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SUMMARY

The new girl. I didn’t even see her until it was too late. She saw me, though.
The worst parts of me. My fists and my rage. It’s the only face I ever show,
the one way I can greet the world without getting hurt again.

I’'m a fighter, and I’'m scarred. Too scarred for a girl like her. But the
moment [ see her, I can’t stop all the feelings that try to churn to the
surface. Whitney brings them out in me so easily. I try to stay away from
her, to tamp down my emotions.

But I can’t. And when I realize she may be just as broken as me ... I finally
see that her broken pieces and mine will make both of us whole.
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PROLOGUE
KNOX

Fifteen years old

11
re you fucking shitting me right now?” I watch as two giant

metal gates start to open. I’m pretty sure it’s the gates of

heaven, so what the hell am I doing here? I shift in my seat,
becoming uncomfortable all of a sudden. The only gate I ever thought I'd
be living inside of is a prison one.

“Can you not be a jackass for five minutes or do you want to go back to
juvie?” Judith turns her head from the passenger seat of the cop cruiser to
cut me a glare. The gray streaking through her dark hair has me guessing
she’s in her fifties.

I’m sure it works on most of the kids she deals with, but it doesn’t have any
effect on me. She’s a damn Kkitten compared to where I come from and what
I’ve been through.

“Not likely,” T mutter back.

I have no regrets for smashing Brock’s face with my fist and then slamming
it into the floor. He doesn't look so charming anymore. That asshole
deserved every second of it.



For so long he tried to hide who he really was. A predator. I did a service
for every woman that crosses his path. He’s damn lucky the police showed
up when they did. I hadn't been done with him.

I run my finger along my knuckles. They are still healing, but the marks are
hard to see with the tattoos that run across them.

In all honesty, I was thriving in juvie. Shit was a cakewalk compared to
living on the streets. You even got three square meals a day. I would have
enjoyed the hell out of the place. It would have been like a vacation, really,
if it weren’t for those head shrinks and counselors. Once they started trying
to burrow in my head with all of their bullshit is when it became hard.

“Knox. Seriously. This family could change your life. They can open so
many doors for you and give you opportunities that you could only dream
of. Not to mention that you’ll be with your sister.” Her face softens as she
tries to get me to see reason. “She’s a lot like you.”

“So she likes getting high and fucking up douchebags?”
“Watch it,” Detective Clark snaps at me from the driver's seat.

“She’s brilliant. Tested off the charts, same as you.” I shrug, pretending to
not really care. Honestly, though, I am interested in meeting this girl. A
twin fucking sister. Who knew?

I guess our egg donor mom only wanted one of us. She tossed me into the
system and kept her little girl. Not for long, though, from my
understanding. She was adopted years ago. Now the same family thinks
they are going to do the same with me. I’m sure that will change the second
they lay eyes on me.

Thankfully, I’'m not small size-wise, which saved my ass more times than I
can count. I’'m only fifteen, but I don’t even get carded when I buy
cigarettes. I suppose most fifteen-year-olds don’t have tattoos running up
part of their arms and hands.

Clark pulls down the long driveway, the massive house coming into view.
That uncomfortable feeling grows inside of me. This can’t be real. Or
maybe it’s me not wanting to get my hopes up, knowing that once this
family gets a glimpse of me, they won’t be so inclined to keep me. Do these



people really think I’m going to fit in here? My eyes stop as a man and
woman step outside onto the front porch.

My eyes lock on the man. He’s got his arm around the tiny woman next to
him. Hell, she might not be tiny, but next to his big ass she looks as if she
is. I don’t think I could smack his face the same as my last foster dad’s.

The car rolls to a stop. Both Judith and Clark get out. He has to open the
back door for me in order for me to get out. I step out, my eyes staying
focused on the man and woman, waiting for their reactions to me. The
man’s face is unreadable while the woman’s face lights up like it’s
Christmas morning or some shit. It’s not a look I’'m accustomed to when
someone first sees me.

I watch as a blond girl steps out onto the porch. I know who she is instantly.
Eyes the same as mine stare back at me. I expect her to take a step back, to
shrink away at the sight of me, but that doesn’t happen.

Instead, her eyes light up, and a huge smile spreads across her face. The
same as the other woman. Then she does the unthinkable. She runs toward
me. I brace myself when she wraps her arms around me in a hug. My whole
body goes rigid. I hate being fucking touched, but I can’t find the will to
snap at her or tell her to step her little ass back.

She drops her head back to stare up at me, still smiling.

“Welcome home,” she says.

Home? I don’t think so. I don’t have a home. It’s better that way.

Too bad my new sister can be as stubborn as I am. I’m not going anywhere.

For now....
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WHITNEY

Years later

sit in the school office wanting to be anywhere but here. I'm

still not really sure how I even got here. For the last month of

my life I’ve been living at Healing Homes. I was even there
over most of the summer. At seventeen, soon approaching eighteen, they
haven't been sure what to really do with me. My mom and her new husband
are still missing. She usually pops up after a few weeks, but nothing so far.

So here I am finishing out my senior year of high school in a place where I
do not fit. All because Kennedy, who helps run Healing Homes, thought
this was the place for me to be. I received a scholarship to be here.

I’'m not sure if Kennedy pulled some strings or something, but one of the
stipulations of my scholarship is I have to participate in choir. I grabbed at it
in hopes that it would open more doors for me. I need all the help I can get
when it comes to my future since I have no plans as to what I’'m going to do
after this year.

“Sorry, sorry.” Faith comes rushing into the office. She’s Kennedy’s
daughter. We’ve hung out a handful of times at the center. She’s sweet. A
lot like her mom. I was actually surprised when she told me she was
adopted. “My brother made me late.” She rolls her eyes. “Are you ready for
today?”



“I guess?” I shrug one shoulder.

“Well, the uniform looks good on you.” I stand up, smoothing out the plaid
shirt and buttoned up white shirt. “Do you hate it?”

“No.” I say honestly. If I had to wear my own clothes, I'd stick out way too
much around this fancy school. I prefer to blend in and go unnoticed if I
can.

“That’s good. Can I see your schedule?” I reach into my backpack, pulling
it out and handing it over. “Damn, no classes together, but we do have the
same lunch block.” She hands my schedule back to me. “Miss Coolie, will
you let Mr. Barks know I might be late this morning? I'm going to show the
new girl around,” she says to the woman behind the desk.

“I’ll send him a quick note now.”

“Thanks.” She gives her a bright smile. I’'m not surprised when we exit the
main office to see Ace standing there. He’s around a lot at Healing Homes
when Faith is there.

“Hey, Whitney.” He gives me a chin lift before his attention goes to Faith.
“You’re not riding with him anymore.” Faith lets out a sigh. Ace is clean
cut, reminding me of the type of boy all moms wish their daughters would
bring home.

“I thought it would be easier since he’s headed here too.”

“It’s never easy with him, and you know it. Not that it matters, babe. You’re
my girl. I will take you to and from school.” I can’t help but smile at them. I
wonder if Faith knows how lucky she is. Everyone around here loves her to
pieces.

“Okay. Okay.” She drops her head back, and Ace takes her mouth in a kiss.
“That’s enough.” She pushes at his chest.

“Never enough, babe.” I don’t miss him giving her ass a squeeze before he
heads off.

“The men in my life are all bossy.” She says it with a smile. “Come on.”
She locks her arm with mine as she shows me around the school.



“This place is crazy.” I shake my head as we exit from the massive indoor
pool.

“We have a killer swim team.”
“I would hope so0.”

Faith pulls her phone out, checking the time. “I think that covers it for
now.” I walk beside her, checking my schedule again to see where I'm
going first. The hallways start to fill up with more and more kids as it gets
close to the time for class to begin.

We both stop walking when we hear the loud shouting coming from down
the hall. Two boys are arguing with another one. At least I think the other
one is a student. He has a uniform on, but his shirt is partly unbuttoned. The
sleeves are rolled up, showing the tattoos that run up his arms. From this far
away I can’t see what they are.

He too looks out of place next to all the clean-cut kids moving around the
hallways. But unlike me, he doesn’t look as though he was trying to blend
in. If he was, it wouldn’t have worked anyway. There is no missing him. He
has a presence about him. There’s also the fact that he’s handsome as hell.
Everyone’s focus is now on the three boys, watching what is happening.

“If you want to run your fucking mouth why can’t your pussy ass do it to
my face? Or are you too big of a bitch?” the tattooed guy says. He’s so
unfazed that he’s squaring off with two people. He is bigger than them, but
it is still two against one.

“I don’t make a habit of talking to trash,” one of the boys tosses back. The
other one isn’t looking so certain he wants to be involved in any of this.

“Seriously. This is the first day.” Faith lets out a long sigh.

“Your mom sure enjoyed this trash last night when she sucked my dick.
Your daddy must not be giving your mom what she needs.” I gasp, putting
my hand over my mouth.

“And here we go.” Faith starts heading toward the three of them.



“You motherfucker.” The preppy boy swings at the tattooed one. He easily
dodges it, then nails the preppy boy right in the stomach. He doubles over.
The second boy goes for him from behind. I want to shout out, “Behind
you!” but he turns in time. He grabs the boy by the neck, pinning him up
against the locker. My heart pounds as anxiety starts to rise in me. I clench
my hands into fists to stop them from shaking. Angry men always make me
shut down. I breathe through my nose, trying to calm myself so I don’t have
a panic attack.

“Who is surprised Knox is already fighting?” 1 hear one of the girls
standing close by say.

“Some things never change. He gets off on being a bully.” The other girl
shakes her head. No one seems fazed by any of this.

“He can get me off anytime he wants.” She tosses right back, and they both
break out in laughter. “I did hear he was nailing a few of the moms. So
maybe there is some truth to what he said.”

I pull my attention away from them as a few teachers flood the hallways to
break up the commotion. Faith is trying to talk to the boy with the tattoos.
He actually seems to listen to her, releasing his hold from around the boy's
neck.

“Everyone get to class now!” a teacher shouts. Kids start scattering,
including myself. I’ve been at my new school for less than an hour, and I
already almost had an anxiety attack.

Stick to the plan, I remind myself. Head down. Be invisible.

Too bad some people can see right through me.
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KNOX

(14
e swung first.” I shrug. Oz, my guardian, gives me a Are

you fucking serious? look.

“I saw the tape. You baited him.” They baited me too. They called me trash.
The word always gets to me.

“I defended myself. They're a bunch of douchebags. They need a good ass
kicking.”

“That may be true, but it’s not your job. Now get your ass up and get to
class while I smooth this shit over.” Fuck me. He’s not mad. He’s
disappointed. I hate that I care. Why can’t he be mad like a normal parent?

“Fine.” I stand, coming to my feet. I shot the hell up over the summer.
Somehow I’m now an inch taller than him. Not that he’s intimidated by me.
I don’t think there is much that scares Oz.

“One day these antics are going to keep you from something you want in
life.” Not sure how that will happen when I don’t even know what I want in
life. “Don’t bring this up to your mom unless she asks. It will upset her.”
He’s right. It will. Then she’ll be all over me asking me about my feelings.
I'm not going to tell her.

“Fine,” I say again before I make my way to class. I remind myself I only
have one more year left of this place and then I’m fucking out of here. To
do what, I don’t know, but anything is better than dealing with these
douchebags on a daily basis.



I head to my first class, dropping down in my seat. I pull out my phone, not
paying attention to whatever the hell the teacher is saying. For as much as
this fancy school costs, some of the teachers aren’t the smartest. They get
extra pissed when you correct them too. It can be mildly entertaining.

I coast through most of the day, everyone staying away from me for the
most part. That’s the way I prefer it. I can hear the hushed whispers. I’'m
sure they are talking about what happened this morning.

Ace drops down in the seat across from mine in the lunchroom. I glance
around, wondering what the fuck he’s doing.

“Faith is showing the new girl around,” Ace says, answering my unspoken
question. Ace is a rash I can’t get rid of to save my life. When I came to live
with the Osbornes he was always around. We’ve gotten into a few fist fights
over the years.

His cool, calm and collective demeanor always pissed me off. It takes a lot
for me to get a rise out of him. The guy might look like the all-American
boy, but he can hold his own. I’ve grown to respect him. It doesn’t hurt that
he’d do anything in his power to protect my sister.

I pick up another slice of pizza off my plate, taking a bite. “Shelly is eye-
fucking you,” he tells me before taking a bite of his apple.

“What’s new?” I ignore it. She’s been trying to get me to stick my dick in
her since freshman year. I think half the school has been inside her pussy
already.

“Jennifer Mason was talking about you in Calculus.”
“When did you become a gossip girl?”

“Since your sister thinks that if maybe you got a girlfriend you might not be
as much of a dick anymore.” I give him a bored look.

Faith is sweet as hell, but for some reason she has a hero complex when it
comes to me. She carries around this guilt of me being lost in the system for
so long. She thinks it fucked me up. It did, but that wasn't her fault or
problem.



“I don’t need some chick trying to lead me around by my dick.” Ace gives
me a smug look. Faith can drag him around by anything she wants, and Ace
would follow her. I wanted to hate the kid when I first met him, but he wore
me down. He’s so good to my sister too. The two of them are going to grow
up and do the whole white picket fence shit together.

“Maybe she’s right. You might need to get laid.” He takes another bite of
his apple. I fight to not flinch at his off-handed comment. I don’t care to be
touched. He knows that. Hell, everyone around me knows that. Why would
I want some random chick's hands all over me?

“So that’s why you’re always in a good mood.” Ace’s whole demeanor
changes. I know I crossed the line insinuating shit about him and my sister,
but I use it as a defense mechanism.

“Your punk wannabe bad boy shit doesn't fly with me, Knox. All you have
to say is fucking no, but you bring Faith up to get a rise out of me.”

“It worked.” I smirk right back.

“You’re really itching for a fight today.” He stands from his seat. “Talk
about my sex life again, and I'll beat you with my baseball bat.”

“You better get the drop on me.”
“I will.” He starts to leave. Shit.
“Fuck. Ace,” I call out after him.

He stops walking, turning back to look at me. “I know, Knox. Get your shit
together. You have a handful of people that love you in your life, and you’re
trying to push them all away.” His words hit way too close to home. I know
he’s right, but I can’t seem to help myself.

“You love me, Ace,” I tease him, not letting him try to make this serious.
“Most days, yeah, I do.” With that, he’s off.

I run my hand down my face. How the hell do he and Oz always do that?
With a few words they can knock me right on my ass. They see through all
my bullshit, and I think that scares me more than anything, thinking that
they could truly like the person underneath it all.



I grab my stuff and throw it into the trash before I head out of the
lunchroom.

“Hey, Knox!” I hear a female voice call after me. I lift my head to see
Shelly chasing after me. “Are you still a dick this year?” She smirks,
stepping into my path.

She’s got her skirt rolled way the hell up, and her shirt is unbuttoned all the
way down, showing off her tits. Guessing Daddy got her a boob job over
the summer.

“You still want my dick?” I toss back at her.
“Fuck you,” she hisses back, taking a step toward me, her face turning red.

“Pretty sure I already said I wasn’t fucking you.” She raises her hand to
smack me. I catch it easily and shove it back. “Can’t take no for an answer?
You've been hanging out with the football team too much.”

I know a lot of the girls around here only try to snag my attention hoping to
piss their daddies off when they bring me home. A few others think I’'m a
challenge or something. Want to prove that they can be the girl that will
lead me around by my dick. I’'m an asshole. They’ve all got to have some
serious daddy issues if they are trying to crawl on my dick.

I step around her to head to class when a book rams right into my stomach.
The smell of cherries and honey wafts around me.

“Can you watch where the hell you’re going?” I grit out as the person falls
to the floor and their books go flying. “Or was that your plan, to try to cop a
feel of my dick?” I glance down to see long dark hair fanning all around.
The girl has her head down. Her hand pauses for a second, registering my
words.

“I’'m sorry.” The words are so soft I almost don’t hear them. A weird-ass
tightening feeling forms in my chest. I don’t know what it is, but I don’t
like it. That’s not the only thing happening though. My cock hardens too.
Shit.

“You should be sorry. Stay the fuck out of my way.” She only nods her head
before grabbing the last book from the ground. She still won’t look up at



me. My irritation grows.

“Knox!” My sister, Faith, shouts my name. I turn to see her coming toward
me. She looks pissed, and it’s directed right at me. I know Ace didn’t rat me
out. It’s not his style. But she’s mad about something, and I prepare myself
for whatever wrath she’s about to bring. It takes a lot to get her mad at me.
But once she’s there, she’s a force to be reckoned with.

“What?”

“Don’t be a fucking asshole.” I raise my brows at her choice of words.
Okay. She’s more than pissed if she’s cursing. “I didn’t take you as
someone who picks on a girl who didn’t even really do anything to you. It
was a damn accident. She’s freaking new and doesn't even know her way
around here.”

Oh. I turn back to look at the girl that ran into me but she’s long gone. I can
see her dark hair trailing behind her before she slips into one of the
classrooms.

“That was too far.” Disappointment is written all over my sister’s face. Fuck
me.

I’m on a roll today.
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WHITNEY

aith tracks me down after my next class. I knew it would

only be a matter of time. I was so dang grateful when she

came along. She got right in that guy's face, and she wasn’t
scared at all.

Confrontation isn't my thing. It sends me running. More so when it’s a giant
man on the other side of it. My mom was never good at picking a husband,
and she had a lot of them over the years. The last one has been the worst of
them all. I try not to let my mind go there. I have a new life now. I try to
focus on the future and not dwell in the past.

“I’m sorry. Don’t mind my brother. He’s got his own issues.”
“Brother?” That was her freaking brother? He’s twice the size of her.

“Yeah. That’s Knox.” I’ve heard him mentioned a lot. Faith even told me
the crazy story of how she and her twin were reunited years ago.

“You guys are really different.” I pull at the strap of my backpack. She
snorts a laugh.

“We are. I really am sorry. I don’t want to make excuses for him, but he has
a thing about being touched. It’s a bit of a trigger for him.”

“It’s okay,” I try to reassure her. She is not the one that should be feeling
guilty over anything.

“I was actually wondering if you could come over after school.”



“I’m not sure. I think I might have to check in or something.”

“No, it’s fine. Mom told me to bring you home with me today.” I worry my
bottom lip between my teeth.

“Is something happening?” I ask, anxiety gnawing at me.

“Honestly, I’'m sure it’s something, but she didn’t give me any details. Your
situation is a bit different.” She reaches out, snagging my hand. “What’s
wrong? Tell me why you’re turning white.”

“Please don’t make me go if it has something to do with my mom coming
to get me.”

She stares at me for a long moment. “I promise.” She pulls out her phone
and starts clicking away. “You’re almost eighteen. I don’t see why you
should ever have to go back if you don’t want to.” Her phone dings, and she
smiles. “All good.” I relax.

“Okay, I’ll come.”
“Cool. Meet me out front. We’ll ride with Ace.”

“Okay.” She takes off toward her class. My mind wanders, thinking about
what Kennedy might want to talk to me about. I was going to ask if I could
possibly get a job somewhere in town. I know Healing Homes owns a few
apartment buildings. Maybe I could get an apartment. I’m not sure what the
rules and requirements are.

I grab a seat toward the back of the class. A few people turn to see who I
am. From what I’ve noticed, most everyone has been going here for years.
Everyone knows everyone for the most part.

“New girl.” I look up to see a boy standing next to my desk. “I’m Charles.”
He drops down in the seat next to mine.

“Whitney.” I give him a half smile and go back to doodling in my notebook
to try and seem busy.

“Someone is giving me a back seat.” My stomach tightens, recognizing the
deep voice. I lift my head to see Knox standing there. All the seats in the
back are indeed taken. His eyes land right on me, zeroing in.



“I’ll move.” I start to grab my things, planning to go to the front row. I’ll
take all the space I can get when it comes to him.

“You’ll stay. Charles get up.”
“The fuck,” Charles says back.

“Up before I tell Tiffany about you letting Mindy suck you off in the
parking lot this morning.”

Charles actually pales. I scrunch my nose. Is Knox always this crude? It
only takes a few seconds before Charles gets up and moves towards the
front. Knox drops down in the seat next to me. I tilt my head, letting my
hair fan out, trying to block him out. The last thing I want is his attention.

“Whitney.” He says my name softly. He must have heard me tell it to
Charles. Can I ignore him? Pretend I don’t hear him? “I know you can hear
me.” I tuck my hair behind my ear to turn and glance his way.

Being this close to him, I can really see how handsome he is. He has full
lips and a strong jaw. His eyes are what draw me in, though. They are the
same shade as Faith’s, but they are more intense. His eyes are where his and
Faith’s similarities end. Especially in the personality department. She’s a
kind-hearted angel, and he’s a jerk and a bit of a bully.

I’ve seen him three times at this point, and in each and every one of them he
was saying something crude. First about someone’s mom, then to the girl in
the hallway before I ran into him, and now to that Charles guy.

“About the hallway.”

“Don’t worry about it.” I cut him off, going back to pretending he’s not
there.

“I’m gonna worry about it.”

“Does everyone have their textbooks?” the teacher asks, saving me
thankfully. He rolls right into European history. Most everyone pulls out
their laptop, taking their notes. A few others only lean back and listen. They
actually might be zoning out. I write mine down. It helps me to remember
the information.



“Where is your computer?” I keep writing, pretending I can’t hear him. I
don’t know why I’'m ignoring him. It didn’t work the last time. I let out a
small gasp when my chair suddenly begins to slide over closer to him. “You
want to use mine?” Faith must have really laid into her brother for him to be
going out of his way to be this nice to me.

“Knox,” Mr. Smith calls from the front of the room.
“What?”
“Are you paying attention?”

“Paying attention to something.” I hear a few people chuckle. I duck my
head, trying to hide my blush.

“Okay then. The sinking of which ship is considered the greatest maritime
disaster of all time?” the teacher tosses out. I don’t even know that one.
That hasn't been mentioned yet.

“Wilhelm Gustloff,” he answers, not missing a beat.
“Which Roman emperor built the Segovia aqueduct?”

“Trajan.” Knox sounds bored. They keep going back and forth a few
rounds.

“It’s nice to see I can get you to participate this year, but let's be mindful not
everyone has a brain like yours,” he says before he rolls back into the
lesson.

My hair starts to sway. When I peek over, Knox has the ends of a piece of
my hair in his hand. He’s staring at it and running his fingers over it like
he’s giving it a thorough inspection. I wrap my hand around my hair,
pulling it back and tossing it over to the other side. What is this guy's deal?

All through the rest of the class, I fight to pay attention to the teacher and
not Knox. I know he is watching everything that I do. As the time ticks by,
getting closer to the day being over, I know he’s going to have something to
say to me.

I lift my head at the sound of the classroom door opening. A girl strides in
and goes right over to Mr. Smith, handing him a piece of paper.



“Whitney. You’re wanted in the office,” Mr. Smith says after reading it.

“New girl is already in trouble?” A pretty girl a few seats up turns around to
look my way as I pack up my stuff. She’s not wearing the same uniform
everyone else is. She’s in a cheerleading one. I’ve seen a few other girls in
them today. “Where did you even come from?” She scrunches her nose like
I smell.

Her eyes drop to my shoes and then go to my backpack, her nose
scrunching up in disgust. My face starts to heat with embarrassment. I know
everyone is staring at me now.

“Hey, Jennifer. Did you ever figure out who was giving the cheer team
chlamydia? My money was on Steven. What’s with cheerleaders and
quarterbacks? Is it a rule that you all have to sleep with him or...”

“You’re a dick.” The pretty cheer girl glares at Knox.
“That’s enough,” Mr. Smith cuts in.

The distraction gives me just enough time to make my escape.
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grip the side of the desk, watching my timid little bunny make

her escape. Oz’s words from this morning haunt me. He was

right. My shit is going to blow back on me. I run my hand down
my face wondering what the hell has gotten into me. The smell of cherries
and honey lingers long after she’s gone. That explains the fucking hard-on
from earlier and the reason it’s back.

The last few minutes of class tick by slowly. I debate getting up and
walking out, but I’ve pissed Oz off enough for one day. I’'m not going to
push it. He’s a good man, and he really doesn’t deserve all the grief I give
him. I’ll just have to be patient. My little bunny couldn’t have gone far

anyway.

I’m intrigued and confused by my reaction to her. The instant attraction and
shot of lust that hit me when she lifted her head, her eyes locking on mine,
wasn’t something I was accustomed to. No one has ever garnered that sort
of reaction from me. But whatever it was was short lived when I saw the
fear in her eyes. Her reaction to me felt as if it was a sucker punch to my
gut.

Fear is the response I prefer to elicit from most people. It almost guarantees
they’ll stay the hell away from me and keep my name out of their mouths.
My first year here at Montgomery Hall Prep was rough, considering I was
coming in at the age of fifteen to a world I clearly didn’t belong in. People
ran their mouths to and about me. I did it right back, but I did it better.



Just like with little Miss Jennifer that tried to sink her fangs into Whitney. If
Jennifer is even her name. They all start to blend together. The bitches
around here can be ruthless to new girls. It’s worse if they’re pretty, but
Whitney is way more than that; she’s breathtaking. Not in an overpowering
way. It’s a soft beauty that screams of her innocence.

Her big blue eyes were wide with fear as she stared back at me earlier. That
shit is going to haunt me until I can figure out a way to fix it. I don’t know
why, but the thought of her only knowing that one side of me doesn’t sit
well with me. I want her to see more.

The second Mr. Smith releases us from class, I'm up from my chair and
heading into the hallway. Being taller than everyone else lets me see over
everyone’s heads. I make my way toward the office still not seeing her. I
spot Miss Coolie behind her desk. I pull open the door and go right toward
her. A blush hits her cheeks when she sees me, and she licks her lips.

I’m not even going to lie, I’ve flirted with her from time to time. It came in
handy with me being late so often. She has this whole innocent thing going
on. I think she’s got some messed-up bad boy fantasy in her head. I’'m
guessing her fiancé isn’t giving it to her well enough. She should drop him
and find someone else that’s not me. But that doesn’t mean that I won’t use
her attraction to me to my advantage for the time being.

“Are you in trouble already?” She gives me a smile.
“Not right now.”

“I heard about the fight this morning. You okay?” Her eyes drop to my
hands. My knuckles are still torn up. “I could fix that up for you if you
want.” She reaches out to touch my hand. I jerk it back. Not only because I
don’t care to be touched, but it feels wrong.

“New girl. Why was she called down to the office?” I ignore her offer and
get straight to the point. I don’t have it in me to try and flirt with her today.
Again, it seems wrong to flirt to get information about a girl that is messing
with my head in both a good and bad way.

“I’m not sure. She met with your sister when she got down here.” I pull my
phone out, leaving the office without a backwards glance. I head toward my



car, hopping in when I get to it. The phone continues to ring as I wait for
my sister to pick up her damn phone.

“Hello,” Faith finally answers.

“Where did you and the new girl go?” The line goes quiet for a long
moment.

“Why do you care? You were a dick to her.” With that, she hangs up on me.

Shit. She must be extra pissed. I can almost get away with murder when it
comes to my sister. But I don’t make it a habit to pick on random girls who
are minding their own business for the most part. This one had knocked
right into me. My kneejerk reaction to run my mouth was instant, and now
I’m regretting that shit.

I pull up the driveway to see Ace’s car parked out front, letting me know
Faith is home. I pull around to the side garage, parking and heading inside.
Kennedy is on me the second I walk in the door.

“Let me see.” She motions to my hands.

“It’s fine. Where’s Faith?”

“You can see her in a second. We need to talk first.”
“They had it coming. I defended myself.”

She rolls her eyes at my response, likely knowing I’d baited them. “Not
about that. We’re going to be fostering someone this year. I want to make
sure we are all on the same page.” One of her eyebrows lifts up, letting me
know she means that she’s checking to make sure that I’'m going to behave
myself.

“A family? Why aren't you using the apartments?” Kennedy has put up a
few families in the guest house from time to time.

“It’s a girl. She’s by herself.”
“Okay.,’

“Not okay. You’re going to be extra nice to her or you’re going to stay away
from her.” Oz joins the conversation. I’m never getting out of here at this



rate.

“You really think I’d fu—" I pause to correct myself. “I’d mess with some
random girl for no reason?” Kennedy’s eyes widen.

“Of course not! But she’s extra skittish. I’'m pretty sure her stepfather was
abusive, but I can’t get much out of her.” I clench my teeth. Nothing makes
me more pissed off than someone beating on someone half their size. Once
upon a time that was me. “She’s a sweet, shy girl, and you can look
intimidating.”

“I got it. Promise.” Kennedy gives me a warm smile.

I might get in trouble a lot, but I never lie or break my word to them. That
was one of the first things Oz said to me when I came here. Don’t lie to him
and everything else could be worked out at the end of the day. I've stuck to
that, earning some of his trust. He knows when I say something it’s true.

“Thank you, sweetheart, because she is already here. Now can I make you
something to eat?” she asks, falling right into the mom roll. I never admit it
out loud because I’'m not some touchy feely, lovey-dovey type person, but I
am grateful for Kennedy and Oz. They have given me a sense of normalcy
in my life.

“I’m good.” I move to go ahead of her to find Faith.

“Why is he in such a hurry?” I hear Kennedy ask Oz before I hit the stairs,
taking them three at a time.

I can already hear giggling as I head down the long hallway where both
Faith’s and my rooms are located. Kennedy and Oz are all the way on the
other side of the house.

“This is all too much,” a soft voice says. The bedroom door stands half
open. They aren't in Faith’s room but the spare bedroom. This must be
where Kennedy is letting the new girl stay. I reach for the door but freeze
when my sister starts to talk.

“Whitney, it’s not too much. It’s perfect. It’s going to be so much fun
having you here.”



I’m so screwed.

No fucking way. I drop my hand that was about to pull the door wide open.
Instead, I slide to the side to peek in. There in the middle of the room,
looking as breathtaking as ever, is Whitney. As if she senses me, she turns
her head to look my way. I’'m too stunned by her beauty to move. When her
eyes meet mine, she doesn't look too surprised to see me. I pull open the
door all the way.

“Knox.” Faith gives me a tight smile. “This is Whitney. She’s going to be
staying with us.”

Whitney looks anywhere but at me.

“I’m really sorry about the hallway today. It caught me off guard. I was an
asshole.”

She finally turns her head to meet my gaze again.
“Hold on. Did you just apologize?” Faith cuts in.
“It’s okay.”

“It’s really not. I promise no one will mess with you at Montgomery Hall
Prep from this point on.” She scrunches her button nose. She’s so fucking
tiny. How could someone even think to raise a hand to her? They better
hope they never cross my path.

“I’m in the twilight zone.” Faith keeps going, not helping me in the least.

We all stand there in silence for a long moment. I don’t want to leave, but I
also don’t know what to say either. Shit, I’'m bad at this.

“Well, that was nice of you,” Faith says, walking over toward me. “Now if
you can give us girls a moment.” She starts to close the door. I step back,
letting her close it in my face.

For the first time in my life, I don’t want to be an asshole.

At least not to Whitney.
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know he is staring at me. His eyes are like a touch on my skin.
No one else at the dinner table notices. I don’t understand why
he’s doing it.

When Kennedy told me that I would be coming to stay here until I finish
out the remainder of my senior year of high school, I was excited and
equally nervous. I knew there would be no avoiding Knox then. Of course
he took the seat right next to mine at the table.

“So how was your first day?” Kennedy asks as she passes a bowl of mashed
potatoes around the table.

“It was good. Not really anything new going on,” Faith answers her.

Ace sits beside her, his arm draped around the back of her chair. I didn’t
think two people could actually be in love in high school. It sounds a bit far-
fetched. Ace and Faith have me eating those words because they’ve been a
thing since they were little kids. It’s sweet. Especially the way he is always
watching out for her. It makes me want things that I shouldn’t. I need to
focus on my future and building a life for myself. I have to protect myself. I
don’t want to long for something I might never have.

“Middle school is lame,” Grant huffs before shoving a giant bite of steak
into his mouth. The little boy looks every inch of Oz except for his eyes.
Those are all Kennedy.

“It really is.” Faith agrees with him.



“No one had anything interesting happen today?” Kennedy pushes. I
wonder if it’s a bit awkward because of me being here. I met everyone at
the table before today except for Knox.

“I heard Knox got in a fight,” Grant says.

“Gossip that shitty in middle school that you have to fish for high school
gossip?” Knox responds.

“Those boys came after Knox first.” Kennedy is quick to defend him.

I stiffen as a heap of mashed potatoes hits my plate, taking me by surprise.
Knox is piling my plate with enough to feed the entire table. I’ll never be
able to finish it all. I still have no idea what to make of him. He seems so
different from the boy I ran into this afternoon. The one who was so quick
to cut me down.

He said he was sorry, I remind myself. That doesn't change the fact that I
still feel on edge around him. He’s unpredictable and hard to read. The two
things I grew up dealing with when it came to my mom and whoever she
was dating or married to at the time.

“Thanks,” T mutter as everyone’s attention falls to Knox and me. I stare
down at my plate and keep picking at my food, suddenly feeling shy now
that everyone is staring at us.

I stay quiet for most of the meal unless asked a direct question. I know it’s
not any of them that are making me feel awkward. They’ve been nothing
but welcoming. But I don’t belong here, nor do I fit.

“You’re not eating,” Knox says. His voice is low for only my ears to hear as
everyone else is still talking.

“I’'m fine.” Knox is so confusing. None of the things I overheard when
Faith and I got back here after school helped either. He has been in and out
of juvie a few times. The last time was very bad. He’d almost beaten a man
to death. He’s still on probation for that. As long as he keeps his nose clean,
it will be washed away from his record after he graduates.

“You guys should hear Whitney sing. She sounds like what I think an angel
would.” Kennedy beams at me. Everyone’s eyes come to me. I swear I want



to crawl under the table to hide. “Did you have choir today?”
“Yes, but we didn’t do much.”

“I know you’re going to be the star of the choir. Mr. Barton didn’t know
what to do with himself when he listened to the recording I made of you.”

A recording she snuck. I often sing to the kids at the center. Kennedy ended
up recording me one day and taking it to Mr. Barton. I should probably be
thankful. It was the reason I got into Montgomery Hall Prep school.

“Thank you.” I take another bite of my food. Faith fills the silence, and the
conversations go from there. I stay mostly quiet, chiming in when someone
speaks to me directly. Watching them all together as a family is a bit surreal.
The way they laugh and tease each other shows the love they have for each
other. It makes my chest ache. I can’t even remember a time my mom and I
sat down at a table and had dinner together.

When dinner is over, Knox snags my plate, taking it into the kitchen for me.
I slip out, going up to my new bedroom. I almost feel like I’'m impeding on
their family time. I see that the few boxes of my things I had at the shelter
are now sitting outside of my bedroom. Kennedy must have had someone
bring them over.

“Let me get them,” Knox says as I bend down to grab one.

“That’s okay. I got it.” He ignores my response and goes for a couple of
boxes, following me into the bedroom.

He lingers in the room, looking around. I open one of the boxes to keep
myself busy. Still he stands there not saying anything, but I can sense his
eyes are on me.

“I can help.” Before I can tell him no, he’s ripping open a box. His brows
draw up at whatever he sees inside. “I should leave this one for you.” I walk
over, peeking inside and seeing it’s filled with all of my bras and underwear.
Of course it is. I can’t catch a break. Why is everything so awkward with
Knox and me? I’m not sure how I’'m going to survive the next year living in
the same house with him.



“You want to watch a movie?” Faith says, strolling into my room. The door
is wide open. “Oh, what are you doing in here?” she asks her brother, giving
him a suspicious look.

“I helped bring her boxes in.”

“I think I want to unpack and shower. It’s been an eventful day.”
“Okay. If you change your mind, I’ll be in my room.”

“Thanks.” I give her a smile.

“Come on, dork. Stop standing in the room and let the girl have some alone
time.” She grabs her brother's arm, pulling him out of the room. I follow
them, closing the door. I lean up against it and take a deep breath.

I have an idea of why it’s so awkward. I’m attracted to him. There is no
denying he’s hot, but he’s also a jerk. He might have said sorry to me, but I
saw him unleash it on a few people today. That anger scares the crap out of
me. It reminds me a bit of my mother's boyfriends.

I’ll keep my distance. That shouldn't be too hard.

That sounds as though it’s going to be a lot easier said than done.
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think I’'m losing my mind. For the past three weeks Whitney

makes sure to never be alone in a room with me. I never have

much of a chance to talk to her. My sister is the ultimate cock
blocker.

She’s constantly issuing me warnings about leaving Whitney alone. I only
grunt my responses, not agreeing. I didn’t want to lie to her. The truth is I
don’t think I could stay away from her even if I tried.

Going through a few classes and not seeing her irks me. I have to go check
on her. If I'm already doing that, there is no way in hell I could keep myself
permanently away from her. Who would want to, anyway? Whitney is a
breath of fresh air. Whenever I’m in the same space as her everything feels
right in my life for the first time.

“You’re shaking the whole table.” Faith elbows me in the side. I stop
bouncing my foot. Where the hell is she? I know for a fact I overheard
Whitney and Faith talking about going over something at lunch today.

I slipped out of my last class early to snag a table and grab a few things
already. Such as some Dr. Pepper, peanut butter M&Ms and Cheetos. All
snacks that I know Whitney favors.

“Pizza and fries cool with everyone?” Ace asks, sitting the two trays in his
hands down on the table.



“Perfect.” Faith drops her head back for Ace to give her a kiss. All their
PDA often makes me cringe. The idea of someone being all over me is
revolting. It makes my skin feel tight thinking about it. Unless, of course, it
was Whitney’s hands. I bet her touch would be feather soft.

I relax when Whitney finally comes strolling into the cafeteria. She glances
around trying to spot Faith, but she sees me first. Her eyes widen for a
moment before she masks it, knowing she has no choice but to come over
and join us at this point.

“Hey.” She gives a small wave when she gets to the table. The only seat
open is the one next to me unless she moves someone’s stuff.

“Let Whitney sit here.” Faith motions for me to give up my spot. I slip over
a seat, not caring where I’m seated as long as I’'m on one side of Whitney. I
want to enjoy that sweet honey smell that is always around her.

“Got some snacks.” I pop open a Dr. Pepper, setting it in front of her.

“Thanks.” Her voice is always so soft. The first time I snuck over to her
choir class and heard her sing it was hard to fathom it was her that could
belt out the music the way she did. I hadn’t anticipated her having those
pipes. I swear my dick got hard as I was listening to her sing her little heart
out. There is so much emotion that pours out of her when she lets go, and
when she sings, she does that.

“Okay, I’ve been thinking about what you said, and I pitched it to the
school board and they gave me the green light,” Faith says excitedly.

“What idea?” Whitney picks up her soda, taking a small, delicate sip.
Everything she does is delicate.

“About the school not doing anything with Healing Homes.”
“Oh.” Her kissable lips form a perfect O.

“So a lot of schools have Soup Kitchen Clubs. The club does things for the
community and people in need. This will essentially be the same thing, but
it will only be for Healing Homes.”



“I love that.” Whitney’s whole face lights up. I’d kill to get her to look at
me that same way.

“For now, we can set up tutoring for some of the kids. If you tutor or
whatnot, you can count it toward community service. Everyone is looking
for that on their college applications. Plus we can start a coat and gloves
drive too. Winter is coming. This will be our starting point. Then we can
roll out new ideas.”

“Then the club will be here long after we’re gone to still be doing good,”
Whitney adds.

“Yep!” Faith is as happy as Whitney about the idea.

Whitney starts coming up with more ideas and things that might need to be
handled over lunch. Ace and I sit and watch them. I’ve never seen Whitney
talk this much before. I soak up as much of it as I can get before we all have
to head back to classes.

“Babe, we have dinner at my place tonight,” Ace reminds Faith.

“Crap. I forgot. I told your mom I would help cook. It’s fine. We’ll take
Whitney home and then we’ll head over.”

“I’ll take her home,” I cut in, my eyes going to Whitney watching for her
reaction. Her head is down once again. Today she clipped her silky hair
back with some clip thing that doesn’t let her hide behind her hair as she
often does. It makes me want to go buy a million of those clips in different
designs and colors so she can no longer hide from me.

“Thanks, Knox,” Ace rushes in to quickly say. He gives me a pointed stare,
telling me not to fuck this up because he gifted me with a small in.

“I should get to my next class,” Whitney says softly.

“I’ll walk you.” I stand up and start cleaning off the table. I don’t miss the
fact that Faith is side-eyeing me, but I ignore it.

“No, that’s okay, but thank you,” she protests. All I do is fall in line with
her anyway as we exit into the hallway. “You really don’t have to.”

“I want to, Whitney. I don’t do things unless I want to.”



Her lips pull up in a small smile. “I accepted your apology. You don’t have
to go out of your way. Really.”

“Again, [ want to.”

She stops walking when we reach her classroom. “Why?” She finally tilts
her head back to meet my stare head on.

“I enjoy being around you.” Her nose scrunches. My gut tightens as I fight
the urge not to lean down and kiss the freckles that dance along her nose
and cheeks. I’'m drawn to her in a way that I didn’t even think was possible
for me.

“I’ll see you after school.” She ducks into class before I can even respond. I
drag my pathetic ass to my next class. My mind is already drafting ideas of
how to handle the girls' ideas for Healing Homes. I'1l let them work out the
ideas for the drives and those sorts of details. I’'m thinking more along the
lines of clocking everyone's hours and keeping track of the amount of
donations and such. A few systems will need to be made. At least if you
want it to be easy and efficient.

I jot down a few ideas and even text Oz a couple of questions. For the first
time in a long time, I smile and am looking forward to something.
Especially Whitney’s reaction when I show and tell her my ideas. It’s nice
to have a spark inside of me.

Whitney is clearly responsible for it.
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here is something wrong with me. There has to be. I think all

the years with my mom's many husbands have messed up my

head. Since I’ve come to stay at the Osbornes’ home, all I
can think about is Knox. At the same time, I do everything I can to avoid
him at all costs.

I can see the flashes of aggression in his eyes. It both scares the crap out of
me but also pulls at something deep down inside of me.

“Are you fucking Knox? Isn’t he like your stepbrother?” I jerk my head up.
Megan has turned in her chair to face my way.

“He’s not my brother,” I respond before I go back to focusing on the book
in front of me.

“But you’re fucking him?”

“No.” This time I don’t bother to look up to answer her. She taps her nails
on my desk in an annoying way.

“But you live in the same house as him?” I nod my head. “We should be
friends.”

“Why?” That’s an odd thing to say.

“If we’re friends, I can come over. Knox is this mystery that everyone is
trying to unlock. Well, the girls around here are anyway. He doesn't give



anyone the time of day, but everyone says he fucks college girls.” She rolls
her eyes. My stomach tightens. “Is that true?”

“I have no idea.” In the few weeks I’ve known him he’s always around. I
can’t seem to turn around without almost tripping over him. He’s home
every night, even on the weekends, so I have no clue when he’d be banging
these college girls. And I really don’t want to think of him with anyone else
for some reason.

“He’s nice to you, so I thought maybe you two were together, but I guess
he’s nice to Faith too.”

Thankfully, the teacher dismisses the class, so I don’t have to respond to
her. I start to pack up my stuff. I wait for everyone to file out of the room
before I follow, trying to miss the mad dash. I hate being in the hallways
when they are filled to the brim.

I swing by my locker, putting a few books in and taking a few out. I open
the front pocket of my bag, looking for my cell phone, but I don’t see it.
Kennedy gave it to me a couple weeks ago. Said every girl needs to carry
one. I tried to protest. They’ve already done too much, but she pushed,
saying it’s about safety too. I close my locker and head back to my last
class, thinking it might have fallen out there.

“Lilith,” someone calls out from behind me. “I mean Whitney!”

I pause for a moment before I turn to see Jett heading straight toward me.
We have two classes together. He is always trying to talk to me. He’s tall
with short blond hair. He has a bit of bulk to him. I think he’s on the
football team.

“You coming to the game Friday?” His question all but confirms that he
does play football.

“Yes,” I respond. I don’t really have much of a choice. I’'m supposed to sing
the national anthem. It’s the first game of their season or something.

“We should hang out after.” He doesn't stop walking until he’s up in my
personal space. I try to back up but come up against the lockers.



“I’m not sure I can.” He puts his hand on the locker above me. The sense of
being caged in has panic rising up in me. I try to keep myself calm, not
wanting to make a scene.

“Come on. We can go out to the lake.” He reaches out to stroke my chin
with his knuckles.

“No thank you.” I push at his chest, but he doesn't budge.

“Don’t be like that, angel. You’re new in this school. I can make things a lot
easier for you around here.” He leans down. I keep shaking my head no.

“No.” I get the word past my lips finally. He grabs my chin to stop me from
shaking my head. I try to force more words out, but my throat is clogged.

“I bet you taste like a virgin. I might even lick your pussy if that’s the case.”
I close my eyes as tears start to fall. “Don’t cry. I’ll make it so good for
you.”

“Mother fucker.” My eyes fly open to see Jett being pulled backwards by
the hair of his head. The look on Knox’s face tells me he’s way past being
pissed off. He looks as though he wants to murder someone. I watch as Jett
turns, swinging his arm. Knox lets out a grunt when the blow lands to his
side.

“What the fuck, Knox? Finally found a pussy you want?” The guy baits
him. Jett might be tall, but Knox is taller. He’s built more too.

“I only see one pussy.” Knox swings, hitting Jett right in the face. Then he
lands another to the other side of his face before he nails him in the
stomach. Jett falls to the floor, crying. Drops of blood are splattered
everywhere.

Still, Knox isn't done. I lunge, grabbing him by the arm before he can go for
him again. He stills, his eyes going to my hand then to me. He still has a
murderous look on his face. I'm not sure he’s even really there at the
moment. The anger and rage pour off of him. He’s filled with it. I think it’s
always inside of him waiting for someone to draw it to the surface.

“Did he touch you anywhere else besides your chin?” His voice comes out
strained, as if the thought of someone else touching me pains him. I shake



my head no. He releases a loud breath of relief.

“Knox!” Three teachers come jogging our way. “Call the police and an
ambulance.” Mr. Parks shakes his head. “You’ve gone too far this time,
Knox. Get your ass to the office and don’t move from there.”

Knox doesn't even acknowledge him. “You okay?”

“Yes. You should go. I don’t want you to get into more trouble because of
me.”

“Worth it.”

I stand in the hallway watching him walk to the office. One of the other
teachers follows behind him. Not sure what to do, I step back into my last
class and spot my phone on the teacher’s desk. I grab it and send a text to
Kennedy, letting her know that she might need to get up to the school.

I head to the office too, but when I get there I don’t see Knox. I drop down
in one of the seats and wait.

The realization of why that darkness in Knox pulls me to him dawns on me.
He could protect me. No one would ever be able to hurt me again.

Except him.
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sit in Dr. Blake’s office as he talks to Kennedy and Oz.

Kennedy has tears running down her cheeks. The officer

standing next to me has already made it clear I'm being
arrested.

“You’re not going to tell us why you attacked Jett?” Oz pushes. He’s had
his attention on me the whole time.

“He had it coming” is all I say. I have no idea if Whitney wants anyone to
know what happened, so I keep my mouth shut.

“Knox already said he grabbed Jett first. Jett swung on him in self-defense
and Knox let loose on him after that. Jett confirmed the story,” Dr. Blake
says. I can see the disappointment on his face too. I’ve actually always liked
our principal here. He’s normally fair.

“Up,” the cop says. I stand, putting my hands behind my back. Kennedy
starts to cry harder. It claws at my insides seeing her so upset. She doesn’t
deserve this. Oz pulls her into his side as the cop slaps the cuffs on.

“Keep your mouth shut, and we’ll be down there with a lawyer soon.” Oz’s
words surprise me. I was sure he was going to let me learn a lesson the hard
way.

The cop opens the door and leads me out. I spot Whitney sitting in one of
the office chairs. Her head comes up. When she sees me, her eyes go wide
and she’s on her feet instantly.



“What’s happening?” Her tone is panicked.
“Knox assaulted Jett. We don’t take that lightly,” Dr. Blake tells her.

“But I don’t understand.” Those damn tears start to slide down her cheeks. I
want to go to her. I want to pull her into my arms and comfort her. But right
now that’s not a possibility with my hands cuffed behind my back.

“It’s okay, honey. We’ll get this worked out,” Kennedy tells Whitney.

“It doesn't make sense. He saved me. Jett tried to...” She trails off but tries
again. “Tried to...” Again she can’t get the words out. Everyone’s attention
swings to Whitney. Even the cop has stopped walking.

“I had no idea you were a part of any of this,” Dr. Blake says. “Why don’t
you come into my office and we can all talk.” Whitney only nods, but all
her attention is on me.

“You didn’t tell them?” Her voice is whisper soft.

“Didn’t know if you wanted anyone to know,” I respond. More tears pour
down her cheeks.

“Take the cuffs off him but don’t go anywhere.” Dr. Blake directs the cop.

The cop removes the cuffs before everyone files back into Dr. Blake’s
office. Except for Oz. He drops down into the seat next to mine. I have no
clue what he is going to say.

My biggest worry at the moment is Whitney. I’ve been working to make her
think I wasn’t some rabid beast, but once again she got a front row show to
it. I might have been saving her, but that doesn't mean she’ll really want
something to do with me now. She’s so timid. She spooks easily. Someone
must have laid hands on her at some point. Kennedy alluded to that before.

Jett is a fucking predator. I’'m sure he spotted her that first day. He saw my
bunny and wanted to chase it. Knew it would be an easy kill. I grip the
armrest, my anger building inside of me once again.

“You got your hits. Don’t let the anger consume you. It will scare her, and
I’m guessing that's the last thing you want to do.” I take a breath, releasing
my grip. “I wasn't an angry kid but I was an asshole a lot of the time. Cold



and driven. I had one purpose. To make money. Nothing else or no one else
mattered.” I turn my head toward Oz.

He still can be an asshole from time to time. I’ve seen him in action when it
comes to work. Where he’s not an asshole is at home. I’ve been impressed
all the times I pushed him and he never laid me out flat. Especially when I
first came to stay with them. He never faltered. He never let me get the best
of him. I respect him for that. It shows what kind of man he truly is.

“What changed?” I ask. I’ve always thought it was bullshit that people can
change. Which fucking sucked to me. I don’t want to be filled with rage
until the end of time.

“Kennedy came along. A woman can make you step back and see what you
might be missing. She became my focus.”

“Obsession,” I correct him. He smirks, knowing I’m right. The man is crazy
about his wife.

“Glad you found yours now. You need her.”

“Need what?” I say, confused. Before he can respond, the door to the
principal's office opens.

The cop comes walking out followed by Kennedy, who has her arm
wrapped around Whitney. She keeps her head down and won’t meet my
eyes. My gut tightens at the thought of her not wanting to have anything to
do with me.

“Knox, you’re free to go. Jett will be handled.”
“Thank you, Dr. Blake.” Oz reaches out, shaking his hand.

“Let's go home. We can make hot chocolate. That always makes me feel
better,” Kennedy says with a warm smile on her face. Her eyes are still red
from crying. She cried for me. I can’t wrap my mind around that.

“You want to ride with me?” I ask Whitney. She shakes her head no.

“I’m sorry,” she says as she passes by me, giving me a worse punishment
than jail.



I lost her.

OceanofPDF.com


https://oceanofpdf.com/

9

WHITNEY

guess one should be careful about what they ask for. Over the

last week Knox is hardly ever around. He’s often gone before I

crawl out of bed, and I’m not sure when he comes home. It
makes me wonder if the whole rumor of him sleeping with college girls is
true.

Guilt is slowly eating away at me. I thought he might be upset with me after
everything that happened. He almost went to jail for me. If not for me he
wouldn’t have been in that mess at all. I get him not wanting to be around
me. The only thing I had to offer him was an apology. I suppose if he’s not
around me anymore I can’t get him wrapped up in one of my messes once
again. One I’'m surely going to get myself into.

I was told yesterday that my mom and her most recent husband have been
around asking about me. Healing Homes told her to take it up with the
judge. She’s not going to do that. What she will do is try and track me
down. The naive girl inside of me hopes she is better this time, that she's
changed, but I know that’s not true if her husband is with her.

A knock sounds at my door before it cracks open. Faith pops her head
inside.

“Mom’s making hot chocolate.” She wiggles her eyebrows at me. I don’t
care if it’s the height of summer, I’d still drink Kennedy’s hot chocolate. I
don’t know what she puts in it, but it’s addicting. Faith and I have tried to
recreate it and fail every single time.



I crawl out of bed, slipping my feet into my slippers to follow her
downstairs. My eyes linger on Knox’s door, and I wonder if he’s home.

“The Westcott twins are having a pool party tomorrow. A last hoorah before
they close their pool down for the season. You want to come with me?” Not
really, but I’'m starting to think I’m a major buzz kill. Faith is trying here.
She wants to include me, and if I keep turning every invitation down,
eventually she’s going to stop asking.

“Sure,” I agree, making her smile.

“Girls,” Kennedy says when we enter the kitchen. “I set you up over here.”
She motions to the giant island in the center of the kitchen. It’s where most
things go down in this house.

“Just us?” I ask, shamelessly fishing for information on Knox.

“Yeah. My little man is tuckered out, and Oz went to go deal with Knox.”
She shakes her head, the side of her mouth pulling down in a frown.

“What now?” Faith picks up her mug, taking a sip.
“He’s been hanging out with Jamie again.”
Faith’s shoulders drop. “Seriously?”

Kennedy only nods, taking a sip of her drink. I do the same. A million
questions are now running around in my head. Such as who the hell is
Jamie? How long has he known her? Have they dated in the past? Jealousy
gnaws at me at the thought of Knox hanging out with this Jamie chick.

Before I finally find the courage to ask any of the questions, I hear a door
bang open followed by shouting.

“I’m eighteen. I can hang out with whoever the hell I want to.”

“You’re still on probation.” Oz doesn't shout back, but with his tone he
doesn’t need to.

“Wouldn't it be easier on everyone if maybe I ended up back in jail?” My
heart drops at his response. Does he not realize that we all care about him?



“Shut up with your bullshit pity and pull your head out of your own ass. I
think you might be the dumbest genius I know,” Oz fires right back.

“Ain’t that the truth,” Faith mumbles from next to me.

Knox enters the kitchen and pauses when he sees us all sitting there. His
eyes lock with mine for a moment. I see the cut on his bottom lip. He turns
his head and keeps on moving, leaving out the other side of the kitchen
without a word.

Oz walks in behind him. He runs his hand through his hair. Kennedy walks
over to him, wrapping her arms around him.

“For a moment I thought he was getting better,” she says against his chest.
Oz’s eyes lock with mine.

“We’ll get him back. Sometimes you have to go through shit to get to the
other side,” he responds to her. Faith doesn't say anything, but I can see the
sadness on her face. She loves her brother.

It doesn't take a genius to put it together that Knox started going off the rails
again the day everything went down with Jett and me.

“If you guys think having me here might be too much, I’ll understand if you
want me to go stay somewhere else.”

“What!”
“NO!”
“You’re not going anywhere.” They all say at the same time.

“You’re already becoming a part of this family. You’re not going
anywhere,” Kennedy says, coming over and hugging me. She smells of
sugar and love. She’s what a real mom should be. I hug her back tightly,
relieved that they don’t want me to leave.

“Thank you,” I say as Kennedy kisses the top of my head. “I think I’'m
going to head up to bed. Thanks for the hot chocolate. It was delicious as
usual.”

“Of course.” She releases her hold on me.



I pause outside of Knox’s room. I can hear music on the other side of the
door. I turn when I hear footsteps coming down the hallway to see Faith
headed my way with a look of determination and anger on her face.

“You good?” she asks me as I open the door to my room to slip in. I give
her a nod. She goes over to Knox’s door and bangs on it hard. I shut my
door behind me to give them privacy before I crawl back into bed.

How can I miss something I never had?
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can still feel the ass-ripping my sister gave me last night. I was

sure when she came pounding on my door it was going to be

over Jamie. Oh, she hit that subject too, but it was clear that she
was most pissed about Whitney.

Whitney thought my behavior was because of her and told Oz and Kennedy
she was willing to leave if she needed to. If anyone is going to leave it
would be me. Healing Homes is a safe place, but here is safer. This is where
she needs to be.

None of this is her fault. It’s my own fucked-up head that is the problem.
After weeks of trying to show Whitney I wasn't a threat, I’d gone and
fucked it all up. I didn't really have much of a choice. I guess I could have
pulled Jett off her and left it at that. Instead, I let my rage take over. It’s still
simmering inside of me even now. The thought of that privileged asshole
scaring her still has my blood boiling.

If Whitney hadn’t stopped me, who knows how far I would have taken it
with Jett? The rumor mill is going full force around school. Everyone wants
to know what happened to Jett. He’s one of the star receivers on the football
team, which only brings more attention to the situation. He’s been keeping
his mouth shut on the topic, thankfully.

Something about football drives some of these people crazy, and I don’t
want anything blowing back on Whitney. People love to twist shit, and I’'m
sure they’d wrap it around to Whitney being at fault in some way.



I change my shirt before I head out of my bedroom. Whitney’s bedroom
door stands open, but the lights are off. I walk down to Faith’s room and see
she’s gone too. It’s Friday night. What the hell are they up to?

“Where are the girls?” I ask, walking into Oz’s office.
“Out” is his only response.
“You’re not going to tell me?”

“Nope. If you want to know where Whitney is, ask her,” he challenges. I
shake my head but pull out my phone, already heading toward my car. I fire
off a text to Ace asking what he’s up to right now.

Ace: Why don’t you ask me what you really want to know?
Me: Cut me a fucking break will you.
Ace: Westcott twins are having a party.

I already knew that. I just didn’t think it was something Whitney would
want to go to. The Westcotts’ parties can get a bit crazy. Their parents are
loaded and are out of town more often than not. My phone chimes again,
this time with a picture that has me moving my ass a whole lot faster.

Me: Going to tell my sister you’re taking pictures of other girls in
swimsuits.

Me: Delete it.

He doesn't respond. I’'m sure he’s laughing his ass off at me. If it was
anyone else I'd be pissed, but I know Ace only has eyes for Faith and it’s
merely to get my ass moving.

The drive isn't long to get to the party, but I have to park pretty far back. I
don’t think I’ve ever seen it this packed here before in the few times I've
come by. Faith usually has to drag me out of the house in order to get me to
be social or try to get me to date someone.

I only attract two types of girls: ones that want to piss their daddies off or
ones who think they know my type. They are looking for something dark in
the bedroom. I don’t get off on hurting women. In fact, seeing a woman be



hurt is when I tend to lose control. Men overpowering them because they
know they are bigger isn’t something I’m into. Maybe it’s because I know
what that feels like.

I push my way into the house. People are freaking everywhere. I don’t
recognize a lot of them. Other high schools must have been invited, and
there may even be some people from the university here too. It’s only a
matter of time before the police show up.

I pass through the kitchen where people are taking shots and playing beer
pong, making a beeline straight for the backyard to the pool. The picture
Ace sent was of Faith and Whitney standing side by side smiling in their
bathing suits. If they are even considered that. Faith was in a one-piece, but
Whitney was in a freaking bikini which left nothing to the imagination. Her
perfect body was on full display for everyone to see. Not that there’s
anything wrong with that. I’'m just being a selfish prick who wants to be the
only that’s seeing.

I try to check my anger before I find them. It’s a bikini. It’s no big deal.
Girls wear them all the time. It’s stupid to be jealous over it. I did take note
that my sister was in a one-piece, which I’'m sure is because of Ace. Fucker.
He knew what he was doing when he sent that picture.

I spot Ace first. He’s got his back to me, facing the area marked off for
dancing in front of the DJ booth. I follow his line of sight to see Faith
dancing with my Whitney. I stop walking to watch her sway her hips to the
music. Her cheeks are flushed, and her eyes are a bit glassy. She’s been
drinking.

“Ace,” I growl.

“What?” He doesn't even spare me a glance, his eyes staying trained on the
girls as they dance.

“They’re drinking?”

“They had a few frozen drinks. They're fine. I’'m watching them.” He
shrugs. Again, I try to remind myself to cool it. I run my hand down my
face.

“How is she?” I hate that I have to ask Ace this question.



“Quiet, but she always is. She loosened up after the two drinks she had.
Faith got her to dance.”

As much as I want to storm over there and throw her over my shoulder and
leave with her, I don’t. She’s smiling and having fun. So I stand there and
watch, unable to take my eyes off of her.

“How do you do this all the time?” I ask.
“It’s not always easy, but nothing worth having is.” I grunt my agreement.

I don’t know if she feels me staring at her, but she turns my way. Her eyes
lock with mine. They widen for a moment before she jerks herself around,
giving me her back.

“You’re really in the doghouse. This whole kissing ass and begging for
forgiveness is new to you, I’'m guessing.” I cut him a glare that does nothing
to Ace. “Eyes up.”

I snap my gaze right back to Whitney, searching for what Ace is alerting me
to. I spot two fuckers in polo shirts with their collars popped up letting me
know they’re extra douchey. They’ve got their eyes locked on our girls
whispering to each other. I'm sure coming up with some stupid plan to
divide and conquer. I almost feel sorry for them. Ace is calm and
collected... until he’s not.

When they make their move, we do the same. At this rate I’m never getting
out of the doghouse.

OceanofPDF.com



https://oceanofpdf.com/

11

WHITNEY

keep dancing, moving my body to the beat of the music. I want

to peek over my shoulder to see if Knox is standing there

watching me or if he’s gone. It takes all my willpower to keep
my focus on Faith. It works until I see her brows raise all the way up as she
stares at something over my shoulder.

When I turn, my view gets blocked by a pink polo shirt. I drop my head
back to look up at the boy. He’s got curly, short brown hair and a dimple in
one cheek. For some reason he reminds me of a puppy, and I want to pinch
his cheek, but I’'m guessing that’s the drinks I have had.

“Want to dance?” he asks.

“I’m already dancing,” I point out. His smile grows even bigger, and the
other dimple pops out in his cheek. I wait to see if some kind of attraction
sparks, but nothing comes.

“Dance with me.” He puts his hand on my hips and pulls me into him.

“No, thank you.” I start to step back as a hand I would recognize anywhere
comes down onto the boy's shoulder.

Oh no. This is likely going to be bad.

“The fuck.” The boy tries to turn and break out of his hold. Knox gives him
a shove, and the boy stumbles back a few feet.



Panic hits me, not wanting Knox to get into any more trouble because of
me. I do the first thing I can think to do: I jump in front of him to distract
him. Before I can think too much about what I’'m doing, I wrap my arms
around his neck and pull his head down to me. He does as I silently ask and
leans down more until our mouths are only a breath apart. I press my lips
against his.

His whole body stiffens, and I wonder if I’ve made a big mistake. This
could make the distance between us grow if I’ve misjudged the situation.
Then I remember what Faith told me about him not really caring to be
touched.

I’m about to pull away and apologize, but before I can, he wraps his arm
around my waist, lifting me off my feet to bring me closer to him. He
deepens the kiss. A soft moan comes from me as he devours me.

Desire hits me hard. It’s a rush of emotions I’ve never experienced before. I
wrap my legs around him as he parts my lips with his tongue, seeking
entrance. I happily give it to him. His tongue slips into my mouth. I let him
lead, enjoying the way he controls my body so easily.

Everything else fades away, and I start to kiss him back. He tastes like mint
and chocolate. I'm instantly addicted. He suddenly jerks back from the kiss.
I pull him back down and go back to kissing him. He gives me what I want.
His hands grip my ass tighter, reminding me that I’m in a bathing suit.

I pull back from the kiss, not wanting it to be over, but the need for oxygen
wins out. Knox stares down at me, his lips a bit swollen. Then I remember I
attacked him with my mouth.

Oh my God. Did I really do that? I'm never drinking again.

“Shit, is that Knox making out with some chick?” I hear someone say from
around me. It’s then I notice the music has stopped.

“Y’all want to get a drink or something?” Faith says. Her brows are still
raised high. I shake my head no, but Knox agrees. I try to wiggle for him to
put me down. When he lets out a groan I stop. Heat rushes to my face when
I realize why. I’'m wiggling on his erection.

“Sorry,” I whisper.



“You've got to stop saying that to me.” He shifts, putting me back down on
my feet in front of him. He reaches down and adjusts himself. I lick my
lips, finding that strangely erotic.

Faith’s eyes bounce between the both of us. “Drinks, babe.” Ace puts his
arm around Faith.

“Maybe some clothes first,” Knox adds, sounding irritated. I drop my head,
unable to hide behind my hair. I braided it to the side to keep it out of my
way. I’d forgotten I was only in a swimsuit. I’d felt awkward in it when we
first got here, but after one of those frozen strawberry drinks I didn’t care
anymore. | decided I was going to have fun and not care what anyone
thought of me for the night.

Knox reaches his hand behind his head. In one quick motion he pulls his
shirt off. The next thing I know I’'m wearing it. I stare at his broad chest.
Holy crap. I can see every damn muscle in detail, even though both of his
sides are covered in tattoos. My mouth goes dry as my eyes roam all over
him.

“Come on, Bunny,” Knox says, breaking me from my dirty thoughts. He
puts his hand on my back to guide me as we follow Faith and Ace over to
the chairs next to the pool. Faith and I left our stuff at them earlier. I notice
a lot of the other girls checking out Knox’s bare chest. I can’t blame them,
but that doesn’t mean that I have to like it. He doesn't look like any of the
other boys here. Because he doesn't look like a boy at all.

I pull his shirt back off, loving the smell of it, but I’d rather he put it back
on. He takes it from my hand before I slip back into my jean shorts and top.
His eyes never leave me as I do this.

“Put your shirt on.” I wave my hand at him. “Girls are tripping over
themselves to check you out.”

His brows pull together, and he glances around. Does he seriously not
realize how hot he is? He shrugs and pulls his shirt back on. I let out a
breath, relieved that he’s finally covered up.

“So,” Faith says. Her eyes are still bouncing between Knox and me. My
face starts to warm once again, the full realization of what I did earlier



finally starting to settle in. “How long has this been going on?”

“Nothing is going on,” I blurt out. Except if you count when I attacked him.
What is wrong with me? I assaulted his mouth.

I can tell Faith isn’t buying it. Who am I kidding? I’m not buying it either.
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don’t think this party is ever going to end. Whitney has gone
back to avoiding me after the kiss she gave me. My dick is still
hard, and it’s been over an hour since I had her mouth on me.
When she started to pull me down to her, I was sure she was going to

whisper something to me. To make sure I wasn’t going to lay polo boy out
flat.

Then she went and pressed her mouth against mine. I was pulled straight
from hell to paradise. Her lush body pressed against mine as I got my first
taste of her. I could taste the strawberry from her drink on her tongue, but
there was the taste of sweet honey that followed. I know that’s all her. She
always smells of cherries and honey.

“How fucked up would it be if I called the cops on the party?” I ask Ace,
who is standing next to me. He barks out a laugh, drawing their attention
for a second.

The girls are playing a round of beer pong together. They're terrible at it.
Pretty sure the game is never going to end.

“I can watch them if you want to take off,” he offers.
“Fuck off.”
“That’s what I thought.”



I fold my arms over my chest and watch. Every time Whitney laughs, it
chips away at some of that anger inside of me. I don’t want to be this way.
For so long I’ve been pissed off at the world. I want to be better for her.
Maybe this world isn’t as fucked up as I’ve always thought it was. Not if I
get her. That would make it worth everything. If this was the path I had to
take to lead me straight to her, then every second of it was worth it.

I spot Jennifer out of the corner of my eyes watching Whitney too. A few
times she glances my way with a sour ass look on her face. I'm guessing
she’s still pissed about the chlamydia comment I made, but she had it
coming.

That’s the problem with so many of these people. Jennifer saw the chance
to pounce on the pretty new girl because of her own fucked-up insecurities
thinking Whitney was an easy target. But when someone smacks back, they
can never let it go. I’ll need to keep my eyes on her.

“Knox!” My name is screamed from somewhere before I notice the
Westcott twins are standing right in front of me. They are Stepford wives in
the making with their blond hair and big blue eyes.

“I didn’t think you would be here.” One of them beams up at me. I can
never tell them apart. I nod. Ace takes a step further from me, trying to hold
in a laugh. Dick.

“Do you want to dance or need a drink?” the other one says. She blinks
repeatedly as she stares up at me.

“Do you have something in your eye?” I ask. I don’t want to be too big of a
dick and get myself kicked out of here, but I also want them to get the hell
away from me.

“Always with the jokes.” She giggles.

“That’s Knox. A real jokester,” Ace chimes in. If Faith was mad at me last
night, she’s going to be pissed when I kill her boyfriend.

“I think we’re ready to go,” Whitney says, coming over toward Ace and not
me. Yeah, he’s going to have to die.

“If we finish this game, we’ll end up missing graduation,” Faith jokes.



“All right. You rolling out with us?” Ace asks, finally doing something to
get me away from the twins.

“No, don’t go!” one of them says. I think it might be Stacy. No, Tracy. Fuck
it. I give up.

“Stay. The party is just getting started.” She lifts her hand to bring it down
on my chest. Before she can touch me, I have her hand by the wrist.
Whitney scrunches her nose before she turns to leave without a backwards
glance. My bunny always trying to get away from me.

“I don’t like to be touched.”
“Whatever. You were down by the pool making out with some girl.”

I release her wrist, and she pulls it back. “Whitney. I was kissing Whitney.
She’s the exception.” I step back and move around them to follow after my
bunny before she gets herself caught by someone that isn’t me. She has no
idea how beautiful she is or that her innocence is almost blinding.

“Knox?” Faith snags my attention, wondering what I’m going to do.

“I got her.”

She gives me a soft smile. “Don’t mess this up.”

That’s the last thing I would ever do, but somehow I keep fucking it up.

I find her standing outside on the front lawn. Of course, the two fuckers in
the polo shirts are standing in front of her. I swear the universe is testing
me. Thankfully they spot me coming and bolt. It almost makes me laugh.
It’s one of the pluses to looking the way I do. People tend to scatter at the
sight of me.

Whitney turns around to see me closing in on her. I don't stop. She lets out a
small squeak when I scoop her off her feet, toss her over my shoulder, and
begin carrying her.

“I swear to God you attract every male in a five-mile radius. I can’t leave
you alone for a few seconds without them finding you.” I head toward my
car.



“What’s happening?” she asks. Her fingers dig into the back of my shirt,
hanging on. Her lush ass is in my face. I had barely gotten my dick under
control and now it's fully back to life.

“I’m getting you the hell out of here. I heard you say you were ready to go.”

“I thought Ace was taking me. You were busy,” she huffs out. “Aren’t you
supposed to be avoiding me?”

“Shit,” I mumble to myself.

I pull her down. Her small body slips down mine. She’s soft in all the right
places.

“I haven't been avoiding you.” I wince. She glares up at me. At least I think
it’s a glare, but it’s damn cute. “I’ve been around. You just haven’t seen
me.”

That’s the truth. Does she really think after what happened at school with
Jett that I wasn't still checking up on her little ass? I was giving her a wide
berth while I did it. I thought that’s what she needed.

“I don’t know what that means.” She waves her hands around, getting huffy.
I reach over and open my car door. She gets in without question. Whitney is
damn sexy when she gets all frustrated and angry. I go around the car, open
the door, and slip in.

She sits with her arms folded over her chest. Her bottom lip is puffed out,
and I want nothing more than to lean over and suck it into my mouth.
Thoughts of how those lips would look wrapped around my cock flash
through my mind. I take a deep breath and push them to the side. I need to
keep myself in check so I don't send her running.

I reach over and grab her seat belt. My hand grazes her tits in the process.
I’m not even sorry about it. So much for trying to keep myself in check.
That asshole I tend to be is always lingering around. Whitney sucks in a
breath, her cheeks flooding pink.

“I’m sorry.”



“For what?” Her question comes out breathy. Not for touching her tits,
that’s for damn sure.

“For avoiding you. I thought that’s what you wanted. You made it pretty
clear that day in the school office.” She scrunches her nose, looking
adorably confused. “You didn’t even want to be in the car with me
afterward.”

She jerks her head my way. “I said that because I didn’t want to be a bother
to you anymore. You’ve already done so much for me. I got you tangled
into that mess. I’'m sorry.” She drops her gaze. I want it back on me.

I reach out, putting my finger under her chin to bring her eyes back to mine.
“That wasn’t your fault.” I loathe that she even thought that for a second.
“Are you going to stop avoiding me?”

“If that’s what you want.”

She nods her head. “Unless you’re mad at me for the whole attacking your
mouth, but I needed to get your attention before you pummeled those
boys.” A bark of laughter leaves me. “It’s not funny!” She swats at my
hand. I only laugh harder. She goes back to folding her arms over her chest,
which I don’t hate. It pushes her tits up, giving her more cleavage in the v-
neck shirt she’s wearing over her swimsuit.

“I think you know how I felt about your attack. Better yet, you felt it.” Her
lips part. There was no fucking way she missed my cock pressing into her
soft stomach then and even moments ago. “You can attack me anytime you
want, Bunny. I’ll be your willing victim,” I tease her.

Her plump lips twitch as she fights a smile.

I take it as a win. For today at least. Who knows what I'll fuck up
tomorrow?
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ise and shine, my little lush.” T peek one eye open to see
Faith’s smiling face over me.

“You’re one to talk.” I roll away from her. I think we each had three or four
drinks. I didn’t think that was much, but I guess for someone who’s never
drank before it is. The pounding headache I have would agree.

“Knox woke me up so I’m returning the favor since you’re the reason he
woke me up to begin with.” T roll back over to face her. She lets out a

giggle.

At the mention of Knox a rush of everything that happened last night comes
flooding back to me. I don’t know if I should hide under the covers or
smile.

“Why did he wake you up about me?” She holds up a bottle of water in one
hand and Advil in the other.

“So. How long have you been crushing on my twin?” She lifts a brow.

“Crap.” I hadn't even thought about it that way. I know they are brother and
sister, but it’s crazy hard to remember they are freaking twins. They’re so
different. “I'm sorry.”

“Nope. No way. I’'m way into this romance.” Her smile as she says it makes
me relax. Faith has been so good to me. I’d hate to mess up our friendship. I



push myself up, taking the water from her. She shakes two pills out for me
to take.

“Thanks.” T pop them in my mouth and swallow. I only really have a
headache. My stomach is fine thankfully. I’'m sure that had something to do
with Knox pumping me full of water when we got back to the house. He
made me some toast too.

“So?” Faith is chomping at the bit for details.
“I don’t know what to say. Last night was new to me.”

“Hmm.” I can almost hear her thinking. “Wait. Has he been being all
grumpy and MIA because of the two of you?”

I shrug. “We had a misunderstanding after the whole Jett thing.” She knows
the story. This family doesn't actually keep much from each other.

“Gah! How did I miss this?” She falls back onto the bed dramatically,
making me laugh before she rolls to the side, propping her head up with her
hand. “He lets you touch him. That in itself should have clued me in.”

“I’m not sure what you mean.”

“He doesn't like people touching him. I mean Mom and I can steal some
hugs from him, but other than that he’s not having it.”

“Oh.” Me kissing him out of nowhere must have freaked him the heck out.
He did say I could kiss him anytime I wanted, but what if that was him
trying to make me feel better?

“I think it’s safe to say the no touching rule doesn't apply to you.” I duck
my head, my cheeks starting to warm. The idea that Knox doesn't want
others to touch him besides me makes me feel special. But I’m not sure if
that’s really even the case.

“What about the other girls he’s dated?” Gah. I should not have asked that. I
so don’t want to hear about him with other girls. From what I’ve heard
around school he never dates anyone that’s in high school, but if anyone
knows the truth it would be Faith. My mind is still hanging on to the whole
Jamie name too.



“I don’t know crap about his dating life if he has one. Why do you think
I’m so shocked?”

“A girl in one of my classes asked me to set them up since I know him. She
said he normally only dates girls in college. She mentioned something
about the lady that works at the front desk in the office at school too.”

“I’ve never heard any of that.” She shakes her head. “People make shit up
when they don’t have answers. The gossip train is in full force at
Montgomery Hall Prep.”

“Most gossip starts from a sliver of truth.”

“Don’t give it any thought. If you like Knox and he’s into you, then let it
happen. Knox isn’t going to step out on you. I know he can be an asshole at
times, but usually there is a reason for it.”

I only nod, not sure if that’s actually a good thing. What if I made him mad
one day? Would he go out and do something to get back at me? I hate to
think that, but my mom’s current husband is a lot like that. If you don’t do
what he wants, he’ll find a way to make you pay for it.

“Ace is picking me up to run a few errands. Want to come with?”
“No, it’s fine. Go hang with your boyfriend.”

“Meet us for lunch at least? We can go over our notes so far.”

“I think I can do that.” T give.

“I’ll text you later.” She bounces out of the bed.

I lie there wondering what Knox is doing right now. He can’t be too mad at
me about the whole kiss thing if he’s telling his sister to take me water and
Advil.

I toss the blanket back, getting out of bed. I'm so not doing this
miscommunication thing again. I’'m going to straight out ask if he meant
what he said last night. I pull on a pair of jean shorts and snag an oversized
sweater to wear.



I take my phone and Kindle with me before venturing out of my room. I
stare across the hallway wondering if Knox is in his bedroom or not.

“He’s in the gym.” I jump, Faith’s words surprising me. She’s dressed now.
“I Was_)’

“Girl, don’t try it.” She laughs and keeps walking down the hallway. I huff a
breath. I’'m not even sure where the gym is in this house. I wander
downstairs and into the kitchen to find Kennedy and Oz making out.

“Sorry.” I turn around to leave.

“You’re fine.” Kennedy laughs. She’s sitting on the counter with Oz
standing between her legs. It’s not shocking to find the two of them kissing.
It’s actually really sweet that after all these years of marriage they still have
that fire for each other.

“Have a good time last night?” Oh crap. “You’re not in trouble, Whitney.
All we ask is that you’re safe and responsible, and you were. You guys are
pretty much adults at this point.” I relax.

“I had a lot of fun.”

“That’s good, honey.” Kennedy’s face breaks out into a giant smile. “Can I
make you some breakfast?” she offers.

“I was actually looking for the gym.”
“That way to the left.” Oz points.
“Thanks,” I say before I leave the kitchen.

I hear Knox before I get to the door. The sound of something slamming
over and over again. I pull the door open slowly and slip inside. Knox’s
bare back is to me as he destroys a punching bag.

I lick my lips watching him. The way that every muscle strains as he
powers his fists into the bag. He’s a freaking machine. I stand there
continuing to watch him for a few minutes before he stops. He pulls off the
wrap things that are around his hands and tosses them away. He turns
around to face me.



“Watching me, little bunny?” He smirks. That’s the second time he’s called
me that.

“I wanted to say thank you for last night and this morning.”

“No thanks needed.” He makes his way over toward me. His bare chest is
covered in a sheen of sweat, and I can’t help but take in every inch of him.
The tattoos he has only add to his attractiveness. My mouth goes dry when I
take him in. He comes to stand right in front of me. So close we’re almost
touching. My fingers itch to reach out and trace along the lines of his tattoos
but I stop myself, remembering what Faith said about him not liking to be
touched.

“About last night. I know what you said, but Faith told me you don’t care to
be touched.”

“I meant what I said.” He says it like it’s no big deal. I lift my hand and
place it on his chest over one of the tattoos. He sucks in a breath as I trace it
with my fingers. He closes his eyes for a long moment.

“Knox?” I stop when I feel something that isn’t smooth against his warm
skin. “Who did this to you?” I fight tears at the thought of someone hurting
him.

“Don’t cry for me.” He places his hand over mine. I can feel his heart
beating. There are so many layers to this man. The moment I think I know
him, he shows me another side of himself. I want to peel those layers back
and see all of him.

Hopefully he’ll let me.
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11
y past is fucked up. As much as I enjoy the tattoos, I

started getting them to hide the scars.” Each brush of her
fingers on my skin burns and not in a bad way. “I got a
lot of bad draws when it came to foster parents.”

My chest is marked up with a handful of scars that are hard to see under the
tattoos. Sometimes I think I still can feel the cigarette burns being pressed
into my skin. She’s the second person I’ve ever told about the reasoning
behind the tattoos. The only other person is Mick, and that’s because it’s his
ink on my body.

“That’s horrible.” She drops her hand from my chest. I want to snatch it
back. But then she does something even better. She wraps her arms around
me, not caring that I’m all sweaty.

“My mom had some shitty husbands. I don’t have any scars unless you
count the ones on the inside. Her last one was the worst.” She huffs out a
warm breath against my chest.

Her words make me want to rip something apart, but I control myself.
“How bad were they, Bunny?” My insides knot. “You don’t have to tell me
if you don’t want to.”

“I want to. You told me. It was mainly some pushing around and seeing
how they treated my mom. She’d let them do anything to her, and I do
mean anything.” I run my hands up and down her back, trying to soothe her.



“Honestly seeing them do the things they did to her was worse than any
beating I ever took.”

I can’t fight the flinch of my body. How in the hell could someone beat her?
She’s freaking tiny. Rage begins to fill me as I think of how helpless and
scared she must have felt. The same way I had been when I was younger.
But I got older and bigger than most of those fuckers, taking away their
advantage.

“Are you growling?” Whitney drops her head back to look up at me.
“Maybe.” If I was I didn’t know I was doing it.

“The last was the worst. It’s why I ran to Healing Homes. We’d stayed there
a few times, and I knew it would be safe. It started off with him only staring
at me. Then it started to progress as time went on. I started putting a chair
under the knob of my door, but one night I must have forgotten. I woke up
with him standing over my bed.”

I suck in a breath, trying to control my rage.

“He played it off saying he thought he heard something so he was checking
on me.”

Yeah the fuck right. The one night she forgot to put the chair under the door,
that asshole just so happened to hear something. It’s more like that
motherfucker was checking her door every damn night.

“The next day I grabbed a bag of my stuff and left.” I drop my head down,
breathing her in to help calm me.

“No one is ever going to hurt you again. I promise you that.”

She releases her hold on me, taking a step back. She’s looking at me
curiously. “What about you? What if you hurt me?”

I drop my head, thinking about the first day I met her. And how she and I
always seem to get off on the wrong foot again and again.

“I know I fucked up that day, and I can be an asshole, Whitney, but I swear
to you never again.” I wish there was another way to prove that to her.



“I didn’t mean it like that. Like you said, you can be an asshole at times but
normally there is a reason.”

“Generally,” T admit. I hate that she sees me this way.
“What if I do something to make you mad? Would that give you cause?”

“Hell no. I’'ll likely be groveling because I fucked up somehow because
there’s no way you’d do something just to be mean.”

A smile pulls at her lips. “I don’t mean to make you feel bad or anything.
I’ve just had a lot of terrible experiences with men. I shouldn’t take that out
on you. I’m sorry.”

“Don’t apologize. I was a dick, and I have had this coming, but I’ll prove to
you that I can be good.” Her smile grows bigger, making some of the
uneasiness settle inside of me.

“Only for me?” She says it in a teasing way.

“I’m sure there might be times where I have to be an asshole to someone
else.” She takes a step into me again.

“Is it terrible that I kind of like that side of you sometimes? That it makes
me feel almost safe knowing you’re near.”

“No, Bunny. I taught myself to fight to protect myself. And I'll do whatever
it takes to protect you. I’'m fucking elated that subconsciously you know I’ll
keep you safe from others.”

“Okay,” she says softly, licking her lips.

My eyes drop to her mouth. I lean down slowly so she knows I’'m coming
in for a kiss. If she pushes me away, I'll know where I stand with her for
now. But she doesn't do that. Instead, she presses her chest more into me.
Her eyes fall closed right before I capture her mouth.

I part her lips with my tongue, and she opens wider for me. She tentatively
starts to stroke her tongue against mine. A sexy as hell moan comes from
her. I grip her hips, pulling her into me. My cock presses into the softness of
her stomach. I swear I would relive every second of the shitty life I had if it
meant it would lead me to this moment with her.



I pull back when I hear the door open.

“Looks like you found the gym,” Oz says from the doorway. Whitney’s
eyes widen, her cheeks flushing. She spins around to face him. She looks
like a deer caught in headlights. “I guess I had that coming with how you
keep catching me and my wife making out.”

“Do you mind?” I try not to sound like an ass, but I’m not sure I pulled it
off. It doesn't help that all my blood is pumping to my dick. I grab her,
pulling her back to me.

“I don’t mind at all.” He chuckles as he goes back out the door.
“Oh God. Are we going to get in trouble?”

“Why would we?” She lifts her head.

“Because I live here?”

“We’re adults, Bunny. We’re fine.”

“Okay,” she agrees once again. So I do the same thing as before: I kiss her,
never wanting to let her go.
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“ ike this, Bunny.” My breath hitches each time he calls me that.

At first I wasn’t sure what to make of it, but I’'m slowly coming

to love it. It’s not baby or angel. It’s different, and I’'m sure there
is a reason why he calls me that. One day I won’t be so shy and I’ll push to
know why.

Knox comes up behind me, wrapping his arms around me as I stand in front
of the punching bag in the gym. I close my eyes, enjoying the feel of him
holding me. I settle into him, loving how safe I know I am right now.

“Your thumb needs to be on the outside of your fist.” He pulls my thumb
out, putting it where he wants. “Between your first and second knuckles on
your index and middle fingers. That way you won’t break it.”

I glance at him over my shoulder. He has all his attention focused on me. I
turn back so I can concentrate before I throw the punch. He gives me an
approving smile that sends a thrill through me.

“Now if you can—and you're shorter so I’'m guessing you will—I want you
to go like this. Especially if it’s a man. It’s going to temporarily blind and
startle them.”

He shows me how to hit the bag using the palm of my hand. “It’s hard on
the bag to go up right, but you want to hit upward.” He moves to stand in
front of me, sliding his finger up and down his nose to show me where to
aim.



We play around for a while. He shows me a few other self-defense moves. I
love how determined he is for me to know how to protect myself. It also
doesn’t escape me that he knows all these defensive moves. I try not to
think about how hard he had it growing up. It hurts my heart.

“And always watch your feet.” Even as he says the words, mine are swept
out from under me. I let out a laugh, somehow knowing I’m not going to hit
the floor. His arms grab me before I fall, and he pulls me into him. I wrap
my arms around his neck.

“You know a lot about protecting yourself.” As soon as the words pass my
lips I wonder if I’ve gone too far. The walls we both put around ourselves
are only starting to fall away. I don’t want to push him to open up any more
than he’s ready to.

“I wasn’t always this big.” Big is really only the start of what he is. It’s hard
for me to see him as anything but this enormous man in front of me who
dares anyone to challenge him.

He stares down at me, his mouth starting to lower. My eyes fall closed in
anticipation of his kiss, but my phone starts blaring from where I left it. My
eyes fling open.

“Not going to stop me, Bunny,” he says against my mouth before he’s
kissing me yet again. It’s so easy to get lost in him. I’'m not used to that.
The letting go part. “They’re fucking persistent.”

Knox grunts as he pulls back from the kiss, putting me back on my feet. He
grabs my phone. The irritation is clear on his face. It slips away when he
glances down at the screen and answers it.

“Hey,” he says. “I’ve got her.” I know it has to be Faith. “I said I got her.”
He pauses again. “Got it.” He ends the call, never giving me my cell phone.

“I’m going to jump in the shower and change. Then I’ll take you to meet
Faith for lunch.”

“Oh crap. I forgot all about that.”

“Come on. We’ll change and meet them.” He takes my hand, leading me
out of the gym and up toward our bedrooms. He releases me but not before



he kisses me yet again. For a man that doesn't care to be touched, he sure
enjoys me touching him. I wonder what makes me so different.

It doesn't take us long to meet up with Faith and Ace. I don’t miss the stares
we get as Knox holds my hand through the restaurant and out onto the back
patio where Ace and Faith are sitting. Her eyes go wide when she sees us
coming. Knox continues holding my hand all the way to the table. He even
pulls my chair out for me.

“Okay. I'm so digging this.” Faith’s smile stretches across her face. I duck
my head as my cheeks start to warm. I really have to get control of this
blushing thing.

“Don’t make it awkward for her.” Knox gives his sister a pointed look.

“How can it be awkward? It’s only us,” she defends herself. Knox drops his
arm across the back of my chair. When the server comes to get our drink
order, I don’t even get a chance to tell him what I want because Knox does
it first. I can’t help but get a warm fluttery feeling in my chest at the fact
that he knows what I like.

“This is so adorable.” Faith can barely sit still at this point. I know she
wants to grill us about what is going on. I’'m not really sure, to be honest.
We’ve shared some kisses. He lets me touch him. I think that makes us a
couple. Maybe.

“Knox said he has some ideas for Healing Homes,” I cut in. Ace leans back
in his chair. His arm is around Faith’s chair too. They’re so comfortable
together. They fit and balance each other out. Could Knox and I have that
one day? This all seems too good to be true.

“Oh?” Faith’s eyebrows raise.

Knox goes into detail about the software he put together. I sit and listen to
him explain everything. I’ve never heard him talk so much at once.

“You sound so much like Dad,” Faith says.

“He’s the one who taught me.” Knox shrugs like it’s no big deal. Faith rolls
her eyes at her brother. I don’t think building a software program is



something easily learned. Oz might have helped him, but Knox is clearly a
sponge for information, soaking it all in easily.

“That’s really incredible. I was worried how I was going to be able to track
and keep up with everything.”

“Just glad I could help.” His fingers play with the ends of my hair.

“That’s really sweet of you. Thank you. It means a lot.” Under all that ink
and bad attitude is a sweet man. He leans down, his mouth meeting mine in
a soft kiss.

“They’re kissing,” Faith whispers.
“I see that, babe,” Ace responds.

I let out a small laugh. Knox smiles against my lips. I think I love his smile
as much as I love his kisses.

OceanofPDFE.com


https://oceanofpdf.com/

16

KNOX

sit up when a knock sounds at my door. “Come in,” I call out,

throwing my legs over the side of the bed to get up. Oz steps

through the door a second later. I drop back down onto the bed
when I see it’s him and not Whitney. She went to her room to get ready for
bed an hour ago.

“We need to talk,” he says, closing the door behind him. Shit. How is this
about to play out? I thought he was okay with everything after catching us
in the gym, but maybe he did that for Whitney’s sake so she wouldn’t get
too embarrassed.

“I’m not going to stop seeing her.”

“I didn’t ask you to. When are you going to learn that you don’t always
have to be on the defense around here? Name one time I didn’t have your
back, Knox.” My mind shuffles through my memories. Even when I was in
trouble, Oz was always there helping clean up my messes.

“Fuck me.” I drop my head, my throat growing tight. What is wrong with
me lately? Since Whitney came into my life, she’s peeled a layer back off
the shield I try to keep up to protect myself from getting hurt. Now I find
myself feeling way too much. “I'm sorry.”

“I don’t want you to be sorry.” Oz walks over, sitting down in one of the
chairs. “I want you to realize we’re a family. I know you didn’t get a great



family to start with, but this is one, and you’re a part of it whether you like
it or not.”

“I like it,” I admit.

“A woman will do that to you. Have you thought about the future and what
you want to give her?” He’s right. Whitney should have a family. I want her
to stay here with us.

“I can’t concentrate since I met her. Every thought I have circles back to
her. Am I losing my mind?” I ask. “I crave for her to touch me.” Oz’s eyes
drop to my chest for a moment. He’s seen the scars I have there. He’d once
taken me to get one of my scars covered with a tattoo.

“You’re not losing your mind. You’re in love. Love has a way of healing
you.” I run my hand down my face over this mushy shit right now. I'm
starting to get on edge for some reason. Today was a little too perfect, and
when you’ve lived a life like mine, you’re always waiting for the other shoe
to drop.

“What did you want to talk about?” I change the subject. I might very well
be in love with Whitney. Not that I understand what love actually is. I’ve
seen it, but I’'m not sure I’ve ever felt it.

“Whitney’s stepfather has been poking around about her.” My head snaps
up.

“T’11 kill that fucker if he even comes in the same room as her.”

“Did she tell you something about him?” I shrug, not willing to hand over
the information. That’s Whitney’s story to tell. Not mine. “I don’t know
why I even asked that after the last incident at school.”

“I’m not a rat.”
“Trust me, I know. You’re Fort Knox.” He smirks at his own pun.
“He better stay away from her. I’'m not messing around.”

“That’s what I thought.” He stands from his seat. “I know I don’t have to
tell you this, but I'm going to say it anyway. If Whitney leaves the house, I
think it’s best she isn’t alone.”



“She won’t be, but I’'m starting to think there’s more you're not telling me.”

“He’s popped up a few times. Even grabbed one of the girls that was
heading into the apartment units asking about Whitney’s whereabouts, but
he took off when security spotted him harassing the girls.”

Fucking hell. This prick doesn’t sound like he’s going to give up anytime
soon, if ever.

“You’re on probation,” Oz keeps going. “Don’t get your ass tossed in jail
over this piece of shit.”

“What can we even do if he shows up? It’s not against the law for him to
talk to her. A few broken bones might actually make him think twice.”

Oz folds his arms over his chest. “But it doesn't have to be you who breaks
them.” I swear his eyes get a bit darker. “I have someone trying to track him
down already. Let me see where that leads.”

“What about a restraining order?” I suggest. “That way he can’t come near
her at all. If he does, the cops can actually do something.”

“Already in the works. Judge Ellis is going to handle it first thing Monday
morning.”

“Thank you,” I say, standing up from my bed. I know Oz will do everything
in his power to keep Whitney safe. Of that I have no doubt.

“You don’t have to thank me. We’re family, and family protect each other.”
There goes my throat getting all tight again on me. I know how much
family really means to Oz. His brother tried to fuck him over, and his mom
is a freaking nut ball. I’ve only met her twice.

“You consider her family?”

“I don’t think you’re going to be letting her go. I know that look in your
eyes. I’ve seen it in the mirror.” He claps me on the shoulder. “Don’t fuck it

up.’,

That is a lot easier said than done. I watch him leave my bedroom. I want to
go over and knock on Whitney’s door. To slip inside and see what she’s
doing. It’s a fucked-up thought with what she’s gone through already. I



don’t want to fuck this up because I can’t control myself. I’'m already
worried I’m coming on too strong with her.

I force myself to flip the light off and crawl into bed. I toss and turn, unable
to fall asleep. It doesn’t help that I can’t stop wondering if Whitney is in the
shower, running her hands all over her delicate body as the water drips
down her. Would she touch herself?

I reach down, pulling my cock out of my sweatpants and wrapping my hand
around it. Sex and the need to get off was never something I had the drive
to do before I met her. Not with all the messed-up crap I’ve seen some men
do. And the things that a few of them tried to do to me. But that’s not the
case anymore. The scent of her alone puts me on edge. Whitney took a
sledgehammer to my control. Now all I can think about is eating her pussy
or sliding my cock deep inside of her.

She’s so damn small. I’d have to take my time with her. Give her a little bit
more of my cock each day until she was ready to take all of me. She has to.
I don’t think I could take her pushing me away. It almost killed me thinking
she didn’t want me around those few weeks. I started to slip back into some
of my bad habits.

I work my cock faster, picturing my little bunny on top of me, riding my
cock, her tits bouncing with each rock of her hips. I let out a groan, my balls
already starting to draw up.

“Knox.” I release my cock, pulling my sweatpants back up as I sit up. My
bedroom door cracks open.

“Bunny? You okay?”
“Can I come in?” she asks hesitantly.

“You never have to ask to come into my room. I’ll always want you here.”
She slips in, shutting the door behind her before she shuffles over to the
bed. She surprises the hell out of me when she crawls under the covers with
me. This is not helping the massive hard-on I have.

“I hate thunderstorms. Can I stay with you for a while?”



You can stay with me forever. I want to say those words out loud, but it’s too
soon.

“Of course.” I lie back down. She does the same. I want to grab her and pull
her into me. Two bad I don’t have a tiny ass bed. Her cherry smell starts to
fill my space. My balls are starting to ache. I’m pretty sure I gave myself a
case of blue balls.

“Knox?” She whispers my name. I can’t take it anymore. I roll over to my
side, grabbing her and pulling her into my body.

“Yeah, Bunny?” She presses her cheek against my chest.
“Never mind. I was gonna ask if I could move closer.” I let out a laugh.

“Bunny, I’'m going to say it again: You can do whatever the hell you want
when it comes to me. I’m not going to stop you. I can promise you that.”

“I thought you might come over but...” My hold on her tightens.
“I wanted to, but I didn’t want to scare you.”

“Right.” She puffs out a breath. “I don’t care if you come into my room
either. You’re different. I know I’m safe when you’re near.” I’m not so sure
of that. If she could see into my mind, she'd be running for the hills.

Lightning lights up the room, followed by a crack of thunder. Whitney
tenses in my arms.

“I’ve got you.” I keep her close all night long. It’s bittersweet having her in
my arms this way. I don’t care if my balls ache for the rest of my life.

I’m never letting her go.
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yawn, snuggling deeper down into the blankets. I’m in a cocoon
of warmth. I try to wiggle to roll over, but I don’t get far.

“You’re killing me.” I freeze at the deep voice, remembering I slept in
Knox’s room last night. He pulls me back from the small space I’d made
when I tried to roll over. He has his arm wrapped around my waist. My
back is pressed into his chest.

“I’m sorry. Did I wake you?” From the sound of it, I don’t think he slept
very well last night. I hate the disappointment that hits me with that
thought. Last night I slept the best I have in years. My body let go, knowing
Knox wouldn’t let anything happen to me. Normally I can’t fall asleep at all
during a storm. But with his arms wrapped around me, I drifted off
peacefully.

“You didn’t wake me.”

“Oh.” I try to roll over and face him.

“Bunny.”

“What? Are you okay?”

“Please stop moving.” I do as he asks, settling into his big body.

“Oh!” T squeak when I realize the problem. Knox’s hard cock is pressed
into my butt. The shirt I went to bed in has ridden all the way up to the
middle of my stomach.



“Yeah.” He buries his face in my hair from behind. “You always smell so
damn good.” His fingers drift back and forth along the top of my panties. I
start to get turned on. Warmth pools in my stomach, and I start to get wet
between my thighs.

I wiggle again, unable to help myself. “You enjoy torturing me?” He doesn't
sound mad, but he does, however, sound like he’s hurting. As the throb
between my legs grows, I think I’'m going to be hurting here soon too.

“Knox.” I breathe his name, dropping my head back to rest on his chest.
“It’s torturing me too.”

“You want me to fix it, Bunny?” He pushes my hair out of his way and
places open-mouth kisses on my neck, making me whimper. I had no idea
that a few kisses on your neck could be so erotic.

“Yes. I want to fix it for you too.” His fingers grip my panties.
“You can tell me to stop at any time.”
“Don't stop. Please.”

“Fuck, you feel so damn good.” He starts to work my panties down my
thighs. I wiggle, helping him by using my feet to kick them free once they
get farther down my legs. His hand cups my sex.

“Not fair. If you get to feel me, I want to feel you too.”

“So demanding,” he growls. It helps that I’'m not facing him. He can’t see
the heat rushing to my cheeks. It makes me bolder. He shifts, and a moment
later his cock is pressed against my ass. His fingers part the lips of my sex.

“You’re bare. Who did you shave your pussy for, Bunny?” His cock slides
along my ass, leaving a wet trail. Is he getting as wet as me?

“For you,” I admit. I tried to do one of those straight lines down the middle,
but I failed and ended up shaving it all off. I actually enjoy how it feels
against my panties.

“When?” He grabs my thigh, lifting and pulling it to him. He locks it
between his legs, making me spread out more. Two of his fingers press
against my clit.



“Last night.” I’d thought he might come to my room. Yesterday he drove
me crazy with all his kisses and touches. His hands were always on me but
not where I really wanted them to be.

“You gave me a pass, and now I’ll come in your room whenever the fuck I
want.”

“Yes,” I agree, shifting my hips, needing him to move his fingers.
“You’re so wet. This is what I felt all night. I ached for you.”

I whimper. I love hearing how much he needed me. That I made him ache.
It makes me feel sexy. My nipples grow harder, pressing against my shirt.

“I’m sorry. Next time I'll take care of you.” I sink my teeth into my bottom
lip.

“Bunny,” he grits out as his fingers finally start to move. “You’re going to
take care of me right now.” He shifts, never taking his fingers off my clit as
he strokes me. I’m already so worked up, I’m not sure how long I can last at
this point. The sensation rising inside of me is both scary and exciting at the
same time.

Knox’s cock slips down my ass and he presses it between my legs. He
brings my other leg back down, trapping his cock between my thighs so that
it’s pressing right up against my sex. When he starts to thrust, the head of
his cock barely pushes inside of me and then back out.

My hips start to move with him. He sinks a bit more inside of me. I know
we’re playing with fire, but I don’t want him to stop. In fact, I want him to
press all the way in. My hips start to move, but his grip stills me.

His fingers start to move faster. “Knox.” I moan out his name. “I think—I
think—” Who am I kidding? I can’t think at all with the things he’s doing to
me.

“You think you’re about to come for me. And you are,” he demands before
he sinks his teeth into my neck and starts to suck.

I cry out his name as the orgasm floods through me. Knox groans my name
from behind as he starts to come with me. Warm cum sprays all over my



sex and thighs. My body hums with pleasure, everything sensitive now.
Knox’s breathing is heavy.

“That was amazing.” My eyes fall closed. I want to lie right here for the rest
of my life.

“Bunny, I'm never going to let you go. You’re mine now.” I smile, my eyes
still closed. His fingers start to stroke me again.

“That makes you mine too.”
“I’ve been yours my whole life.” My heart flutters.
“That’s the best birthday gift I’ve ever gotten.”

“Birthday?” He nips my neck. This time it’s a bit harder, making me squeal.
The sensation shoots straight to my clit.

“I didn’t want to make a big deal out of it. Besides, I'm getting what I
want.” I rock my hips. Knox’s cock is still trapped between my thighs. He’s
still hard too. I wouldn’t have believed he’d gotten off if I hadn’t felt it for
myself.

“I’ll make you come all day if that’s what you want.”

“Yes.” I moan, another orgasm already coming. What has this man done to
my body?

“This time, I think I’ll use my mouth. I want to taste it when you come for
me.”

He moves, putting me on my back before he buries his face between my
thighs.

Knox wasn’t kidding. He made sure my birthday wish came true.
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lean up against the bleachers, not really paying attention to

what’s going on during the school assembly. The only reason

I’'m even here is because Whitney is performing an opening
song to launch off homecoming week.

Shit. I wonder if she wants to go to homecoming. I haven't heard Faith say
anything about it. I’ll suck it up and go if Whitney wants to. It wouldn't be
all bad. I"d get to see Whitney in a dress and keep her pressed against me
most of the night.

Then everyone around here might finally get the message that we’re
together. Maybe all these fuckers would stop looking at her all the time
when they think I can’t see them. Whitney can be a bit shy about public
displays of affection. It’s mostly because people stare.

I push off the side of the bleachers as she comes on stage. I’ve only gotten
to listen to her sing a few times. When she sang the national anthem for the
first home football game, and at home when she’s alone in her bedroom.
She has the voice of an angel.

The last month has been more than I could have ever hoped for. Oz had
been right. Since Whitney came into my life, everything has been better. It
forced me to start thinking about the future and what I’'m going to do with
my life. I need to make sure that I get my shit straight so I can take care of
Whitney for the rest of our lives. I want her to have everything her heart
desires.



For the first time in my life, the thought of jail actually freaks me the fuck
out. To be taken away from her would rip me in two. I know it’s messed up,
this need I have for her, but I don’t care. I crave her touch. I'd gone so long
without much human contact. Now I can’t get enough.

Whitney’s eyes meet mine as she grips the microphone and starts to sing.
This is one of the few times that shyness doesn't take over and make her
want to hide behind someone or something. She falls into the music but
keeps her attention on me the whole time.

My cock hardens, which isn't abnormal when I’ve got my eyes on her.
Every night we end up in each other's beds. Whitney is as needy as I am.
I’ve been doing my best to get her addicted to what I can do to her body
with my mouth. We haven't progressed past oral at this point. I don’t want
her thinking I’m only in this for sex. That has been damn hard. Especially
last night when she surprised me by slipping into my shower with me. She
has been getting bolder, but her shyness still lingers. I love that about her,
though. How her cheeks always turn a sweet soft pink. It’s sexy as fuck.

I’m getting worked up thinking about how she slipped open the shower
door, letting herself in. Before I could even reach for her, she was on her
knees, wrapping her mouth around my cock. Up until that point I was the
only one giving oral. She’d tried a few times, but I’d shift into something
else quickly.

It’s not that I didn’t want it. Because besides me being balls deep inside of
her, there’s nothing I want more. I just didn’t want her doing it because she
thought she had to. Eating her soft pussy is enough to get me off. As hard as
I try to prove I’'m not only in this for sex, Whitney has a way of breaking
me. Even when we’re doing her self-defense training, she always ends up
flat on her back on the mat with us going at it.

“Knox.” Someone says my name in a loud whisper. I glance over to see a
blonde. “You can sit here.” She pats the spot next to her on the bleachers. I
try to remember her name. For someone who can recall almost anything
when it comes to numbers, some of these people's names always seem to
allude me. Michelle maybe? I know she sits in front of Whitney in her art
history class.



I ignore her, my attention going back to the stage as Whitney comes to the
end of the song. Everyone cheers for her. She smiles, dipping her head
before taking a step back and handing the microphone over.

The rest of the assembly drags on. I don’t see Whitney anywhere. I’'m
guessing she stepped out because her part is over. I go in search of her,
dipping out myself. I head straight for the library. It’s where she always
goes if she has free time.

When I enter, I see her at the front desk talking to the librarian. She doesn’t
see me, so I slip back toward her normal table. Bingo, I think when I see a
door marked supplies. I pull my pocket knife out, finding what I need
before popping the lock in only a couple of seconds.

Then I wait. I catch sight of Whitney through a few of the bookcases. When
she starts to round the corner, I reach out and snag her around the waist. Her
eyes go wide for a moment until she realizes it’s me. I pull her back into the
closet, kicking the door shut behind us and locking it.

“What are you doing?”

“You know what I’m doing.” I slip my hand up under her dress, giving her
ass a squeeze. My dick is rock hard after watching her up on that stage.
“You got me all worked up.” She gives me a shy smile. She knew exactly
what she was doing up there.

“Want me to take care of that for you?” She licks her lips.

I fight a groan. “I want to take care of you.” I pull on her panties as I fall to
my knees in front of her.

“Knox. We’re at school.” Her teeth sink into her bottom lip. She’s not
telling me to stop so I keep going. I can smell the sweetness of her arousal,
and my mouth is watering for a taste.

“Spread your legs wider for me, Bunny.” She does as I ask, her blush
spreading down her chest to the top of her tits. I would love to strip her
bare, but I’'m not risking someone walking in on us. I don’t care if the door
is locked. No one sees her naked but me.



“Knox.” She runs her fingers through my hair but doesn't release her hold
on me. I push her dress up, exposing her fully to me. Fuck. A rumble leaves
my chest seeing how wet she is for me already.

“Do you want me to eat your pussy, Bunny?” I blow on her clit. She lets out
a small gasp. “You have to answer me. I want all the words.” Keeping her
dress up and out of my way, I kiss each of her hips, enjoying the softness of
her skin against my lips.

“I want you to eat me.” I can’t help but smile at the fact that she can’t say
the word pussy. I don’t care. I’ll take what I can get. I love it when she gets
like this. So needy for me that the majority of her shyness fades away.

I bury my face between her thighs, licking every drop of sweetness that has
escaped her already. Then I focus back on her clit, my tongue flicking her
back and forth. My cock strains against my jeans at the sound of the moans
that are coming from her. I slip my other hand down to her opening,
allowing one finger to push inside of her and then another. I’ve been slowly
trying to stretch her. I know it can hurt like a motherfucker for a girl's first
time. That was another reason I was still putting it off. I want her to be
ready. To cause as little pain to her as I can. All I want her to know is
pleasure.

She starts to move her hips, rocking them back and forth against my mouth.
She moves with the thrust of my fingers inside of her, meeting each stroke,
fucking herself on them. It’s so damn hot.

“Knox. I’m going to—" She trails off. I already know she’s close. Her
pussy starts to clamp down on my fingers over and over. I imagine what
that will be like when my cock is buried deep inside of her, her cunt trying
to milk my cum out. The thought has cum leaking from the head of my
cock.

I hook my finger inside of her, hitting her G-spot just right. It’s all it takes
to send her over. My name spills from her lips. It’s the sweetest sound I’ve
ever heard, making me feel like a king. Her body shakes then jerks as I
wring the pleasure out of her.

I pull my fingers out, licking them clean before I place a kiss on her clit. I
proceed to fix her panties and dress. When I rise, she’s got a happy but



dazed expression on her face. She grabs a hold of me, running her hands up
my chest. I’ll never get used to how good her touch feels. How my body
craves it when it wasn’t too long ago that I hated the thought of anyone
touching me.

“It’s my turn.” I lean in and kiss her. I'm already on edge, about to come.
She kisses me but only for a second before she’s pushing at my chest.
“Don’t distract me,” she huffs, lifting her chin in a show of defiance. It’s
fucking cute as hell. “Knox,” she huffs, her bottom lip coming out in a pout.
“You said you belong to me, and I can do whatever I want, and I want to
suck your cock.”

I raise my eyebrows, shocked she got the naughty words past her lips. But
fuck me. Her dirty talk is as sexy as her innocence is. I’m not surprised in
the least. Everything she does works for me. I’'m convinced we were made
for each other. I don’t care how different we are on the outside. We fit
perfectly.

“I’m all yours, Bunny.” A smile lights up her face knowing she’s won. She
always does when it comes to me.

I do belong to her. More than I think she’ll ever understand.
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pen,” Knox orders. I turn my head his way, doing as he asks.
He pops the grapes into my mouth.
“You’re such a brat.” Faith rolls her eyes at Knox. “He totally did that to get
your attention back on him.”

Knox shrugs, not giving a crap about being called out. I fight a smile. It’s a
bit adorable that he did that so I'd focus on him and not what Faith and I
were talking about during lunch.

“Anyway, I think we got everything we need. I still can’t believe how many
coats we’ve collected already.” It feels good being able to give back.
Healing Homes has done so much for me. I want to do something in return
for someone else.

I get distracted when Knox's phone goes off, vibrating on the table. My eyes
glance to the screen, seeing the name Jamie come across it. My heart drops
at the sight of it. Why is she still contacting him? The thought of him still
talking to her sours my mood immediately. All the attention he had focused
on me is now geared toward his phone.

“I’ll be back,” he says before he swipes the phone off the table and heads
out of the cafeteria.

“What was that about?” Faith asks at Knox’s quick departure. I swear it
takes everything inside of me not to ask her who Jamie is, but I control



myself. I don’t want to put her in that position. Knox is her brother, and I
don’t want her to feel uncomfortable.

The name has lingered in the back of my mind since it was brought up that
night and Knox came strolling in late. The whole family had been on edge.
I’ve let it go for the most part, Knox having such a turnabout after. Nothing
ever lasts, though. I should know that better than anyone.

My mom could put on a good face for a few weeks. Then she would slowly
start to slip back to the darkness of drugs and men that she let control her. Is
that what this is? Knox is way too smart for that, but the fear still haunts
me. It’s what my life experiences have taught me.

“Seems Jamie needed his attention, and it must have been important for him
to ditch me.” I shrug my shoulders as if it’s no big deal. I don’t miss the
look Faith throws Ace’s way, though. Neither of them says anything.

“I’m going to head to the library before my next class.” I paste on the best
smile I can as I pick my things up. “See you guys later.” I quickly head off
before they can say anything.

I don’t head to my next class, though; I circle back around to see if T can
eavesdrop on Knox’s conversation, but he’s nowhere to be found. I hate that
I’m doing this, but I can’t help myself.

I check my phone to see if he texted me but nothing. This is so unlike him. I
head toward the school parking lot to see if maybe he went to his car, but
it’s not in the spot he parked it this morning. He left. Jamie called him, and
he left me in the lunchroom to go to her.

I spend the rest of my lunch in the library. With each second that passes, I
come up with one bad thought after another. I drag myself to class when all
I want to do is get the heck out of here.

“I see Knox is up to his old ways,” Megan says, turning in her seat to face
my way. “Flirting with Miss Coolie to get out of school. Even the staff
cream their panties over him. There’s something about a bad boy.” She lets
out a dreamy sigh. “We can’t help ourselves, can we?”

I’ve seen the looks the girl at the front desk is always giving Knox. Half the
girls in this school aren’t shy about showing him attention, but I never paid



it much mind before today. Knox is always so focused on me. Until he’s
not. It’s no wonder he can slip out of classes early and come in late and
never get into trouble if he does a bit of flirting to make it happen. My
stomach turns that he would do that now that we’re together.

My phone vibrates, a text finally coming in from Knox.

Knox: Something came up. Faith and Ace are going to give you a ride
home. See you at home Bunny.

I glare at my phone. He thinks I’m always just going to be there. To do as
he told me. I take a deep breath, trying to calm myself down. I feel sick at
the thought of Knox being with someone else. I have to get out of here. And
I know I can’t go back to my room at the Osbornes’. The only place I can
think to go is Healing Homes.

I grab my stuff as the teacher starts class, slipping out quickly before he can
say anything. When I get to the office to see Miss Coolie sitting at her front
desk, I can’t bring myself to sign out, so I do something I’ve never done in
my life. I leave school without a word to anyone.
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shoot Whitney a text, wanting to make sure someone is with her

while I’m away in case I can’t make it back before school is

over for the day. Ace texts me back, swearing he’ll make sure
Whitney goes straight from school to home. It lets me breathe a bit easier,
knowing he’s there to look out for her.

I roll out of my car before heading in the back door of Jamie’s gym. The
smell of sweat assaults me as I enter. I have no idea what he has to tell me
that’s so important he can’t do it over the phone, but Jamie has always been
a bit on the paranoid side. I suppose I would be too if I held illegal fights in
the basement of my gym along with the handful of other things he does to
make money.

Why I was so quick to jump and get my ass over here is because Jamie has
had his ear to the ground about Whitney’s stepfather, Greg. I know Oz is
doing what he can, but Jamie can get information a lot of other people can’t.
I’ve made Jamie good money off my own sweat and blood, and he owes me
whatever information he can get. He is always trying to sweet talk me into
another fight, but I’'m done with that shit.

I’d had a moment of weakness when I was licking my wounds thinking
Whitney wanted nothing to do with me after I beat the shit out of that prick
in school over her. I was itching for a fight, and Jamie was more than
willing to set me up with one. I jumped at the opportunity. But never again.
Whitney’s sweet touches have me craving something other than pain these
days.



“You back, Ink?” Someone calls as I enter the main training area that has
four rings set up. Two are occupied at the moment.

“Nah. Where’s Jamie?” Taylor pulls the tape from off his hands, nodding in
the direction of the offices. He’s actually one of the decent ones that hangs
out around here. “Thanks.”

“When you’re done we can go a few rounds if you feel up to it,” he offers.
“Always up for it but not here.”
“Are you trying to distance yourself?” He lifts his brows.

“Something like that,” T say as I pass him to head to the offices. Jamie’s
door is open, so I step in. He’s at his small desk, his chair two sizes too big
for it, trying to give the appearance that he’s bigger than he really is. Jamie
is a small squirrelly little fucker with a big mouth. It’s why he pays to have
people around him that can fight his battles if need be. His blond head pops
up from looking at his phone.

“What do you have for me?”

A smile spreads across his face, and I know I’'m going to hate whatever is
about to come out of his mouth. That smile only means one thing when it
comes to Jamie. This has something to do with the potential of money, but I
know it can’t be simply about some random-ass fight. He knew that
wouldn’t get me. He’d need something bigger.

“Guess who was in here poking around about you?” Jamie asks, putting his
phone down. I wait. “Okay, fine. Brock Turner.”

The name blindsides me. “His ass is in prison.” At least that’s what I
thought. After he got out of the coma I put him in, he was supposed to be
tossed into prison.

I, however, had been put on probation and into Oz’s care. The judge said I
hadn’t been wrong in what I’d done, but my force and rage had been out of
control. He’d been right. When I went after Brock that afternoon when I
caught him trying to force himself on one of the new girls, I’d meant to kill
him. It wasn’t about getting him off of her. I had the intent to kill him. I’d
failed.



“Not anymore from what I found out after he showed up here sniffing
around about you.” I grab the door, closing it behind me.

“What do you have on him?”

Jamie’s smile grows as if he can feel my anger starting to engulf the small
room. “Got out two weeks ago on a technicality or some shit. I don’t think
he’s trying to find you to catch up after I read the police reports.”

“No shit.” I run my fingers through my hair. Does this fucker have a death
wish or something? Some people never learn. “Where is he now?”

“Halfway house. Or he was until a few days ago when he went MIA.” 1
have no idea what to do with this information. It’s bizarre, but I know I
need to let Oz know.

“What about Greg?” I'd thought Jamie would have something about
Whitney’s stepfather. Not a ghost from my past. One I’d all but forgotten
about.

“Everything is going as planned. My guy loaned”—he puts air quotes
around the word—"“him the extra money, and he took the bait. Spent it all
on drugs, as you thought he would. Now you wait.”

Every cent I’d made on that last fight I’d spent to pull this off. I am going to
let Greg bury himself. I’d paid for said loan, giving the sick asshole a nice
fresh cash flow. Knowing he’d do what any junkie would do and inject
every cent of it into his arm.

“Keep me updated,” I say before I head out of his office. I pull out my
phone to check and see if Whitney has texted me back. Not seeing anything,
I shoot her another text before I call Oz.

A few months ago, I would have handled this Turner thing on my own. I'm
itching for him to find me so I can finish what I started. He’s a predator. No
amount of jail time will ever change that. He needs to be put down or
locked away for life.

For the first time in my life, I realize I have something to lose. And even
though I’ve been through a lot of shit in my life, I’ve never been more
terrified than I am now.
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press the call button for the front door of Healing Homes. The
buzzer sounds before the door is unlocked to let me in.

“Whitney.” Taylor gives me a warm smile as I enter the front office. “I
didn’t know you were coming by tonight.” It’s an odd thing for her to say.
Faith and I often come and go randomly. Especially with all the work we’ve
been doing here recently.

“Thought I would come and organize some of the winter stuff.” I’ve already
organized it but what does it hurt to double check everything? Okay, maybe
it’s more to keep me busy so I don’t think about other things. And by that I
mean Knox.

I’d broken and told Faith I’d left school to come here. I made her promise
not to tell Knox. She actually didn’t press me for any details. She only
reassured me that she has my back with a little devil face. She is more than
willing to be petty with me about the whole Jamie thing, and Knox up and
leaving me without an explanation.

“I should warn you.” Taylor comes out from behind the front desk. “Your
mom is here.”

“Is she okay?” I ask.

“She will be.” She reaches out and grabs my hand, giving it a squeeze. “It
seems your stepfather overdosed a few hours ago.”



I stand there in shock, not sure how to process that information. Did I think
he was a piece of shit? Yes. Did I think he should die? Honestly, I have no
idea. Nor do I want to dive into that line of thinking. I never want to wish
bad on anyone.

“Can I see her?” As mad as I am at my mom, she’s still my mother at the
end of the day. It’s so weird to both love and hate someone. But that’s what
happens when your mom constantly chooses a man over you.

“Of course.” Taylor opens the security door before leading me inside. She
stops in front of one of the many rooms. The door is cracked. I expect to
hear sobbing or something, but it’s completely quiet. “I’ll be close by.”

“Thank you.” I watch Taylor depart, not sure what I’m even going to say to
my mom. I take a breath before pushing the door open farther. It creaks,
drawing her attention to me. She’s sitting in the center of one of the beds,
her legs folded under her. She’s skin and bones. I hate that she’s stuck in
this life. But I've learned that you can’t help someone unless they’re willing
to put in the work and change. I always hold out hope that one of these
times she’ll finally be ready.

“Whitney.” Her eyes widen. She blinks a few times like she’s checking to
see if her eyes are playing games with her. Or if she’s imagining me.

“Hey, Mom.” I shut the door behind me, walking over to the bed and sitting
down.

“You always look so beautiful.” She lifts her hand to tuck a piece of hair
behind my ear. Her hand shakes the whole way. She used to be beautiful
herself. The lifestyle she leads has aged her beyond her years.

“How are you holding up? I heard about Greg.” She drops her eyes from
mine.

“I need help.”
“You do,” I agree.

“How could I have thought I loved him but then when he dies, I have this
sense of relief?” Her words surprise me.



“I don’t think you can fully understand anything in your state.”

She nods in agreement. “Kennedy has set me up with a rehab healing
center. They are taking me in a few hours to the airport to go.”

“That's great, Mom.” This is the first time she’s ever actually sought help.
Normally she says she’ll do better on her own then always falls apart. “I
think you have a lot of demons you need to deal with. Ones that have been
around long before I was even here.”

“I should be the one giving you advice. I’m sorry, honey. I know I’ve failed
you.” She can’t meet my eyes. I put my hand on her leg. The last thing she
needs is to feel guilty about not being a good mom to me.

“Don’t worry about any of that now. You need to focus on yourself. That’s
what you can do for me.” She wipes the wetness on her cheeks.

“I do love you.”

“I know.” I want her to get help. I’'m not sure if I'll ever be able to fully let
her back into my life, but I’m also not going to rip her apart. She does that
enough to herself.

“And I’ll always love you too.”

I sit with her for the next few hours talking until it’s time for her to go. A
weight lifts off of me when she gives me a hug before leaving Healing
Homes with a couple of counselors. I’'m hopeful that she can get the help
she needs.

I give a few goodbyes before I head out. I’'m not sure where I’'m going, but
I need some air. I check my phone as I head towards the main street
debating if I should go to the diner to get something to eat before I face
Knox.

It was stupid to run. I don’t want to be toxic with my relationship. Seeing
how my mom dealt with men over the years, I know I need to face this head
on. If I want to know something I need to ask. Not run or duck my head and
pretend it’s not happening. I should have asked about it that day in the gym.



There has to be more that I don’t know. Knox doesn't even want other
people touching him. He’s not going to be running off to see some woman
because of something romantic or sexual. Something bigger is at play or
I’m missing something.

“Crap.” 1 stop walking when I see the number of missed calls and text
messages on my phone.

“Whitney,” a male voice calls. I turn around to see a short dark-haired man
coming towards me. “Are you Whitney Bradshaw?” he asks as he draws
closer.

“Yes.”

“Just the girl I've been looking for.” He comes to a stop in front of me. His
dark hair is peppered with gray, his eyes a bit wild. Now that he’s closer to
me | can see how disheveled he is. I immediately think this has to do
something with my mom. He looks as if he runs in the same circles that she
used to.

“I need to get going. Sorry.” I turn to try to flee, but his hand snaps out,
locking around my elbow. I start to fight him but stop when something hard
presses into my side.

“I wouldn't do that if I were you.”
I freeze. “What do you want?”

“Most definitely you.” He licks his lips. “Revenge is going to be all the
sweeter with you.” My heart pounds. “Walk,” he orders me.

“Please don’t do this,” I beg. I glance around, but no one is paying
attention.

“I’ve been waiting years for this. He took from me and now I’m going to
take from him.” I gasp when he pushes the knife farther into me. “I’m going
to enjoy every second of this. Knox will regret what he’s done to me.”

I think he’s going to be the one with regret.
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text Whitney again but get no response. She’s not even reading

my texts at this point. I can see that they have all been

delivered. I resort to tracking her. When I see she’s at Healing
Homes I relax a bit but not much. She’s pissed at me. Can I blame her? I
took off without really telling her much. When it comes to Whitney that’s
out of character for me, and she knows that. I’'m normally hovering around
her all the time.

Oz hangs up his phone, and I stop pacing inside of his office. “Your friends'
intel is all correct.” The hard set of Oz’s jaw shows how pissed he is right
now. “Why the fuck I wasn’t alerted when he got out, I have no clue, but
I’m going to have someone’s ass.”

I didn’t even know he’d been watching the guy. “I never gave a second
thought to him trying to come after me, honestly.”

“I did. When it comes to the people you love you have to always be
thinking about threats. You need to always be one step ahead.” His words
hit me right in the chest. My thoughts snap straight to Whitney and who
else could possibly try and hurt her besides her stepfather.

“I do have some good news. As fucked up as it might be for me to call it
that. For us at least. Whitney’s stepfather overdosed a few hours ago.” 1
fight a smile. It was only a matter of time. “You don’t seem surprised.” He
gives me a knowing look. I shrug.



Oz might not be my biological father, but we share a lot of things. One of
those things is a darkness that lingers inside each of us. One we’re more
than willing to use if we have to.

“I wanted to give you a heads up about Brock but I need to get going.” 1
want my eyes on Whitney. Her stepfather might be out of the picture, but I
still have a need to watch over her.

“I’ll find him. Just keep your eyes open.” I give him a chin nod before I
head out. I try Whitney’s phone again. It rings and rings but still no answer
and no text response.

“Fuck.” I hit my steering wheel as I head toward Healing Homes. All my
thoughts are on Whitney and how I’'m going to explain some of this to her.
One threat is gone and now another one has surfaced. This one is mine,
though. That should make me rest a bit easier, but it doesn't.

“Mother fucker.” I push down on the gas. “Call Oz,” I tell my phone. It
starts to ring instantly.

“Hey,” Oz answers.

“This might be a stretch, but I can’t get Whitney on the phone. If Brock
can’t get to me he might go after someone close to me.”

If he really wanted to get back at me, Whitney would be the way to do it. I
clench the steering wheel so tightly my knuckles turn white. The fact that
my fucked-up past has come for an innocent like Whitney has me seeing
red. I’ll make that motherfucker wish I’d killed him the last time.

“I hear you,” he says before he ends the call. I’'m sure to make a few others.
I get to Healing Homes in record time. Taylor buzzes me right in.

“Whitney?” I ask, getting to the point.

“She just left. I’'m surprised you didn’t see her.” I’'m back out the door
before it even closes behind me. I head to the right, the most likely way she
went, as I call my sister to check if she might have picked her up.

“Give it up, Knox. You’re the one who messed up. I’m not telling you
where she is. When she wants to talk to you, she will,” Faith says through



the phone.
“She’s not with you?”
“NO,”

The hell. Where would she fucking go? I head toward the diner and all the
little shops down Main Street. This isn't like Whitney. It’s a realization that
the things I do really affect her the same way she affects me with the things
she does.

I pick up my pace, almost jogging down the sidewalk knowing she has to be
out here somewhere if she left the shelter and didn’t get picked up by Faith.
If Kennedy was with her, Oz would have let me know by now.

My phone starts to go off in my pocket. I slow down enough to pull it out to
answer it. Oz’s name scrolls across the screen. Something catches my eye
as I slide my finger across the screen to answer.

My bunny.

A man has a hold on her arm. I can’t see his face. He’s in jeans and a black
shirt with his back toward me. Whitney’s eyes are wide with fear as she
listens to whatever the man is saying to her. I can tell from the way he’s
angled he’s got something pressed against her side so that she won’t fight
him. Rage like I’ve never felt before fills me at the thought of this asshole
trying to hurt my innocent Whitney. Try being the key word.

He starts to pull her down the narrow street along the side of one of the
buildings. That’s when I get a glimpse of him, letting me know my
suspicions were correct. I act fast. Whitney spots me before Brock even
knows I’m on him.

“I’ll kill you,” T growl as I dig my fingers into his dark graying hair and
yank him as hard as I can. He goes flying through the air, landing hard on
the concrete sidewalk. The screwdriver in his hand drops clanging to the
ground at my feet.

I lunge at him. His eyes go wide when he sees who grabbed him. He tries to
scurry away from me but only rolls off the curb into the street. A car
swerves, barely missing him. Good, I want to be the one to hit him.



I follow him into the street, grabbing him by his shirt and lifting him up a
foot so I can punch him square in the face. I hit him again and again before
I let him fall back down to the ground. He groans, trying to fight back, but
it’s useless. I don’t feel his hits. All I feel is rage.

“You fucking touched her.” I stomp on his hand. He screams out in pain.
“I’m going to break all your fingers. Then maybe you’ll learn to keep your
hands to yourself.”

Someone grips the back of my shirt, trying to pull me backwards and away
from Brock. “Knox.” Whitney’s sweet voice wraps around me over the
sounds of sirens in the distance. “Please stop. I need you.”

That’s all it takes. I turn around and scoop her up into my arms. She wraps
herself around me. “I’m okay,” she whispers into my ear. “He didn’t hurt
me. You saved me.” She presses her mouth to the shell of my ear. I close
my eyes, breathing her sweet scent in, letting her calm me.

“No one will ever take you from me.”
“Never. I’'m yours.” I hold her tighter.

I’ll never let her go.
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ou’re going to have to let her go at some point,” Oz says.

Knox’s hold on me only tightens. Yeah, he’s not letting me

go ever again. I would think it’s adorably sweet, but I’'m
actually worried about him. I never saw such rage on someone's face
before. I truly believe he would have killed Brock if I hadn’t stopped it.

With one touch I brought Knox back to me. For the first time in my life I
belong to someone. Really belong. Knox would do anything for me. I've
never had that from someone before.

“No one is going to hurt me, Knox. We’re home.” I try to wiggle in his lap,
but he only grunts. We only got home a bit ago. We spent hours at the
police station giving reports. Faith had been worked up. Thankfully Ace
calmed her down. He didn’t bring her back here after we left the station, so
I can only guess he took her back to his place.

I rest my hand on Knox’s chest to try and calm him some. I know he is
laying a lot of the blame of what happened today on himself. I hate that. He
did what he had to all those years ago to save others from that monster.

“I’m going to make sure Brock Turner never sees the outside of a prison
again. He’s wanted on a lot more than what he tried to pull off today. I don’t
think it will be hard to make that happen.”

I have no doubt Oz will follow through on that. Oz has deep pockets, and
with that often comes a lot of pull even if it shouldn’t. I really don’t care



how he makes it happen at this point. I only hope that it will put Knox at
ease. Not only is this man gone, but now my stepfather is as well.

“Thank you,” I say.

“No thanks needed. We’re family,” Kennedy says. Oz tucks her into his
side. Warmth blooms inside of me. I have a family. A real one that cares
about each other. I’ve never felt more loved or optimistic about the future.

“I think we all need some sleep,” Oz says. I should be exhausted at this
point but I’m not.

“You’re not hungry, Bunny?” Knox runs his hand up and down my back.
I’m not sure if he’s trying to soothe me or himself.

“I want a shower.”
“I’ll take you to your room.” He stands, putting me on my feet.
“Knox.” Oz’s tone is filled with warning.

“I’m not letting her out of my sight.” A stare-off ensues between the two of
them.

“It’s one thing when she’s sneaking into your room, but it’s another if you
push your way into hers.” My face fills with heat. They know I've been
sneaking into Knox’s bed every night. I have been since that storm. I
thought we’d kept it under wraps, their room being on the other side of the
house.

If they knew, Oz must not be too upset about it. He hasn't said anything
until now. Why is tonight different?

“Honey. Oz wants to make sure you’re okay with Knox being in your
bedroom.” She gives me a soft smile.

“Oh. Yes. He helps with the bad dreams I have sometimes.” I don’t let them
know his way of helping is going down on me until I pass out once again.

Besides, I don’t think anyone could get Knox to not follow me around right
now. He’s still on edge. I think only time will help with that, and the way



Knox touches me and how he acts toward me I know we’re going to have a
lot of time together in our lives. He’ll get there one day.

“You’re both eighteen but remember to be responsible,” Kennedy says,
coming over to both of us and kissing our cheeks goodnight. Oz follows her
out.

Knox buries his face in my neck, his hands slipping under my shirt to rest
on my stomach. He’s not trying to start something. I know he only wants to
be as close to me as he can right now.

“I need a shower.”
“I don’t want to let you go.”

“Then don’t. Come shower with me.” Knox doesn't make any further
protest, taking me up to my bedroom and leading me into the bathroom,
where he slowly strips me until I’'m standing in front of him completely
bare. He quickly gets out of his clothes, tossing them next to mine on the
floor.

“I shouldn’t have taken off like that today.” He cups my face in his hands.

“I should have let you know where I was.” I lick my lips. “It seems I have a
jealous side. When I saw the name Jamie on your phone and you went
rushing out, I feared the worst.”

“Shit, Bunny. I’'m sorry.” He drops his forehead to mine.

“I’m the one that’s sorry. I let my stupid insecurities get to me when I knew
better.”

“Which I should be mindful of. With the way your mom is always bolting
for any new man coming into her life I should have seen how me bouncing
out that way would affect you. Jamie told me he had something to tell me,
and I was sure it was going to be something about your mom’s husband.”

Out of all of that, one thing sticks out the most. “He? Jamie is a he?” 1
really blew that out of proportion.

“Yeah, Jamie is a he. One thing I can promise you, Bunny, is that I’'ll never
step out on you or pick someone over you. You’re all I’'ll ever want. I crave



your touches and no one else's.”

“Then let me touch you.” I take his hand, leading him into the shower with
me.

If he craves my touch, I’'m going to give it to him.
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take my time worshiping Whitney’s body as I try to wash away

today from both of us. She lets me take care of her. I begin by

washing her hair and then everywhere else I can get my hands.
She does the same to me. I could have lost her today. The reality of that is
finally starting to sink in, and I don’t think I’ll be letting her out of my sight
in the near future.

I towel myself off before I pull her from the shower and dry her next. She
might be letting me take care of her, but really it’s me that needs this.
Whitney has been the bright light that came into my life when I needed it
most. Without her I’d be spending the rest of my life in darkness.

Whitney slips her hands up my chest, pressing her naked body against
mine. “Take me to bed.” I lift her into my arms.

“We need to get some clothes.” I force the words out. She shakes her head
no.

“You don’t want to feel me pressed against you? Nothing between us.” Her
pink tongue darts out, swiping against her bottom lip before she bites down
on the corner.

“Bunny. I’m barely hanging on here.” My hands grip her ass tighter.

“I want you to let go.”



I should say no. So much has happened today. I’'m not sure she’s thinking
straight, but I can’t. The need to give her everything she asks me for wins
out. I take her mouth in a deep kiss as I carry her toward the bed.

She keeps her tight hold on me as I bring us both down onto the bed, my
mouth never leaving hers. She tangles her fingers into my short hair as I
devour her mouth. When she shifts under me, dragging her bare pussy
against my cock, my head starts to spin.

I pull back from the kiss, fighting for air. “You have no idea what you do to
me, Bunny.”

“The feeling is mutual. I’ve never felt safe before. Until you.” She stares up
at me. “I need you. Always.”

Fuck. She’s trying to kill me.
“I need you too, Bunny. I love you.” Her lips part in a small gasp.

“I love you too.” She barely gets the words out and I’m pressing my mouth
against hers once again.

“I’m going to make love to you.”
“Yes.” She releases her hold on my hair, her fingers trailing down my back.

I kiss and suck on her neck as I work my way down her body, cupping one
of her breasts in my hand. I suck the other nipple into my mouth. Her back
arches off the bed as she lets out little moans and tries to press her pussy
against me.

“More,” she begs. Cum leaks from my cock at her begging for more of me.
This sweet, beautiful girl could belong to anyone who she wanted, but she
picked me. I pray she never lives to regret her decision because I'll never let
her go. I don’t care what that makes me. She’s mine.

“I’ve got you, Bunny.” I trail kisses down her stomach as I settle in between
her thighs, spreading her legs to make room for me. I breathe in her desire
as my mouth descends onto her. Her tangy sweetness fills my mouth as I
give her what she asks for. I’ll never grow tired of this.



This time as I eat her cunt, I work two fingers inside of her. When I get her
to come for me the first time, I slip in a third. It’s tight, but I keep working
them in and out of her. My cock begs me to pull my fingers out of her and
shove myself into her, but I fight it.

I want her ready for me. This needs to be as painless as possible. It’s
already going to fuck me up when I have to push inside of her and cause her
discomfort while I’1l feel nothing but pleasure.

“Oh gosh.” She pants, making me smile against her pussy. “So close again.
Knox.” I lift my mouth from her, and she lets out a cry of protest.

I’ve made her so damn greedy for orgasms. It has been my plan from the
first night she let me in between her thighs. I want her to crave the pleasure
only I can give her. I move quickly up her body, pressing the head of my
cock inside of her while she’s still on edge to come.

“Do you need to come, Bunny?”

She whimpers, wiggling under me. She tries to rub her clit against me,
needing the friction. I slip my hand between us, giving her what she needs,
my fingers going to her clit.

When she cries out my name, her pussy locking down around the head of
my cock, I thrust all the way inside of her, trying to mix the pleasure with
pain. A small cry comes from her as she digs her nails into my back. I pray
it leaves a mark on me.

I try to hold myself still. Whitney’s eyes are squeezed shut, but no tears try
to escape. Thank fucking God. That would kill me more than I’m already
dying. My whole body begs me to thrust. My balls are already tingling,
wanting to come. I don’t think I’'m going to last long. The only reason I
haven't already gone off is because I know she’s in pain. That pulls my lust
back some.

“Bunny. Baby. Open those beautiful eyes for me. I need to see you.”

She smiles, doing as I ask. “It didn’t hurt as bad as I thought it might.” To
prove her point, she wiggles under me. A groan rips from deep in my chest
as her pussy clamps around my cock and releases.



Nothing will ever compare to this moment. Having her wrapped around me
skin to skin is perfection. A feeling that I will never forget.

“Knox.” She tries to lift her hips, but I’ve got her pinned beneath me. My
cock is seated deep inside of her. Her breathing starts to pick up, and she
grows wetter, her body settling into the feel of me being inside of her and
wanting more.

“Got you.” I pull out and thrust back in. She lets out a soft moan that spurs
me on to keep going.

My mouth finds hers as I pick up my speed, thrusting in and out of her. She
lifts her hips to match my rhythm. I fight to not come too soon, not wanting
this to be over already. I’ve never had this deep of a connection with anyone
else in my whole life.

“Knox. Oh, I think—no I can’t,” she pants out. “I’m going to come again.”
She sounds almost panicked. She wraps her legs around me.

“Give it to me, Bunny. Take me over with you.” I shift, making sure my
cock hits her G-spot. Her whole body locks up around me. There is no
fighting it anymore. I come with her.

“Whitney!” I bury my face in her neck, groaning as I spill deep inside of
her. I swear the orgasm goes on forever, making me light-headed.

“Wow.” I can hear the smile in her voice. Her fingers drift up and down my
back. “For a virgin you’re, well, really good at that.” A small giggle comes
from her, making her pussy clamp around me. My cock is already getting
hard again. I’'m honestly not sure if it ever went down.

“I might have read a few things.” She giggles more at my admission. I
wasn't going in fucking blind. I wanted this to be good for her and to make
it as painless as I could. So I read up on it.

I lift my head to stare down at her. Her cheeks are rosy and her lips puffy. It
makes me feel like a king knowing I gave her this look.

“When it comes to you, Bunny, I’ll always do what I need to.”

“I know.” She smiles up at me with so much trust.



My chest goes tight. Since she’s come into my life all I’ve felt is love. She
got me to open myself up, and now I find I’'m letting my family in too,
realizing and accepting that they all truly care about me and we’re a family.
Blood or not.

“You’ve brought me back to life. You’ve filled my darkness with light,” 1
tell her. “I love you.”

“I love you too.” She pulls me down for a kiss. “You keep the darkness at
bay for me.”

I always will. Whitney wasn't only made for me, but I was made for her too.
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ou should wear this more often,” Knox says, coming up

behind me. He pushes my hair to the side to place kisses
along my neck. My body lights up immediately, loving the
way his mouth feels on me.

My eyes meet his in the mirror I’m standing in front of in our condo. Knox
is in dark gray slacks with a white buttoned-up shirt. He’s already got his
sleeves rolled up, showcasing his tattoos. He knows this look on him drives
me crazy. This style perfectly fits his personality. He’s all business until he’s
not. He looks professional with a hint of danger lurking underneath. That’s
the best way I can describe it.

“I don’t think graduation gowns are all the rage.” He hasn’t even put his on
yet. The last four years have flown by. A lot has happened from us going to
college, getting married, and my mom actually getting herself together. She
was even able to come to our wedding last year. I made a pact to myself to
leave the past behind when it came to her and give her a chance.

Knox and I are both graduating today. Knox hadn’t been excited about the
idea of college, but Oz did a bit of pushing, telling him that he hoped Knox
would follow in his footsteps. Part of that included him going to college.



Plus, I was going. And we all know by now that wherever I go, Knox is
never far behind.

He really could have been done with college in a few years, but he lingered
around to stay with me. He barely had to study to pass all his classes and
tests. The man is brilliant like his sister Faith. He ended up double majoring
in economics and business. I got my degree in social services. I’m still
working a ton for Healing Homes, but I venture out from time to time.

“You could bring them back. It will be a whole new style,” he says as
serious as can be.

He wraps his arms around me. “Covering up all the things that belong to me
so no one else can see them.” I snort a laugh. Well, that explains why he
loves the gown so much. “Though I hate that it hides your belly.” His hand
drifts back and forth on my stomach.

When I told Knox I didn’t think it was the best idea to have a baby while
we tried to finish school, I didn’t expect him to get me knocked up my
senior year of college but later in the year so the baby wouldn’t get here
until after graduation. Not that I’'m upset about it. I can’t wait to start this
new chapter in our lives.

We’ve spent many nights talking about our wants and our desire to build
our own family together. I'm twenty-eight weeks along now. We didn’t find
out the sex of the baby because it really doesn’t matter. I thought it would
be a fun surprise. Faith and Kennedy don’t think it’s fun, but they’re dealing
with it.

Knox spins me around to face him. “I want you.” He lifts me off my feet.
“When don’t you want me?” I tease him.

“Never. I’ll always want you.” He grunts, and I realize he really is going to
have his way with me right now.

“Knox! Put me down. We’ll be late.” He does put me down but not until he
makes it to the bed. “We don’t have time.”

“There is always time to make my wife come with my mouth. Everything
else can wait.”



He tries to come down on top of me, but I dodge his grab, laughing. It’s
short-lived because he gets me a moment later, pinning me to the bed under
him.

“I’ll tie you to this bed if you keep it up,” he warns.

“Yes, please.” A deep rumble comes from inside of him as he takes my
mouth. What does he expect when he makes such yummy threats?

He pulls at my clothes until I’'m naked in the center of the bed. He takes his
time getting me off with his mouth first before he’s thrusting deep inside of
me, making me come again.

My body feels so relaxed, and I have to fight not to take a nap. “You don’t
want to be late, do you?” His mouth locks around my nipple.

“No.” I sigh. We’ve been together for years now and we still can’t keep our
hands off each other. It’s shocking we get anything done.

Knox pulls me from the bed, and we both hurriedly get ready. Both our
phones are going off with texts. I’m sure it’s the family wondering where
we are.

I take Knox’s hand as we leave the building. “Are you ready for the next
chapter of our lives?”

“I’m ready for anything as long as you’re by my side.”
With love, anything is truly possible.
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hy don’t you head out already?” my little brother Grant
says, glaring at the pen in my hand. The one I’m tapping
against my desk over and over again. At the moment
we’re sharing an office. It’s easier this way for now. I took him under my
wing a few months ago when he graduated college. Doing the same for him
as Oz did for me.

I’d be a liar if I didn’t admit to enjoying having him close. He went to
college out of state, and it was few and far between we got to see him. Long
gone are my insecurities that I wasn't a true Osborne. This is my family, and
I would do anything for them, as they would for me.

Grant is already killing it. It’s not surprising since he’s so much like Oz. At
least when Oz was younger. All the kid ever does is work—for now at least.
With our obsessive personalities, I’'m sure a girl will knock him on his ass
one day.

“Go already. Shocked you made it this long.”

I’m up out of my seat, heading out of the office. Grant’s laughter follows
behind me. It’s Saturday, so the place is dead, and it takes me no time to get



out of the building. I’d only come in to kill time. Our two oldest are at camp
for the next week, and our littlest is with Mom and Dad for the weekend.

Faith and Whitney had a spa day planned for today. After that, she and I are
supposed to go out. I’ve been waiting for her to text me all afternoon to
come and get her. How much is there to even do at a spa? She’s already
fucking beautiful.

Over fifteen years and I still can’t get enough of my bunny. She gives me
life. She woke me up, pulling me out of my anger with her gentle touches
and sweet smiles. Not only giving herself to me but showing me what I had
all along right in front of me. A family.

I check Bunny’s location one more time as I pull up to the front of the hotel.
I toss my keys to the driver, making a beeline to the front desk. I decided to
get a room here, unable to wait a second longer to be inside my wife. I
hatched the plan on the car ride over. Why the hell not? We’re kid free, and
I’m going to enjoy my wife.

My phone goes off in my pocket. I pull it out to see a text from my wife. It’s
a picture of her in a robe. The top is parted enough for me to see some of
her cleavage. My cock goes rock hard at the thought of fucking her. Her
cheeks are rosy, and she has a small smirk on her face. She’s got a glass of
champagne in her hand. Under the picture it says she’s about to get a
massage.

Why does she need a massage? My hands are more than willing, and I can
give her a happy ending. It takes me a second to see the man behind her in
the picture. He too is in a robe. “The fuck?”

“Where is the spa?” I snap at the kid behind the front counter of the hotel.
“That way sir. Follow the signs.” He points in the direction.

I’m going to buy this spa and every other in this city and burn it the hell
down. I push through the glass doors into the spa.

“Where’s my wife? Mrs. Osborn,” I bark a bit too loudly.

“In the spa waiting room, sir,” the woman behind the front desk says, her
eyes wide. I see another sign that points the way. I follow it. “You can’t go



back there, sir, without a wristband,” she shouts after me.

“I won’t be long.” I storm down the hallway and right into the waiting area.
The room is filled with a handful of people. I spot my twin in a corner, her
legs crossed under her as she reads a book in her hand.

As for Whitney, she’s standing next to some beverage table as a few men
try to snag her attention. I bet my life she doesn’t even notice them. She has
no idea the attention she attracts without trying.

“Bunny,” I growl.

Her head pops up, her eyes going wide at seeing me. A smile pulls at her
lips as she cocks her head to the side. “That was fast.”

I grab her. She lets out a small squeal. I give death glares to the two dumb
fucks that were checking her out. They suddenly become very interested in
their phones. They aren't even good enough to even try to steal a peek at her
if they so easily back down.

“Should I call someone?” The same girl that was standing at the front desk
of the spa asks, a look of panic on her face.

“Nah. That’s her husband and I’m not related to him,” Faith says, never
even looking up from her book. She fights a smile as I carry my wife out of
the spa and toward the bank of elevators that will take us up to our room.

She keeps her arms wrapped around me, not a bit surprised at my actions.
She doesn’t say a word, even when I step onto the elevator and take it up to
our floor. I keep waiting for her to say I’'m dramatic or call me a caveman.

Not that I would care. I’d be stupid to think someone wouldn’t try and take
her from me. I know the things I'd do to keep her as mine. I know these
thoughts are crazy and fucked up, but luckily for me, my wife is into my
possessive nature.

She doesn't speak until I put the key over the door scanner and it opens for
us. I walk inside, still carrying her.

“You know I can track you too.” She lets out a small laugh. It takes me a
second to take in the room. It’s flooded with candles and roses. She wiggles



in my hold. I release my arm from under her legs and slowly put her on her
feet.

I watch as she pulls at the tie to the big fluffy white robe she has on. It
drops to the floor, pooling at her feet. She stands in front of me in nothing
but a pair of nude tiny panties with jewels on them. She’s a fucking
goddess. I don't know what I did in this life to deserve her, but she’s mine.

“Bunny.”

“What?” She feigns innocence. Her tongue darts out, licking her bottom lip.
Fuck, I love how she still can surprise me.

“You had only this on down in the spa?”
“I knew you were coming. You always come for me.” Her voice is husky.

I go for my belt. “You’re right. I will be coming. In fact I might be the only
one.” I yank my belt out. She takes a step back and then another. I give her
a challenging stare. “Don’t think about it. I’ll spank you.”

“You’ll have to catch me first.” My bunny takes off through the suite. She
doesn't get far from me. I’m on her in seconds, picking her up and pinning
her to the bed. “You caught me.”

She wraps her body around me. “Always, Bunny. I will always catch you.”
She caught me long ago.

THE END

I

I hope you loved Whitney and Knox’s story. Curious about Kennedy and
Oz? Read their story You Are Mine available now! Keep scrolling to get a
sneak peek of Just One I.ook, Fawn and Roman’s story.

Stay tuned for Faith and Ace’s story due out in August. Join my newsletter
to know when Lucy Darling books are released. CLICK HERE.
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JUST ONE LOOK

I was bought and paid for but nothing is as it seems. My prison is a mansion
filled with luxuries I’ve never seen.

That’s nothing compared to the master of the estate. Especially now that
he’s my husband. He’s made it clear he’ll never let me go. Til death do us
part.

But Roman is nothing like the beast everyone claims he is. In fact,
underneath all his gruffness, there is another side to my husband. A side I
could love.

Each night he holds me close making me want so much more. Can he turn
this marriage into the real thing, into the true love I’ve always dreamed of?
Or will I lose the only thing that still belongs to me, my heart.
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CHAPTER 1
ROMAN

I stare down at the picture that I’'m holding in my hand. The sides are worn
with creases. It looks like I’ve had it for years and not only a week. The
object of my obsession came into my life at the perfect time. So many
things are falling into place when I need it most.

“Are you really going to do this?” I pull my attention away from the picture
to look at George. He’s been at Rose Point Manor longer than I have, and
it’s my family home.

“Do you have another plan?” I open my desk drawer, tucking the photo
away for safekeeping.

“Hire a nanny?” That has been the plan all along, but plans change.
“She’s worked at a daycare for years, so she’ll be a perfect fit.”

“Then why didn't you just offer her a job?” Because I’'m a greedy man that
always gets what I want. She is no exception. I couldn’t take the chance of
her refusing me, so I did what I had to. George huffs an annoyed breath. “I
know you can be obsessive about things but never a person.” He’s right.
I’ve never been that way with anyone else, but she’s changed that.

“She’s different.” One look at her picture and I was done for. I knew I had
to have her. Her long dark hair was tied into a braid with a pink ribbon on
the bottom making her look every bit as innocent.



Her cheeks were rosy, her lips were puffy and begging for my attention. Her
nose was a bit upturned, reminding me of a tiny fairy. But what had really
gripped me were her eyes. They had a violet hue to them, a color I’d never
seen before. I didn't even know such a color existed. I also don’t know how
this angel came from a man like John Hawthorne.

I should be thankful to him. It was his fuckup that has gotten me my beauty.
That’s if she agrees. I think she will, and if she doesn’t, I’ll have to come up
with another plan to make her mine.

“She’s going to hate you.” A sharp pain pierces my chest at the thought, but
I ignore it, knowing I have to take the risk. There is no way I can go on
knowing she exists in this world and she doesn’t belong to me.

“She’ll be my wife.” I shrug because that’s a fact. My dick goes painfully
hard thinking about my ring on her finger. Does it matter if she likes me?
Of course, I would prefer that but either way she’ll be mine.

“What are you going to do about Hawthorne?” Her deadbeat father won’t
be a problem. He’s handed her over to me on a silver platter. He’d gotten
away with embezzling over half a million dollars from my investment
company, but no one truly gets away with stealing from me.

There’s always a price to pay. But this time I wasn’t looking for repayment
in the monetary sense; I coveted something much more valuable. I would
have caught him sooner, but I’d been wrapped up in my own grief with
having lost a brother I never knew existed.

That was until the state showed up at my door with a five-year-old little boy
that had a striking resemblance to me. I knew my father had mistresses in
his time. But for some reason the thought of him fathering other children
had never crossed my mind. I’m thankful that my mom has already passed
and is not here to see it. News of this would have killed her.

“He stays on. I told him he could keep his job.”

George's face tightens. He’s going to give himself a stroke if he doesn’t
lighten up a bit. “What if he does it again?”

I shrug. Half a million dollars is nothing to me. Plus, the man had been
using it to pay for his mother’s assisted living costs. Well, not all of it but



the majority. He also has a gambling problem. His daughter gives every
extra penny she has to help out.

“I’ll be paying more attention this time and catch it quickly.” I’'m taking
over the payments for the grandmother's needs for now. Maybe it will earn
me some favor with my new wife. There is no doubt she’s going to hate me,
but hopefully Ace will soften her a bit. “I would hope this has scared him
straight.” 1 also want to keep him close. If he’s working in one of my
offices, I can always have eyes on him.

“Think about this.” George puts his hand on my desk. All I’ve done is think
about this.

“Ace needs a mother.” Every little boy does. My father would have been
hell when he was home if my mom hadn't been there to temper him.
Sometimes it didn't work, and his anger was taken out on whoever was in
his path. I run my hand down my face, feeling the jagged scar that stretches
down the right side of it.

“I see there is no talking you out of this, but don’t pretend you’re doing it
just for Ace.” I won’t. “When is she getting here?”

“She is supposed to be here this afternoon. Carter said she’s still loading up
her car.”

“You have someone watching her?” George closes his eyes, taking a deep
breath as if talking to me is exhausting him. Her car is a piece of shit. I
wanted to make sure she got here safe.

“Of course.” When you have something rare and irreplaceable, you protect
it at all costs.

“Shall I prepare one of the guest rooms?”

“No, she is going to be my wife, and she’ll be staying in my bed.” He starts
to say something else, but I hold my hand up, stopping him.

There is no use discussing this. “We’ll be married today.” I don’t want to
give her time to change her mind. Hell, she might do it the second she sees
my face.



“Fine.” He leaves my office. I lean back in my chair, pulling the picture
back out of my desk.

“Soon.” T brush my finger across her face, betting everything I have she’s
softer than anything I’ve ever touched. “You will be mine.”
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