch. His glassy green eyes bounce from the ceiling to my face to the wall, never looking at anything. Always looking through it. 
“Carter.” I step closer. My own cock starting to harden at the sight of his lean and sculpted body. He still isn’t focusing and still isn’t showing any sign he’s even heard me. I breathe through my nose to gather the little patience I can muster. “Baby, look at me.” I slide my hand and rest it on his jaw. 
Finally. 
He looks at me. Really looks at me and takes a shuddering breath. 
“There you are. Keep your eyes on me.” I breathe. My thumb strokes his jaw, back and forth. 
“J-ja-“ he tries talking and my heart does a weird flip inside my chest it’s never done before at the sound of his stuttering deep voice. 
The voice I’ve never heard in the six years I’ve known him. 
He’s trying to talk. He’s trying to speak and he’s trying to say my name. 
He grits his teeth with irritation at himself. 
“Ga- jux.” He growls lowly under his breath. 
“It’s okay. You don’t have to talk.” I drop my forehead to his. “Whatever happens, don’t feel bad, okay? It’s not your fault. I’m with you, wherever you are.” He nods and our noses brush. Our lips are so close that if I just shift slightly, his would be on mine and now that he’s somewhat clear in the head, I do just that. 
I press my lips to his softly. Softer than the last time I kissed them a month ago. I want him to know this isn’t just me taking what I want even though I want to. This is for him. 
But he bites down. 
Hard. 
And I lose it. 
I shove his back into the shower wall and I feast on him. My tongue presses between his lips and our tongues dance, swiping, licking each other’s mouths. A deep groan bubbles out of me as his cock brushes mine. I grind into him and he whimpers in his throat. 
It’s another sound I’d been dying to hear that I didn’t think I’d ever would. 
“Mine.” I say harshly as I pull away to nip at his throat. My hands are all over him. 
They slide from his neck, down his chest, over his stomach and he flexes his muscles under the pads of my fingers. 
I’ve wanted this for a long time. Longer than the last month I think. Some small part of me knew that when we met, when I felt a humming as his hand grasped mine, that I wanted something more with him. 
And I’d have him. 
He wasn’t mine to take, but I’d take him anyway. 
I glide my hand further down past his navel and grip our cocks in my hand and fist them, jerking them against each other.
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