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   Chapter 1
 
    
 
   Harley
 
    
 
   “Hey, Harley, is that Spencer Grady moving back into his mom’s house?” Paige asks me from the front seat of her car. 
 
   “Yeah that would be the king of assholes himself,” I sigh. My summer just went from stellar to bummer in five seconds.
 
   “Ugh, why do you have to live next door to such a creep?” She’s talking while chewing her gum and twirling her hair around her index finger. It’s an endearing quality I find in her. “Oh lord, the assholes have reunited! Dean seems to be back as well.”
 
   “Our summer is going to suck with them back together. You know they have to hang out in the same places we do,” I shudder. I can’t stand Spencer. I hate him with every fiber of my being.
 
   “Maybe we should just hang out at each other’s houses.” She turns her head to look back at me. “Well, I have to go. I’ll call you later or something so we can hangout.” 
 
   I smile back and nod my understanding. I stand up and back away from the car so she can pull out of my driveway. 
 
   Paige has been one of my best friends since kindergarten; one of three best friends. There is also Carter and Lucy. I haven’t had a chance to see the other two yet since I just got back into town last night. It will be great to all be together again. I haven’t seen them since spring break a couple of months back.
 
   I hear a loud crash and whip in that direction. Spencer is standing there staring at me. I can’t help but to stare back. He is so gorgeous. His black as night hair shines in the sun. It’s short and spiked up in the front, in that faux hawk guys seem to think is hot. Well, maybe it is on him. I can’t see his pale blue eyes from here, but I bet they are just as icy as I remember. His face, oh his face. If I didn’t know him I would be in love with that face, with its high cheekbones, full lips, and dimples that show when he smiles. It’s the face of an angel, even though he’s a freaking demon.
 
   I shake my head. No. I am not having these kinds of thoughts about my worst enemy. He is still staring at me so I flip him the bird. Dean starts laughing so I flip him the bird as well. They both can rot in hell for all I care.
 
   Turning on my heel, I head into my house: the house where I have spent my entire life with my dad and two older brothers. My mom passed away a long time ago. That was the hardest day of my life. I was six years old. She dropped me off at school that morning, even told me she loved me and she would see me later that day. She killed herself shortly after those words were said.
 
   As I walk into the door, I slip off my flip flops. The familiar smell of coffee and hardwood floors greet me. My dad runs a tight ship. He was in the Marines before he met my mother and settled down. The house is spotless and nothing is out of place in the big living room. The white couch is stainless and just as bright as the day Dad bought it. The huge flat screen TV is polished to a perfect shine. No dust clings to the lamp shades on either side of the couch. Every book on the bookshelf in the back corner is in alphabetical order without a trace of dust. Yeah, Daddy is a total neat freak.
 
   I hear voices coming from the kitchen, so I head that way. Both of my brothers are here along with my dad. The second I walk into the room they are up hugging me. I’m squished between the two and I find myself losing air. “I can’t breathe!” I exclaim.
 
   “Sorry, Ley, I just missed you. It’s not fun around here without you to pick on,” my oldest brother, Benton, says to me.
 
   “Well, I’m not sorry. I missed the hell out of you!” This comes from my other brother, Dakota.
 
   “Well, the only one I missed was Daddy. I can’t stand you two,” I say with a cheeky grin.
 
   “Now, honey, just because I’m your favorite doesn't mean you have to be mean to these two.” Daddy matches my grin.
 
   The boys laugh and we all sit down at the table. Dakota loves to cook so I’m happy he stopped by to welcome me home. He is two years older than me and was my partner in crime all throughout our childhood. He’s very handsome with his shaggy black hair that curls around his ears and his piercing green eyes that more than one of my friends have drooled over. Yes, it is totally annoying.
 
   Benton is four years older than me and my protector from evil. He’s always been there for me, but he’s not over bearing. I wasn't afraid that my brothers would act like idiots if I brought a boyfriend around. They were always cool about me dating. He is also quite handsome, with short black hair and laughing green eyes.
 
   Daddy is tall and super built. His hair is that salt and pepper grey you see on older gentleman. The boys are spitting images of him. I, on the other hand, am a spitting image of my mother. I used to worry that I would remind him of her and make him sad. That was never the case. He says that I have my own beauty that sets me apart from my mother. I love that about him. He always knows what to say to make you feel better.
 
   “So, did you hear that Spencer is home for the summer as well?” Daddy asks me while eyeing me over the top of his coffee cup.
 
   “No. I didn’t hear that. I had the unpleasant misfortune of seeing him in person,” I respond, scowling. He knew this whole time Spencer was coming home for the summer. I’ve always had a suspicion that he’s screwing Spencer’s mom.
 
   “Well, I want you two getting along this summer, you hear? By that I mean I don’t want to hear any of that fighting and carrying on that you guys seem so fond of.” He gives me his stern look and I cringe.
 
   “Yeah, shouldn’t be too hard since I don’t plan on being anywhere near him.” I reflect his stern look, and I swear he winked at me.
 
    
 
   Spencer
 
    
 
   “I can’t believe that you even came back from college for the summer. Sounds like you had it made up there,” my best friend Dean says to me.
 
   “I did have it made. Right up until that bitch dumped me for that prick,” I huff. 
 
   “Well he is rich and good looking. You’re…well…just good looking.” I punch him in the arm. “Ow! It’s true, though!” 
 
   I laugh at him and spot a white car leaving the Maxton’s driveway. I suddenly drop my box of stuff when I get a good look at the redhead now left alone in the driveway. Harley Maxton, the bane of my existence. 
 
   Her long auburn hair reaches down her back.  For a redhead you would think it would be curly, nope, it’s straight as a board and looks soft as silk. Her face is heart shaped and almost heart-stopping to look at. It’s those lush red lips, but then she opens her mouth and you forget all the good stuff about her. I can’t see her dark blue eyes from here but I bet right now the fire in them is scorching. I’m shocked to see her because mom didn't mention she would be home from school either. My summer just got worse. 
 
   She catches me staring at her and scowls. Then she flips me the bird. Yeah, I can’t stand that chick. Dean finds this funny and laughs. I grin when he gets flipped off as well. “Still a complete bitch I see.” 
 
   “I don’t think that will ever change. Most of the guys say it’s your fault she is that way.” He laughs again and heads into the house.
 
   I stay behind and watch how she sways her hips when she walks. She is one of the hottest girls I have ever seen. I’ve always thought this but we haven’t ever gotten along. There’s just something about when we are in the same room; sparks fly and the verbal war begins. She has made me mad enough that I have come so close to hitting her. I don’t know what it is about us, but we have been this way forever. 
 
   I remember the first day I met Harley when my mom and I moved into this house. I thought she was the most beautiful girl I had ever seen. I even told my mom I would marry her when I grew up. Yeah, that lasted all of five seconds. She had been sitting in her yard playing with her dolls and I walked up and asked if I could join her. She said, “Sure,” so I sat down and played dolls with her. Then things got a little weird. Her doll proceeded to kill my doll. I told her that wasn’t fair, which made her very angry. Before I knew it, I had her older brother Dakota threatening to beat me up. Needless to say I went home and we haven’t been nice each other since.
 
   Shaking my head from my thoughts, I head into my mom’s little blue house. As I walk in I’m surprised to see new furniture. A plush red couch set in the middle of the room and a huge Persian rug covering the stained brown carpet. There’s a huge flat screen TV at the front of the room and a couple of polished wood end tables with new lamps sitting atop them. “Ma! How the hell did you afford this stuff?” I yell from the front door.
 
   My five foot tall mother strolls in from the kitchen drying her hands on a flowery hand towel. She pushes her long blonde hair out of her eyes before answering me. “Spencer Winston Grady, you did not just yell at your mother from across the house?” She taps her foot at me in annoyance.
 
   “Yes, I did. I want to know how you could afford all this new furniture?” I glare at her. Mom works at the local Wal-Mart and has for as long as I can remember. She could afford one piece at a time but not all this at once.
 
   “That is none of your business. I didn’t think you would be coming to stay this summer.” She glares right back at me.
 
   “So you are saying that if I had stayed in Louisiana you wouldn’t have even told me someone bought you new furniture?” I start tapping my foot as well. I guess I picked that habit up from her.
 
   “Yes, baby boy. You are grown and going to college. I have my own life now. Not that I didn’t before, but I have more free time to do as I please.” My brows pinch together in confusion. Her glare softens and she walks over to me. “Don’t think for one second that I didn’t love raising you. You are the keeper of my heart forever and always. But your momma wants to live a little before she gets old and grey.” 
 
   “Okay, I don’t know whether to be upset or grossed out. I really don’t want to think about your sex life.” I shake my head. “Yeah, I’m freaked out that you have a sugar daddy. Who is it?” I ask hopeful she will tell me.
 
   “I’m not telling you. He has children that he hasn’t told them about me yet. Though, I think it will be announced very soon.” She kisses me on the cheek and sits down on the couch. “Besides, he’s not my sugar daddy. He needed new furniture and he let me use this until we move in together.” 
 
   I shudder. “Yeah, this is gross. I’m going to my room.” 
 
   I start to walk off, but she stops me with her next words. “You know that Harley Maxton is back this summer as well. I want y’all getting along, you hear?” 
 
   “Umm, that shouldn’t be a problem since I don’t plan on being anywhere near her this summer.”
 
   I can’t be sure but I swear she said, “We shall see,” as I walked to my room.
 
    
 
   Chapter 2
 
    
 
   Harley
 
    
 
   “WHAT?!?!?!” I scream at my dad. This cannot be happening to me. I think I might throw up.
 
   “Calm down, Harley. It’s not the end of the world.” He pats my knee from where he is sitting, next to me at the kitchen table.
 
   “Well I for one am happy for you, Dad,” Benton says. He gives Dad a slap on the back, and I feel like I might just die.
 
   “I’m happy too, Dad. You need someone around here taking care of you since all of us are grown,” Dakota says, the freaking traitor.
 
   “I’m not happy at all. Ms. Grady is a nice woman, Dad, but her son is the spawn of Satan and I’m not staying in this house with him for the whole summer!” I feel my whole face burn with my anger.
 
   “If you want me to keep paying your tuition, you will live in this house for the summer and get along with Spencer. There is nothing wrong with that boy. I don’t even know why you two fight like you do.” He shakes his head at me.
 
   I don’t like to upset my father, but this is so wrong. “We fight like we do because he is an asshole and will always be an asshole.” I’m huffing and puffing at this point. “Do you not remember when I had to cut all my hair off because he spit his gum into it? Or how about the time he put laxatives in my chocolate milk at school?” I raise my eyebrows at him.
 
   “Those are kid things, sweetheart. You are both adults, and you will both live in this house until you return to school.” He slams his fist on the table making me jump.
 
   I’ve had enough of this so I get up and run out of the house. I don’t stop till I’m at my car. I reach to open the door but I realize it’s locked and my keys are in my house. “UGH!” I scream.
 
   “Hey, some of us are trying to be quiet around here. Some of us have to work at night and sleep during the day.” I flinch after hearing his voice. Just like the rest of him, it’s sexy as hell. But what comes out of it makes me want to hit him.
 
   “I’m sorry. If I woke your mom up I’ll go over and apologize.” I’m so upset with my dad that I can’t even come up with something nasty to say to him. I even think I’m crying. Shit, that’s the last thing I need him to see.
 
   “Okay, have you been taken over by an alien? I think you just said you were sorry to me.” I remember too late about my tears and look up and him. His face softens and I think my heart just fluttered. “Why are you crying, Harley?”
 
   I shake my head and turn away from him. “It’s nothing. I think you will find out soon enough.” I wipe my hands under my eyes clearing as many tears as I can. I’m not one to cry and it’s really annoying that I’m doing it in front of Spencer.
 
   “Oh, God! Tell me it’s not so. Please, tell me my mom is not screwing your dad!” I turn around and find him pale as a ghost.
 
   “Yup. My dad is screwing your mom. Welcome to the family brother,” I smirk. There’s one thing that will always make me feel better: a look of terror on Spencer Grady’s face.
 
   “This is the most twisted thing I have ever heard. I think I might throw up.” He places his hands on his knees and I almost feel sorry for him.
 
   “Well, sweetie, it gets even better. Your mom is selling her house and moving in to our house. In one week, to be exact. Guess you’ll be stuck with me all summer.” I pat him on the back and walk toward my house.
 
   “Harley,” I pause at my name and turn to face him, “it will be a pleasure to share a house with you. Now, when you’re not home, I can take all your bras and panties and tie them to the flag pole at town hall.” He grins real big, showing off his dimples. Damn, I always underestimate him.
 
   “Don’t you fucking touch any of my things. Do you hear me?” I’m getting pissed now, only because I know this is something that he would do.
 
   “Oh, I hear you. I’m just not going to listen. I do believe that I owe you one, seeing as you got the last laugh with the Velcro on my graduation gown.” He still has that shit eating grin on his face and I cringe. We have an ongoing prank war, which started in the fourth grade when he threw fake spiders on my tray at lunch and I freaked out. 
 
   I remember graduation day so well. I ordered a special gown offline that was held together with Velcro. When the day came to give out gowns I switched his with the one I bought. I had heard a rumor that he was going to go naked under his gown. We were all sitting on the stage since our class wasn’t very big, and I grabbed the gown when he passed me. He stood there in all his naked glory in front of everyone. It didn’t even faze him. He just plastered on a grin, wrapping the gown around his lower body and accepted his diploma.
 
   Needless to say, when I got hot and bothered at college, I had a little fun with my toys thinking of Spencer’s body. The first thing that my eyes had landed on was his nice firm ass. His back was just as nice with a few freckles and a lion tattooed on his left shoulder blade. I had the sudden urge to lick it. When he got back from getting the diploma, I got a great look at the front and nearly died of a hot flash. His abs are well defined and his chest is broad and hard. I had another urge and it wasn’t only to lick him.
 
   Now I am scared. I walk right up to him and push my index finger into his chest. “Don’t you threaten me, Spencer. I’ll tell everybody, including your mom, how you lost your virginity.” He goes pale and I thank God I had this little piece of information.
 
    
 
   Spencer
 
    
 
   She couldn’t know about that. Mary wouldn’t have told anybody. “You’re bluffing. You don’t know anything.”
 
   She gives me an evil grin and I feel my knees become weak. “Oh, I know. You pissed Mary off and I paid her well to tell me and no one else.”
 
   I lost my virginity in the back seat of my mom’s car when I was fourteen. Mom had been riding to work with a friend to save gas. So I took it one night and picked up Mary. We headed out to the Cove Woods, where all the kids parked. Now, let me tell you that Mary is a freak. Not only did she tie me up and spank me, she left me tied and slid herself on my dick after sucking it to hardness. When it was all over, I told her she was a fucking freak and practically shoved her out of the car when we got back to her house. No one knows that story. Not even Dean.
 
   “You wouldn’t dare.” Yeah, I have nothing for that. I’m so pissed right now. And honestly, I have no idea what came over me after what happens next.
 
   Her gorgeous face gets the cockiest look on it and I want to smack it right off of her. Instead, I grab her upper arms and pull her against my chest. My dick twitches when her erect nipples rub up against me. The next thing I know my lips are on her full ones and my tongue is slipping into her mouth. I honestly didn’t expect her to kiss me back, but her tongue curls with mine and I groan. I move my hands down her back and cup her ass in my hands. The moan she lets out and the feel of her perfect ass in my hands has my dick more than twitching. I feel her hands start to roam. She runs them up my back under my shirt and back down again. She keeps doing this and I shiver as I devour her mouth. I feel like I could sink into her and never come up again. All of a sudden, she’s not touching me anymore. She’s pale, looking at me horrified and I feel my face mirror hers. “Don’t tell anyone!” We exclaim at the same time, and quickly walk away from each other.
 
   The kiss couldn’t have been more than ten seconds, but it felt like forever. I can’t believe that I kissed Harley Maxton. The girl who snuck in my house and put fire ants in my bed in the seventh grade or who cut the butt out of my gym shorts in the tenth grade. We have always been at each other’s throats and I can’t wrap my head around what just happened.
 
   I walk into my house in a daze. I can barely hear my mom talking to me as I head to my room. “Not now, Mom,” I say to her.
 
   “Yes, now!” She yells at me and I turn toward her. “We need to talk right now.”
 
   “I already know that you and Mr. Maxton are screwing. I ran into Harley, who was pretty upset about it. She said we would be moving in with them in a week. No need to talk. I don’t like it, but if I want somewhere to sleep this summer I’ll have to go along with it.” I nod and head to my room still in a daze.
 
   It had to be the tears. That’s the only reason I can think of. I guess she finally looked like a human being to me. I’ve always seen the bitchy and cool façade that she uses in front of anybody she’s not close to. I’ve always thought she was hot, but I guess this made her look normal. I kind of wanted to wipe those tears away from her gorgeous face and hold her to me.  Yeah, it’s going to be really hard to keep my hands to myself now that I know what she feels like up against me. I have spent most of my teen years jacking off to images of her in my head. 
 
   I have no idea why I’m having these thoughts. She pisses me off to no end. Always has something smart to say. She thinks she is better than everyone except her little posse. I can’t believe that I kissed her. I’m such a fucking idiot. She’s never going to let me live it down. Well, two can play that game. Not only did she kiss me back, she let out those sexy little moans when I grabbed her ass. 
 
   I do believe things just got interesting.
 
    
 
   Chapter 3
 
    
 
   Harley
 
    
 
   “Can I tell you something without you freaking out completely?” I ask my friend Lucy.
 
   “Sure. I’m all ears,” she nods. 
 
   “I kind of sort of made out with Spencer Grady the other day.” I cringe as the words leave my mouth.
 
   She doesn’t say anything, so I turn to look at her. Her mouth is shaped like an O and her brown eyes are huge, giving the impression of a deer caught in headlights.
 
   “Yeah, that’s kind of the reaction Paige and Carter had.” I keep staring at her, hoping she will say something soon. I hope she doesn’t have the same response as my other two friends.
 
   “I’m surprised that you let him get that close to you. I’m not surprised that it happened.” Damn, of course she said the same thing they did!
 
   “Why aren’t y’all surprised that we made out? I mean we do hate each other,” I huff.
 
   “Well, for one, you two have been looking at each other like you want to rip the other’s clothes off since, I don’t know, the 8th grade?.” She looks at me with a hopeful expression; hopeful that I won’t blow up on her.
 
   “We have not. I can’t believe that everyone thinks we have the hots for each other.” I glare at her and punch one of the pillows on my bed.
 
   “You do have the hots for each other. Carter, Paige, and I have been placing bets on when you two would finally hook up. Carter is winning.” She smiles at my hateful look and goes on, “She didn’t think it would happen till this summer. She almost lost because he wasn’t supposed to be back.”
 
   “I wish he hadn’t come back. I’m happy for my dad, and everything, but I have to live in this house with Spencer because of it. This will be the longest three months of my life.” I fall back on my bed, staring up at the plastic glow in the dark stars I put on the ceiling years ago.
 
   Lucy lies down beside me before speaking. “It’s not that bad, Harley. At least you will have his hot body to enjoy the whole time.” I face her and she waggles her eyebrows.
 
   “Gross! He doesn’t have a hot body. All that’s good looking about him is washed away when he opens his mouth,” I tell her, hoping she doesn’t see through my lie.
 
   “Just admit that you liked kissing him. It turned you on,” she says after propping her head on her hand.
 
   “Ugh, yes, I liked it. I liked far more than I ever thought I could. He got all close and personal with it, made me feel like he was trying to devour me.” I shiver at the memory of our ten-second, heated kiss.
 
   “Hun, that’s what kissing does, makes you get all close and personal,” she says to me.
 
   “Duh, I know that. That’s not what I meant. When other guys have kissed me, they left space between our bodies. Spencer didn’t do that. He pulled me into his chest before his lips even touched mine. Then he grabbed my ass and pulled me even closer.” I have never liked to be man handled, so when he did that I was surprised how hot it made me.
 
   “Wow, that’s really awesome. I would love to be grabbed up like that and devoured.” She gets this faraway look in her eyes. “Mason Hebert kissed me before you got home from college. It was amazing, but he didn’t do what Spencer did.”
 
   “Mason Hebert? As in: the really hot skater dude that never talks?” My face pinches up in confusion as I look at her.
 
   “Yeah, he doesn’t talk a lot…really, at all. It was totally weird, too. Not bad weird, good weird. I ran into him with my car while he was skating across the street. It was totally my fault, mind you. He just sat there and stared at me when I got out to check on him. So, I started getting angry, you know, because he wouldn’t answer me. I yelled at him and I almost cussed him out, but he pulled me down on top of him. I was so shocked, it didn’t even register that his lips were on mine till I felt his tongue in my mouth. You know, you wouldn’t think it, but he’s really cocky. He said ‘I’m better now’ when it was over. Then helped me off the ground and skated off. I swear, I sat there with this dumbass look on my face for ten whole minutes.” She nods her head at the end for emphasis.
 
   “Wow that is weird. You should totally show up at his house and bang his brains out. He wants you,” I tell her with a chuckle. 
 
   “I’ll go to his house and bang his brains out if you bang Spencer.” Oh shit, now I’m in trouble. You can’t back down from a bet with Lucy for anything.
 
   “No, Lucy, I’m not going to bang Spencer. I would end up with an STD or something.” I hope she sees reason in my answer.
 
   “No, you will. Before the summer is over, you will have slept with him. You need to get laid. I know you didn’t while you were at college and Ted’s family moved off to Texas or something so you can’t call him,” she smirks.
 
   When I was a senior in high school, I got tired of being the only virgin. Well…besides Paige. So I made a “friends with benefits” deal with Ted. We didn’t do it a lot, but he was nice to call when you really needed to scratch an itch. “I know they moved. I talk to him on Facebook.” Ugh, she is trying to talk me into sleeping with Spencer. “I’m not going to do it with Spencer just because I’m horny. I can’t stand the guy at all.”
 
   “Even better; No strings attached. Just tag him and bag him and leave in the morning. If you have no emotions toward him other than lust and hate it won’t be hard to shut the door in his face later.” 
 
   I’m starting to see her logic. If I don’t care about him, then I can just walk away later and not have to even think about it again. This could actually be fun. 
 
   I hear the front door crash in and male voices. I get up to go investigate. My room is at the back of the house and I travel down the long hallway to the living room. Spencer is standing in the doorway of my house with no shirt on, covered in sweat. Lucy walks up beside me and I say, “Yeah, I’m going to bang him.”
 
    
 
   Spencer
 
    
 
   “Okay, was it just me or was Harley looking at me like I was a piece of meat?” I ask Dean.
 
   We are done getting all of my mom’s crap into the Maxton household. After taking a quick shower, I grabbed us some drinks and we settled down in my new bedroom. I’ve got the bed pushed up against one of the hunter green walls and my dresser is next to the closet door, which is on the opposite side of the bed. The floors are hardwood and my mom laid out a rug to match the walls. I also inherited a white couch to sit on and a new TV. I guess my mom’s way of apologizing for not telling me about Mr. Maxton, or Richard, as he asked me to call him.
 
   “Yeah, she was looking like you would look good naked up against her. I guess she liked your kiss more than you thought she did.” He waggles his eyebrows from his position on the couch.
 
   “Well, I liked it a whole hell of a lot, so I have no idea what that says about me. How can you be so attracted to someone you can’t fucking stand?” I ask him seriously.
 
   “The only reason you two fight like you do is because you have the same personality. You both lost one parent at an early age and you close yourselves off from others. You never have with me, but that’s because we get each other. Same with Harley, her girls get her and she doesn’t have to hide behind her walls with them. They would call her out for her shit. You’re both loners to a point. You go out in public with a group of friends and you even engage in activities, but you don’t let anybody see the real you. Neither one of you has been in a serious relationship.” I give him a pointed look. “Marissa doesn’t count because you were only with her for like, what, a month? What did she really know about you? Nothing.” He picks up a baseball from its place on my dresser. 
 
   “How in the hell did you get so smart?” I’ve never heard him talk like this. It’s almost scary. Dean has always been a bad boy player type of guy. He has several tattoos and piercings and he can play the guitar with the best of them. He never sleeps with a girl more than once and he never calls them again either.
 
   “I’m majoring in psychology, remember? I enjoy this kind of thing.” He smirks at me, throwing the baseball up into the air and catching it.
 
   “I know you are. It’s just that I haven’t ever heard you use what you have learned before now,” I chuckle as I lay back on my bed.
 
   “I’ll tell you something else. You need to just sleep with her. You’re going to be obsessing over your kiss and shit until you get her out of your system. The way she was looking at you earlier, I say it won’t be that hard to get in her pants.” He waggles his eyebrows again.
 
   “I’ve wanted to get in her pants for years. She’s great from afar but, up close? Not so much. I kind of want to tape her mouth closed so I can admire her up close.” I laugh softly to myself.
 
   “Well, just shut her up with your mouth and tongue and you won’t have that problem. Hell, if you’re even good at it, you can get her to stop being a complete bitch for a whole day.” We both laugh out loudly at this. Harley would never “not be a bitch.”
 
   There’s a knock on my door and I yell for the visitor to enter. In walks the devil herself. She steps just inside my doorway and looks at me. She clasps her hand behind her back and I can’t help but to think she is nervous. “Umm…can we talk?” She asks me quietly.
 
   I look over at Dean and he winks at me before getting up off my couch. “I’ll catch you later, dude,” he says to me. 
 
   He stops next to Harley, who looks him in the eye “See you around, Dean. Oh, by the way, if you ever say some shit like that to Paige again I will kick your ass. Do you understand me?” She isn’t tall by any means, but she still looks intimidating.
 
   “Tell her to stop trying to play with the big boys when she isn’t ready for one.” He smirks down at her before walking out of the house.
 
   “What was that about?” I ask her.
 
   “None of your business.” She scowls at me. Oh joy, this is working out so well already.
 
   I sit up on my bed and pat the empty space next to me. She eyes it and I think she is going to turn it down but she surprises me and sits down. “So what do you want to talk about?” I ask her.
 
   “I wanted to know why you kissed me. I can’t seem to wrap my head around it.” She places her hand right next to mine and my skin tingles where we are touching.
 
   “I kissed you because I wanted too. I’ve wanted to kiss you since we were five. You just never gave me the chance before,” I pause, shaking my head. “You had me so pissed off that day. I wanted to shake some sense into you. Instead, when I touched you, I had the overwhelming urge to just take what I wanted. You let me and I’m still shocked.”
 
   “I didn’t realize that your thoughts went that deep or that you could even feel deep emotions. I’m impressed, Spencer.” She gives me a mocking smile after saying this.
 
   “You know what? I was just nice to you for the second time in my life and that’s all I get? Fuck you, Harley. Get out of my room.” I glare at her before getting off the bed and opening the door to usher her out.
 
   “Oh, did I hurt your feelings? I’m sorry, you itty bitty baby.” She pretends to rub her eyes with her hands like a young child would.
 
   I walk over to her and stand in her personal space. “Yeah, well I wasn’t an itty bitty baby when I had you pressed up against my dick while you moaned,” I whisper into her ear.
 
   She shivers and her hands move up to my chest sending a wild thrill through me. “Yeah, that was pretty itty bitty, too,” she whispers back. Then, she punches me in the balls.
 
   I double over groaning, “Ouch! I can’t believe you fucking did that! You fucking bitch!”
 
   She bends until her lips are level with my ear, “This is what you get for being a total fucking asshole. I heard every word that you and Dean said.” Then she is straightening up and walking out of my door.
 
   Well, there went that idea.
 
    
 
   Chapter 4
 
    
 
   Harley
 
    
 
   That is why I shouldn’t listen to any of my friends. They will lead you down a path of destruction. I can’t believe that I was even thinking of sleeping with Spencer. I know he’s a total asshole, but that was a little harsh. I can’t get this feeling of hurt to leave when I recall the sound of his laughter. He has said and done some pretty awful things to me before but I’ve never cared. I guess he’s getting enjoyment out of getting under my skin.
 
   “Honey, do you want some dinner?” My dad startles me out of my thoughts.
 
   “Yeah, I’ll be there in a minute,” I reply, sitting up on my bed. He nods and heads back to the kitchen. 
 
   Ugh, now I have to spend thirty minutes at the dinner table with the king of dirt bags himself. I can’t believe that I’m still so freaking pissed off about earlier. I mean, what did I really expect from him? Well, I’m going to make him feel even worse. 
 
   I run to my closet and pull out a see-thru camisole top and one of my shortest pair of shorts. My butt cheeks practically hang out of them. I’m pretty sure Spencer is an ass man.
 
   I head into the kitchen after changing. I’m not disappointed when Spencer spits out his drink when I walk into the room. Score: Harley-1, Spencer-0.
 
   “Harley Catherine Maxton, what in the world are you wearing?” My father asks heatedly.
 
   “Ummm….clothes?” He has seen me in worse. I mean, come on!
 
   “I do realize that you are dressed, but do you realize that you look like a…” he trails off.
 
   “Harlot?” Spencer pipes up. Score: Harley-1, Spencer-1.
 
   Mrs. Grady, Polly as she asked me to call her, slaps him in the back of the head. “I think you look fine, dear. It’s abnormally hot. If I looked half as good as you, I’d be wearing the same thing.” She winks at me.
 
   My dad and Spencer scowl at her. Well, Spencer looks like he is going to be sick. I think I’m going to love having Polly around.
 
   I sit down and we all begin eating. Polly made cold turkey subs with seafood salad and potato chips. Spencer inhales all his food in record time. I really hate the male species.
 
   “We are headed on a mini vacation tonight,” my dad says between bites. “I realize y’all are grown, but I just wanted you to know that we won’t be back till Monday at the earliest.”
 
   “Where are you going?” I ask.
 
   “Headed up to the mountains; No one has been up to the cabin in a long time, so Polly and I decided to get away for a while.” He smiles at her, and I smile when she blushes.
 
   “This is pretty gross,” Spencer butts in.
 
   “No, it’s not! It’s really sweet. Don’t you want your momma to have a good time?” I have had about enough of his stupid attitude.
 
   “Yeah, but that doesn’t mean I want to hear about their romantic weekend away.” I roll my eyes at him and finish eating my dinner.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   For as long as I can remember I have been terrified of storms. They freak me smooth the heck out. I used to run to my dad’s room when I was little. Hell, I actually did that up until I went off to college. I had a roommate then and I wasn’t so scared. 
 
   This is why I find myself sitting in the middle of my bed cradling one of my stuff animals. It’s a cat that my dad got for me for my 6th birthday. It’s dirty and frayed, but it still makes me feel a tiny bit better. 
 
   A flash of lighting and the boom of thunder startle a scream out of me. Shit. I hear Spencer running down the hallway where he bursts into my room. “What’s going on?” He asks looking around for something.
 
   “Umm…I’m scared of storms,” I tell him sheepishly.
 
   “So, you screamed because of the thunder?  What are you, like, five?” He rolls his eyes at me before turning to go.
 
   “Wait!” I yell out. “Umm…could you stay with me till it passes?” I ask. I so feel a blush hit my cheeks.
 
   “Really? Are you that scared?” He steps into the room and crosses his arms over his chest.
 
   Another flash of lighting and boom of thunder comes through and I flinch. My lips are clamped shut so I don’t let out another scream. 
 
   “Okay…I’ll stay until it passes,” he sighs and lies down on the bed with me.
 
   “What are you doing?” I can feel my eyes bug out of my head.
 
   “Doing what you asked me to do.” His arms are still over his chest and he closes his eyes.
 
   “Do you have to be in my bed for that?” I’m seriously about five seconds away from scratching out his eyes.
 
   “Yes I do. I’m not laying or sitting on the floor.” He opens his eyes to glare at me.
 
   I finally notice that he’s not wearing a shirt. He stretches his arms over his head and the muscles in his torso ripple. My whole body shivers at the sheer strength I feel just by looking at him. “How in the hell do stay in such great shape?”
 
   He gives me a weird look before answering. “I run a lot. There is also a gym in my dorm, so I work out there a lot too. Why?”
 
   “Well, I knew you didn’t play any sports. You just seem so lazy to me, I couldn’t see how you have so many muscles.” Yeah, there goes the blush again. I really need to stop doing that.
 
   “I’m not lazy by any means. Sports are too competitive for me. Plus, I have to keep this amazing bod so I can get laid.” He waggles his eyebrows at me.
 
   I lightly shove him. “Gross.” 
 
   “Do you still swim?” He questions.
 
   “Yeah, my school has a huge indoor pool for public use. I’d never give up swimming,” I say with a deep sigh.
 
   I’m looking up at my ceiling, so I jerk when he places his hand on my cheek. He turns me to look at him and I inhale sharply. The look in his eyes would melt an iceberg. 
 
   He looks like he is about to say something when I bite my bottom lip. He changes his mind and slams his lips down on mine. My arms go around his neck as he lays across me. He swipes his tongue across my bottom lip and I open my mouth to greet him. Our tongues collide and I arch my back when he runs a thumb over my nipple. 
 
   He lets up from the kiss and looks down my body. He groans and touches his forehead to mine. “What the fuck are you doing to me?”
 
   “The same thing you are doing to me,” I state breathlessly before I pull his lips back down to mine.
 
    
 
   Spencer
 
    
 
   I pull her leg up around my waist so I can grind my hard-on into her soft heat. God, that feels so fucking good. I have no idea where she wants to take this, so I’m trying my hardest not to just take all of her clothes off and screw her senseless.
 
   I can’t reach her ass from this angle, so I flip us over where she is straddling me. My hands go straight to her perfect butt. It’s not too big and definitely not too small. 
 
   Aww that is heaven.
 
   She pulls her head up and asks, “What is you obsession with my ass?” She doesn’t give me time to answer before our mouths are devouring each other once again. 
 
   I almost forget she asked me a question when her hips start a slow sensual grind on my lap. “Asses have the most appeal. They sway when you walk, they cushion when you’re fucking, and they have the best grip. And yours baby girl, damn, it’s fucking perfect.” I don’t give her time to answer as I shove my tongue back into her mouth. Though I did notice her skin broke out in goose bumps.
 
   She suddenly sits up and asks “What are we doing?”
 
   “I have no idea I was letting you lead.” I grab her thighs so she doesn’t run off. I mean, come on, I have a hard-on the size of freaking Texas. I’m getting off.
 
   “Oh,” she says before the kissing starts again. This time her hands move down my chest, over my stomach, and stop at my pajama bottoms. She slips her hand down and grabs my dick. Her soft warm hands pump up and down on my dick and I find myself panting.
 
   Yeah, she’s not leading anymore. I flip us back over and I automatically take off her shorts. Holy fucking shit. “Why aren’t you wearing panties?” 
 
   Her eyes are glazed over in lust when she answers, “Because I don’t ever wear them. They get on my nerves.” 
 
   “That is so fucking hot. If I had known this I wouldn’t have kept my hands off of you for so long.” I groan before I drop down between her legs. Now I know some guys aren’t into this kind of thing, but I rock at it. 
 
   The second my lips touch her wet heat, we both groan. I lick up and down just to get a taste. She tastes so fucking good. I suck her swollen nub into my mouth and flick it with my tongue. Yeah, baby girl likes that. Her back is arched and she keeps letting out long moans. I move down a little bit and start thrusting my tongue in and out of her slick channel. I place my thumb over her nub and rub it till I hear her orgasm reach its peak.
 
   I chuckle when she comes back to herself and looks up at me with lazy eyes. Then, I am completely shocked when she says, “Turnabout’s fair play.” Yeah. I just might be in love.
 
   “Fuck…” I trail off as she scoots down on the bed and makes me lay on my back. She doesn't play around as she wraps her cherry red lips around my dick. I curse again and again as she moves up and down. I’ve never been one to beat around the bush and it’s not very long before I cum in her mouth. Oops. 
 
   She gets up off the bed and walks to her trash can where she spits out my load. I laugh my ass off at that. “I have never seen anyone do that before.”
 
   She smirks at me before going into her bathroom and brushing her teeth. When she comes back out she says “Well, I’ll never swallow. It’s degrading.” 
 
   “Yeah. I've never liked it either.” She pulls her shorts back on before climbing back into the bed with me. It just seems natural when I cuddle up to her and fall asleep.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   I’m shocked awake when I get kicked into the floor of Harley’s bedroom. For a second I have no idea where the hell I am and then I remember. I actually hooked up with the queen of all bitches. “What the fuck, Harley?” I exclaim.
 
   She looks over the side of the bed at me wearing a smirk. “I have friends coming over soon, so you need to get out. Sorry, last night was fun, but I don’t want it getting out.” 
 
   I roll my eyes at her before getting up off the floor. “Whatever, Harley. You can lie to them all you want. You can hide me as your dirty little secret,” I say to her and for the next part I lower myself down to her and whisper in her ear, “but you’re mine now. I can’t stand you half the time, but I’ve had a taste and I’m not letting you go. I’m tired of fighting what I feel for you.” She shivers and I laugh.
 
   I kiss her on the lips before leaving the room. I turn to look as I walk out her bedroom door and her eyes are glazed over in lust again.
 
    
 
   Chapter 5
 
    
 
   Harley
 
    
 
   “You’re mine now…” Spencer’s words haunt me. I don’t know what to do with them. I don’t deny that they give me a small thrill. Okay, a huge thrill. It’s just the fact that he made some kind of claim on me; like I’m a piece of property. Yeah, I don’t think so.
 
   “Umm, Har, why are there a pair of men’s socks under you bed?” Lucy asks from her seated position on the floor.
 
   “I don’t know. There are two males that live in this house. They probably fell out of the clean clothes basket or something.” I try so hard not to blush. That is a sure way to tell I’m lying. Curse Spencer for forgetting his damn socks!
 
   “Sure. Sure.” Okay, she totally bought it. “That’s a good cover but you’re blushing.” She smirks at me and I glare into her dark brown eyes.
 
   “You haven’t been doing anything else with Spencer have you?” Paige asks from the end of my bed.
 
   “No, I haven’t. He’s a total dick and I want nothing to do with him. It wasn’t even that great of a kiss anyway!” I know my face is red now, but it’s from anger. I normally get this upset talking about him so maybe they will just let it drop.
 
   “Yeah, sure. That’s why you wouldn’t shut up about it for a whole freaking week,” Carter says, tossing her long blonde locks over her shoulder.
 
    
 
   “Just drop it will you? It’s nothing and will remain nothing,” I huff out, lying back on my bed. We came in here to watch a stupid chick flick. I hate chick flicks. “I know let’s talk about Cater and her rock star boyfriend. It’s better than this stupid movie.”
 
   It’s Carter’s turn to blush, which you can barely see with her tan complexion. “I told you that we broke up. He’s a complete jerk and totally full of himself! Unlike you, I mean it when I say I want nothing to do with him.”
 
   “What did he do? You never told us.” Paige asks.
 
   She wouldn’t tell them, but I know exactly what he did. Carter is afraid of commitment. I know you hear all the time about the guys who are. Well, here is one girl I know who is terrified. She has bounced around from guy to guy since we were thirteen. Liam (the rock star) had to have told her he loved her: a big no-no in Carter’s world.
 
   “He called me one night while he was out on the road, drunk off his ass. He said some things I didn’t like, haven’t talked to him since.” She curls into a ball next to me and meets my eyes. That is something else she doesn’t like. Carter hates drunks. I’m guessing he drinks a lot.
 
   “How many times did he call you drunk?” I ask her softly.
 
   “Like ten different times over the course of two weeks. I know they were on tour and stuff but that’s not an excuse. I even asked him to lay off. He refused. I’m just not going to put up with it anymore.” I see a tear slip out and she turns her face away from me.
 
   Paige mouths “do we need to leave?” and I nod. Lucy and Paige have awesome parents. Carter and I have screwed up parents. Carter’s dad is an abusive drunk and has been her whole life. She’s been hit more than once with fists and words. She always clung closer to me since my mother was just as flawed. “Want to tell me about it?”
 
   “He said he loved me. I would have believed him if he wasn’t so drunk. I told him he was hurting me with all the drinking, that he couldn’t love me while causing me so much pain. I told him about my dad and asked him to get help.” She is sobbing openly now and I can’t help but cry with her. When we were kids, my window was always open and more times than not she was here sleeping. “He kept telling me he didn’t have a problem. He refused to get help. I hung up on him and changed my number. He never showed back up at school when his tour ended a month ago. I guess he really didn’t love me.”
 
   “It’s an addiction, Carter. If you really care about him, then you need to convince him to go get help. I understand that it hits close to home, but he needs your help…except, if the news reports are correct, no one has seen him.”
 
   “What do you mean?” She asks, wiping the tears from her cheeks.
 
   “I wish you would turn on the TV for five freaking minutes. He disappeared shortly after his tour ended. Even his band doesn’t know where he is.” The statement about the TV is way too true. It also goes for the internet and all social outlets. Carter has never liked any of that stuff. She didn’t even know who Liam was when she met him. She had called me that day asking who Hush Hush was. They are pretty cool if you ask me, but I don’t listen to a whole lot of music.
 
   “That’s weird. He wouldn’t go anywhere without telling his stupid brother. He’s probably shacked up with some whore. He’s single for five minutes and is already on a love fest. Fucking asshole.” She jumps off my bed and starts pacing. Tears forgotten. I roll my eyes. She always bounces back from everything faster than a yoyo.
 
   “I doubt he is shacked up with some bimbo. Maybe he is all alone at his house, mourning your relationship and writing songs about how much he loves and hates you. Yup, my friend, you’re going to be famous!” We laugh about that and the tension leaves her shoulders.
 
    
 
   “I’m already famous. You know that song “Frosty”? Yeah, that’s about me and when we met.” She smirks and looks lost in thought. I hurt for her, though. She will never admit it, even under torture, but she loves Liam right back.
 
    
 
   Spencer
 
    
 
   I have a serious problem: the boner in my pants that I get every time I think about Harley and what happened between us last night. The guys are about tired of me. We have been playing a game of pool at the local bar. I haven’t been paying much attention.
 
   “What’s your deal tonight, dude?” Dean asks from the left corner of the table, pool stick in hand.
 
   “Nothing, man, just out of it. Didn’t get much sleep.” I rub my eyes. I really am tired. It had to have been two in the morning when Harley woke me up with her scream. I never want to hear that sound again. It was horrible.
 
   “Who kept you up? I didn’t realize you found someone else so soon,” Dylan asks. Dylan has been friends with Dean and me since we were little. If there was something going on, the three of us where in the middle of it.
 
   “Harley kept me up. She got scared by the storm and made me sleep in her room with her. You know how bossy she is,” and next time we are using my bed because its way bigger, I think to myself. Twins beds were not made for fooling around or cuddling.
 
   Dean spits out his sip of beer. “The ice bitch is scared of something? I could have sworn she was fearless.”
 
   “Me too. It was actually rather endearing to see. Who would have thought a little thunder and lightning would scare a grown woman,” I chuckle, remembering the fear in her eyes.
 
   They both laugh, even though we shouldn’t be making fun of Harley. There’s that feeling again where I think she’s human like the rest of us.
 
   “So, did anything happen?” Dylan asks me. There’s a flash of something in his eyes, but it’s gone before I can name it.
 
   “Of course something happened! I’m a guy. You put me in a bed with a hot girl, something is bound to happen.” I smirk at him. He’s giving off weird vibes. He can like and want her all he wants, but Harley is fucking mine.
 
   Dean finds my answer funny and is bent over laughing his ass off. “You totally screwed the ice bitch!”
 
   “I didn’t say we screwed, just that something happened. Anyway, I don’t want to talk about that anymore. What’s up with your love life? I haven’t heard about any of your bimbos lately.” That shuts up the laughing almost immediately.
 
   “I just haven’t felt up to getting it on. It’s the same old same old around here.” He shrugs and takes a swig of his beer.
 
   “That’s bullshit and you know it, dude. For as long as you have known how to screw, you have been screwing.” It’s true too. Abby Lewis took him behind the bleachers in the 8th grade and made him into a man. She is two years older than us, and all the guys were jealous as hell.
 
   “Yeah, well maybe it’s time for a change. I don’t know. Maybe I should just keep it in my pants for a while.” He looks down at his beer and fiddles with the label, avoiding my eyes.
 
   “What’s her name?” I ask softly.
 
   “It doesn’t matter. I didn’t even see it coming. I’m fucking whipped. I never thought that I would be that guy: one who lets a girl lead him around by a fucking string.” He rubs his hand down his face and looks up at me. “We got it on a couple of days ago. When we were done, I told her I wanted to see her again. She said ‘I thought you were a one night type of guy?’ She hasn’t answered any of my calls or texts. It’s driving me fucking crazy.” Dean runs his fingers through his blonde shaggy hair and gives me a piercing look with his bright green eyes.
 
   “It’s okay, man. One of them was bound to get to you. She’ll come around. You’re a great catch.” Some of the tension loosens from his shoulders and I feel like maybe he won’t let it stress him out so much.
 
   “Well, I guess I’m going to have to find me a girl if you two players are going to settle down. Don’t want to be fifth wheel.” Dylan flashes us his trade mark grin and it seems to bring Dean out of his sappy mood. He even graces us with his genuine “Dean” smirk.
 
    
 
   Chapter 6
 
    
 
   Harley
 
    
 
   This is the part where I completely freak the fuck out. I just woke up cuddled to Spencer Grady’s chest; which is not where I fell asleep. What the fuck? 
 
   I attempt to kick his ass out of my bed again but he opens his beautiful pale blue eyes and rolls on top of me. “I don’t think so, baby girl. I’m not getting kicked out again.” He gives me a smile with dimples before giving me a light kiss that makes my toes curl.
 
   When he sits up and gets off the bed I look at him in shock. “That’s it?”
 
   “Yeah, baby girl, that’s it. Get up and get dressed, we are going out today.” He smirks before leaving my room.
 
   I huff before getting out of bed. Maybe I don’t want to go out with him. This spells disaster since we can’t seem to be around each other for five minutes without fighting. I’m not going to lie to myself, though. I really want to see what he has in mind.
 
   After my shower, I put on fresh clothes and pad down the hallway to Spencer’s room. I open the door, and damn I’m glad I did! He’s standing in front of his dresser with a towel around his hips and beads of water running down his hard body. I swallow hard, trying to figure out what to say to introduce my intrusion into his room.
 
   He looks up at me and his light blue eyes freeze me to my spot. I’ve never seen so much lust in someone’s eyes before. His black hair falls across those eyes and my fingers itch to brush it away. I swallow hard, once more, and say “I’m ready to go…whenever you are.” I try to smile, but I’m too busy staring at him to move my face.
 
   “I can tell. No looking at me like that, baby girl, go wait in the living room. You can have your way with me later.” He waves his hand, dismissing me. I quickly turn around and head to the living room.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   “So, where are we going?” I ask, sliding into the passenger seat of his white Chevy S10. It is surprisingly clean. My car is a mess, with trash piled up to the seats and clothes all over the back seat. He’s wearing a plain black cotton t-shirt that matches his hair perfectly. It also makes his eyes pop. He’s got on a pair of low-riding jeans, which make his ass look perfect.
 
    
 
   “I was thinking we could catch a movie and get lunch. How does that sound?” Spencer asks as we back out of the driveway. As we head down the road, he puts his hand on my thigh and I shiver. I’m wearing jean shorts so it’s skin on skin. Since I’m wearing a silver metallic tank top (that shimmers when I walk), I notice that they are broken out in goose bumps. That’s almost embarrassing.
 
   “That sounds fine as long as we don’t have to watch a chick flick,” I tell him. I’m having a war in my head over whether or not to put my hand on his. I really want to, but I have no clue why.
 
   “You’re not into chick flicks? That’s a relief. My ex-girlfriend dragged me out to see one every week.” He shudders and throws me a wink.
 
   “What happened with her?” I ask. I didn’t even know he had an ex-girlfriend. He never had anything serious in high school.
 
   “Her name is Marissa. I was supposed to stay with her this summer, but she broke up with me right before I was supposed to move into her apartment. She, of course, said it was her and not me. Whatever. Her daddy wasn’t happy that I’m not rich and she is.” He gets scowl on his face. All I can think is “what a horrible thing to break up with someone over.”
 
   “Damn, that’s harsh. If I break up with someone, it’s because they aren’t right for me, not because my dad doesn’t like him. Not that I care what he thinks anyway. I’m an adult now. He wouldn’t be in my business in the first place, unless the guy is beating me or something.” He looks at me and gives me a faint smile.
 
   “It really wasn’t a big deal. I wasn’t all that into her. She is a total bitch most of the time. I just thought I would be bored out of my mind this summer.” He winks at me. God, I’m glad it wasn’t serious!
 
   I finally decide to put my hand on his. He curls his fingers with mine. I smile to myself and revel in this small act and how it feels so right. We drive in comfortable silence the rest of the way to the movie theater.
 
   We pick out some random zombie flick and sit in the back. Spencer raises the arm rest between us and I cuddle into his side without him having to say anything.
 
   The movie was really good. I’m a sucker for a good zombie flick. I’m really surprised that Spencer didn’t try anything. There were only two other people in the theater. He totally could have gotten to third base!
 
   Walking out of the movie, he asks me “Where do you want to eat?”
 
   “I don’t care. I’m fucking starving, though. I could eat anywhere right now.” My stomach growls to put my point across.
 
   He chuckles and grabs my hand pulling me out to his truck. We go through a drive-thru at some random fast food place. Then we go to the park and sit at one of the tables to eat.
 
    
 
   Spencer
 
    
 
   I honestly thought that today was going to be weird, but it’s been far from it. If there is silence, neither one of us feels likes it should be filled with stupid nothings or small talk. It’s nice. Harley is such a wonderful change from Marissa, who talked nonstop about anything and everything. I’m also surprised we haven’t fought. Here’s hoping that doesn’t change.
 
   “So, I’m wondering why you decided to take me on this date,” she says to me. We sit on the tabletop facing the pond to watch the ducks swimming. 
 
   “I took you on a date because I want to move on from the past. I want you to see that we can be good together. I know you’re going to try to run from me; that’s just who you are.” I take a bite of my burger and wait for her response.
 
   “I’m not going to run from anything. There’s nothing to run from. You think because we fooled around the other night, you have some claim over me. I’ve got other news for you. No one has a claim on me.” By the end of that statement, she was standing with her finger pointed in my face.
 
   I quickly grab it and pull her in between my legs. “Baby girl, I do have a claim on you. You’re the only girl I have ever had true feelings for. Do you really think I’m going to pass that up?” I nuzzle my nose against her jaw and feel her shiver.
 
   Her hands stay by her sides and I feel a pang of disappointment. “Stop calling me that. I’m not a baby and I am not your girl. You can have feelings for me all you want, they are not returned.”
 
   I’m starting to get pissed off. I’m not being cocky about this either. My feelings are the same as hers. They are there. I can see them in her eyes. All that fire in those dark blues is for me. All the pranks and fighting were just foreplay. “Yes, you do. Stop denying what you feel, Harley. It’s not good for you and only hurts us both.”
 
   “You’re just grasping at straws, Spencer. There is nothing between us. I can’t even stand you,” she huffs, but I can see the lie in her eyes. She may have a cool façade on the outside, but all you have to do is look into her eyes. Her emotions are always in them.
 
   “Want to bet?” I don’t give her a chance to back away before I brush my lips against hers. She gasps and I quickly swallow the sound and slide my tongue into her mouth. Before I know it, she throws her arms around my neck and clings to me. I love every second of it. In between kisses I say, “I thought you didn’t feel anything for me?” I kiss her again before she can say anything.
 
   The kiss goes on for a while before she breaks away to say, “I don’t feel shit. You don’t do anything for me,” even though she’s looking right at my lips. She takes my lips again before I have a chance to tell her how wrong she is. Knowing Harley like I do, I can imagine she’s not wearing any panties. Let’s just see about that “not feeling” shit.
 
   I drop my hand down to her thigh and slowly slide it up just under her shorts. I slip a finger inside to find that I am right. I push my finger toward her sex and find her wet. Leaving my finger there, I break away from the kiss and say, “You don’t feel shit? Why are you so damn wet?” Her cheeks turn the color of her hair. “Are you blushing?” I develop a huge smile on my face. She doesn’t find it funny and rips herself out of my arms, stomping off in the direction of my truck.
 
   I finally make it over to the truck and hop in after picking up all the trash and tossing it in the garbage. She’s pissed off and I’m not surprised. I might not know a lot about Harley Maxton, but I know that she gets really angry when you bring up her feelings. It’s almost like she doesn’t want anyone to know them. She’s always hated that I could read her so well.
 
   “Look, Harley, I didn’t mean to piss you off. I just wanted you to know where I stand with you.” I look over at her with the same puppy dog eyes that always work on my mom. 
 
   I see her eyes soften as she fights back a smile. “Where exactly do we stand, Spencer?”
 
   “You and I are exclusive. No other dudes get to touch you, dance with you, hell, even talk to you.” I smile and start up the truck.
 
   “Well, then, the same goes for you. No sluts on the side.” She glares at me. I roll my eyes; like I would even want another woman with her around.
 
   “Why did you decide all of a sudden that you have feelings for me?” She looks like she doesn’t think I will answer. Boy is she wrong. 
 
   “I’ve always had feelings for you. The strong ones didn’t come around until you starting looking like a human being instead of that ice bitch.” I think back on the first day I saw her and smile a little. “Hell, I’ve been half in love with you since that day you killed my doll when we were playing in your front yard. You were just weird then...”
 
   “I wasn’t weird! I was just going through a lot. I didn’t need anyone else in my life that was going to leave.” I spy a tear slipping down her pale cheek.
 
   I reach over and brush it off. “I know you had just lost your mom, Harley. I don’t blame you for how you acted. I didn’t want to feel anything for you either. That’s why I fucked with you just as much as you fucked with me.”
 
   “I don’t want to talk about it anymore.” She throws my hand away from her and turns to stare out the window.
 
    
 
   Chapter 7
 
    
 
   Harley
 
    
 
   Spencer has been taken over by a pod person. I’m completely serious. Why now, all of a sudden, does he want some kind of relationship?  It makes no damn sense whatsoever. Add the fact that no one is surprised that we hooked up; I think aliens have taken over the town. It’s completely ridiculous.
 
   Spencer makes me feels things I don’t want to feel. Makes me relive things I don’t want to relive. I should just push him away like I’ve been doing since I was six years old. Yeah, it would be nice to be with him, date like normal people. I’m just scared to death that he will leave me. I know the kind of feelings he would provoke in me, the kind that would change me forever. I don’t want that either.
 
   Love isn’t something that I give away easily. My family has my love, that’s a given. The girls, well, they were around before my mom died. They were here for me in the aftermath. That’s true loyalty to me.
 
   My cell phone rings, jarring me out of my thoughts. It’s Carter. “Hey,” I say through the mouthpiece.
 
   “Hey, chick, what are you up to tonight?” I hear her cheerful voice through the phone.
 
   “It’s still early, so I haven’t made any plans yet. What are you up to?” I ask, twirling a strand of hair around my finger.
 
   “Well, the girls and I were wondering if you wanted to head over to The Hangover. Its ladies night so we don’t have to pay the cover…”she trails off hopefully.
 
   “Sure, I’ll go. I’m bored out of my mind.” We agree on a time to meet, and hang up.
 
   We live in a small town in Arkansas. We all grew up here and that’s not saying a lot. Duke has a population of five thousand. Everybody knows everybody and this place holds no secrets. The Hangover is a little bar on the outskirts of the county line. It’s about thirty minutes from my house. As long as you have a fake ID, you can drink whatever you want. We used to go all the time in high school.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   Walking into the bar, the first thing you notice is the smell. It’s a mixture of smoke, sweat, and cheap alcohol. It brings back the good ole days when the four of us used to hang out here every weekend.
 
   I have hardly ever been apart from the three girls with me. This past year away at college has been hard without them. Sure, we keep up with emails, texts, and phone calls. It’s just not the same.
 
   “Grab a booth, I’ll get us some drinks, okay?” Carter says from her position ahead of me.
 
   The rest of us nod and go off in a search of somewhere to sit. I don’t see anywhere until Lucy points at a table near the back. Guess who’s sitting there with all of his stupid friends.
 
   Paige was right when she said that he hangs out at the same places. It’s not like he’s stalking me, though. There are only so many places to go in Duke. He looks up like he could feel me staring at him. His pale eyes are hooded and burning holes through me. A smirk lifts the corners of his mouth until he catches what I’m wearing. His mouth forms a perfect O when his eyes rove over my barley-there shirt. It’s strapless and hugs every one of my curves. It’s black just like my skirt, which is tight around my hips and flares out at the bottom.
 
   When his eyes get to my legs the look that passes over his face makes me shiver. They leave a trail of fire wherever they pass.
 
   I look away from him when there is a tap on my shoulder. “Hey girl, you want to dance?”
 
   I smile at the six foot brunette and nod my head yes. He grabs my hand and pulls me out onto the dance floor. “What’s your name?” I ask him as he puts his hands low on my hips.
 
   I place my hands around his neck and sway to the music. “Liam. What’s yours?”
 
   “Harley. Why do you look so familiar?” I ask him. He has these intense green eyes and I recognize him from somewhere. It’s on the tip of my tongue.
 
   “Like the motorcycle? I look familiar because I’m the lead singer of Hush Hush.” He pulls his full lips into a smirk. I’m to shocked to even tell him, that I am in fact not named after the motorcycle. 
 
   Oh, fucking shit. “Does Carter know you are here? Oh my god, she is going to kill me for dancing with you!” I slap his chest, but he only pulls me in closer.
 
   “Well, I only planned on making her a little jealous, but this should work even better. I can’t believe that I didn’t place who you were.” He laughs, shaking his head. “Red hair and dark blue eyes; she talks about you all the time.”
 
   I squint my eyes at him. He can’t be serious! “She is going to kill me, then you! What are you even doing here?”
 
   “I came to win her back. I messed up big time and I really want to make it better.” He looks at something over my shoulder and I start to turn around when he says, “No don’t look. It’s not Carter. It’s some guy. I’m thinking looks real jealous right now. See? We can help each other out.” He grins.
 
   “That’s just Spencer. I don’t care if he’s jealous. He can go rot in hell for all I care.” I roll my eyes and try to push away.
 
   “Not so fast. Just help me, please? I’m really sorry for what I did to your friend, but I’m trying to fix it.” He looks deep into my eyes, trying to make me understand.
 
   “Fine, but keep your hands in the proper places. And if I get hit for this, I get free tickets to your next concert.” He nods his head immediately.
 
   Before I know it, Spencer is standing next to me looking like he is going to beat the shit out of Liam. “Do you mind if I cut in?” He asks, with a menacing tone.
 
    
 
   Liam looks at me and I roll my eyes. “Go away, Spencer. No one wants to dance with you,” I say, even though I do want to dance with him. He’s got one of those tight cotton t-shirts on and low hung blue jeans. I keep getting flash backs from the other day when he kissed me in the driveway. I got a thrill when he pulled me into him. We fit perfectly together, hardness to softness.
 
   “Well, you can say that all you want, Harley, but I know you want to dance with me.” He smirks and takes my hands off of Liam’s neck.
 
   “I’m sorry, Liam, Spencer has no manners,” I say pointedly at Spencer.
 
   “It’s fine. I can find someone else to dance with.” He winks at me before moving on. Great. I’m stuck with the dickhead now.
 
    
 
   Spencer
 
    
 
   When Dean called and asked if I wanted to meet at The Hangover, I jumped at the chance. I needed to let off some steam. I should have known that she would show up. Her and her posse always used to come here on the weekends when we were in high school.
 
   Harley looks so sexy in that barley-there outfit. All my heads seem to think so. She’s not very tall, only about 5’3, but damn does she have some legs, and those sexy little heels make them even longer.
 
   When the dark haired guy takes her off to the dance floor I feel myself tense up. Now I know I have it bad. I’ve never been jealous in my life before though.
 
   “Dude, what’s up?” Dylan asks, sitting down behind me.
 
   “Nothing,” I mumble back, not taking my eyes off of Harley.
 
   “Is that Liam Bradley?” Dean asks no one in particular.
 
   I look to where she is dancing with the dark haired guy. Shit that is Liam Bradley: the lead singer of Hush Hush. My jealously rises a notch. This is un-fucking-believable.
 
   “Looks like your girl just got stolen by a rock star!” Dylan slaps hands with Dean behind my back.
 
   “Nobody’s been stolen. They’re just dancing, not getting married,” I grumble.
 
   “They look like they know each other. I heard somewhere that his girlfriend was from somewhere in Arkansas. It could be Harley.” Dean throws me a shit eating grin.
 
   I stare at them swaying to the music, and they really do look like they know each other. Liam looks up at me and winks. Yeah, I have had enough of that.
 
   In my next move, I’m out of my seat and on my way toward them. “Do you mind if I cut in?” I ask her.
 
   She rolls her eyes at Liam and says, “Go away, Spencer. No one wants to dance with you.”
 
   “You can say that all you want, Harley, but I know you want to dance with me.” She’s looking me over like a stack of ribs she wants to devour. I’m all up for that.
 
   I take her hands off of Liam’s neck, bringing her closer to me. “I’m sorry, Liam, Spencer has no manners.”
 
   “It’s okay. I can find someone else to dance with.” He winks at her and I feel my blood boil.
 
   I grab her hips and bring her flush to my body. Now, doesn’t that feel great? “Are you dating Liam Bradley?” I whisper into her ear. She shivers and I really like the reaction.
 
   “What a stupid question. If I was, I wouldn’t have hooked up with you. I’m not a slut, Spencer,” she says, nudging closer to me.
 
   “I don’t think you’re a slut. Never have. I can’t believe that you just admitted to hooking up with me, out loud.” I move my hands to her lower back. I want to spread my hands over her perfect ass, but I refrain.
 
   I really don’t feel like getting slapped tonight.
 
   “Well, there’s no use pretending that it didn’t happen. I don’t lie to myself or anyone else for that matter. I don’t see the point. It only causes hurt and trouble,” she says rubbing her fingers up and down the back of my neck. Damn that feels good.
 
   “Have you always been this sensible?” I ask with an eyebrow arched.
 
   “I guess so. My mother told me that she was coming home the day she died. That was the biggest lie I have ever heard. You don’t tell your child you are coming home and then go off yourself.” Her eyes are far off like she’s reliving the day. “Anyway, since then, I make an effort to never lie about anything.” She shakes her head before laying it in the crook of my neck.
 
   I kiss the top of her silky hair and rub her back in slow circles. I guess you have to realize that there is a reason for every action and a reaction for each of those actions. I can’t help but think that maybe Harley is only a bitch because she hides a deep pain that even I can’t even to understand.
 
   “Have you always been such a good listener?” Her voice is a little muffled from her face being in my neck.
 
   “Yes. My mom likes to talk a lot. I’ve learned from the best. She used to say there is no better quality in a man than a good listener.” I shrug, pushing my hands up under her top to rest at the skin on her waist.
 
   “Yeah, I guess we were just always so busy being at each other’s throats to realize we are both decent people.” She gives me a stunning smile and I feel kind of weak in the knees.
 
   “I don’t know. You’re still pretty much a jerk. You’re all ‘You’re mine and no one else’s’ or ‘You can’t dance with other guys because you’re mine’,” she mimics me expertly, “I understand you’re an alpha male, but still at least let me say I’m yours before you just assume.” I’m a little shocked at having just been put in my place, but in all honesty, I don’t mind. I’ve had a few beers and my hormones are in overdrive. Her lips are moving and all I can think about is sticking my tongue between them…or something else.
 
    
 
   Chapter 8
 
    
 
   Harley
 
    
 
   I kind of like this sweet side of Spencer. I didn’t even think he had it in him. We have been at each other’s throats for as long as I can remember.
 
   When we made it back to my table we realized that our two tables had converged, making a huge party of 8. There was plenty of alcohol passed around and I was definitely feeling it.
 
   “Hey, Lucy, isn’t that Mason over there staring at you?” I ask her. I just noticed him. He’s one of those silent loner types. I have never seen him hang around anybody, let alone pay attention to any girl.
 
   She hiccups before answering, “Yup, that’s Mason. He’s been around since, you know, the other day. I kind of like it. I keep asking him what he is doing, but you know he doesn’t answer. I’m starting to think he is dumb. I wouldn’t care anyway because he is totally hot.”
 
   “I could see that working, you know. Lucy never shuts up, so she can do all the talking,” Carter laughs, tossing her blonde hair over her shoulder and hitting a scowling Liam in the face.
 
   I can’t help but laugh with her because it’s so true. Plus, the look on Lucy’s drunken face that says she doesn’t think it is true. “She’s right, Lucy. You do talk a lot. We love you for it, though, so don’t get upset about it,” I tell her, leaning over to kiss her on the cheek.
 
   All of a sudden Paige throws her drink in Dean’s face. The whole table is so quiet you could hear a pin drop. She looks shocked, like she can’t believe she did that. Then she busts out laughing, making the rest of the girls at the table laugh.
 
   “You know, I don’t really think this is funny ladies,” Dean says, wiping the liquid off of his face. “I was wrong, Paige. You’re not a goodie-two-shoes, you’re a fucking bitch,” he states, calmly looking down his nose at her.
 
   Oh, he has done it now. The three of us stand up. “You did not just call her a bitch! I have known you since, I don’t know, the day you were born! You deserved the drink in the face! No need to throw names around. I’ve got a few though if you want to play,” Carter sneers from beside me. Liam stands up and walks up behind her. Good lord he makes her look like a dwarf! This makes me chuckle and I get a curious look from around the table.
 
   “Sorry. Carter just looks like an oompa loompa next to Liam.” This earns several snickers around the table, and just like that the tension is broken.
 
   I feel a pair of warm hands guide themselves around my waist. “You ready to go, baby girl?” Spencer whispers into my ear. I get a thrill from his warm breath.
 
   I turn in his arms and smile up at him, forgetting everyone else in the room. “Yeah,” I say, biting down on my bottom lip. He watches the movement like a hawk and groans.
 
   “Let’s get out of here then.” He grabs my hand and pulls me along to leave.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   I may have had a little too much to drink. I guess that is why I feel inclined to lay my head in his lap. “Are you sleepy?” he asks me in a soft voice.
 
   I nod my head and close my eyes, but don’t go to sleep. I listen to the sound of his breathing and think how in the hell did I get here? I feel almost normal for the first time in my life. I jerk when he takes a hand off the wheel and runs it through my hair, massaging my scalp.
 
   Apparently that was all I needed because, the next thing I know, Spencer is gently shaking me awake. I sit up slowly, rubbing the sleep from my eyes and realize we are parked in the driveway of our house.
 
   I don’t say anything as I get out of the truck and head into the house. I hear him get out as well and I can feel him come up behind me. Though I haven’t ever spent this much time around him, it all feels natural to me.
 
   Honestly, I have always been afraid to let him in. Even when we were younger and he came to play dolls with me, I knew then that he was special. My mom had recently died and I knew that if I let him in, it would be a forever kind of thing. So, I spent my entire life pushing him away. Now I’m just tired of it all, tired of pretending to everyone else that I don’t want him; because I do.
 
    
 
   Spencer
 
    
 
   I want her so bad. It’s literally driving me mad. That’s how I find myself stalking her down the hallway. My dick just keeps getting harder as she sways those lush hips from side to side. Right before she passes my door I grab her around the hips and push her up against it.
 
   I don’t wait for her to tell me no, I just go in for the kill. Our lips meet in a bruising kiss. I pull her bottom lip between my teeth and she lets out a slow, sultry moan. I pull back to open the door and I push her inside before shutting and locking the door.
 
   I turn around and she’s right back there with me. Her lips are on mine and I wait for her to open her mouth so I can shove my tongue in. Hers curls with mine and I find myself trailing my hands down to her perfect ass. I grab both cheeks and grip them tightly grinding my hardness into her softness.
 
   Her soft warm hands end up under my shirt going over smooth skin and muscle. It feels so damn good. Then she is pulling my shirt over my head. Our lips meet again. I feel like I could pull her soul into me; we are that close.
 
   My hands leave her ass to slide up underneath her skirt. Oh, fucking shit. I pull out of the kiss to ask, “Baby girl, why aren’t you wearing panties with that short-ass skirt?”
 
   She gives me a devilish look and replies, “We have been over this. I don’t like them, they get on my nerves. I don’t even own any.”
 
   “That is so fucking hot.” I don’t give her time to say anything else as I devour her mouth yet again. My hands go back under her skirt to feel her wet sex. I can barely contain myself as I slip a digit into her slick passage, pumping it in and out as she moans into my mouth. I suck her tongue into my mouth and mimic the movements of my finger. She goes wild.
 
   Her hands unbuckle my belt, unbutton my jeans, and unzip them. They then reach into my boxers to palm my dick. I use my thumb to rub her swollen nub and she bucks against me. It doesn’t take long for her to throw her head back and cling to my neck as her channel clutches my finger. “There you go, baby girl. Cum all over my hand,” I whisper against her exposed neck.
 
   She pulls away from and me and asks, “Condom?” I point to the night stand next to my bed.
 
   “Bring it here.” After she finds one of the foil packages, she walks seductively back to me. Ripping it open, she takes the condom out and gently rolls it down my dick. Damn, it feels great.
 
   I don’t give her a chance to think as I spin her around and pull her legs up around my hips. Before she can say go, I thrust my hardness into her and we both groan. I gently push in and out of her until I’m seated to the hilt. I lay my sweaty forehead against her shoulder and say, “Damn, you are so tight.”
 
   She lets out a breathy laugh. “It’s been awhile.” She puts her hands into my hair, scratching the scalp lightly.
 
   “That’s really good to know.” I take her mouth again as I pick up the pace of my thrusting into her.
 
   God, she is a moaner and it’s never been hotter on anyone else. Her legs grip my hips, holding on for dear life. I take one hand off of her hip and place it under the skirt to rub her swollen nub. In just a few minutes, she throws her head forward and bites my neck to muffle her scream of pleasure. I can feel her slick walls milking me and I can’t hold out any longer. I rub even harder hoping she will get off again with me. I’m not disappointed.
 
   I kiss her as we both explode in ecstasy and we shallow each other’s shout. I place my forehead on hers and her legs slowly fall to the floor. I stare into her eyes as we both catch our breaths.
 
   When my breathing becomes steady, I kiss her forehead and tug her over to the bed. She can barely keep her eyes open so I help her out of her top and get the first look at her rose red nipples. I’ve always been an ass man, boobs just don’t do it for me, but, damn, hers are perfect; just the right size to fit into my hands.
 
   I unzip the skirt and it falls to the floor as I gently lay her down on my bed. I barely get my pants off before I hear her breathing softly, asleep. I shake my head and climb into the bed next to her. Throwing the covers over both of us, I snuggle into her backside and wonder how in the hell I ended up fucking Harley: Up against my bedroom door, for that matter.
 
    
 
   Chapter 9
 
    
 
   Harley
 
    
 
   I wake up lying on Spencer’s chest, completely naked. He is on his back with one arm curled around me and the other above his head. His sharp features are softened in sleep, and his dark hair is messy but very sexy. I don’t want to feel like this is right now, but I can’t help it.
 
   “Quit staring at me. I’m getting a boner,” he says, shocking me out of my thoughts.
 
   “Well, I can help with that if you want,” I say, biting my lip and meeting his now-open, pale blue eyes.
 
   His answer is to flip me over onto my back and take my lips in a searing kiss. He opens my lips with his tongue. I curl mine around his as he moves his hand down my body. I arch my back as he slips a finger inside of me. I moan and begin meeting his hand with my hips. 
 
   “Feels good doesn’t it, baby girl?” He whispers into my ear after leaving my lips. “You’re all ready for my dick, too.” He licks the shell of my ear and I shiver. 
 
   He pulls away from me to dig around in his night stand. When he comes back, he is ripping open a condom wrapper and slipping it on his hardness. He starts kissing me again as he slowly enters me. I moan and relish in how good it feels to have him filling me up. 
 
   He lets out a groan and starts thrusting faster and faster. He moves his thumb down to my sex, rubbing my exposed nub and making me go crazy. He thrusts his tongue into my mouth, mimicking the motions of what’s going on between my legs. 
 
   We cum at the same time, muffling shouts of ecstasy into other’s mouth. I’m about to happily bask in the afterglow, but someone knocks on the door. We share shocked looks before my dad says, “Can you two get dressed and meet us in the kitchen?” He doesn’t sound angry, but that doesn’t lessen my shock any. 
 
   I quickly get out of Spencer’s bed and look for my clothes. He throws one of his shirts at me and then a pair of basketball shorts. “Thanks,” I say, putting them on. 
 
   “Yeah, I would rather you wear the outfit from last night, seeing as I’m about to die, but these are more sensible.” He throws his own shirt over his sexy body and all I want to do is get him back in that bed. Of course, that’s not going to happen. 
 
   Spencer grabs my hand and pulls me out to the kitchen after he pulls on some jeans. I feel like the whole way there we are going to face the firing squad. The second we walk in, I put my body in front of his just in case my dad has his favorite shotgun out. 
 
   I don’t expect to see Dad and Polly sitting there drinking coffee, like they didn’t just catch us fucking. “Harley, there is no need to defend Spencer. I’m not going to shoot him.” 
 
   I don’t believe him and stay right where I am. The man was in the Marines. He can bluff his way into or out of anything, or at the least; shoot his way out of anything. “Yeah, I don’t believe you, Dad, so I’m going to stand here for a little while longer, if you don’t mind.” 
 
   “Well, if you’re not going to shoot me, then what are we doing?” Spencer asks from behind me. “And what are y’all doing home? You weren’t supposed to be back until tomorrow.” 
 
   “The four of us are going to sit down and talk. That is what we are going to do. We came back early because I got a very bad phone call.” Polly gives us pointed looks. 
 
   Spencer and I slowly move to the table and sit down in the empty seats. “Now that y’all have kindly joined us, I would just like to say it’s about time,” my dad says, causing me to whip my head so fast in his direction that I’m sure I pulled a muscle. 
 
   “I’m so confused right now. Dad, what is going on?” I ask him, bouncing my feet up and down on the floor. 
 
   “Polly and I knew that this would happen one day. I honestly thought that I would have to chase Spencer out of your room in the middle of the night while you were both still in high school. You two are the most stubborn people I have ever met.” He shakes his head and sips his coffee. 
 
   “You have been waiting for us to have sex? Okay, now I’m really confused,” Spencer says, looking his mother up and down like she had suddenly sprouted another head. 
 
   “Yes! It’s like fireworks are going off whenever you two are in the same room,” Polly says. “Don’t look at me like that, Spencer. Your both grown, you can do what you want with who you want. Just, please, use protection.” I feel my face flush. 
 
   Spencer goes from tan to bright red as he exclaims, “Mom!” I didn’t even know he could blush. 
 
   “What? It’s a reasonable request. Anyway, Richard and I are happy as long as you two are happy.” She smiles brightly, but only briefly before the spark goes out. “Spencer, I’m sorry to say that they can’t find your dad; Seems that Richard and I can’t get married like we wanted.” 
 
   I feel my face scrunch up in confusion. “I thought your dad was dead?” I look at Spencer with my inquiry. 
 
   “He’s dead to me, doesn’t mean he is physically.” On his face is a truly hateful look I hope to never have directed at me. I grab his tightly clutched hand. He starts to jerk away, but realizes that I was just trying to comfort him. He gives me small smile and I feel my heart flutter. Oh geez, when did I get so girly?
 
    
 
   Spencer 
 
    
 
   My dad isn’t something that I like to talk about, ever. I hope to keep it that way for the rest of my life. You might not think I’m damaged, but there’s a lot going on inside of me. I carry all this baggage. I know that it’s not healthy, but I can’t unload my pain on anyone else.
 
   “Okay, so I’m just a little freaked out that you two are okay with us having sex. I swear, everyone in my life has been taken over by aliens,” Harley huffs.
 
   “Harley, you are grown, so is Spencer. I’ve known the boy since he was six. He’s probably the only boy I would let you date, anyway,” Richard says. “If you were still in high school, I would have a huge problem with it. Even now, if I did have an issue with it, it’s out of my hands.”
 
   “This has to be the weirdest conversation that I have ever had with you, Dad. To be honest, it’s really embarrassing.” Harley scowls and looks over at me. I nod my head in agreement. I think the last two people in the world I would want to know about my sex life is my mother and my girlfriend’s father. Did I just say girlfriend?
 
   “Beside all the weird shit, aren’t y’all supposed to be gone until tomorrow?” I ask.
 
   “It was just a little romantic weekend getaway, but with everything we heard from the private investigator, we didn’t really feel like being romantic,” my mom says.
 
   “Why don’t you two get out for a little while? Have some fun! It’s your summer vacation, after all,” Richard says. I look over at Harley who gives me a smirk as I squeeze her hand. “Let’s go.”
 
   After getting up and walking out of the kitchen, I can hear my mom break down and cry. It’s almost more than I can bear. What that man did to us, what he still does to us, will always be with us. All I can hope is that maybe now she can live with those things more easily. Maybe Richard will help her get over the pain. I know I can’t deal with it, never have been able to.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   “So, what’s the deal with your dad?” Harley asks me from my bed, painting her toe nails. I’m lying down next to her with my hands behind my head and my feet crossed at the ankles.
 
   “Nothing. He is a total asshole and I hope I never see that motherfucker again. If I do, then he better run because I’ll kill him.” I can feel my face flush with anger. I don’t want to have this talk with her. I’m not good with the feelings I have for that man. They make me want to break things and scream at the top of my lungs: things I don’t want to do around Harley. My hot-as-sin Harley, who is starting to bring out a part in me that I didn’t even think existed.
 
   I study her while she paints away and just looking at her takes my breath away. We got to take a shower together after leaving the parents in the kitchen, and the sex was amazing. Now she’s wearing some really tiny shorts with pink and red hearts all over them and a plain red tank top that is really, really tight. Her straight auburn hair is flowing down her back in a low ponytail. Her long, slender fingers moving the brush back and forth over her toe nails. I feel my dick twitch. Damn, even painting her toes turns me on. I feel like such a pervert.
 
   “That’s really harsh for it to be nothing, Spencer.” She looks up at me and away from her toes, pointedly.  
 
   “I don’t want to talk about it, Harley. I have never wanted to talk about it and probably never will.” I sigh and get up from the bed. I start pacing around the room and can feel her watching me like a hawk. I need to change the subject before she sees through me with those dark blue eyes, before I spill all of my secrets.
 
    “So, we haven’t really talked about it, but I want to know how you define us.” I look at her from under my hair, which has fallen into my eyes. She slowly gets off the bed and waddles over to me, being careful to not mess up the paint on her toes. When she gets to me, she pulls me flush to her and throws her hands around my neck, leaning her lower body into mine. “Spencer Grady, I may not be much of a catch, but you have me. I don’t know what you did to me, but you keep chipping away at the ice that had grown over my heart. I had no choice but to let you in. Just don’t ever let me down or I’ll cut off your balls.” She smiles sweetly and I can’t help but to lean in and push my lips into hers. It’s short, sweet and chaste: something neither of us are.
 
   “You’re so damn cute. Don’t ever leave me. I can’t go back to that miserable asshole I was before.” I rub my nose along her jaw. God, she smells amazing; like a rose, which is fitting since she’s beautiful with thorns. “You don’t think we are rushing this do you? I mean, I’ve known you most of my life. I repressed my feelings for a really long time. I’m just tired of it now.”
 
   “Maybe we are rushing, but it doesn’t feel that way. For some unknown reason being this close to you feels right. Nothing has ever felt this right to me before.” She wraps her arms around me tighter and lays her head on my shoulder. I just felt my heart burst. I’ve never been in love before but I don’t think I’m that far from it now. I back her up to the bed and lay her down gently. I smooth the hair from her face and go in for the kiss. I may never come back up. She was right when she said that nothing felt more right. 
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   The guys decided we needed a night with just us since the girls crashed our party last night. That was probably my fault since I made Harley sit with me. Her posse wasn’t far behind her. I don’t think Dean was all that upset about it though. Well, until Paige threw that drink in his face: priceless.
 
   “So, what, you’re saying is Harley is your girlfriend now?” Dylan asks me. 
 
   “Yes, that is what I’m saying. I don’t know, it just happened. I got so tired of denying myself. I’ve wanted her for so long, man.” I look down into my drink, because I know they are about to let me have it. 
 
   “Well, I say that’s great for you, man. About damn time someone around here got happy. I’m so damn tried of the misery that is around this town. I can’t wait for the summer to be over.” Dean takes his shot and slams his glass back down on the table.
 
   Dylan and I bump our drinks together and toss them back. The liquor burns my throat on the way down. It’s welcome, though. I’ve spent too much time thinking about my father today. I want to feel numb. Well, until I go home tonight and find Harley. Shit that girl makes me want to feel anything but numb! 
 
   “Well, I’m happy for you, Spence, but I got to get out of here. I found a nice little number for tonight and I told her I’d pick her up soon,” says Dylan as he salutes us and walks toward the bar’s exit. 
 
   “He’s not happy at all, bro. He wants Harley so bad. Always has,” Dean says next to me. “I know he wants her. He should have made a move, then. I don’t have time to be worried about what-ifs.” I get the bartender over to pour us some more shots. It looks like I’m getting trashed tonight.
 
    
 
   Chapter 10 
 
    
 
   Harley 
 
    
 
   “Really, though, how is he in the sack?” Carter asks, wiggling her eyebrows.
 
   “Carter, you are such a nympho. It’s no wonder it took a rock star to make you settle down.” Paige huffs after chugging half of her beer. I guess she wants to get drunk tonight.
 
   I feel really weird, like I’m three sheets to the wind, even though I’ve only had one beer. It’s completely stupid. “He’s great in the sack. Like, way great in the sack. I think I could have sex with him every day and never get tired of him. He knows what buttons to push and when. Hmmm…dude, now I’m fucking horny!” I scowl at Carter and try to punch her in the arm, but I completely miss her. Weird, there is, like, three of her.
 
   “Damn, Harley, how much have you had to drink? Lucy, I thought you were watching her?” Then she punches Lucy in the arm and doesn’t miss. 
 
   “She only had the one beer, I swear.” Lucy says to Carter while rubbing her arm. “Harley, did you drink before we picked you up?” I hear what she says, but it’s hard to concentrate when the room is spinning. I do believe I’m going to be sick.
 
   “I’m going to go out into the parking lot to hurl.” I say, getting up to leave and stumbling. Paige gets up with me and ushers me out the door.
 
   “Are you sure you didn’t have any more than the one?” She asks right next to my ear. 
 
   “I swear I don’t know what is wrong with me.” I really don’t. I’ve gotten really sleepy as well. This is so freaking weird. Alcohol makes me wiry.
 
   “You didn’t leave your drink unattended, did you? You’re really hot, and that’s not normal. I think you got-“ Her sentence is interrupted as she hits the ground. I also fall without her holding me up. I get a bad feeling, but I’m too fucked up to figure out what it may be. I look over at Paige and see blood coming from her head. What the hell?
 
   I hear footsteps coming from behind me. We are in the back of the parking lot near Carter’s little, red car. I can’t think of what kind it is at the moment. Dylan comes into view. His short, light brown hair is spiked up with gel. I take in his low-riding jeans and black shirt. I almost ask him for help, but the nearby light pole lights up his handsome face. His eyes are cold and empty. He’s not here to help me.
 
   “I’ve been waiting for this moment for a long time, Harley. You’ve been teasing me for years. Now, I’m going to get my turn, since you’ve been such a slut with Spencer.” The drugs he has slipped me have slowed everything about my reaction time, so I have no chance to brace myself as he kicks me in my side. I feel tears come to my dry eyes and the pain is really bad.
 
   While I’m withering in pain on the hard ground, Dylan ties up Paige and carries her out of sight from the front doors of the bar. I let out a whimper when he comes back for me. I start to let out a scream, but he quickly slaps me as hard as he can, stunning me into silence. There’s a metallic taste in my mouth and I spit it in his face. He sneers at me with blood all over his face.
 
   My arms don’t seem to be working or I would be fighting for my life. Fighting for Paige who is alone in the dark somewhere I can’t see; poor Paige who doesn’t deserve this. Tears are streaming down my face.
 
   I know what he’s going to do. I may be out of it, but I’m not stupid. I just hope he’s satisfied with me and leaves Paige alone.
 
   He opens his truck door and, none too gently, throws me into the back of the extended cab. I try to move anything, but nothing seems to want to work. I can’t see him but I can hear him unbuckling his belt. I feel sick all over. So, I turn my head and puke all over the floor of the truck. I hear him curse and the next thing I know he’s slapping me across the face again. God that fucking stings. 
 
   “You stupid fucking bitch! I can’t believe you did that. You’re going to get it worse for smelling up my truck.” I see a glint come from his hand and I suck in a breath. He’s got a knife. He uses it to cut my top off of me, then my bra. He roughly grabs my breasts and I cry out. It feels like he’s trying to rip my nipples off of me. I have a moment of clarity through the pain, and I let out an ear-piercing scream. This pisses him off beyond belief and he slams my head into the closed truck door above it. I see stars as I feel him push up my skirt. 
 
   I let myself drift away.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
    It’s almost as if a calm has come over me. He’s done and I’m still alive, I just hope that I’m still that way in a few minutes. I didn’t think about what was being done to me. I thought of Spencer and his beautiful smile with his dimple: how he makes me feel when I’m around him; the way his skin feels when I touch it; that wonderful musky earth smell I get a whiff of whenever he’s near. My guardian angel, who I think I hear yelling my name.
 
   Dylan doesn’t react like he hears anything.
 
   Great now I’m hearing things.
 
   All of a sudden, Dylan is thrown out of the truck. I hear something being said but I can’t make it out. I catch a glimpse of Dean and then I see Spencer. It really is my angel. He came to save me. I love him so much it hurts. I move my head a little bit to see what is going on. Dean and Spencer are beating the shit out of Dylan. Then he falls to the ground and they start kicking him.
 
    “Don’t kill him...” It only comes out as a whisper, my throat is so dry. “Spencer...” It’s a little louder now. “SPENCER!” There he looked over at me.
 
   His perfect face is so pale. He looks so sickly. I try and reach for him but my arms won’t move. Why won’t they move? I’m so confused. I can’t feel anything. I’m so numb. “Baby girl...I’m so sorry, baby girl. I’m so fucking sorry.” I look up into his face. When did he climb up into the truck with me? Tears are falling from his pale eyes and I think all he needs are some wings. I really want to lift my hand and touch his face but of course they still refuse to work.
 
   “My angel...” I whisper. He is saying other stuff, but I have no idea what it is. My ears no longer work. I can barely keep my eyes open. They are so fucking heavy. “Paige...you have to find Paige, angel.” I tell him right before all the lights go out. 
 
    
 
   Spencer 
 
    
 
   “Yeah, hello?” I say into my phone. It’s been ringing off the hook for the last ten minutes. I’ve been waiting at the bar for Dean to come back from the bathroom. We decided that we aren’t having any fun with just us so we are going to meet up with the girls. Lucy and Carter have been trying to get a hold of me but I want to surprise Harley.
 
   “Spencer, we can’t find Harley or Paige anywhere. Are they with you?” Carter sounds a little hysterical, which is odd. She’s had this permanent, apathetic attitude for as long as I can remember. “No, chick, they aren’t with us. Why are you so upset about this?” I see Dean walk out of the bathroom and he is also on the phone looking a little upset himself. I give him a questioning look but he just holds up a finger.
 
   “I’m upset because Mason said he heard that some guy slipped something into Harley’s drink. She was acting really drunk after one beer, but we all thought she just had more to drink before we got here.”
 
    I feel a coldness wash over me and all the blood drain from my face. “We are coming. Keep looking for them.” I hang up just as Dean does. We share a dark look and race out of the bar. We climb into Dean’s little car and speed off towards The Hangover. God, please don’t let it be what I think it is. Please, I beg of you!
 
   My legs are jumping up and down on the floor board and I can’t seem to keep still. We are going really fast, but it doesn’t seem fast enough. My phone rings again. This time it’s Lucy. “Did you find them?” 
 
   “No, we didn’t...we found a puddle of blood next to Carter’s car. I don’t know what to do.” I hear a male voice in the background, and then her voice comes back over the line. “Get here please.” She hangs up.
 
   What should have taken twenty minutes took ten as we pull up into the gravel parking lot. Lucy, Carter, and Mason come walking over and the girls have tears running down their faces. Mason seems calm so I ask him “Have you checked the whole area or just the parking lot? This place has a back lot that no one uses, we need to check there before we start calling out the big guns.”
 
   They all nod their heads and I lead the way behind the building. The gate to the fenced in area is open which makes my blood run cold. Never have I seen this gate open. Rounding the corner, I see a dark truck parked in the very back with the back door open. As we get closer I can hear whimpering and crying. Please, God let her be all right. Please, please, please.
 
   It’s hard to see, but I do see a man in the car bending over someone. Oh, God. Don’t crumble now. Just keep going; you have to save her. I run as fast as I can to the truck and yank out the guy. I throw him to the ground. I pull in a shocked breath when I realize its Dylan.
 
   Dylan, who I grew up with, drank my first beer with. Who used to play football in his back yard with Dean and I. This isn’t real. I hear Dean say, “Go find Paige” to the rest of the group.
 
   I can’t even think as I pull him up off the ground and punch him in the face. Dean takes him from me and punches him just as hard. There’s blood rushing out of his nose and I relish it. He deserves to bleed. He deserves to fucking die. Dean lets him fall to the ground and I kick the shit out of him. Dylan rolls to his side and groans. Dean gets his kick in when I hear Harley scream out my name.
 
   It’s the most wonderful sound in the world. At least she’s not dead. I scramble into the back of the truck and I suck in a breath. I think I’m going to hurl. We were too late. God, I’m such a fucking piece of shit. Why couldn’t I have saved her? It looks like he did everything he could to hurt her. I almost get back out and kill him. She needs me more than I need to do that.
 
   I climb up gently so I don’t hurt her. There is so much blood, most of it coming from her head. There’s some coming out of her left nostril and the side of her lip. The most awful part is its also coming from between her legs. I just want to die.
 
   I look into her eyes, which are glazed over from whatever he gave her. They are empty, not showing anything, I know she’s alive, though, her chest is moving up and down. “Baby girl...I’m so sorry, baby girl. I’m so fucking sorry.” I sob. I didn’t even know I was crying. She’s looking back at me with a small smile on her face. Those eyes though, it breaks my fucking heart to see the fire gone. That hurts the most.
 
   “My angel.” she whispers. “Paige...you have to find Paige, angel.” Why does she keep calling me angel? I’m not a fucking angel. I should be killed for not saving her. The life seems to leave her and for a second I think she’s dead, but her chest is still moving.
 
   I hear the sirens in the background, so I take off my shirt and place it over her legs. I try to cover her chest but the bastard cut her shirt off. I feel cloth touch my bare back. I turn to see that Mason has taken his shirt off too. I take it from him and finish covering her up, giving him the most grateful look I think I’ve ever given anyone.
 
   Now all we can do is wait. 
 
    
 
   Chapter 11
 
    
 
   Spencer
 
    
 
   They loaded Harley into an ambulance. Then they loaded Paige, who had been found over in the trees close to the truck. She was knocked out with a wrench that Dylan usually has sitting in the bed of the truck. She was still unconscious as they moved her. Dean was frantic and I had to hold him back from going after Dylan again. We thought we would get arrested for beating up Dylan, but Lucy, Carter and Mason said that we were defending ourselves. The cops didn’t ask too many questions.
 
   Carter led me to her car and pushed me into the back seat so we could ride to the hospital. I don’t know what to do. I’m lost in my own head. I see everything that is going on around me, but I can still see Harley lying, hopeless, in the back of that truck; beaten and broken.
 
   Mason and Lucy are curled up together in the backseat and Dean is up front with Carter, who is driving. I see lights flash by from passing cars and I hear them talking, but I don’t care enough to listen to what they are saying.
 
   Carter called Mom and Richard. I don’t think I can face them. I failed Harley in so many ways. I should have been there tonight. I should have been with her so this wouldn’t have happened. What kind of man am I if I can’t even protect my own girlfriend? I am a sorry excuse for one.
 
   We’ve been in this waiting room for what seems like hours. I just want to know if Harley will be all right, Paige as well. Dean is a fucking mess. I didn’t even know he felt so strongly for her. Lucy and Carter are huddled together on a couch, softly crying. I can’t even imagine what they are going through. Mason is standing by the door almost as a look out. That dude is freaking huge. I’m sure both of us look silly without our shirts on but I can’t make myself care.
 
   Mom and Richard walk into the room and I feel a punch to the gut. I don’t make eye contact because I don’t want to see the disappointment in their eyes. Its bad enough I feel it coming from myself in waves.
 
   Mom walks over to where I’m sitting on the floor leaned up against the wall. She doesn’t even have to look at me before the tears come. Now I’m crying my heart out. What happened to Harley hits way too close to home. My mom went through the same thing with my dad. I used to have to listen to him rape her almost every night. If I tried to stop it, I got the shit beat out of me. Finally, one night, I thought he was going to kill her, so I called the cops. They caught him in the act and he was arrested. His bail was posted by his mom and he skipped town. We haven’t heard from him since. That’s also the reason we moved to Duke and changed our last name. Grady is my grandmother’s maiden name: something my father hadn’t known.
 
   I feel her arms wrap around me and the tears get worse. I can’t take this. It’s all too much. I feel like I might explode from the pain. Harley didn’t deserve this. My mom didn’t deserve it either. I can’t go back and change what happened. I can’t take the pain for them either. I would take it all just to not see the pain in their eyes.
 
   “Spencer, it’s okay. She’s alive, and that is all we can ask for at this point.” She rubs my back in soothing circles as I clutch onto her shirt for dear life.
 
   “I know,” I sob into her. She knows me; she knows that I am reliving everything that happened with Dad in my head.  I know she is hoping I won’t go back to that depression I was in. I can’t do that. Harley needs me.
 
   I can hear Richard and Dean talking somewhere over mom’s shoulder. I want to hear what they are saying, but I can’t bring myself into listening. I’m too deep in my own pain. Mom is rocking me back and forth like a child, and I’ve never felt safer. I don’t care how old I am, I will always need my mom.
 
   A hush falls over the room and I look up to see a doctor. He’s wearing those ugly green scrubs and holding a white cap in his hands. He looks tired and a little sad. My stomach drops. Please, don’t let her be dead. Please, don’t let either of them be dead. “Paige is stable. She has a severe concussion so we will be keeping her overnight for observation. Mr. and Mrs. Hutson, you can go back and see her now.” I see Paige’s parents get up from their seats over by the girls. I didn’t even hear them come in the room. I notice Liam sitting by Carter. Didn’t hear him either.
 
   “How’s Harley?” Richard asks softly.
 
   “She was a little more injured than Paige, obviously. She is stable, though. We had to pump her stomach since she was given such a large amount of GHB, the drug.  She also has a concussion, but it’s not as severe as Paige’s. We had to do a rape kit for evidence. We gave her the choice of taking the “plan b” pill since her rapist didn’t use a condom. She took it. Other than that, she will make a full recovery. She should be released tomorrow since we want to keep an eye on the concussion.” He nods his head and leaves the room.
 
   I look over at Richard, and he has silent tears coming out of his eyes. I nudge mom, pointing to him, and she quickly goes to comfort him. We have got to stop this crying before we go see Harley. It wouldn’t be good for her to see us so upset about it.
 
   Richard and my mom go in to see her first. I want to be last. It’s going to be hard enough going in there to see her. Dean comes over to sit on the floor with me. “Are you going in to see Paige?” 
 
   “Hell, no. Her parents don’t like me at all. I’ll just wait for her to call me. If she even wants to see me,.” he says, playing with a thread on his jeans.
 
   “Who cares what the fuck they think? If you want to go see her then you should. She’ll tell you herself if she wants you to leave. And I doubt that very much, bro.” I nudge him with my shoulder as Carter and Lucy walk over to us. I see Mason by the door still. That dude is strange. He hardly moves at all. You almost look over him. Liam stayed in his seat, but he hasn’t taken his eyes off of Carter. That dude has got it bad. He better fix whatever he did to Carter. She didn’t have the easiest childhood. She deserves to be treated like a fucking queen. I’ve always felt kindred to Carter since we have similar fathers.
 
   “Spencer, are you going to be okay?” Carter asks me softly.
 
   I look up into her brown eyes and give her a small smile. “Yeah, chick, I’m going to be fine. I’m just upset that I wasn’t there to stop this from happening.”
 
   “It’s not your fault. You hear me, Spencer Grady?” She says sharply. “You weren’t even there. Dylan knew that. Dean told us how he left the bar y’all were at. He waited until you weren’t anywhere to be seen. We were so stupid. Everyone knows not to leave your drink unattended, but we didn’t think that this would happen in Duke. Nothing ever happens here.” She has tears coming out of her eyes now.
 
   I stand up and pull her into a hug. “It’s not your fault either, Carter. I see you trying to put the blame on yourself. He knows every single one of us. He knew how to get what he wanted. He was the one who suggested that we go out to a different bar tonight. When he bailed, we didn’t even think twice. No one knew he was this kind of person.”  I hold her while she dries up her tears. I catch her bubble gum scent but it doesn’t do anything for me. I want my rose.
 
    
 
   Chapter 12
 
    
 
   Harley
 
    
 
   It’s like waking up from a dream: a nightmare, really. I keep thinking that this didn’t happen to me. This isn’t real. I’m not in a hospital bed just waking up from being raped. No, I’m in my bed snuggled up next to Spencer. His arms are around me and protecting me from it all.  I open my eyes and look around the room. The walls are that bright hospital white that hurts the eyes.
 
    There’s an IV off to my right and I follow the cords to where they are stuck in my arm. The sight makes me cringe. I fucking hate needles. I’m glad I wasn’t awake for that one.
 
   I don’t feel much of anything. It’s like my whole body is numb. I’m guessing they are pumping me full of pain killers. It only takes the physical pain away. The emotions I am feeling are almost more than I can bare.
 
   I’m still trying to wake up from this fog when my dad and Polly walk into the room. My dad looks like shit and Polly doesn’t fare much better. I can’t even imagine what all my friends look like. Friends...Paige!
 
   “What happened to Paige? Did they find her?” I hear the hysteria in my voice, but I can’t bring myself to care. My dad walks over to my bed and picks up my hand. I flinch. I struggle through the torture of someone touching me. I know it’s only my dad, but I can’t take the skin on skin contact. “She’s alive. They found her a little ways from where you...were. She’s got a severe concussion and has to stay overnight for observation.”
 
   I feel creepy crawlies under my skin just thinking about what happened. I want to scrub my brain clean...and then my body. “That’s good.”
 
   He nods and puts my hand back on the blanket, sitting down in the chair next to the bed. “How are you feeling? You’re not in any pain are you?”
 
   I give out a sigh of relief when he lets my hand go and answer him, “Everything is fuzzy. I think they gave me some good pain meds. I do have a weird taste in my mouth. Did I get my stomach pumped?”
 
   Polly walks over and puts her hand down on Dad’s shoulder. “Yeah, sweetie. The doctor said you had a lot of GHB in your system.” She looks at me and I see pity in her eyes. I don’t want anyone’s pity. “Your friends are dying to see you, so we are going to step out so they can come in.”
 
   They say their good byes and five minutes later Carter and Lucy walk into the room. They look like complete shit as well. Carters hair is up in a lose bun and her eyes are red and puffy. Lucy’s dark hair is frizzy and sticking up everywhere. Her eyes match Carter’s.
 
   They stop about a foot from the bed and look at me with sad eyes. I can’t bring up the emotion to cry. I want to, but I’m too numb.
 
   “We are so sorry, Harley. We never thought in a million years something like this would happen. I don’t even know what to say to you. I feel like it’s all my fault.” Carter sits in the chair my father had just been sitting in. She starts to really cry and Lucy puts an arm around her.
 
   “It’s not your fault. It’s only Dylan’s fault.” I cringe at saying his name. I don’t ever want to hear that name again. “Don’t blame yourself; either of you. Paige and I are alive, that’s all that matters.” I sigh and shift around on the bed. “How is Paige?”
 
   “She’s high. Like, really high. They gave her some good meds. We went in with Dean and she was hitting on him. Poor Dean didn’t know what to say.” Lucy gets a dark look on her face before going on. “She didn’t know what had happened to you. Her parents didn’t tell her, so we did. We thought she deserved to know. She didn’t take it well. The doctor had to come in and put her to sleep. It was awful.” She shakes her head as tears start to fall.
 
   I don’t know what to do with that so I say, “I want to see Spencer. He is here isn’t he?” Lucy nods and pulls Carter up. “Yeah, we will send him in. He’s a wreck. I’ve never seen a grown man cry like he was. It was heart-wrenching.” They both come closer to the bed with arms outstretch. I wave them off. “I can’t take it if y’all touch me. Just go get Spencer.” They look a little hurt, but they comply with my wishes and leave. 
 
   When he walks in, I suck in a breath. His black hair is sticking up in all directions like he’s been running his fingers through it constantly. He’s wearing a scrub shirt and I wonder where his own shirt is. His jeans are stained in blood. I remember him hovering over me after pulling Dylan out. My heart breaks for him, remembering the tears pouring out of his eyes. My Spencer. My angel.
 
   “God, baby girl, you look great. How are you feeling?” He says with a smile on his face. I don’t tell him I know it’s fake. It doesn’t reach his eyes. No, those eyes hold a world of pain that I’m sure matches my own. 
 
    
 
   Spencer
 
    
 
   She looks so broken lying in that bed. I want to touch and hold her so bad, but I remember how my mom didn’t like physical contact after what happened with my dad. So, I glue my feet to the floor to keep me from running over and crushing her to me.
 
   “I’m numb. I can’t feel a thing.” She closes her eyes and exhales loudly. “I want to thank you for coming for me. I don’t know what would have happened had you not shown up. Paige and I could be dead.”
 
   She opens her eyes and looks at me. I flinch at the emptiness in them. Her fire is gone. That bastard took it from her. It had taken everything in me to keep me in this room. I’ve wanted to go kill that fucker since I walked in here. She should be enjoying her summer hanging out with her friends: going on dates with me, partying with everyone. She should not be lying in this bed. You can just look at her and tell the summer is going to be hard on everyone.
 
   “Don’t thank me, Harley. I should have saved you. This shouldn’t have happened to you at all. I’m a sorry excuse for a human because I let this happen to you.” I stay rooted to my spot and fiddle with my thumbs.
 
   “This isn’t your fault, Spencer. God, I’m so fucking sick of having to explain this to everyone tonight. This is Dylan’s fault. He chose to do this to me. You didn’t let it happen. You weren’t even there when it happened. No one could have saved me.” She is just lying there staring at the ceiling. I hurt for her. God, do I hurt for her.
 
   “I’m sorry, baby girl. I didn’t mean to upset you. I just feel awful because I wasn’t there. I shouldn’t have let him talk us into going to a different bar. I should have gone out with you like I wanted. If I had we wouldn’t be here now.” I feel the tears start to fall. I’m fucking cracking in front of her. I wanted to appear calm and strong, not weak and pathetic.
 
   “He knew what he was doing. No one in this town saw this coming. I’m pretty sure he didn’t think he would get caught. His only fuck up was that he didn’t go far enough away.” She sighs and looks into my eyes. “I’m tired. Why don’t you go home and get some sleep. Tell everyone out in the waiting room to go as well. I don’t feel like babysitting y’all all night long. I just want to be alone.” I flinch from her tone. She’s close to losing it. “Okay, baby girl.” I say before walking out of the room. 
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   I had to convince everyone to leave. They didn’t want to leave her here. I told them it would be best if we did. She is going through a lot right now and doesn’t need us hovering over her. They all agreed after a while and went home. I didn’t. I left the hospital, but I had another stop I needed to make. Dean tagged along. I didn’t even ask him too. I’m going to need all the support I can get after this.
 
   We have all known Dylan Topher our whole lives. He’s been one of us for that long, for crying out loud. He’s someone you trusted throughout your entire life. That got taken away in one second. The second I found him with Harley beaten and raped in his truck, this mother fucker deserves to die. I’m not trying to play God, here. It’s just something I believe with my whole heart. You can’t just betray people who love you and trust you like this. It wouldn’t be near as bad if it was someone we didn’t know, someone who was nameless and faceless. This face I’ve looked at almost every day for fucking years.
 
   We pull up outside the police station. My mom used to date the sheriff when I was younger, so I’m hoping he will let me back to see Dylan. I have to know why he did this. Mike is sitting at the front desk almost as if he is waiting on me. Even if he wasn’t there, I’d never wait for visiting hours.
 
   “Spencer, I’ve been waiting on you,” he says calmly. Mike is the average cop, with his big belly from too many donuts. He’s got a full head of dark brown, wavy hair. His brown eyes look at me with sympathy. Yeah, he knows exactly why I am here.
 
   “I know, Mike. We just want to talk to him. We just want to know why he did this.” I hope if I just tell him the truth he’ll let us back to see him.
 
   “Like I said, I’ve been waiting on you. We can’t get him to talk. I was hoping you and Dean could get some answers out of him. We all want to know why he did this.” He rubs a big hand down his face and waves for us to follow him.
 
   The walk to the back is silent and my nerves are jumping up and down. I’m not sure how I will react when I see him. I just hope I don’t take a gun off of Mike and shoot the bastard between the eyes.
 
   We finally stop at the holding cells. Dylan is the only one back here. That should tell you about the crime here in Duke. I shallow my nerves and walk right up to his cell. He’s pretty beaten up. Most of his face is swollen up. He’s here in this cell and not in a hospital so we must not have done much damage.
 
   “What do you want, Grady?” He sneers.
 
   I don’t see my friend in there. I don’t see the guy who drank beers with us and talked about girls. I don’t see the guy who snuck me my first porno magazine. I definitely don’t see the guy I called one of my best friends. “I want to know why you did this, Dylan.” It comes out calmly but I feel anything but.
 
   He lets out a chuckle. The sound brings chills to my spine. “You want to know, do you? I don’t think you can handle it, pretty boy.”
 
   “Quit playing around and just tell me. You have a lot of people wanting to know the answer to this. Remember, you were my best friend once, you owe me this.” I put my hands on the cell and say all this looking into his eyes.
 
   “I did this because I wanted her. She wouldn’t ever give me the time of day. She’s always had eyes for you, Spencer, never anyone else. When you announced that you were fucking her and going to date her, I lost it. I had to do something to get back at you. You took something that I wanted for years with the bat of an eye lash. It wasn’t fucking fair. So, I did the one thing that would take her away from you...”
 
    
 
   Chapter 13
 
    
 
   Harley 
 
    
 
   They released Paige and I at the same time. She took one look at me and broke out crying, pulling me into a hug. I tried to cry with her, but the tears wouldn’t come. I’m without pain meds and I’m still numb. Maybe I won’t ever feel again. That would be a relief, because when this pain hits me, I don’t think there is going to be much left of me.
 
   My dad is here to take me home. I don’t know where Spencer is and I don’t ask even though I really want to. I want to see his handsome face. I feel so weak now and I need his strength. He may not see it the way I do. He saved me when I had no hope left. I will forever remember the look of death in Dylan’s eyes. He didn’t want me leaving that truck alive.
 
   “You ready to go, Harley?” My dad asks. I nod and he grabs my elbow to guide me outside. I flinch when he touches me, but he isn’t looking at me so he doesn’t notice. I really wish he wouldn’t touch me. I don’t want anyone to catch this filth I have all over my skin.
 
   The drive back to the house is filled with an uncomfortable silence. I don’t think either one of us knows what to say to the other. What do you say in this type of situation? Oh, I’m sorry you got raped, but it will be okay. How I wish that was true. I don’t think life will ever be easy after this.
 
   Pulling up to the house, I notice that Spencer’s truck isn’t in the driveway. I’m not going to lie, that hurts a lot. I know I didn’t ask him to be here, but I kind of thought we had something special. He is a guy; I guess he just can’t handle it. Or maybe he can’t stand to see me anymore.
 
   I feel like a ghost walking through my own life. My brothers are here as well as Polly. They don’t say much to me. I sit on the couch and try to tune in what they are saying. I just can’t focus on anything. It’s all mundane, anyway. Superficial stuff I don’t need to add my words to. Well, if I had words.
 
   I think it’s a defense mechanism or something:  The reason why I can’t feel anything or the reason I’m not reliving the whole thing over and over again in my head. It’s just blank. Whatever it is, I’m thankful for it. I couldn’t stand for my family to see me fall apart like that. It wouldn’t be fair to them. I just cringe to think about what will happen when I’m alone.
 
   I know that I sit at the dinner table and I eat whatever it is that Polly made. I know that my brothers, my dad, and Polly were all present, but I can’t tell you anything else. I don’t remember anything that was said. I don’t remember what anyone was wearing. I can’t even tell you who sat next to me at the table. I don’t want to be this way, but I can’t find myself inside this shell I have become. I’m lost. And alone. 
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   It rains right after I lay down for bed. Every time I hear the thunder or see the lightening, I whimper. It’s a small, broken sound. I don’t want anyone else to wake up. I don’t want to have to talk to anyone. I don’t want them to touch me with their comforting hands. I don’t want to see the pity in their eyes.
 
   Lights peek in through my curtains, but not the lightening kind. No, these are car lights. Spencer is home. I don’t even think, I just get up out of my bed and walk in a daze to his room. When I get there, I open the door and walk to his bed. I curl up under his covers and take in his scent. The musky outdoor smell makes me feel safe. Spencer makes me feel safe.
 
   I wait for him with baited breath. I just want to see him so bad. Everything will be all right if I do. I hear the front door shut with a soft “whoosh” and his footsteps coming down the hall. When he opens the door to his room, I suck in a breath. Maybe he will have grown his wings since the last time I saw him. Maybe he will fly me away from here.
 
   “What are you doing in here, Harley? You should be in your bed, asleep,” he says softly, not coming very far into the room. I haven’t talked very much since it happened, so my voice comes out horse and unused. “Why weren’t you here? I really wanted you to be here.” I sound like a little child. I’m hurt, though. Can’t he see how much I need him?
 
   “I’m sorry, Harley. I just had a lot of things on my mind and needed time to think.” I can barely see him, but I know he’s rubbing his hand over his raven hair. He does that a lot when he’s uncomfortable. “That’s nice. I don’t have anything on mine. It’s pretty blank in there right now.” A flash of lightening through the windows and the sound of thunder make me whimper. I curl tighter into the covers. He hears the sound and walks over to the side of the bed quickly. He gets down to eye level with me and all I want him to do is touch me.
 
   I’m so selfish for that, but I need his touch. He’s the only one who can take the pain away. “It’s okay Harley. You’ll get back to normal in no time. You’re stronger than this. You can fight your way back and I promise I will be right here with you the whole time.”
 
   His words sound nice, but he doesn’t know me all that well, I realize. I’m not strong nor have I ever been. I just hope he means what he says. I would shrivel to nothing without him.
 
    
 
   Spencer 
 
    
 
   I run as fast as I can away from Dylan. No matter how fast I run, though, I can’t escape his words. They rip me apart inside. They haunt me no matter what I do or where I go. What happened to her was all my fault. Now, all I can do is help her heal and then get the fuck away from her. I won’t do this to her again.
 
   I couldn’t face her until I calmed down, so I drove to LSU where I go to school and called up Marissa. I know what you are thinking, and it wasn’t like that. Marissa isn’t a part of what is happening at home. She doesn’t know and I kept it that way. Marissa may have dumped me because her daddy told her to, but that doesn’t mean she’s a bad person. She is actually really sweet, but her obsession with shoes drives her heart. It wasn’t that serious between us anyway.
 
   We decided to go out with our friends from school that had stayed around for the summer. It was nice. I didn’t have to think about what a fuck up I am or the messed up shit going on in Duke. I was on a self-destructive path driving down here, but they truly helped me see that life goes on. They had no idea what I was going through, and it made me see that this fucked up shit isn’t the end. Besides, there was a certain redhead who needed me to be clear-headed back where I came from.
 
   Marissa tried to get me to stay with her for the rest of the summer. She said she regretted breaking up with me and said she would handle her daddy. I politely told her that I wasn’t interested anymore. I had someone back home that I had been crazy about most of my life. She took it better than I could have hoped. Though, I doubt that is the last I will hear of her.
 
   Driving into town hours later, I notice its storming. I push the pedal harder and make it home as fast as possible. What a way for her to spend her first night home after all this shit. I can’t help but picture her; how she looked that night, bleeding and broken.
 
   I pull into the driveway and park. The rain hasn’t hit yet, but I can smell it in the thick air when I step out of the truck. I make my way into the house as quietly as I can and then tip toe to my room. I’ll wait to see if she makes any noise. I don’t want to go in and scare her any more than I know she is.
 
   Walking into my room, I’m shocked to see her lying in my bed. She asks me why I wasn’t here. Has there ever been a more loaded question? I wanted to be here for her, but I just couldn’t handle what Dylan said to me. I can’t get over the fact this is all my fault. If I had stayed away from her, she wouldn’t be going through anything at the moment.
 
   I tell her I had things on my mind, which is true, but I feel so guilty for what happened I just couldn’t be here with her. She tells me her mind is pretty blank and I cringe in the darkness. I’ve got to stop feeling sorry for myself. Harley needs me to be sane and level-headed. Not this fucked up mess I have become over the past two days.
 
   Thunder sounds and lightning flashes, and of course Harley whimpers. I wouldn’t be surprised if the girl was afraid of her own shadow at this point. Now I feel even guiltier. I guess all I can do now is help her through this and when the summer is over we go our separate ways. No need to stay in her life if I’m the reason she keeps getting hurt.
 
   “Spencer, will you hold me? You haven’t touched me since...before,” comes her soft voice. It sounds almost broken and it pulls on my heart strings. God, this is almost more than I can bear.
 
   “Yeah, baby girl.” I’m not really sure how to go about this; maybe just slow and easy. I know she knows I’m going to touch her, but I still see my mom’s face when I touched her after. You can’t get rid of that kind of thing. It lives with you forever.
 
   I walk from the doorway slowly and climb onto the bed as gently as I can. She is curled into a ball on the other side. I can just make out her eyes and they are wide and scared. My heart clenches. “Maybe I shouldn’t,” I say, staying stock still. “No, please. I need you to. I just want to feel normal for five minutes.” I can’t see the tears, but I hear them in her voice. There goes my damn heart again. 
 
   I lay down slowly till I’m a hair’s breadth away from touching her. I hear her breathing get faster. I almost back out, but if this is what she wants, then I have to go through with it. I slip my hand through her long red locks, past her neck, until I reach her shoulder, which I wrap my arm around. I feel the flinch and I feel like I’m going to fucking cry. It shouldn’t be like this between us. I will hate that fucker until my last breath for what he did to us.
 
   I pull her body until it’s curled around my side. This is where she should always be. She is safe and protected here. For as long as I am around her, I won’t let anything happen again. I know I said I would let her go at the end of the summer or whenever she is better, and I will. I just can’t help this over-protective streak I have for her now.
 
   It’s not long before I hear her soft steady breaths. I love that she trusted me enough to help her sleep. Not that I deserve that trust. 
 
    
 
   Chapter 14
 
    
 
   Harley 
 
    
 
   I see him hovering over me. It’s dark, but I can still tell that it’s Dylan. He’s looking down at me with death in his eyes. I know this time that he’s going to end me. He’s not going to let me get away. I feel him shift and know that any second that knife is going to be sinking into my flesh.
 
   My eyes pop open and I see the sun peeking in through the windows. I’m confused about where I am. This isn’t my room. I feel whatever is on top of me move, and I let out a blood-curdling scream. He’s in my house now, there are people here. He won’t get away with it this time. I hear a thump on the floor, and I jump up and race out of the room. I trip over a baseball in the floor and fall to the ground. Dylan grabs my ankle and I scream again. I start kicking my other leg out and nail him in the shoulder.
 
   I’m forcing myself not to look back at him in fear that I will become frozen. He lets my ankle go and I race to the door, throwing it open. My dad is running down the hallway with his 9 mm. “What’s wrong, Harley?”
 
   I’m out of breath so I point into the room. He nods and slowly walks into it with the gun raised. He takes one look in there and lowers his gun. “What happened, Spencer?”
 
   Spencer? Oh, shit. It all comes racing back to me after that. I fell asleep with Spencer last night because I was scared. What a way to repay him for being there for me. I don’t think I will ever stop messing up. “Why don’t we ask Harley? I need some ice for my shoulder.” I hear him let out a grunt and my dad’s face cringes. “She kicked me hard enough to dislocate my shoulder.” He sounds grim.
 
   My dad turns to me and says, “What had you so scared that you dislocated Spencer’s shoulder?”
 
   I feel myself get mad, and I’m talking MAD. It comes out of nowhere and almost knocks me over with its intensity. “What had me so scared? Are you fucking serious right now? I got raped, Dad! I’m scared of my own goddamn shadow!” I’m screaming at him. I know shouldn’t be, it’s not his fault. I just can’t help it.
 
   “I know that, honey. I just don’t see what you have to be so scared of. No one in this house would ever hurt you, least of all Spencer.” He walks into the room and seconds later he and Spencer walk out. They head past me and I catch Spencer’s eyes. I flinch inside to see the pain there. What have I done?
 
   I lean up against the wall and slide down to the floor. I hug my knees. Before I even lay my head on them, I’m crying. They are silent tears, but they still rack my body. It’s all too much for me. I can’t deal with what happened to me. I can’t deal with all the looks of pity I keep getting. I don’t want their pity.
 
   I hear someone walk into the hallway and look up at my dad. There is that anger again, with it, I see the pity. I open my mouth before I even think about it. Oh, how I wish I could take it back. “Don’t worry, Dad, I’m not going to off myself like Mom did.”
 
   The color drains out of his face. I feel even more like a piece of shit on someone’s shoe. “Your mom was a very selfish woman, Harley. She killed herself because she went and got pregnant by another man. He didn’t want her and all of her ready-made kids. She knew that I wouldn’t stay with her after I found out. It was too much for her.” I feel my blood freeze in my veins. He had never told me before why she had done it. I knew that she left him a note, which the police found in the car. “You are stronger than that. You wouldn’t do that to the people who love you. So don’t ever compare yourself to your mother again!” With that said, he stormed off down the hallway.
 
   I stand up slowly. I have all these feelings running around me. Emotions I don’t want to feel. I just want them to go away. So I do the only thing I can think of. I run.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   I go to the only place they wouldn’t expect me to go: my mother’s grave. I look at it in a whole new light. How can you just abandon three kids like that? Well, four, really. I still love her. I mean, she is my mother, but I have lost all respect that I ever had for her. I had always thought she was mentally ill or something, not that she was extremely selfish.
 
   I’m sitting against her head stone with my head buried in my knees when the smell of smoke reaches me. I quickly look up into dark green eyes. I let out a gasp because he was not at all who I was expecting. Mason is leaning up against my car, which is parked about ten feet away. I have never really just looked at him before. I actually feel a little jealous of Lucy. His brown hair is short on the sides and back but on top he wears it in a faux hawk. I have to say, he pulls the look off well. He has a little stubble growth on his jaw, and his face is wearing that serious mask that he is known for. He has gauges in both of his ears and a beautiful tattoo of a rose peeking out from under his shirt sleeve. He is wearing a graphic tee shirt and low rise jeans.
 
   God, why have I never noticed how hot he is?
 
   “Didn’t expect to see me, did you?” He asks. He voice is beautiful, deep, dark and enchanting. “No,” I whisper. Strangely, I am way more surprised than afraid. I don’t know why he is here, but I don’t feel threatened by him.
 
   “Lucy called. Said they couldn’t find you for hours. I don’t like Lucy to be upset. So, if you could let someone know where you are, then I will kindly get out of your hair.” Okay, hot or not. He’s a fucking dick.
 
   “If I tell them, then they will come here. I don’t want any of them right now. They look at me with pity. They smother me. I just can’t take it right now,” I whisper again. I don’t know why I’m telling him this. It kind of just slipped out. When he doesn’t say anything, I think he left. When I look up, he is still there, staring at me intently. “I’ll tell them you’re okay. You stay up here as long as you need. I got your back.” Somehow that sounds like a promise. I expect him to leave then, but he walks over to me and sits down.
 
   I look over at him and am shocked when I notice the small smile gracing his full lips. He tucks a strand of hair behind my ear and I don’t even flinch. His touch feels nice, but he’s not my angel. 
 
    
 
   Spencer
 
    
 
   My shoulder hurts like a mother fucker. I keep going over and over in my mind what I could have done to scare her so bad. I was sleeping and before I know it I’m on the floor. Again. I could hear her scream and try to run out of the room. I grabbed for her ankle on impulse and when she fell to the ground, I about had a heart attack. Then her foot came flying at me and I felt and heard my shoulder pop.
 
   I popped my shoulder back into place, just to lessen the pain. When Richard led me out of the room, the fear in Harley’s eyes was just too much to stand. I guess I’m sleeping alone from now on.
 
   “So, what exactly happened?” Richard asks me from over by the sink. I lift my head up off the table and look at him. “We were asleep, and the next thing I know, I’m on the damn floor and she’s trying to run out the door screaming. I didn’t mean to trip her to the ground, but I was worried she was going to hurt herself or something.”
 
   He looks thoughtful for a moment before saying anything to that. “She probably had a nightmare about what happened, woke up and felt you touching her, and thought it was still real. She’s going to be off for a while, but I think she will pull through it. She’s too strong not to.” He shakes his head and rubs his hands up and down his face. “It kills me to see her this way. I wasn’t expecting the anger. She made me spit out why her mom killed herself. I wasn’t ever going to tell her. No child deserves to hear that kind of thing.”
 
   “Well, how would you react? She had her body violated and her trust stolen from her. It’s a fucking wonder she isn’t more fucked up then she is.” I rotate my shoulder around before the muscles get stiff and won’t move at all.
 
   “I know. It’s just so frustrating. I thought she was safe here. We have lived here her entire life.” He slams his fists down on the counter, making me jump, along with several dishes. “I mean, that little prick had been under our noses for years. I would never have thought he would do something like this.”
 
   “Yeah, well, how do you think I feel? He had been one of my best friends most of my life. I didn’t see it in him either.” The guilt eats holes in me. Why couldn’t I have seen it?  I could have stopped this whole situation.
 
   Mom walks into the room, looking sad. “Harley, okay?”  She asks softy. 
 
   “She may be messed up now, Mom, but she won’t be that way forever. We will get her through this.” I know we will. We have to. I wouldn’t be able to live with myself if Harley never got her fire back.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   She has been gone for hours. I’m starting to realize what she went through yesterday while I was gone. I shouldn’t have left, but it was either that or sit around here freaking the fuck out. I never have done well with feeling like that.
 
   Lucy, Carter, Paige, Dean, and Liam are sitting around the living room with me. We are waiting for Mason to call Lucy back. I always knew there was something about that guy. When we called Lucy to see if she knew where Harley was, she said she’d get Mason and his boys to find her. Apparently the rumors are true. Mason is the leader of a gang. I didn’t think he had it in him. He’s not big or anything. Nor does he look the least bit threatening.
 
   When Lucy’s cell phone rings, I jump up out of my chair. “Hey,” she says. “Umm...okay?” Pause. “So you’re not going to tell me?” Long pause. “Fine.” Short pause. “I’m not mad. You do what you need to do. Excuse me if we are her family. She doesn’t even know you.” With that, she hangs up without saying goodbye.
 
   She takes a deep breath before looking up at me. She looks madder than hell. What the hell? “Mason says that he found her. He also said that she doesn’t want to see any of us right now.” She crosses her arms over her chest. “Oh, and that he is going to stay with her.”
 
   
  
 
Well, isn’t this peachy. “Why doesn’t she want to see any of us?” 
 
   “He wouldn’t say. He says that she’s safe and that is all that should matter.” She tosses her long black hair over her slim shoulders.
 
   “Which is completely crazy. They don’t even know each other.” Is that jealousy I hear in her voice?
 
   “Should I be worried about anything?” I ask as I start to feel my blood boil.
 
   “Why would you ask that?”
 
   “Because you are acting jealous, Lucy,” Carter says from the couch.
 
   “I am not! Mason and I aren’t even together!” She exclaims, trying to get her point across. It doesn’t.
 
   “Whatever, I’m going to my room,” I say, and leave.
 
   I can’t help but to feel hurt by her actions. Or maybe I am jealous as well. I want her to come to me, not some guy she doesn’t even know. Then it hits me. She doesn’t know him. At this point I’m betting strangers look more trustworthy in her mind.
 
    
 
   Chapter 15
 
    
 
   Harley
 
    
 
   “Thank you,” I say softly.
 
   Mason turns his head to look at me. “For what?”
 
   “For giving your shirt...you know...when I was out of it.” I feel uncomfortable talking about this. On the way home from the hospital, I overheard my dad talking to Polly about what Spencer and Mason did with their shirts.
 
   “It was nothing. No one should have to be put through what you were.” He looks off into the sunset. I can’t help but notice the way the sun reflects off his brown hair, making it the color of honey.
 
   “No, they shouldn’t. I’m only glad Spencer came before he got away. I wouldn’t want this to happen to anyone else.” I shudder just thinking about it. “Why are you hanging out with me, anyway? I’m sure Lucy is better company right now.”
 
   He raises his knee and rests his arm on it, giving him a lazy pose. He is anything but. I think it’s something you can only see by looking at him as long as I have. I’m beyond fascinated with the guy. “You remind me of someone.” His lips curve up into that little half smile again. “Someone I miss a lot, and Lucy isn’t happy with me at the moment. So, you are the better company.”
 
   “What did you do to Lucy? She hardly ever gets mad.” This is so true. That girl has the heart and soul of a saint.
 
   “She’s jealous because I’m out here with you. She is also pissed, and I’m sure everyone else is too, that I won’t tell them where we are.” He gives out a light chuckle.
 
   “Why would she be jealous? That’s stupid.” I try to laugh, because the situation is funny, but it’s more of a “gruff” sound. “The girls claim I’ve had it bad for Spencer for years. I don’t know why she would think I’d want you.”
 
   “It takes getting into a situation for people to realize things about themselves. She hasn’t ever had a guy like me in her life, so if I spend time with someone else and don’t want her along, she thinks I have more feelings for them.” I stare at his profile as he talks and wonder if she has a reason to be jealous. I shake my head. No, he doesn’t get my blood pumping like Spencer does. No one ever has.
 
   “She will get over it. I’m sorry, but you’re not Spencer.” He gives me a full blown smile after that, and he makes me feel ten years younger.
 
    “And you’re not Lucy.” Aww...what a sweetie. I’ll have to tell Lucy I approve.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   We sit out in the graveyard for a while longer. Mostly quiet. I think he knows I don’t want to talk about anything at all. I want to be wrapped up in my own head for a little while. I have to get these thoughts in order at some point.
 
   When I get up to leave, Mason gives me a small hug and a kiss on the forehead. It’s not romantic, whatsoever. I feel about him the same way I do my brothers. He’s just better looking. As I climb into my car, he just walks off into the woods. I don’t know what it is about Mason, but he almost seems wild at times.
 
   I drive home in silence because it helps me think better. Pulling up into the driveway, I see Spencer open the door. I hope he didn’t get all jealous like Lucy. That’s just what I need. You know something terrible happened to me. I do not have time or the willpower to start a lovers’ quarrel right now.
 
   I get out of the car and walk up slowly. I really hope he doesn’t give me the third degree. I’m so not in the mood for that. “Hey,” is all that comes out of his mouth.
 
   I step up to him and look into his pale blue eyes. “Hi.” I don’t know what else to say to him. The silence is awkward, but I’m in no hurry to fill it.
 
   “So...did you have fun with Mason?” How did I know he was going to go there? If he only knew. Spencer is the guy. The one. It may have taken me way too many years to figure that out, but I have. If only he could see it.
 
   Instead of answering him, I stand on my toes and lay one on him. I lick his bottom lip so he will open his mouth. When he does I slip my tongue into his mouth and wrap my arms around his neck. His lips move under mine in a sensual caress and I feel…nothing. Wait...what?
 
   I pull away with a gasp. Spencer has lust in his eyes, but when I back up he drops his hands and steps away. “I’m sorry...I just...I’m...” I stutter.
 
   “It’s okay, Harley. It’s too soon. I didn’t mean to push you too far.” He looks sad and disappointed, but I know he’s disappointed in himself.
 
   “You didn’t, I swear. I’m trying to say that I didn’t feel anything.” I’m so ashamed that I said that out loud, but he has to know it wasn’t him. I don’t want him hurting anymore.
 
   “Well...okay, then. I’m just going to head...umm...away.” He starts to turn around to go back into the house, but I grasp his wrist to stop him.
 
   “No, Spencer, I enjoyed the kiss. It just didn’t turn me on. Wait...that sounds bad.” Gah! I’m messing it all up again. “I don’t know what to say to make it better. I wanted the kiss; I wanted to be turned on. I’m trying to say, it’s me, not you.” Fuck that’s worse than anything I have said before!
 
   “Yeah, Harley, that’s what every guy wants to hear.” He rolls his eyes and jerks his wrist out of my grasp. I feel sick inside. I guess I should have said even if Channing Tatum came up and kissed me, I wouldn’t feel a thing.
 
    
 
   Spencer
 
    
 
   I can’t believe that just happened. How do you even handle that? I mean, wow. I’m utterly speechless and want to puke. I do realize that she went through a huge ordeal, but damn that was harsh.
 
   My mom is standing in the living room when I enter the house. Fuck, I just got dumped while my mom was listening. “Spencer, Harley, can I have a word? I think I can help with your situation.”
 
   I sigh and walk over to the couch. If mom wants to tell you something, then you better get ready to listen. Woman could talk your ears completely off. Harley takes the seat next to me and grabs my hand. I want to pull away, but I don’t. She’s been through too much for me to act like a total asshole over this.
 
   “Now, Harley, I’m not sure if Spencer told you or not but I was raped repeatedly by my husband.” She takes in a shuddering breath, and I almost get up, but she gives me her look. You know that one where it says, “I’ll hit you upside the head, boy”. “I know it’s not the same situation, but they are close enough that I know what you are going through. I also know why you couldn’t feel anything with Spencer.”
 
   Harley looks a little green, so I squeeze her hand. She gives me a half smile and my stomach flutters. It wasn’t a whole smile, but it sure is close enough. “Now, after the last time with Spencer’s father, I dated the sheriff for a little while. At first, I couldn’t get turned on whenever we tried to get physical.”
 
   “Oh my god, Mom, that is so gross!” I exclaim. That is what every guy wants to hear. 
 
   “Shut up, Spencer, I’m getting to my point.” She glares at me. “He took me to a shrink and they said I had HSDD which stands for Hypoactive Sexual Desire Disorder. It’s very common among rape victims. It pretty much means you have no desire to have sex. I’m not saying this is what you have, but it could be. I talked to your father earlier and we both think you need to go see a psychologist. Now, before you say no, I want you to know the one I went to is a woman. She is very nice and listens. She’s not one of those that makes you lay down or takes notes instead of listening.” She looks at Harley, full of hope. “So, what do you think?”
 
   “I think I need to go. My head isn’t on right anymore and I would like to get it back in place. I also don’t want to hurt Spencer anymore. Or get really angry at Dad.” She shudders and tries to let go of my hand.
 
   Yeah, I don’t think so.
 
   “I’ll go with you, if you want. I won’t sit in on the sessions if you don’t want me to,” I say, rubbing my thumb over her palm; back and forth.
 
   “I would like that.” Her lips twitch, and I think she is going to smile, but nothing happens.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   I’m sitting in the living room watching Family Guy on adultswim when Dean stops by. I’m not really in the mood for company, but I let him in anyway.
 
   “What’s up, man?” He says, sitting down on the couch with me.
 
   “Nothing,” I huff out.
 
   “Are you going to act like a chick on her period for the rest of your life? Geez, lighten up!” He tries to make it sound like a joke, but I know that he is serious.
 
   “I’m sorry. I just had a bad day.” I rub my hand down my face and sit up straighter on the couch. “Mom talked her into going to see a shrink. I told her that I would go with her.”
 
   “That’s good. That is exactly what she needs.” He pauses and eyes me up and down. “Have you told her yet?”
 
   “No, and I’m not going to. She has enough going on without all that shit Dylan said to fuck with her some more.” I sneer at the sound of his name. I will wish that bastard dead until the day I die.
 
   “I’m not talking about that.” A chill goes down my spine when he says that.
 
   “Shut the fuck up. Don’t bring that up anywhere near her. I told you that while I was upset, and you swore up and down you wouldn’t say shit to anybody, ever.” I have a secret, big fucking deal. Everybody does.
 
   “I’m not going to, man. You know me better than that. I just think that you should tell her. These kinds of things always come out. She will handle it better if she hears it from you and not someone else.” After he says this, he says goodbye and leaves.
 
   I think on what he said for another hour before heading to bed. Harley had curled up in my bed again. This time I was prepared for the sight. I had also put an air mattress on the floor to sleep on. I don’t know about you, but I don’t want another dislocated shoulder.
 
    
 
   Chapter 16
 
    
 
   Harley
 
    
 
   As it turns out; I didn’t have to go anywhere to see a shrink. She came to me. Dr. Justine Newton is an older lady with salt and pepper hair. She has warm brown eyes and a sweet face. She is wearing an expensive black pant suit but she doesn’t flaunt it around like you see some rich people do.
 
   I didn’t even have to get out of my PJs for this, which only includes a pair of red and grey sleep pants and a white tank top. Spencer chose to get dressed, though. He looks very sexy in his tight white shirt and loose low ride jeans. He didn’t put any shoes or socks on. I’m surprised that his feet are nice looking, not hairy like some guys and his toes are neatly trimmed.
 
   We are sitting on the couch in my living room and Dr. Newton is sitting in a kitchen chair Spencer brought in for her. She doesn’t even have a note pad or pen. She seems to be waiting on me to start talking, but I have no idea where to even begin.
 
   “Harley, I know this might be awkward for you, but I’m leaving it up to you to start. Polly told me what happened, but I want you to tell me your side of things. You’re the only one in this house that was there,” she says to me in her soft voice.
 
   I take a deep breath and grab Spencer’s hand before I begin speaking.
 
   “My friends wanted to go to the bar that night. I went along, of course, but I only wanted one drink. I wasn’t looking to get drunk or anything. Spencer went with his friends, Dylan included, to a different bar. It didn’t seem all that strange at the time, but now that I look back on it, they usually go to the same bar we do. Though nobody expected Dylan to do what he did.”
 
    I pause and a take a deep breath to calm my racing heart. “I ordered a beer and sipped on it before the girls wanted to get up and dance. We leave our drinks by themselves all the time there. Nothing had ever happened before. When we got tired of that, we headed back to the table. I drank the rest of my beer and it wasn’t long after that that I started to get sick. 
 
   The girls were wondering why I was acting so drunk with only one beer, but none of us thought it was because I got drugged.” My palms start to get sweaty and I try to let go of Spencer’s, hand but he won’t budge. 
 
   “I felt like throwing up, so Paige took me outside to get that done. Everything is fuzzy, but I do know that Paige got hit in the head not long after we went outside. She was holding me up, and when she fell, I fell. I remember Dylan walking up and thinking ‘Hey he will help me up’ and he did. He also did a lot more.” I shut my eyes, reliving the memories in my head. I don’t want to talk about this, but I know I have to if I want to return to my normal life. “He said some things to me but I can’t really recall any of it. I know he hit me a couple of times and slammed my head into his truck door. I know I threw up and I also know he had a knife. I was really confused while it was happening, I also remember that. I kept thinking that it feels really good when Spencer and I are having sex. I couldn’t wrap my mind around the fact that it was hurting. I pictured Spencer’s face throughout and it made me feel as if I wasn’t totally alone.” This next part I brace myself for. Spencer is going to get upset because of it.
 
    “When he was done, I saw death in his eyes. He didn’t want me to survive that night. He wanted me to die. That’s what I can’t figure out though, why did he want me to die? I have known him most of my life. We had always gotten along and I thought we were friends. I have so many good memories tainted now, because he is in them.”
 
   “Not every person we think is good is actually good, Harley. And not every person we think is bad is actually bad. Rapists feel the need to dominate over a female. They have issues in life where other people make them feel weak and insecure. That is why they rape, to take that power away from a helpless woman. It makes them feel strong and powerful,” Dr. Newton says to me.
 
   “I know that you are right, but it’s still all my fault. I walked around in short skirts and didn’t wear any panties. I was asking for it. I dressed like a slut because it made me feel sexy, but in the end it’s the reason this happened to me.” I know I have tears running down my face but I don’t raise my hand to wipe them away. I deserve them.
 
   “That is where you are wrong, Harley. You are self-blaming for what happened to you. This is not your fault at all. The fault of this situation is all on Dylan’s shoulders. He is the one who chose to rape you. They were his choices, not yours.” She is trying to make me understand, but I can’t help but to have this guilt inside of me.
 
    I did this to myself. I know I did.
 
   “Spencer, you have been really quiet. Would you like to say anything? Your mother has told me a little about your situation as well.” She shifts her feet towards Spencer now.
 
   I can sense his pale blue eyes are on me, but I don’t look up at him. I don’t want to see the blame there. Now that I have said it out loud he will think it’s my fault as well.
 
    
 
   Spencer
 
    
 
   I lost count how many times I flinched throughout her description of that night. It makes me want to beat the living shit out of Dylan, yet again. This time, I wouldn’t stop. He made her feel like this is her fault. How could she be so wrong? We all know this is my fault. I have to tell her so she will see it had nothing to do with her. I drug her into this because I wanted her.
 
   “It’s not your fault, Harley. It’s my fault. I went to see Dylan at the jail while you were in the hospital. He said that he had wanted you for years. He couldn’t stand the fact that you ended up with me. He wanted to get back at me because we have something. So you see, it’s my fault, not yours.”
 
   She lifts her head and meets my eyes with her dark blue ones. “He wouldn’t have wanted me if I didn’t dress the way that I did. I looked like a slut. I’m surprised this didn’t happen to me before. Guys thought I would want it no matter who was giving it to me, dressed like that.” 
 
   “I’m a guy, Harley. You didn’t dress like a slut. You dressed like a gorgeous young lady who has a beautiful body. You have every right to wear sexy clothes. Every woman has the right to look and feel sexy. Don’t let him take that from you. Sluts are girls that will sleep with anything that moves. You aren’t like that at all.” I squeeze her hand. I didn’t even realize I was still holding it.
 
   Dr. Newton clears her throat and I flinch because I totally forgot that she was there. “That was very wise, Spencer. I couldn’t have said it better myself. Though, this isn’t either of your faults. Dylan is the one to blame. Whereas some men will take defeat and move on, Dylan didn’t. He took what he wanted without permission. It was wrong and no one made him do it. You two are really good people and this is something horrible that happened. I just want you all to realize that you didn’t bring it upon yourselves.”
 
   “I know what you are saying is true, Dr. Newton, but I still feel guilty about it. He was one of my best friends. How could I have not seen what he truly was?” I ask her. I still can’t believe that the guy who did this was the same guy who used to drink beer out in my backyard and bullshit. He seemed so normal.
 
   “He hid it very well. These kinds of people know how to do this. Harley may have been the first rape that we know of, but I will tell you, he was thinking about it for a while. It may not have been Harley that he was thinking of every time, I assure you. And if he hadn’t been caught, he would do it again and again. They crave the power it gives them.” She shifts her feet back towards Harley before speaking again.
 
   “Now, Polly, said you had something else we need to discuss?”
 
   I see a blush spread across Harley’s cheeks. I almost smile because she is embarrassed. Though I should be getting that way since we are about to talk about our sex life with this stranger. “Umm...last night, Spencer and I were kissing and...I...didn’t get turned on.” She takes a deep breath and rambles on. “It is really messing with my head, because Spencer is the only guy that has ever really turned me on. I don’t want to lose that and become some weird chick that can’t have sex.”
 
    Okay, now that made me blush, but I also feel my ego boost up a bit.
 
   Dr. Newton lets out a little laugh. “Harley, you were raped three days ago. Your body isn’t ready to have sex yet. Let it heal. You’ll be fine in that department, and you’ll know when you are ready for that kind of physical response. Now is just not the time.” She looks over at me.
 
   “Can you handle that, Spencer?” Her eyebrows arch up in a ‘you better have the right answer to my question’ look.
 
   “Yes, ma’am. I wouldn’t push Harley into that, anyway. I’ve never pushed anyone into that. No means no in my book.” Every guy should live by that motto.
 
   “Good to hear. Not that I doubted you. It’s just good for Harley to hear it said out loud. I don’t want her to think she needs to have sex with you to keep you around.” 
 
   She stands up and walks over to the couch. Shaking both of our hands, she walks toward the door. “We should have another session next week. We covered a lot of ground today, but we aren’t anywhere close to being done.” 
 
   I turn to look at Harley, and raise her hand to my lips. “I’m not going anywhere, baby girl. You don’t have to worry about it. I would feel really weird if we jumped up and had sex right after what happened to you. In fact, I’m sure it will be awhile before I have the urge to have sex. This whole situation has fucked up my head.”
 
   I do know one thing; Dr. Newton made me see that this wasn’t either of our faults. Not that I ever put the blame on Harley. Dylan would have done this with or without us in his life.
 
    
 
   Chapter 17
 
    
 
   Harley
 
    
 
   Marissa. That is the name of the girl Spencer is talking to in my living room. It took me the entire 20 minutes that she has been here to figure that out. I remember, now, him telling me about her: his ex-girlfriend from LSU.
 
   It’s been a whole month since our session with the shrink. We see Dr. Newton at least once a week. She says I’m still self-blaming and I guess that’s what I’m doing. I still feel like if I hadn’t run around in short skirts with no panties this wouldn’t have happened to me. I was easy pickings that night. If I had had underwear on maybe it wouldn’t have been so easy for him to get to me.
 
   Spencer and I haven’t had sex either. We haven’t even kissed. I think he is afraid I won’t feel anything when we do. I can’t blame him for that either. I probably wouldn’t. I know I should let him go. He shouldn’t have to deal with a damaged, broken girlfriend. I just can’t bring myself to give him an out. He’s my angel, whether he thinks so or not.
 
   I’ve been standing in the doorway of my room listening to their conversation. You can’t see my door from the living room, so I figured it was a great place to eavesdrop. Before you roll your eyes, I know it’s a very immature thing for me to do. I just can’t help it. How would you feel if your boyfriend was sitting in the living room with his very beautiful ex-girlfriend? Not to mention she is the one who dumped him!
 
   So far they have only been catching up. She seems really nervous, though. I hope she isn’t going to tell him she’s pregnant or something. I think I would go off the deep end.
 
   “Quit with the small talk, Marissa, why are you here?” Spencer asks her with an impatient tone.
 
   I hear her reposition herself on the couch. If that bitch is sitting any closer to him, I might have to punch her: just saying.
 
    “Okay, so I have been thinking about what happened last month. I know you said it was a one-time thing. I just can’t stop wondering about you. I want us to get back together. I don’t care about my dad and his money anymore. I love you and we can do this without him in our lives.”
 
   What the fuck happened last month? I can feel all the color drain out of my face. He didn’t. God, please tell me he didn’t.
 
    “I told you that it meant nothing to me, Marissa. It still doesn’t. I love Harley. I didn’t mean for that to happen between us and I’m sorry if I hurt you.” I hear him sigh. “Harley needs me more than ever right now. I think it’s time for you to leave.”
 
   “So that is it? You just come down to LSU, fuck my brains out, and then say it means nothing to you? That’s bullshit! We had something. I know that I let my dad talk me into breaking up with you, but he doesn’t matter anymore.” I can hear the venom in her voice with every word she spits out. The second she said “fuck my brains out” I felt all of the life in me drain out. It doesn’t take a genius to figure it out. The only time he could have had enough time to go to LSU and have sex with Marissa is the day I came home from the hospital. I feel sick. There is also this stabbing pain in my chest. I was so wrong. 
 
   Spencer isn’t an angel. He’s the fucking spawn of Satan dressed up like an angel. “Will you keep your voice down!? Harley is in her room. She doesn’t know about what happened and I would like to keep it that way.” I hear him get up off the couch and start pacing across the living room floor. “It was a mistake, Marissa. I told you when it happened it was a mistake. I love Harley and you’re not going to come in here and screw that up for me.”
 
   I don’t know when I started to walk down the hallway into the living room, but that is where my feet wanted to go. They don’t even notice when I walk into the room. Their eyes are locked in an emotional stare down. I didn’t notice when she first showed up how much we look alike. Her hair is also auburn and she is curvy like me; though her clothes are expensive.
 
   Marissa starts to open her mouth, but she sees me out of the corner of her eye and freezes. Her eyes go wide and I know that she knows who I am. Spencer sees her turn in my direction. When he sees me all the blood drains out of his face. Good. I hope he has a fucking heart attack and dies, lying on my living room floor.
 
   “Too late, Spencer, she already screwed it up for you,” I say with a calm voice. It’s easy to sound calm when you’re so numb from all emotions have fleeing out the door.
 
    
 
   Spencer
 
    
 
   I could feel my heart beating out of my chest. She wasn’t supposed to hear that. I should have known though. It’s in Harley’s nature to be nosy. Who wouldn’t be when their boyfriend is talking to their ex-girlfriend?
 
   I know what you are thinking. I’m a complete bastard. It’s true and I will never deny it. I wasn’t in a good place that day I went down to LSU. I wanted to let go of the stuff I was going through and Marissa was coming on pretty strong. I slipped up and I know that. I didn’t want Harley to find out because it didn’t mean anything.
 
   “Harley, let me explain,” I say, noticing the calm way she spoke earlier.
 
   “You don’t need to explain, Spencer. I’m pretty sure that I get it.” I can’t stand the way her eyes look so dead. The fire I’m so used to seeing in them hasn’t been there in a while. Though, with the doctor visits and talking about it, I thought she was getting back to her old self. I think this set her back to where she was before, if not farther.
 
   “I’m sorry, baby girl. I didn’t want you to find out this way.” I really am sorry. I never wanted to hurt her. Though that’s what every guy says when they do something like this.
 
   “No, you didn’t want me to find out at all.” She turns toward Marissa. “Did you know about me before you slept with him?” I can feel the tension coming off of Marissa. I really hope she doesn’t decide to say anything mouthy to her. She is liable to get punched in the face.
 
   “Yes, I knew about you. I just thought I could get him back.” Marissa’s voice is shaky. The girl doesn’t like confrontation.
 
   “Then you are just as much of a whore as he is. I don’t understand how a woman can do this to another woman. You knew he was taken yet you did it anyway. It makes you worse than he is,” she spit out.
 
   I open my mouth to say something, anything, just to make her forgive me; just to make her stay. She doesn’t give me the chance. She throws a glare my way and walks her denim-covered ass out the front door. It takes me a second, but I run after her. Marissa tries to stop me by grabbing my arm, but I throw her off. No one is stopping me from getting to Harley. When I get out of the door she is getting into her car. I take off at a run and pull the door back open before she gets it all the way shut.
 
   “Baby girl, talk to me,” I plead.
 
   She gets out of the car and comes flush to my body. “Don’t ever fucking call me that again! Don’t ever fucking touch me again! Don’t ever fucking think about me again! You have hurt me more than Dylan ever could have! I loved you, Spencer Grady, and you fucking spit on that.”
 
   She turns and gets back into her car. She starts it up and pulls out of the driveway. All the while I’m just standing there. I feel like the biggest tool on the planet right now. I just threw away the best thing that ever happened to me.
 
   I walk back into the house in a daze. She said she loves me. When you hear those words out of a girl like Harley, you should cherish it.
 
   What do I do? Fuck someone else. I know I was going through a lot at the time, but that’s not an excuse. God, I should be put down.
 
   Marissa is sitting on the couch in her expensive clothes looking all prim and proper. If the world only knew what a kink she was in the sack. 
 
   “Get the fuck out. I never want to see you again.”
 
   She looks shocked for a second, then quickly grabs up her purse and runs out the door. Good fucking riddance. Richard appears in the door way and looks around in confusion. “What’s all the noise about?”
 
   I just shake my head and fall to the ground. My chest hurts and I can’t catch my breath. She’s gone. She won’t ever forgive me for this. It might be rightfully so, but I’m selfish because I still want her to put up with me.
 
   My mom sits down in front of me and puts both of her hands on my face. “What’s wrong Spencer? You are scaring us.” She says it so calmly that it fucks with my head.
 
    Why is she so calm? Harley isn’t mine anymore. Mom uses her thumbs to wipe away wetness from under my eyes. I’m fucking crying? “I cheated on Harley...she’s gone, mom.”
 
    
 
   Chapter 18
 
    
 
   Harley
 
    
 
   No tears come. I think I would at least cry about this, but I’m not. I keep thinking back to the pain on his face. It gives me a small thrill to remember it. He should be hurting. He should be burning in hell. He has been feeding me such bullshit for the past month; telling me that he will always be there for me. He would never hurt me. Fucking dick.
 
   I had no destination in mind when I left my house. So I’m surprised that my mind took me somewhere at all. I should have kept driving until I was so far away no one would ever find me. What do I really have going for me here anymore? Everyone I know looks at me with pity or guilt. Well, Spencer didn’t, but his ass doesn’t matter anymore.
 
   Mason doesn’t look at me that way either. I guess that’s why I’m sitting outside his house. I have been spending quite a bit of time with him over the past month. I like the fact that he doesn’t make me talk about what happened. He doesn’t make me feel weird about it either. Mason just lets me...be.
 
   I get out of the car and walk up to the house. It’s a one-story and painted light blue. It has dark blue shutters on the windows and a white front door. I see Mason’s brown hair appear in the window on the door before he opens it. “What’s up, sweetie?” He asks me as I walk up to him.
 
   I don’t know what it is, but I see his face and just break down. I throw my arms around his neck and the tears finally come. I was seriously starting to think something was wrong with me. “He slept with someone else when I was in the hospital,” I sob out.
 
   Mason tenses and you can almost feel the ripple of anger run through him. “How did you find this out?” He says it with a calm voice, but I know calm is the farthest thing away from what he actually is.
 
   “She came here to talk to him. I was listening to their conversation from my bedroom. He didn’t want me to find out.” I’m sobbing harder now. I keep praying that the tears falling from my eyes are washing away my love for Spencer, but they aren’t. I still love the stupid fucker.
 
   “Of course he didn’t want you to find out. Not only would it hurt you, but he would lose you in the process.” He sighs and leads me into the house.
 
   I feel a tissue pushed into my hand and look up to see Lucy standing there. Her eyes are shinning with tears, so I know that she heard what I told Mason. She pulls me into her arms and I go willingly. This is the kind of pity I can take. “You don’t know how hard it is for me not to go beat the crap out of him,” she whispers into my ear.
 
   I bark out a weak laugh. Lucy wouldn’t hurt a fly, which makes her relationship with Mason strange. He leads a gang for crying out loud.
 
   Which reminds me, “Mason, don’t do anything to him, okay? I know that you want to but, please, for me, just let it go. I’ll move on and he will just be a blip on my radar.” I say this, but I know it’s easier said than done. Only he had the power to hurt me when I was already down.
 
   My cell phone starts buzzing in my shorts so I fish it out. My dad’s face looks back up at me and I hit ‘decline.’ I haven’t really talked to him since that day he told me about what my mother did. I know he only blurted it out because he was upset with me, but it still stung nonetheless. 
 
   “Your dad?” Lucy asks me with her arms still wrapped around my waist. I nod and pull away. I sit down on the grey couch in the middle of the living room. I take off my flip flops and place my feet on the black coffee table sitting in front of the couch. “This so completely blows,” I state.
 
   Lucy comes to join me on the couch. “Want to call the girls over? We can pig out on junk food and watch stupid girly movies,” she says hopefully.
 
   The four of us haven’t been together since I got raped. I don’t know why. I think what happened to me changed a lot about my friends. I talk to Lucy way more now than I did before. I may have talked to Carter once or twice on the phone, and she only came over when I got out of the hospital.
 
    Carter can’t handle sadness and pain, and even though I was there for her shortly before this all happened, she can’t be bothered to be here now. I guess it takes a great tragedy to find out who your true friends are.
 
   Before you think that I’ve only seen Lucy because I have been hanging out with Mason, don’t. Lucy calls me every day. She comes over all the time. Mason has nothing to do with it. She may look at me with pity, but I would rather have that than have her abandon me. “How about just you, Mason and me? I don’t really feel like having everyone over. Paige will bring Dean and Carter will bring Liam. I just can’t handle all that right now.”
 
   She nods before we hear Mason’s angry, raised voice coming from the front yard. “What is he yelling at?” Lucy asks out loud. I shrug my shoulders and get up to go look out the window.
 
   Mason is standing in the middle of the yard on his cell phone. He is yelling and I can catch a cuss word every now and then. “I don’t know who he is yelling at, but I sure hope they have insurance to cover a psychiatrist for PTSD. Jesus Christ!”
 
    
 
   Spencer
 
    
 
   “How could you be so stupid, Spencer?!” My mom yells at me from beside the stove. After my breakdown on the floor of the living room, we moved the party to the kitchen. Oh, what a party it is. Richard has been silent the whole time. You might think that it’s a good thing, but you would be wrong. His face is contorted in anger. I have a feeling I will be getting the shit beat out of me today.
 
   “I wasn’t in a good place that day, Mom. Marissa was coming on strong and I couldn’t handle the memories of Harley’s face and what Dylan said to me. I just wanted it all to go away.” I stopped crying a while ago, but I feel new tears choking up in the back of my throat. I never thought I would be this guy. I never thought in a million years that I would cheat on someone.
 
   “I understand where you are coming from, but you still did this. I can only hope you didn’t put a damper on Harley’s recovery.” My mom has this way of making me feel like I killed every single puppy and kitten on the face of the earth.
 
   “Never mind all that. We need to find Harley. She wouldn’t answer her phone when I called her earlier.” Richard looks panicked, but I know where she is. There is only one place she would go that I won’t follow.
 
   “She went to Mason’s. She has been hanging out with him for the past month. I’ll give him a call to be sure.” I didn’t wait for an answer. I just walked out into the living room, pulling out my cell phone.
 
   Mason answers on the third ring. “You have a lot of nerve calling me after what you did.”
 
   “I know, man. I just want to know if she is there.”
 
   “Yes, she is here. She is in there crying her eyes out on Lucy’s arm. You don’t even know what you had, Spencer. I’m just fucking stunned at what you did.”
 
   I flinch. It hurts to hear that kind of thing. It also makes me angry.
 
   “Do you even know what you have? You’ve been sniffing around Harley for so long I don’t think you even realize.”
 
   The phone goes silent but I know he is still there. After a while, he answers me. “I’m going to let that go, Spencer. I know you’re fucked in the head right now. I will say this though, I’m with Lucy and I will always be with Lucy. Harley is a good friend. A good friend I would do anything for. Just remember that.” Then the line goes dead.
 
   “Go get her, Spencer. You make her feel good enough to come home. I don’t want her staying out of this house just because she doesn’t want to be around you,” Richard says from behind me.
 
   “Yes, sir,” I reply.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   The drive to Mason’s is about 20 minutes. My fingers drum against the steering wheel the whole way there. I’m about to get my face kicked in for coming over here. Mason doesn’t like me at all. I don’t think he ever has.
 
   I slowly make my way out of my truck and shut the door. Before I can even take a step toward the front door, Harley comes running out with…fucking shit…with a baseball bat in hand. I cover my head before she reaches me, but it’s not me she swings at. It’s my truck. The truck that I spent an entire summer working my ass off at my uncles shop for. It’s also the only vehicle I have.
 
   “You fucking piece of shit!” Harley yells right before her bat connects with my windshield. I hear the glass cracking.
 
   “I hate you, Spencer Grady! I fucking hate you!” Since my head is covered by my arms, I didn’t see her pull out a gun. I hear four pops before all is silent. Well, for a second, anyway. I hear the bat hit one of the windows or the back glass, I’m not sure. “What we had was special! How could you do this to me?”
 
   She is sobbing as she crashes the bat into my truck. I can’t take it anymore. I get up off the ground and walk over to her. I grab her wrist before she can smack the bat into anymore of my truck. “Calm down, baby girl, just calm down,” I say in a soothing voice.
 
   She tenses when I say “baby girl” but I can’t bring myself to care.
 
   “Don’t fucking call me that. You don’t have the right anymore. Go find Marissa and call her baby girl,” she all but screams in my ear.
 
   “I don’t want her to be my baby girl. I want you. It will always be you, Harley. I don’t want any other hot-headed, stone-cold chick but you. You are my everything and always will be. I can’t take back what I did, but I will go the rest of my life trying to win your forgiveness.” I place a soft kiss on her forehead. I keep my arms around her because I’m not ready to let go.
 
   I’ll never be ready to let go.
 
    
 
   Chapter 19
 
    
 
   Harley
 
    
 
    I know he means what he says, but it’s not enough. I feel as if my heart was wrenched from my chest and stomped on. How can you even go about forgiving someone for cheating on you while you’re in the hospital for being raped? You fucking don’t, that’s how.
 
   I’m not calm enough yet to speak to him. I want to tell him to fuck off and punch him in the face, but I decide that’s not a good idea. I already went psycho-Carrie Underwood on his truck. I take a few calming breaths and look into his pale blue eyes. They are full of pain and longing. Good. He should be in pain. 
 
   “You will never win my forgiveness, Spencer Grady. What you did was unforgiveable,” I say coldly.
 
   He flinches but doesn’t let me go. We are staring into each other’s eyes, pouring out all the pain and hurt we feel in just glances.
 
   Then he does the one thing I least expect. He kisses me. He slams his lips onto mine rather roughly. They are soft and warm and send a small thrill through me. I don’t want to kiss him back, but my body, or rather, my lips have other ideas. His tongue shoots out to lick my bottom lip for entrance and I let him in. Maybe it will be one last kiss for us. Maybe it will be enough closure for me to finally let go of who I thought he was. Maybe I didn’t even know who he really was to begin with. I have known him my whole life, but what did I really know about Spencer Grady?
 
   I curl my tongue with his and feel an old feeling flame up in my stomach: desire. Figures, when I don’t want it back it comes on full force, and for this fucktard I’m kissing. He grabs a belt loop on my shorts and pulls my hips flush with his. I can feel his erection pressing against my thigh and I sigh into his mouth. My hands have a mind of their own as I push them up his chest, over his shoulders, and into his soft black hair. I tug on the short locks making him moan. I shallow the sound and pull on his hair harder.
 
   We hear a throat clear and I pull back from him so fast I almost trip on the bat I left lying on the ground. Spencer catches my elbow before I fall and I mumble “thanks.” He nods and we turn toward Mason and Lucy. Lucy’s face is a bright red and I almost want to chuckle at her innocent ways. I hope Mason is going slow with her. Hmm...well I know he is, because I would kick his ass.
 
   “Where did you get the gun?” Spencer asks softly next to me. I look over at him.  I guess he realized what I did to his tires.
 
   “Mason keeps it hidden in the house. I just happened to know where,” I say sheepishly. Lucy looks over at Mason, a little hurt. “Lucy, he only told me because I didn’t feel safe with all the guys he has running in and out of his house.” It doesn’t seem to lessen her hurt any and she huffs before stomping back into the house, her long, curly black hair flowing behind her.
 
   “Thanks, Harley. I was going to give bucko, here, a ride home, but I have to go make this better.” He rolls his eyes at me before stalking back towards the house.
 
   I sigh before saying, “Let’s go. I’m sure Dad’s going to flip the fuck out at what I did to your truck.” I don’t wait for a reply before walking quickly over to my car. I just want to get away from him. That kiss has me wanting to forgive him. I can’t ever do that.
 
   After I enter the car and turn the ignition, Spencer climbs in and lays his head against the passenger side window. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have kissed you like that. I don’t know what came over me.”
 
   “I don’t know what came over you either, but it doesn’t matter. It didn’t mean anything to me,” which is such a lie, but I will never tell him that.
 
   “You think you lie well, Harley Maxton, but you don’t. You were turned on and it freaked you out.” He chuckles darkly. “Your body finally decided it wanted me back, just when your heart decided it didn’t.”
 
   I roll my eyes. He is such an arrogant idiot. “You don’t know what my body or my mind wants. You never will. You lost your chance to know what anything on my person wants.”
 
   “I know that. I’m truly sorry for what I did. I wish more than anything I could take that back. I was so screwed up in the head that night. I should have just stayed in Duke instead of going up to LSU.” He rubs one of his hands down his handsome face and I want so bad to give him a break. I’m hurting so much because of what he did. I just can’t.
 
   “You’re right; you shouldn’t have gone up there. I don’t care anymore for what you have to say. It’s all lies anyway,” I huff out.
 
   I can feel his intense eyes boring into me. I flinch under the anger I feel coming off of his body. “I didn’t lie about any of the stuff I have said today. You know me better than that. I wouldn’t blow smoke up your ass to get you to forgive me. You deserve better than that.”
 
   Ugh.
 
    
 
   Spencer
 
    
 
   Harley has her fire back. God you don’t know how much easier I can breathe now! Figures it would be something totally fucked up that I did that brought it back. I love that girl with everything I am. I know what I did was the most screwed up thing ever, but what would you do? I couldn’t think straight and Marissa was coming on really strong. I just wanted the pain to go away. I wanted to feel numb. Well, that’s how I felt with her. Hell, I totally did the girl thing and faked it. I have watched Harley struggle through the aftermath of her rape. She did so well and I thought what I did would set her back, but it seems to have sped it up. She’s back to that girl I fell for when I was five.
 
   Not that she even speaks to me now. It’s been over a week since she totaled my truck. They had to tow it to the driveway, where it is now sitting. After about a day someone…cough Harley cough...spray painted “DICKHEAD” across the hood.
 
   A couple of days ago she brought in this dog, puppy thing. I heard her tell her dad that it was a Chiweenie, whatever that means. Well, she left it in my bed while I was gone and it shit and pissed everywhere.
 
   Nice.
 
   This morning she came into the bathroom while I was taking a shower and flushed the toilet. It would have been funny if she had done it once, but no, she did it three times. I finally had to get out with soap still all over my body and in my hair. Harley happened to be standing in the bathroom still and she turned bright red and stared at my naked body…a little to long for someone who says she hates my guts. I kind of feel like we are in high school again.
 
   Well, maybe not. I don’t pull pranks on her. I don’t need another reason for anyone to hate me. Dean is not happy with me at all. I think he would have ditched me all together if I wasn’t his only friend. He has been chasing Paige all over the place, so I don’t see him a lot anyway.
 
   My mom barely speaks to me as it is; my mother who has never showed disappointment in me before. That hurts a lot. I actually want to cry. Losing the respect of a parent is not something you want to go through. 
 
   She burns my eggs in the morning. All of my white clothes are now pink. I’m not really sure which one dumped out all my body wash and cologne and replaced it with girly smells, but the perfume that they replaced it with smells a lot like my mom’s.
 
   Richard, of course, looks like he is going to beat the shit out of wherever his eyes land on me. It’s quite scary. I sleep with one eye open.
 
   So, to say the least, I hardly leave my bedroom. I’m quite bored in here, to be honest. Richard cut my cable off and I’m sick of the DVDs that I have in here. I have been staring at the ceiling, lost in thought most of the time. I haven’t come up with anything to get Harley to take me back. I miss holding her so much. That kiss we shared at Mason’s haunts me. The way she responded was just like before the rape. I missed it so much. Now I’m stuck in this hell, reliving it over and over, wanting what I can’t have.
 
   There is a knock at my door and I trip over myself getting up to answer it. It’s Dean. “What a surprise. Come in, come in. I’m dying of loneliness in here.”
 
   He chuckles and pats me on the back as he enters my room. “Well, that is what happens when you fuck up with Harley Maxton.” He gives a hard laugh before saying anything else. “That girl is so bossy, she has the whole town about ready to kick your ass. They are all scared of her! I have been laughing so hard at the reactions that girl gets out of people. Paige won’t even talk to me because we are friends! How fucked up is that?”
 
   I shake my head. “Yeah, she was always a little dictator. You have got to help me. I’m going crazy in here! Let’s go somewhere no one knows us and start over.”
 
   He smiles big at me and shakes his head as well. “No, we are going to get Harley and you back together. You are starting to affect my sex life and I’m not willing to let this dry spell go on. I have an idea. It might sound crazy, but you should try it.” I sit down on my bed and wave him on. “Okay, so my cousin, Taylor, has all that land. Well, in about a month he is throwing a huge mud party. It’s all weekend long and all we have to do is bring our own stuff to sleep in. I’m thinking we take everybody up there and you and I can set up a situation that will get you alone with Harley.”
 
   I roll my eyes. “That is the best you can come up with? That is a month away! What am I supposed to do till then? I’m so fucking bored sitting around in here all day.”
 
   “Well, I would say you could crash with me, but yeah, my mom is worse than usual.” We both cringe. 
 
   Dean’s mom is off the deep end.
 
   “Yeah, no. Fine. How do you plan on getting us all up there?” I ask, curious.
 
   “Leave that up to me, man.” He winks and gets up to leave.
 
   I stop him with a hand on the shoulder. “What about your dry spell?”
 
   “Oh, Paige will get over it in another day or two. She can’t hold out that long. I just hate to see you all alone and broken-hearted. I’m sappy and shit like that.” He smirks before walking out the door.
 
    
 
   Chapter 20
 
    
 
   Harley
 
    
 
   I have no idea how I let Paige talk me into going to this stupid mud party. A “mud” party is when a bunch of guys make a huge mud hole and drive their ATVs and shit through it, getting completely dirty and nasty. I guess since she told me Spencer wasn’t invited, I jumped on the chance. He has been cooped up in his room for a month. The walls are thin so I hear him in there doing stuff. I don’t know how many times I stopped myself from going in there and jumping his bones.
 
   My shrink says I’m doing way better than she thought I would be at this point. The stuff with Spencer really opened my eyes to things. Like, how so much stuff is not my fault. Spencer didn’t cheat on me because of me; he did it because he’s a pussy. I started to see that Dylan didn’t rape me because of me; he raped me because he is the scum of the earth...and a pussy.
 
   I was weak after what Dylan did and I didn’t want to be that way anymore. I didn’t want people to look at me with pity. I didn’t need their pity. I had to be strong and knock it off their faces myself.
 
   So that is what I did. I think I’m a little more of a ball-buster than I was before, but hey, it works. I see respect now instead of pity.
 
   We pull up to the big field full of cars and trucks. On past the cars I can see a huge mud pit out of the passenger side window. Gross.
 
   On the other side is what looks like miles of tents; just great. I’m really glad that Mason showed me how to use this knife...and the gun.
 
   Paige gets out of the car, chatting cheerily. I block most of it out. She is way too happy for me sometimes. It has gotten worse since she started hooking up with Dean. I still call her a traitor. She’s screwing the enemy’s best friend. She doesn’t hold it against me, though. Paige is too sweet for that.
 
   I see Dean walking towards us with a black tank and shorts on. Aviators block out his eyes, but I know the almost black color of them are staring lust-filled holes into Paige. I see Liam’s brown head come up behind Dean, followed by Carter’s blonde one. Just fucking perfect. I can’t wait for Mason and Lucy to get here. 
 
   Someone is going to have to keep me off of Carter. That bitch hasn’t said much of anything to me in weeks. I can remember all the times I let her cry on my shoulder and had to go and pick her up from some guy’s house in the middle of the night. I’m so close to walking over there and punching her in the face.
 
   “Harley, you get the green tent up over on that hill,” Dean says as he walks up in front of me, pointing at a newer-looking green tent. “We all have tents set up around yours, chica.” He smiles at me before walking over to Paige, who beams up at him. Ugh.
 
   “Great,” I say, my voice full of sarcasm. I grab my bag out of the front seat of the car. I ignore Carter and Liam, who both look hurt (like I care) and march up to my tent. I see several people with red plastic cups tripping over themselves and whatnot; half naked guys chasing mostly naked girls. Oh, why did I come?
 
   Getting to the tent, I open the flap and let out a startled squeal.
 
   Spencer is lying on a sleeping bag in the tent playing with his phone. “Did you just squeal? Really?” I feel my face flush and I throw my bag at his head. He catches it before it hits him, of course.
 
   “You scared the piss out of me, Spencer! What are you even doing here? Paige said you weren’t coming!” I practically scream at him.
 
   “Yeah, well Paige didn’t know I was coming, only Dean knew.” He has the grace to smile sheepishly. Bastard.
 
   “Okay, well, why are you in my tent?” I ask with a glare. He replies, “Because all the other tents have couples in them. I really didn’t want to be in there while they get it on. Kind of disgusting, if you ask me.” He smirks at me and I roll my eyes.
 
   “I’ll have this solved in no time. Just you wait.” I turn back and head out of the tent. I spot Paige and Dean coming up over the hill and run towards them. “Paige, Dean brought Spencer and put him in my tent.”
 
   Paige loses her grin and smacks Dean on the arm. “You did what? Why the heck would you do that?” 
 
   “He’s my best friend in the whole world, Paige. I wasn’t going to leave him at home while we all came out and had fun.” He places his hands on her arms and looks deep into her eyes. “I’m sorry, baby, but what if it had been Harley?” He bats his eye lashes and I almost gag.
 
   She seems to ponder this for a minute, and then gives him a half smile. “Okay, you’re right. I would have done the same thing.” He pulls her into a hug and winks at me over her shoulder. I throw him the bird and he holds in a laugh. 
 
   “Traitor,” I mutter over my shoulder, heading back towards my tent.
 
   When I arrive I do the only thing I can do. I walk in, grab a hold of his bag, and then toss it out of the tent. Spencer looks up at me with an angry glare. I don’t really care if he is mad. Seeing that he’s not going to get up, I snatch his phone out of his hands and toss that out of the flap as well. That gets him moving. I’m not going to lie, I watched his butt when he bent over to head out of the tent.
 
   When he appears inside with his bag and phone, I have my knife out. I don’t plan on using it, but still it might scare him enough to leave for good. “That knife isn’t going to scare me, Harley. You’re not going to use it on me.” He winks at me before lying back down on his sleeping bag. “I’m not going to try anything with you, baby girl. You have your sleeping bag and I have my own. We don’t even have to touch.”
 
   “Well damn, and here I thought we were going to be fucking all night long!” I say with fake excitement in my eyes. 
 
   He chuckles before pulling his phone back out.
 
    
 
   Spencer
 
    
 
   “Let’s go ride the four-wheelers.” I suggest to her. Her dark blues glare at me before she goes back to sharpening that knife I’m sure that Mason gave her.
 
   “I’m not going anywhere with you.” I sigh. This is going to be way harder than I thought. I have spent the past month staying away from her. I had hoped that would cool some of the anger she has toward me, but it appears to have stayed about the same.
 
   Carter pokes her head in and says a soft, “Hi.” She looks hopeful at Harley who only glares harder at her.
 
   “You know what, Spencer, I’ve changed my mind. Let’s go ride some four-wheelers.” She gets up and shoves past a shocked Carter. Carter looks at me like I have the answers, but I just shrug. For as long as I have known them, Carter and Harley were joined at the hip. I get up and follow Harley out of the tent. 
 
   She didn’t wait for me, but headed to Dean’s truck for the ATVs we brought with us. We unloaded them earlier so they were just waiting to go. “Okay, I can’t drive one of these things so it’s all on you,” she states, sitting down on the one closest to us, which just so happens to be mine.
 
   “Okay,” is all I say. I’m too worried that the excitement of being alone with her for a little while will come out in my voice. Don’t want her to think I’m too eager. I climb on in front of her and start it up. I reach back and pull her hands around my waist. I ignore the twitch in my dick from her touch. It’s been so long since she has touched me; my body is a little excited.
 
   I head out down a trail on the property I have used before. I have a little trick up my sleeve. The path is bumpy and I feel us rising up and down as we go along. Harley’s hands tighten around my waist as she presses closer to me. Damn that feels nice, oh how I have missed it. 
 
   We ride a little way in silence. Mostly because it’s too loud to really talk. You also don’t want to swallow a bug. This trail ends in a secluded field about five miles in. I want to take her there and talk. Knowing Harley, she won’t want that, but I have to try. I miss being around her. Hell, I miss her so much it hurts.
 
   When I pull up to the field about ten minutes later, I kill the engine and hop off, taking the keys with me. I shove them in my pocket, hoping she won’t go there to get them. I look over to her gorgeous face and see the fire in her dark blue eyes. She is livid, and I love every minute of it.
 
   “Really, Spencer? I had a feeling you were going to do this, but my dumbass thought maybe you were smarter than this.” She rolls her eyes, but stays seated on the four-wheeler.
 
   “I just want to talk, baby girl. That is all. I swear.” I plead to her with my eyes and she begins to soften a little bit.
 
   “You could have talked to me back at the tent,” she huffs.
 
   “Not with all your friends hanging around. You had every excuse to get up and leave when I started to say anything to you. This is the only way I could think of to really get to talk to you.” I run my hands through my hair as I pace back and forth in front of her.
 
   “Fine.” She pats the seat in front of her before scooting to sit on the rack. “Just say your peace so we can head back. The bugs are driving me nuts!”
 
   I slowly stride over to the four-wheeler and sit in front of her with both legs hanging off the sides. I place my hands in front of me, which puts them right next to her knees. If I wasn’t sure before now that she is affected by me, the way she shifts her legs further away would totally have tipped me off.
 
   I had this whole speech planned out in my head. I mean, come on, I had an entire month to plan one. Of course, when it comes down to saying it, my lips are sealed. It’s frustrating how she makes me feel this way. I have never liked to feel unsure of myself and that is one of the main things she brings out in me. I kind of want to knock her upside her head for it.
 
   “I’m waiting, Spencer,” she states, with a bit of irritation.
 
   “I’m trying to figure out where to begin.” I shake my head nervously before saying anything else. “You make me so unsure of myself. I’m at a loss of where to even begin.” I sigh and look up into her dark blue eyes. “I know that we didn’t have a real relationship before...you know.” I lift my fingers up and do quotation marks around real. “I don’t think either of us thought we would have anything with the other. That’s not the case, at least, not with me. I have wanted you for as long as I can remember. It used to scare me how much I did. I think that’s why I always played pranks on you. Maybe it started as harmless flirting, but it turned into a way to keep you at a distance.
 
   Then you came back this summer and we got shoved down each other’s throats. I was just so tired of the bullshit and pretending that you weren’t all I was thinking about. When I finally got you where I wanted you, you got ripped out of my arms. What happened to you was so horrible. I didn’t even want to think about what you would have to go through. Mixed with what Dylan said to me that night, I couldn’t handle it. I didn’t mean to sleep with her, Harley, it just happened before I even realized what was going on. I didn’t even enjoy it. She wasn’t you. She didn’t have your hair, your eyes, you’re body.  Her personality is different, way different. She wasn’t you. She is a troll compared to you, honestly. What I’m trying to say is, I also figured out I was in love with you that night. I didn’t know how to handle that either. I mean, how could a guy like me really hang on to you?” I feel her soft thumbs brush something off my cheek. I look down at them and see liquid. Am I crying again?”
 
    
 
   Chapter 21
 
    
 
   Harley
 
    
 
   I feel the shell around my heart crack. Spencer Grady is bawling his eyes out right in front of me. I don’t hesitate to wiggle over to him. I throw my arms over his hard shoulders and push his head onto my shoulder. His strong arms come around my waist and I almost let out a sigh. To be touched without fear is something I don’t think I will ever get used to again, and Spencer takes that fear away from me.
 
   I know he didn’t mean to hurt me, but hurt me he did. He hurt me very badly. I think I cried myself to sleep for the past month because of it. Now, of course, who did I want to come comfort me? Spencer. I haven’t totally forgiven him. He’s going to have to work on that part, but I think after his admission I know where his head was at. I mean, I kicked him so hard I dislocated his shoulder while I thought he was trying to rape me. Doesn’t matter if I really thought it was Dylan; he got hurt in the back lash of what happened to me. 
 
   “It’s okay, Spencer. You think too low of yourself. It’s a wonder you’re still sniffing around my skirts. You know what you did was wrong. I can see that now. It just might take some time before I forgive you for it. Or maybe I won’t forgive; either way...I love you, too.” I stopped breathing when I said that. Fucking shit. That was not supposed to come out!
 
   He looks up at me with those pale eyes and they feel with an emotion I can’t read. I know that it grips my heart and won’t let it go. “I knew that already,” he says.
 
   He chuckles at my reaction and I smack him on his chest. “How the hell did you know that?” He gives me a smirk. I feel like I could drop dead from the way it lights up his sad face. “You yelled it at me about a month ago. I guess you didn’t realize that you even said it.” He takes a hand off of my waist and pushes a loose lock of hair behind my ear.
 
   I shiver with the depth of emotion I see when I look into his eyes. It’s an unconscious decision when I lean in and brush my lips across his. He lets out a small gasp, but doesn’t pull away. I don’t either and I really don’t know what that says about me. The guy did cheat on me. His soft lips move under mine and his tongue swipes out, asking for permission, which I stupidly give him.
 
   He probes my tongue with his and I let out a moan from deep in my throat. He responds with one of his own. He moves his hands from my waist, putting them on face, where he caresses my cheeks with his thumbs. I feel him start to lean forward, pushing me back, as he devours my lips.
 
   My head gently hits the rack on the back of the four-wheeler as Spencer repositions my legs over his own legs. His hands leave my face to remove mine from the back of his neck. He curls one hand with mine and lifts it over my head. The other one lands on my thigh and goes up to the edge of my shorts.
 
   I cringe when he maneuvers a finger under the fabric. I know what is going to come next. He freezes when he realizes I’m wearing panties.
 
   “Why did you get panties?” He black eyebrows furrow together in confusion. I sigh and answer him, 
 
   “I didn’t want to flaunt easy access anymore. I’m sorry if you don’t like it.” I cringe when I hear the voice of a scared little girl escape from my lips in saying this.
 
   Understanding dawns on his face and he gives me a quick kiss before moving his finger even closer to my sex. “Well, underwear or no underwear, you’re still fucking hot to me.” My breathing becomes shallow as he slips his index finger under the cotton underwear. He nuzzles into my cheek and down to my ear before whispering, “I love it when you get all wet for me, baby girl.”
 
   I shudder as my eyes roll back in my head. It feels like it has been a hundred years since Spencer has touched me like this. I have to say, I’m quite addicted. I arch my back into him when he slips his finger inside of me. He slowly thrusts it in and out, driving me crazy.
 
   “Please...Spencer, please.” He knows what I want. I beg him anyway. His middle finger slips into me as well and I let out a hard groan. His thumb finally settles on my swollen nub and rubs ever so gently. “Is that what you want, baby girl?” He asks as he thrusts his fingers harder into me.
 
   I feel my free hand clutch onto his shoulders hard. My nails are digging into his exposed skin. “Harder, Spencer. Harder!” I almost yell out at him. This isn’t our first rodeo; he knows exactly what I like. It’s driving me stupid that he won’t give it to me. I hear him hiss as I dig my nails into him even harder. He finally rubs his thumb harder against me and my head thrashes from side to side.
 
    
 
   Spencer
 
    
 
   She is so damn gorgeous. It’s hard to look at her when she is like this.
 
   Her pale skin is flushed from her desire. Her dark blue eyes are wild when she has them open. Her auburn hair is all over the place. If I had a hand free I would be running it through that magnificent hair.
 
   She is so wet, so turned on, you can fucking feel it in the air. I’m drunk on it. My dick is as hard as a rock, but I don’t plan on using it. I just got her to consider forgiving me, I’m not about to take advantage of the situation. No, this is all about her.
 
   I know she is close and I almost want to prolong it, but that wouldn’t be fair. This is something that Dylan tried to take away from her. I would never deny her it. I trail kisses down her neck, swiping my tongue here and there. I make my way up to her ear and trace the shell with my lips. I feel her shiver under me and smile. “I love you, Harley.” That pushes her over. She cries out my name, cumming all over my hand.
 
   Damn, that felt way better than most of the actual sex I have had. She looks up at me with glazed over eyes and breaks into a huge smile. “Thank you,” she says softly. I can’t help but smirk at her, which earns me a slap on the chest. “You ass.”
 
   “It was my pleasure, baby girl.” I sit up and pull her up with me. I kiss her lips softly before letting go of her. “Are you ready to head back? “ I ask.
 
   She smiles and nods. I’m overjoyed to see that smile on her face again. You don’t know how much I have missed it. I turn around and sit the right way on the four-wheeler. Shortly after, I feel her put her arms tightly around my waist and I get a big goofy grin on my face.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   My high from the ride with Harley dies quickly when we arrive back at the tents. Every single one of our friends is standing in a line waiting for us. The girls all look scared and the guys look like they want to kill someone. I really hope it’s not me. “What the fuck are y’all doing? You look like the Mickey Mouse Club on acid,” Harley says from behind me. We quickly get off the ATV and I grab her hand before walking over to the group. I walk over to Dean since he will tell me what is really going on before anyone else would.
 
   He looks at Harley and shakes his head. What the hell? Lucy walks up to us and whispers something in Harley’s ear. Harley nods and pulls her hand out of mine. I try to pretend my skin doesn’t feel cold without her touch. They walk off toward Lucy and Mason’s tent. When they enter it I turn back to Dean. “So?”
 
   “Harley’s dad called Lucy’s cell phone. Apparently he didn’t realize that we would be with such a crowd this weekend and started to panic.”
 
   I get a horrible feeling in the pit of my stomach. I somehow know exactly what he is going to say. “He didn’t feel the need to let anyone know that Dylan made bail.” Even though I knew it was coming, all the color drains out of my face and my knees hit the ground.
 
   “He’s been...” I clear my throat which feels like I swallowed a damn frog. “He’s been out this whole time?” I can’t believe that Richard would keep something like this from all of us. “How could we not have known?”
 
   Paige walks up to us and puts a comforting hand on my shoulder. “Her dad got a restraining order on him when he got out. Since he was caught in the act, they didn’t even have to fight the judge on it.
 
   Richard thought she was safe at the house with someone always being there. This though, how are we supposed to protect her here if he shows up?”
 
   “I called my boys in. We don’t have anything to worry about. They love Harley like a little sister and would protect her with their lives. That sick fuck isn’t getting anywhere near her if he happens to show his face,” Mason says to us before anyone else can reply. “You need to tell her, though. We aren’t hiding it from her.” He glares at me before continuing. “Knowing this one here, he’ll piss her off and she will run away and straight into danger.” He doesn’t say anything else before stalking off toward his tent. This is just fucking great.
 
    
 
   Chapter 22
 
    
 
   Harley
 
    
 
   They are so stupid if they think I don’t know what they are talking about. They had better not be giving Spencer a hard time for running off with me. He may have done something bad, but that doesn’t mean he is a bad guy.
 
   “So...back together?” Lucy asks. We are sitting in their huge tent. Figures the drug lord would have a huge tent. Spencer and I got stuck with the small, ugly green one.
 
   “Sort of. I haven’t forgiven him yet, but I know where his head was at now. He keeps telling me that he loves me. It’s kind of hard to turn him down.” I shrug my shoulders and wait for her reaction.
 
   “Good. I was worried you were going to mope around the rest of your life.” Huh? I look over at her and notice the evil grin on her face.
 
   “What is that supposed to mean?” I say lying down on an air mattress in the tent. I cross my ankles and wait for her answer. She comes to lie down next to me and laces her fingers with mine. Her black hair is feathered out around her head in wild curls and her caramel skin looks much darker next to my pale skin. “I know you haven’t ever seen it, but you two are meant for each other. You have talked non-stop about the guy for most of your life. We all just ignored you and let you have your fun. I was surprised, yeah, when he kissed you that first time, but that was only because I didn’t think y’all would ever get around to it.” She looks over at me and smirks.
 
   I roll my eyes. “I’m glad everyone seems to think they know everything.” I sigh and turn on my side to face her. “I know what you mean, though. I have always been drawn to him. I was just scared of getting too close to him and getting hurt, which is what happened anyway. Hard as I try, though...Spencer is all I think about. I want to be with him, but he hurt me so bad and I don’t know how to forgive that.”
 
   I feel Lucy’s fingers brush my face and I guess I started crying; crying at the injustice of it all. I guess people are just put into your life to hurt you and all those around you. I know what Dylan did was the catalyst for what Spencer did. “I know he screwed up...literally...but he is sorry. You can see that in his eyes. He really does love you. If you don’t believe anything else, believe that. Love is something worth fighting for. I don’t think he would ever hurt you like that again. He made a mistake...he’s a guy and they are far from perfect.” Lucy smooth’s her hand over my hair as she talks and it feels nice: Something I miss from a mother I barely remember.
 
   Before I can even say anything to Lucy, Mason bursts through the tent flaps followed closely by Spencer. My heartbeat picks up when I see the grim looks in their eyes. “What’s going on?” I ask. I feel Lucy get tense next to me. Great, she knows, too. “Why the fuck can’t y’all just tell me? I’m not going to break or kill myself if you have bad news. I mean, seriously, I’m sure worse things have happened than what you are going to tell me.”
 
   Spencer comes into the tent and sits down on the ground next to me. I take in his pale face. His short black locks look like he has been running his hands through them a lot. He picks up my hand and I get a feeling of dread in my stomach. “Your dad called. He forgot to inform anyone that Dylan made bail. He knew you would be safe at your house with someone always there, but out here? Yeah, anything could happen. I’m thinking we could head home in a little bit. What do you think?”
 
   I know my face is paler than usual. I know my heartbeat picked up, but I’m not going to let him ruin my fun out here. Dylan is no longer something I fear. He may have taken my strength away from me, but I got it back on my own. I refused to let anything that happened to me this summer break me completely. “No. I’m not hiding from him. He’s not going to hurt me with all of you around. You and Dean beat the shit out of him that night. Everyone knows that Mason is here...and he’s a freaking mob boss for crying out loud.”
 
   Spencer looks back at Mason and mouths “Mob boss?” Mason chuckles and shrugs his shoulders: ever the evader. “Okay. We will stay here, but I don’t think it is a good idea.”
 
   “It will be fine. Besides, I want to stick around and watch people play in the mud.
 
    
 
   Spencer
 
    
 
   I feel jumpy to say the least. The whole time we stayed out to watch the fun I was scanning the faces around me for one I know all too well. One I hoped to never have to see again. I didn’t see him, but that didn’t make my unease any better. Dylan only has revenge on his mind. Harley tried to make us all think it wasn’t bothering her, but the quick glances around the crowd and the tense way she is holding her body says otherwise.
 
   I had a part of my body touching her at all times. She never pushed me away so I guess it was okay with her. The crowd had turned into one big orgy after a while. Cheap alcohol mixed with a bunch of girls in bathing suits makes for a good time, I guess. I wouldn’t know since I didn’t drink a lick and Harley is wearing denim shorts and a light black tee shirt. Her auburn hair was pulled up, making me want to lean over and nibble on her neck. I actually did at one point and she sighed and arched her neck closer to my mouth. That made me smile, but I really didn’t want to push it, so I backed off.
 
   After a while, she got bored with the mudding (and the orgy) and decided to go back to the tent. I followed, but she didn’t seem to mind. She clutched my hand the whole way and I felt content in the fact that she was still touching me.
 
   Now we are lying around the small tent on our own sleeping bags. It was quiet between us for a while, but she seemed to want to talk about ourselves. For starters, she asked what my major is. “How could you not know that?” I respond, stunned that we have never talked about this before.
 
   “I don’t know. I just don’t. Answer the question.” She smirks and hits me with a pillow.
 
   “Fine,” I sigh before answering. “Management; It’s a 120 hour program for a bachelor’s degree. I can work in Financial Institutions, Government Agencies, Healthcare Industry, Manufacturing Firms, Nonprofit Organizations, and Service Industries. I like the planning, reporting, and budgeting of it. I know it’s nothing big and impressive like a lawyer or a doctor, but I really enjoy it.”
 
   She gives me a soft smile that I can barely make out in the dark tent. “That’s cool. Definitely not something I would have seen you go for.
 
   I shrug my shoulders and chuckle. “Me either. I kind of flopped around the first month until they put me in an accounting class, which I loved. That’s when I asked what I could do with it. They pointed me to management.”
 
   I roll over onto my stomach and turn my face toward her. “Anyway, what is yours?”
 
   She rolls over to her side to face me now. “I’m undecided. I kind of like art history, but there’s not much around here I can do with that. I’ll come up with something, though. What does the tattoo on your back mean?”
 
   I laugh out loud at her change in topic. “It’s for courage. I was scared to leave for college because I didn’t want to leave Mom alone for 4 years. I almost didn’t apply for college in the first place. So, she took me to get it and told me to stop being the cowardly lion.” I blush, thinking about the fact that I haven’t ever told anyone that story.
 
   She gives me a huge grin and says, “That’s really sweet. Who know you were a big softy?” I roll over to her side of the tent and rise up to tickle her. She smacks my hands away after a minute, breathless and flushed a gorgeous red. I don’t even think as I cover my body with hers and press my lips to hers. She sighs around them and puts her arms around my neck, pressing us even closer together. Our tongues meet as I pull her leg up over my hip, pressing my groin into her warm heat. My dick is hard and straining toward her. I wish we weren’t wearing any clothes. Oh, the bliss of being naked!
 
   I push my hand up under her dark shirt to get a feel of her creamy, smooth skin. She moans when I cup her tit and rub my thumb across her erect nipple. Her back arches, eliminating what’s left of the space between us. I start to lift her shirt up, but she lets out a blood-curdling scream. That’s when I feel something metal pushed against my head.
 
    
 
   Chapter 23
 
    
 
   Harley
 
    
 
   All I see is a dark figure standing over Spencer with a shotgun. At first I was sure it was Dylan, but now I’m not. The sun has gone down even more since Spencer and I started making out, but now it’s hard to see anything at all but shadows. Dylan would have been gloating by now; this person is silent as a ghost.
 
   Spencer has moved to sit beside me with his hands up. I’m staring up at the figure just wishing they would get it over with. Or for them to lower that gun so I can stab them with the knife I have in my hand under the pillow. “Harley, why are you letting this piece of shit touch you like that?”
 
   “Dad?” What the fuck? Okay, now I’m totally freaked the hell out.
 
   “Yes, it’s your dad. Did you not get the message? Why didn’t you come home?” He bends down and turns on the lantern that’s sitting in the corner. I don’t even want to know how he knew where that was. 
 
   “Because, there is nothing to worry about. Dylan isn’t going to pull anything out here in front of everyone. He doesn’t have the balls. The guy had to drug me to rape me. He’s a fucking coward.” I’m really pissed my dad thought he needed to come out here with a gun to protect me. I’m not the scared and broken little girl I had been the past couple of months.
 
   My dad huffs in frustration. “I don’t care what you think, Harley. You’re coming with me, now. That is final.” He grabs my arm before trying to pull me up.
 
   I fight him off. “I don’t want to leave, Dad. I don’t even understand why you are making me go!” I’m starting to get really pissed off. He has no right to come here, point a gun at me, and tell me to leave; Let alone, say such terrible shit about Spencer.
 
   “God, you are just like your mother! Never listening to anything I say. You’re starting to become a whore just like she was!” He screams this at me and I can’t do anything but gape at him.
 
   “She is anything but a whore, Richard,” Spencer pipes in from beside me with his hands still in a “there’s-a-gun-in-my-face” position.
 
   “You shut your fucking mouth, boy. I knew you were trouble the day your mother and you moved in across the street. I just thought you had grown up. You’re fucking crazy if you think I’m going to let you be with my daughter after everything you put her through. It’s your fault she got raped in the first place!” dads face turns purple, he is so mad. I don’t think I have ever seen him this mad before.
 
   “What the fuck, Dad! It’s not his fault! What has gotten into you? Just go home and calm down,” I say, but he doesn’t like that. He grabs my arm again. I try to fight him off, but he’s too strong this time.
 
   Spencer grabs my other arm and looks down at the knife. His eyes met mine and I shake my head “no.” I don’t care what crazy shit my dad is saying, I’m not using my knife on him. I feel like I’m the rope in a game of tug-of-war. I’m seriously tired of it. Dad finally lets me go and I fall back onto Spencer. He sets me up right and we both look back at Dad.
 
   Well, I figured out why he let me go.
 
   Mason has a 9 mm pointed at my dad’s head. The really odd thing about it is, Mason looks really pissed off, like dad killed his puppy or something. “I suggest you leave, Richard. Wouldn’t want the cops to get called now would you?” Mason’s voice is deadly quiet and I feel chills go down my spine.
 
   Dad visibly pales. I wonder what that is about. “Mason, put the gun down. He’s not going to hurt anyone.” I get up off the tent floor and pull Spencer up with me.
 
   “It doesn’t matter what he is going to do now; it’s what he has done before.” If looks could kill, my dad would be six feet under right now. Somehow, Dad’s face gets even whiter than the paper shade it was to begin with.
 
   “What did you do, Dad?” I ask softly. He had to have done something really awful for Mason to react to him this way. My dad looks from me to Mason and back again. 
 
   “I didn’t do anything. I have no idea what he is talking about.” His eyes plead with me to believe him, but I don’t. I may have only known Mason for a couple of months, but he wouldn’t pull a gun on my dad for no reason.
 
   “Liar, you know what you did. I know what you did. Funny how I didn’t figure it out until Harley started hanging around me.” Mason lowers his gun before speaking again. “You tell her or I will. You won’t leave anything out either.”
 
   Dad doesn’t look like he is going to say anything, but Mason takes a step toward me. “Fine, I’ll tell her.” 
 
   Dad looks at me and his eyes are sad. I start to get the feeling that this is going to be truly awful. “Your mom was in love with someone else. She was packing up her things and all of you and your brothers’ things. I couldn’t let her do that. She wasn’t going to leave me for another man. So, I knocked her out and drove her and her car up to the woods. I…I shot her in the head. I knew that I could pull off the look of a suicide, just had to get the shot right.”
 
   Spencer catches me as I fall. I was on the verge of losing it before he caught me. I feel safe in his arms. Nothing can touch me here. He is whispering soothing words in my ear and I take comfort in the fact that he is here with me. He truly is an angel.
 
   “Tell her the rest,” comes Mason’s calm voice.
 
   My dad’s hands are shaking and I almost move to comfort him, but how can I when he just told me he killed my mother? I have gone most of my life thinking she didn’t love me enough to stick around. “That other man she tried to leave me for was your biological father.”
 
   “WHAT?!?!” My voice startles me as I realize I just screamed this at my father. My heart feels as if it just got put through a meat grinder. Who is this man that raised me, that loved me? He is a killer and a liar.
 
   My dad falls to his knees and sobs. He deserves to be there. “My mom and dad were never married. I was an accident after a one-night stand, but my mom was always my dad’s best friend. She told me about the love of my dad’s life. A woman so scared to leave her husband. She even had my father’s child and pretended that that little girl belonged to her husband. My father died the same day as your mom. He was a good man, but had a bad past. When they found him with a bullet hole in his forehead, they just assumed that his past came to bite him in the ass.” Mason’s eyes leave their chilling stare from me to my father. “My mom always suspected that your dad killed him. I never had any proof until now. In my opinion, even if he only gets put away for the rest of his life for the death of your mother, it’s still a victory. He deserves to waste away in a prison cell for breaking up a happy home, a loving couple...” He looks back at me and my breathing gets erratic because I know what he is going to say before he says it. I just don’t want to hear it.
 
   “...and a brother and sister.”
 
    
 
   Chapter 24
 
    
 
   Harley
 
    
 
   “How...” I trail off in a whisper. Spencer has a strong hold on me. I don’t ever want him to let me go, but I have to get closer to Mason. I have to hear him explain this to me. So I gently get out of his arms and cross the short distance to Mason. I take in his features, but I don’t see myself anywhere in his face. 
 
   After what seems like hours, I realize I see things that I have only seen in mirrors. Our noses are the same. The shape of his eyes is just like mine. Even our lips match. They are subtle, but they are there. “I can’t fucking believe it.” Then I punch him in the arm. I keep on punching him. He doesn’t try to stop me and I don’t care if I am hurting him. He just hurt me with what he made my father tell me; hurt me with everything that just came out of his mouth.
 
   Spencer finally takes a hold of my arms so I will stop punching Mason. That is when Mason starts to talk some more. “We share the same father. That day you went the graveyard, I wasn’t there to find you. I was there because our father is buried there. When I said you reminded me of someone I knew, I wasn’t lying. I just didn’t know then that you were the sister I was thinking of.” 
 
   He picks up my hand and places it over his heart. It is beating real fast and I find it matches my own. “We used to play together when we were little. I knew that you were my sister, but I wasn’t allowed to tell you. When my dad died, those visits stopped. I guess that they thought me knowing your first name would be too much, so they had me call you Catherine: your middle name. We weren’t in the same school at the time. I didn’t even move to Duke until about five years ago. 
 
   Then I only had eyes for Lucy, so I didn’t pay any attention to you until that day in the graveyard. You had that same stubborn attitude, hair, and eyes that I remembered from way back when we were just kids. I didn’t put two and two together until I heard you call him ‘Dad.’” He points back at Dad who is still on the ground sobbing.
 
   “You knew? You knew this whole time that I had a brother somewhere out there?” He only nods and I have to look away. “That’s not even the worst thing that you did. You are a sick man and I hope you rot in hell.”
 
   That’s when I hear sirens in the background and look over at Mason.
 
   “Dean’s cousin is a cop. He’s off duty this weekend, but we got him to listen outside. They are going to arrest him, Harley. They have his confession on tape.”
 
   I glare down at Dad. Well, I guess he isn’t really my dad. He’s just some man that raised me and pretended to love me. “I want to know why you pretended to be my father.” I walk over to him and he looks up with at me with pleading eyes.
 
   “The day your mother died, she told me I wasn’t your real father. It didn’t matter to me then, I had raised you, loved you all your life. I wasn’t going to give you up to your mother’s lover. So, I took that option away.” The sirens are getting closer and I know what he is going to say before it even comes out of his mouth. “Please, just help me get out of here. I won’t bother you ever again.”
 
   “No. You’re going to get what you deserve. I’m going to let them come in here and take you away. I never want to see you again.” I turn away from him and immediately meet Spencer’s eyes. They are sad for me, but I love that there isn’t any pity. I walk over to him and snuggle into his arms. Turning away from my dad has drained the last of my strength.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   We have to answer a ton of questions about what happened: first to the cops, and then to our group of friends. Apparently they had no idea what was going on till the cops showed up. Spencer filled in what happened in the tent because I didn’t have the energy to talk about it. Dean filled in what happened outside the tent.
 
   Mason wasn’t far away when he heard me scream. When he made it to the tent, Dad had already turned the light on and Mason got a look at his face. He said that my mom was already moving into their house and he found old pictures of us as a family.
 
   Thinking fast, he pulled Dean and his brother over to the tent and told him to record what was said once he entered the tent. After my dad confessed to my mother’s murder, Dean’s cousin phoned in his buddies.
 
   Four hours later, after they had listened to the tape and loaded up my dad, who called out to me the whole time, Spencer and I are on our way back to my house. I told Mason that I would talk to him later. We shared an awkward hug and went our separate ways. Spencer held me the whole way home. I guess I never really noticed how much I needed him around. How much I would always need him around.
 
   Polly is asleep when we walk in and I cringe at the thought of what we are going to tell her in the morning. I don’t even want to think about it. We walk through the living room and down the hallway towards our rooms holding hands the whole way. When we get to his room, he kisses my cheek and steps inside. I don’t let go of his hand and he turns back around to look at me. I don’t waste any time in pulling him back to me. “Make me forget,” I whisper.
 
    
 
   Spencer
 
    
 
   I don’t even stop to ask if she really means that. I want to forget, too. I want to forget that a gun was pointed at her or me. I want to forget that Harley and my mother were living in this house with that psycho. It’s all too much. I just want to feel her against me; to know that she is safe.
 
   I slam my mouth down onto hers. Our tongues meet almost instantly, curling together. I put my hands around her waist to pull her flush against me. Her arms go around my neck and up into my hair, pulling lightly. I love it when she does that. My fingers go up under her shirt to get a feel of her soft skin. I pull us backward not breaking the intense kiss we are locked in. I reach back behind me to open the door to my room. My free hand automatically goes back to where it was under Harley’s shirt. Harley kicks the door shut when we finally stumble through the doorway.
 
   I break away for just a second to pull her shirt over her head. I suck in air when I catch sight of her black bra against all that alabaster skin. She returns the favor by pulling my tank top over my head and throwing it on the floor. She starts placing little kisses over my jaw. Those kisses turn into licks and nibbles that go to my neck, over my chest and down my stomach. When she gets to my khaki shorts, it takes no time at all for her to get them undone and around my ankles. My boxers are next, and then her mouth is on my hard dick.
 
   “You do not have to do that...I’m already set to go, baby girl.” I strain to get those words out. The feel of her hot mouth on there is almost too much. I peek down to watch her auburn head go up and down my length. Dammit if that’s not the hottest thing I have ever seen.
 
   She lets go with a pop and her dark blues look up into mine. “I know...I just...want to,” she says while her teeth come out and play with her bottom lip. She doesn’t wait for me to answer before she goes back to giving me head.
 
   I let her suck up and down my length for a little while longer before I just can’t take it anymore. I reach down and pull her up with my hands under her arms. I slant my mouth over hers and softly kiss her while I unbutton her shorts and reach inside. I find her cotton panties and run my fingers under the elastic band. I push them down to her wet heat and rub through her sex, getting her excited nub slick. 
 
   I sink two fingers into her and thrust them slowly while rubbing her spot. Her lips leave mine as she throws her head back to let out a deep moan. I lean forward to kiss and bite on her exposed neck. She moans even deeper.
 
   “I love it when you make that noise,” I whisper into her ear. Her hips are grinding on my hand and I know that she on the verge of cumming. “Come, baby girl. I want to see you go wild.”
 
   I rub and thrust a little more before she is clutching on to my shoulders, crying out. Her eyes meet mine and they are aflame. I have never seen anything hotter. I slip my hand out of her shorts and step out of my own shorts which are still around my ankles. 
 
   My dick is throbbing it’s so hard. I can’t wait to sink it into her.
 
   I walk over to my bed, lie down onto my back, and motion her over. She stops next to the bed so I can pull her shorts and underwear all the way off. I pull a condom out of the night stand and slowly slip it on. She watches the movement with hungry eyes as I watch her with the same hunger. 
 
   “Climb on top, baby girl. I want you in control.”
 
   She shivers before climbing on the bed and then over me. She rubs herself against my hardness for several seconds and we both groan. Then she finally slides down on me and I groan again at her tightness, closing my eyes. She starts a slow rocking and its pure torture, but it fits with the mood we have set.
 
   It started all crazy and hot in the hallway, but now it has slowed to a tender and warm motion. Almost as if we are making love. God that was seriously cheesy. I open my eyes back up and almost chuckle at the fact that I didn’t take her bra off. Harley is moving in this slow rhythm with her arms crossed behind her head. Her eyes are closed and her bottom lip is trembling. She is so fucking gorgeous it almost hurts to look at her.
 
   My hands are lying next to my body when she opens her eyes and looks down at me. She grabs my hands and yanks my upper body up to her level. She looks deep into my eyes when she says, “You feel so good, Spencer.”
 
   I let out a groan at her softly spoken words and cup her face, bringing her lips to mine. Our tongues meet in a slow dance as my hands leave her face and go to her ass. I continue to kiss her as I make her rock faster with my hands. Her arms are around my neck, now, holding me to her as if I would leave at this moment. Never. 
 
   “Spencer...” She moans around my lips. I swallow it down, relishing in the fact that she even wants me.
 
   “Cum, baby girl,” I whisper around kisses. I take my hands off her ass and put them on her hips, lifting her up and down my dick. “I love you...” Now she is throwing her head back and crying out. Her inner walls clutch around me bringing on my own release.
 
   We fall back on to the bed where she curls in my arms. She whispers “I love you too, Spencer,” before I fall asleep.
 
    
 
   Chapter 25
 
    
 
   Harley
 
    
 
   When I wake up in the morning the first thing I notice is the heavy weight on top of me. I take in the weight’s musky outdoor smell and smile: Spencer.
 
   “Good morning, baby girl,” he whispers against my lips. I can feel one of his hands in my hair and I open my eyes to see that he is holding his weight with the other one.
 
   His face is really close to mine and I chuckle at the black stubble along his jaw. I don’t think I have ever seen the boy without a smooth shave. “Good morning,” I whisper back. I throw one arm over his neck and put the other at his waist. He keeps giving me sweet little kisses that make my toes curl. I feel things that I have never felt before. I never knew that love could be like this, especially with Spencer Grady. This though...this is perfect.
 
   He pulls away from my lips and looks down at me with a serious expression. “Why did you forgive me?” He asks it softly, almost like he doesn’t want to hear the answer.
 
   “When it came down to it, what you did wasn’t nearly as bad as what my dad or Dylan did. You showed remorse for it and I believe you when you say it won’t ever happen again.” He beams at me and I can’t help but beam back.
 
   “I love you so much, Harley.” He kisses my lips one more time before getting up off of the bed. He is butt-ass naked and I marvel at the fact. He bends over to pick up his boxers and I can’t help but to sigh at his tight perfect butt. The line of his back moves with his muscles as he pulls his boxers on. He turns back to me and I take in the perfect “V” of his hips, his well packed abs, and his somewhat broad shoulders. 
 
   His neck is almost graceful as it holds his head upon it. His face is soft in happiness and I feel good about that. His ebony hair is messy, but the sexy kind of messy. His pale blue eyes smile at me and I wonder how I got so lucky.
 
   “I love you too, Spencer.” At first the words sound foreign on my lips, but now they come out so easy. I feel like I should have been saying them for forever. He looks even happier after I say it. Then, his face changes; he looks like he just remembered something and it causes hurt and anger to roll over his soft features.
 
   “Let’s get up and get dressed. I have to explain to Mom where your dad is.” My stomach drops at having to tell Polly. She doesn’t deserve to have to go through this. It doesn’t seem fair. I nod before getting up to get dressed.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   I don’t make it to the conversation with Polly, seeing as Carter has decided to show up on my door step. She is really late if she is trying to be a good friend. I kind of needed her two months ago.
 
   “Spencer, just go on without me, this might take a while.” He had walked up behind me when I opened the door. He kisses my neck, which is exposed because of my ponytail.
 
   “Don’t kill her, baby girl,” he whispers for my ears only. I look back at him and nod. I also watch him walk away. What? The boy has a nice ass.
 
   I open the door all the way for Carter to come inside. She has had a disgusted look on her face since she saw Spencer kiss my neck. She can be disgusted all she wants. At least Spencer isn’t an alcoholic, druggie, groupie fucking rock star.
 
   She walks over to the couch and makes herself at home. She acts like she is fucking mad at me! She better hope she chooses her words wisely. At this point, she can go to hell.
 
   “What are you doing here, Carter?” I ask, walking toward the other side of the couch. 
 
   “Why are you still with that cheating dirt bag?” She asks with a sneer. I roll my eyes at that and decide to sit down. It really doesn’t look like I will be getting rid of her anytime soon. “Well, for starters, Spencer has been there for me throughout this whole thing. He might have screwed up, but he made up for it. I know he is sorry and that’s all I can ask for.” I shrug my shoulders. There is no way she will be able to understand.
 
   “Well it’s your choice, I guess. But don’t say I didn’t warn you when he does it again.” She gives me a pointed look. I give her one right back. 
 
   “First off, Spencer isn’t going to be doing it again. Unforeseen circumstances caused him to cheat in the first place. It’s not in his nature to cheat repeatedly. Secondly, he feels true remorse for it and that’s more than I can say about most guys who cheat.” You can even think what you want about him, but I truly believe that he won’t ever do it again.
 
   “You’re stupid if you believe that.” She crosses her arms over her chest. Carter always seems to think that we should do whatever she wants us to do. I’m honestly sick of it. I’m also sick of her being in my house judging me for a situation she isn’t even in.
 
   “Okay. I’m going to say my peace and then you are going to get the fuck out.” I blow out my breath and uncross my legs. “I’m so fucking tired of picking you up off the goddamn floor every time something happens to you! I did it because we were friends and that is what friends do. But where the fuck were you when I was dying inside because of what happened to me? Do you know who picked me up off the floor? Me. I did it, without your help.
 
   I have barely heard from you the past two months. Now that some real drama and gossip is going on with my family you show up trying to stick your big nose in the middle of it. I’m not going to have it.
 
   You’re the worst friend that anyone could have. You deserve whatever comes to you from now on. You delete my fucking number and you forget where I live. I never want to see your white trash ass again.” She has this deer-in-headlights look on her face, like she can’t believe that I told her off. It was a long time coming. I’m tired of being in a one-sided friendship. “GET OUT!” I yell at the top of my lungs to get her moving.
 
   She doesn’t say anything to me as she gets up off the couch and slams the door on her way out.
 
    
 
   Spencer
 
    
 
   I find Mom in the kitchen making coffee. She turns to me when I walk in and she smiles. When she sees my face though, that smile vanishes. I’m going to have to hurt my mom and I wish like hell I could find some way out of it.
 
   “Hey, Mom, why don’t you sit down? We have some things to talk about.” She nods her head and I see one of her hands shaking. She takes a seat at the table and I sit in front of her. “Richard got arrested last night.”
 
   She sighs out loud like she was expecting this kind of thing. “What did he do?” She looks hopeful that it’s not too bad, but little does she know..
 
   I take a deep breath before explaining things to her. “Well, he showed up at the mud party last night with a shotgun and put it to my head.” She gasps at that and goes sheet white. “Then, he confessed to murdering his wife and Mason’s father. They were having an affair, and Mrs. Maxton was scared to leave him. Harley isn’t Richard’s daughter. I guess Mrs. Maxton finally got the nerve to leave him and that’s when he killed both of them. Dean’s cousin is a cop. He was off duty last night and recorded the whole thing. They came and arrested him after that.”
 
   She doesn’t say anything for a while. I guess it’s the shock of it all. I don’t think anyone saw it in him. He was one of those guys who would give you the shirt off his back. No one knew what he was holding under the surface. “I really know how to pick them, don’t I, baby?” Tears start falling out of her eyes and my heart lurches at the sight.
 
   I haven’t seen my mom cry in years.
 
   “Don’t say that, Mom. These men pick you. You just don’t have the heart to turn them down.” I get up off the chair I am in and cross over to hers. I bend down in front of her and put my arms around her shaking shoulders. “It will be okay, Mom,” I whisper into her hair.
 
   “I knew something was off with him, I just refused to overlook it. I just wanted one man to be perfect for me. Instead I get stuck with rapists and murders.” She is sobbing so hard and all I want to do is take this pain for her.
 
   “What was off about him?” I ask softly.
 
   It takes her a minute to answer. “He was okay at first. Then when we moved in here, he started being really controlling. He even accused me of cheating one day after I got home from work. I was tired that day and didn’t want to deal with it. I honestly didn’t ever want to deal with it.” 
 
   We stay in the kitchen for a long time just holding each other. I let her cry out her disappointment and sadness for as long as she needs.
 
   After a while, she calms down and pulls out of my arms. She pats me on my shoulder before saying, “I think that I am just going to go lay down for a while, if you don’t mind.” I nod my head in answer and let her go.
 
   Harley comes in a little bit later and finds me still on the floor in front of where my mom was sitting. She sinks down behind me and wraps her arms around my waist. After a moment, I feel her silent tears soaking the back of my shirt. I turn around and scoop her up in my arms and sit us down in front of the island. I hold her in my lap and let her cry it out. I’m guessing it’s a mixture of things that have her upset: The rape, me cheating, her family’s mistakes, and the loss of Carter.
 
   It doesn’t bother me one bit. I could sit here the rest of my life with her in my arms. It’s where she needs to be. It’s where she belongs.
 
   A few hours after Mom and Harley’s tears dry, Harley’s brothers, Benton and Dakota, show up. I guess Harley had called them when Mom and I were talking. Harley hides in my lap as I tell the guys what happened. They wear matching shocked looks on their faces. None of us really know what to do after that.
 
   They quietly excuse themselves to grieve on their own.
 
   “You want to go take a nap, baby girl?” I ask her softly. All I get is a nod, but that works for me. I pick her up as I stand and carry her to my room. I lay her on the bed first before I take off my shirt and lay down beside her. I start to pull her into my side but she is already reaching for me. We lay curled together until we both fall asleep.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   My phone is ringing in my pocket but I’m too fuzzy from my nap to answer it before it stops ringing. I sigh and fish it out. It starts going off again before I even get it into my hand. The screen flashes Mason’s name. “Yeah?” I say after I hit the answer button.
 
   “Come answer the door. I want to talk to Harley,” he huffs into the phone. Well, what the hell is he calling me for. “I’ve been calling Harley’s phone all day with no answer. I got tired of that and called you.”
 
   “Hold on, I’ll ask her if she wants to talk,” he says something as I lay the phone down to wake Harley up.
 
   “Who is it?” She asks before I can even say anything. I look down at her and her dark blue eyes are already open and staring at me.
 
   “Mason. He wants to talk to you. Apparently he is at the front door.” I run my fingers through her hair as I wait for her to answer.
 
   “Yeah, I’ll talk to him.” She kisses my lips before getting up off the bed to let Mason in.
 
    
 
   Chapter 26
 
    
 
   Harley
 
    
 
   Why am I nervous? I’ve been around the guy for two whole months. I know him already. I don’t know, I guess it’s the fact I found out he is my brother still has me pretty freaked out. I went from having only two brothers to having three in just one night.
 
   His dark brown hair and gauges appear through the window on the front door. What the hell am I so nervous about? I open the door slowly, willing myself to get over the nerves. “Hey...” I trail off.
 
   “Hey. Can I come in?” I nod my head and open the door wider for him. He is wearing a white tee shirt and black pants. He is also holding a little box that has “Catherine” written on the top.
 
   “Is that for me?” I blurt out. Oh, that was just dumb. It has my name on it, so of course it is for me. “Yeah, my mom found it in my dad’s things after he died. She asked me to give it to you. I have no idea what is in it.” He shrugs his shoulders and hands over the box.
 
   I walk over to the couch where my friendship with Carter ended. That seems like a lifetime ago. I sit down and put the box in my lap. I’m curious about what could be in it, but I’m also not ready to find out.
 
   Spencer walks into the room at that moment. It’s like I conjured him with my thoughts. He comes over to the couch and sits next to me. He looks at the box and then up to my eyes. “You going to open it, baby girl?”
 
   I nod and take a deep breath before popping the lid. Inside, there are old pictures and a familiar looking doll. “Miss Betty!” I exclaim when I realize where I know the doll from. I look up at Mason before I say anything else. “I used to play with this at your house. I remember that now. When you said that we used to play together, I had no idea what you were talking about. I do now. I was so upset when I left this at your house. Mom said we couldn’t go back and get it. That was a few days before she...died.”
 
   “Yeah, you wouldn’t go anywhere without her. I was having a bad day the last time I saw you. You left her with me so that I would feel better. I felt so horrible when dad died and my mom told me I wouldn’t ever see you again.” Mason’s eyes are a little watery. It’s a strange thing to see on him. 
 
   “Well, you got her back to me. That is all that matters.” I reach into the box for the pictures and I let out a gasp when I see my mother’s face. She is sitting in the picture with a man who looks almost exactly like Mason. “You look so much like him. It’s crazy.”
 
   “Mom says I’m a spitting image.” He looks down at his phone before standing up. “I have to be somewhere. I just wanted to leave the box with you. I also wanted to tell you that, Dylan was caught attempting to rape another girl a couple towns over. He’s not going to be able to make bail this time.”
 
   “What?” Spencer and I exclaim at the same time. Mason nods his head. “The girl has a boyfriend who got worried when she didn’t come back from the bathroom. Found her knocked out in a backroom and him trying to rape her. There’s no way he will get out this time. They know he is a danger to society.” He shrugs his shoulders like this should be a well-known fact, which it should.
 
   “Are you sure you have to leave?” I ask, hopeful. I want him to be around. He is my brother I never knew I had. 
 
   “Yeah, I really do. But don’t worry, I’ll be around.” He gives me a small smile before shoving his hands in his pockets. He then turns around and heads out the front door.
 
   “I can’t believe that you are related to him. You are like polar opposites.” He wiggles his eyebrows to let me know that he is kidding. I smack him playfully on the shoulder before we settle back into the couch and look at the pictures.
 
    
 
   *****
 
    
 
   “Do you think that she will be okay?” I ask Spencer later when we are laying in his bed watching TV.
 
   “Who, Mom?” I nod my head to answer. “Yeah, she will be. She was right though, she has a way of picking out men. I think the only normal guy she ever dated was Mike.”
 
   I laugh softly at his explanation. “That’s good. He never married, you know. We should get them back together.” I wiggle my eyebrows.
 
   He chuckles and shakes his head. “What about your brothers?” He has a serious expression on his face, which is a striking difference from the laugh he just let out.
 
   “What about them?” I really don’t know. If you haven’t noticed, I’m not all that close to them. Sure they are protective of me, but that is about it. They don’t seem to want to have much to do with me.
 
   “You think they are going to fight for your dad?” He places his hand in my hair and starts running his fingers through the straight locks. 
 
   “Yes. They weren’t there. They didn’t listen to what he said. It won’t seem real to them unless they hear the tape.” I sigh and snuggle closer to his chest. “I don’t blame them, though. I wouldn’t believe it unless I heard it myself.”
 
   “Yeah, me too. You think you will ever make up with Carter?” I look up at his perfect face and smile at the way he even cares to ask me these questions.
 
   “I hope not. That bitch can go to hell. I spent the better part of my life making her feel better about herself. The second I need her for anything, where is she? Nowhere to be found. That’s not friendship. It’s a freaking babysitting job.” We both chuckle at that. “When do you go back to school?” I start to freak out on the inside, thinking of him leaving me. I know that he needs to finish school instead of sitting around here taking care of me.”
 
   “Umm...I don’t.” I blink up at him and wait for him to go on. “I’m going to go online. Got it all set up, actually. I can’t leave my mom right now. It just wouldn’t be right. She will need to find somewhere to live and all that jazz.”
 
   “She can stay with me. My brothers don’t want to live here. I don’t think I will have to fight them for it. If they do, I can play the sweet, innocent little sister card.” I smirk at that and Spencer just rolls his eyes. 
 
   “I’m happy you are staying, though. If it’s not for me.”
 
   He laughs hard at that. “I’m staying here for you, mostly. I just didn’t want you to think I stayed just because of you. I just got you back to where I want you, didn’t want you to run screaming to the hills.
 
   “I wouldn’t have done that!” He gives me a pointed look. “Okay...maybe I would have. We will never know now.” I smile really big and give him a peck on the lips.
 
   I get up off the bed and start walking for the door. “Where you going, baby girl?” He leans up on his elbows, watching my ass as I take steps. 
 
   “To go get registered for online classes. I want to get a degree too, you know.” I get to the door and open it. Before I walk out I say, “You can’t have all the fun. Though I think we will get tired of each other in about five seconds.”
 
   “I could never get tired of you, baby girl. You’re my everything.” I don’t think he has any idea what he just did to my heart.
 
   “That’s good to know. I guess I kind of like you.” He scowls at me and gets up off the bed. 
 
   When he gets to me, he wraps his arms around my waist and pulls me into his chest. “Kind of?” He lowers his mouth almost to mine, but doesn’t kiss me. He then goes for my neck, but doesn’t touch any of my skin with his lips. No, he just blows warm air on my skin. It’s kind of erotic.
 
   I keep waiting for him to actually kiss me...somewhere, though he looks like he is just out to torture me. “Fine, I fucking love you, Spencer Grady!”
 
   He chuckles and finally kisses and nibbles my neck before moving up my jaw line. When he gets to my lips he hoovers over them and whispers, “I love you, Harley Maxton, and I always will.” Then his lips finally meet mine and I feel like I am exactly where I am meant to be.
 
    
 
   The End
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Amanda Heath lives in southern Arkansas with her husband and young author. She is also the author of This Beautiful Thing. 
 
    
 
   You can stalk her here:
 
    
 
   Facebook: http://www.facebook.com/pages/Amanda-Heath-Author/366675930074785
 
   Twitter: @AHeathAuthor
 
    
 
   Goodreads: Goodreads | Amanda Heath (Author of This Beautiful Thing)
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Sneak peek of Shanora Williams new contemporary romance Hard To Resist.
 
    Releasing March 16, 2013
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Natalie Carmichael thought that Bryson Daniels would be her world. She planned a bright future with him, cherished four years with him, and couldn't have been any happier, but during graduation night, all of that changes.
Natalie walks in on Bryson cheating on her. One month after catching him in the act, she finally decides to make an escape by leaving for Florida. 
She wants to start over, have fun, and be free while also finding a way to mend her broken heart but when she meets Nolan Young, her single-life escapade doesn't last for very long. She tries to stay clear of Nolan and his desires but it's impossible for her. Nolan will do everything that he can to have her as his own, but will Natalie accept Nolan along with the problems of his past? Will she let someone else into her heart that may be even worse than Bryson?
For Natalie, Nolan will be something completely new to her. And for them both, their desires will be completely hard to resist.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter One
 
    
 
   Graduation Night
 
    
 
   “Are you ready?”
 
   Sighing, I reached for my clutch to pull out some of my best lip gloss. I bought it every time that I would go to Victoria’s Secret. It tasted just like peppermint and the only reason that I kept buying it was because Bryson loved to suck it off of my lips. I shivered just from thinking about Bryson and his velvety tongue. Whenever he would tease me, use his tongue to trace my lower lip, it would be to die for. When he used to use that same velvety tongue to caress it against my ear lobes—oh, God . . . I was in heaven.
 
   I smeared some gloss on my lips then turned to look at Gracey as I pushed the visor of the car back up just as she was pulling hers down. “You’re asking me if I’m ready but you keep checking your face,” I teased, my lips hinting at a sneer.
 
   “I know, I know.” She sighed then reached to fluff her glossy black hair. “There’s just this guy that’s going to be here. I met him at a party last week. He’s really hot—but I forgot his name.” She stole a glance at me, her eyes lost for a moment.
 
   “Does he just want your thong?” I asked.
 
   She grinned. “I don’t know. Maybe I just want his dong!” We both burst into a fit of giggles, clutching ourselves but making sure that we didn’t destroy our makeup with our tears. “But at least you won’t have to worry about that.” 
 
   She was right. I didn’t have to worry about sex that night because Bryson was there. He was my boyfriend and, technically, I could have sex with him whenever I wanted and not feel guilty about it. Just thinking of him made me grin.
 
   “Gah, you look like a love-struck idiot when you smile like that,” Gracey muttered beneath her breath before pushing the visor back up and pushing against the passenger door of the car. She shut it behind her but I continued to grin as I climbed out of the driver’s seat. Placing my lip-gloss in my clutch, I turned to face Gracey in her bright orange, skin-tight mini dress. She could have passed for a stripper (especially since her breasts were extra perky and her make-up was a bit dramatic) but she was still gorgeous. Gracey’s skin was flawless with a beautiful light-brown tint to it. Her complexion could have been compared to the color of mocha. She had brown freckles, beautiful hazel eyes, and a body that she loved to work out with.
 
   I locked the car up then walked around the hood to meet her. She studied my creamy white mini dress briefly before turning to face the large mansion that was just a few yards ahead of us, surrounded by cars. “I envy you tonight,” she hissed as we began to walk for the house in our stilettos.
 
   Chuckling, I asked, “Why?” 
 
   “Because, you look beautiful and if you want some, you can get some without even trying . . . unlike me, where I have to work for it, you don’t.”
 
   I laughed again. “Oh, trust me, Gracey. It’s graduation night. I’m sure that whoever this guy is that you’re trying to sleep with will be drunk enough for you to drag upstairs and hump for a little while. He won’t mind.”
 
   “Euch.” Gracey’s face pinched. “Don’t make me sound like a tramp.”
 
   “I’d hate to burst your bubble but . . .” She scowled and I gave her a teasing grin. “I’m only kidding, Gracey. I love you and after these four years of working our asses off, we deserve a little fun. High school would have been hell without you.”
 
   “Same here. I wouldn’t have survived biology or history without you as my study buddy.”
 
    I nodded and began to smile but that smile faded as we approached the large oak door. Gracey looked at me, wide-eyed, and we both could tell that it was really going down inside. We could hear it, feel it. Most students of West Ashley High School of South Carolina were there. We had all graduated and we were all partying with no regrets.
 
   “You ready?” I asked, glancing at Gracey who was tugging her dress down.
 
   “Been ready.” Reaching for the door knob, she finally swung it open and it was just like a jungle-gym inside. As soon as we stepped in, people were making out, red cups were spread all over the floor. The lights were dim and the thick stench of sweat and beer filled my lungs. I tried my hardest not to breathe it in as I shut the door behind us while looking up at the spiral staircase that was on my right. There were couples on the stairs, too. They were making out and some I would have thought were having sex by the way their legs were intertwined and their tongues were lodged down each other’s throats.
 
   “I see him!” Gracey yelled over the music. The song changed and as it did, the lights went out, the room grew darker, but the flickers of rave lights began to shine. “I’ll find you later, kay?” she called, already drifting away from me. Nodding, I watched her meet a tall, fair-skinned guy with cropped hair and his lip pierced. He had on a tight black T-shirt, skinny blue jeans, and his arms were toned, as if he worked out every day. He really was hot and now I can see why Gracey was so ready to be all over him.
 
   I pulled my phone out to text Bryson immediately. I knew he was around because he’d told me that he was going to help set up the DJ stand. The guy hosting the party was Bryson’s best friend. Bryson was always at that exact mansion whenever he wanted to make an escape.
 
   I waited ten minutes. I’d even grabbed a drink. But I didn’t get a text back. It wasn’t like Bryson to hold off on texting me—although lately he’d been drifting away from me more and more. Looking towards the spiral staircase, I figured that if he wasn’t downstairs, he was most likely upstairs with his best friend, Mark. I pushed through the thick sea of the crowd, passing by people with their plastic red cups in hand, until I was near the staircase. I hopped up the stairs quickly, stepping between the couples having make-out-sex until it was clear. The music had grown quieter up there but the bass was thumping against the soles of my feet. I passed by the first four rooms until I reached the last one. The last room was Mark’s room and if Bryson wasn’t in there, I didn’t know where the hell he could have been. 
 
   I knocked on the door and heard stumbling of some kind. They’re in there. I knocked again but no one answered so I twisted the knob, stepped inside, but as I did my heart failed to beat.
 
   Clutching the door knob, I stared in horror while choking on my next breath and wishing that I had never gone upstairs. My hands began to tremble but I couldn’t pull my sight away from it.
 
   Bryson hopped from the bed quickly, reaching for his jeans to tug them over his legs. “Nat,” he said while staring at me with wide eyes.
 
   I remained speechless, looking from him to the blonde bitch lying on the bed with a smirk. It was Sara Manx. I hated her with a passion. She’d always been trying to find a way to get between Bryson and I and I guess she’d found a way because there he was, just lying on top of her, sweating like he’d just ran for an hour on a treadmill.
 
   I couldn’t even speak. I didn’t want to. I wanted to pretend that none of it had happened. I spun around and began to march down the hall but he caught me by the hook of my arm. I shoved him away, feeling my chest tighten. Tears pricked and stung at my eyes but I wasn’t going to let Sara get to me. She wanted this. She wanted to see us fight and to see us unhappy. And, to be honest, she’d won.
 
   “Nat, please,” Bryson begged but I pushed him against his sweaty, bare chest harder.
 
   “Fuck you, Bryson! How could you do this to me—with her?” He clutched my wrists, forcing me to eye him but I couldn’t. He had the most beautiful emerald green eyes ever but I began to hate them. I began to despise everything about him. I told myself that he wasn’t worth the tears and that I didn’t need him, but it was a lie. Bryson and I had promised to grow old and happy together. To have children and to raise them correctly. He’d promised me so much. A beautiful wedding, a romantic honeymoon—all of it. But that had gone down the drain. That was no more.
 
   “Let go of me,” I growled through my teeth.
 
   “Nat, I’m sorry!” He removed one of his hands from my wrist to cup my jawline but I pulled away.
 
   “Don’t touch me!” I scowled, feeling the tears ride along my cheeks.
 
   “What the hell is going on?”
 
   I spun around to face Mark who was looking at us both with wide eyes. I jerked away from Bryson while his guard was down and stomped around Mark, the one who had hosted the party. I figured that Mark knew something about this whole ordeal. He had too. They’re best friends. Bryson tells Mark everything.
 
   “Natalie,” Mark called after me as I clambered down the stairs. I ripped my clutch open to pull my keys out. Pushing through the crowd, I searched for Gracey who I’d found on the dance floor. I gripped her wrist and drug her out of the room. 
 
   “Hey—Natalie! What are you doing?” she whined over the music but I ignored her. I continued to push through the sea of bodies, not caring about who I’d hit or what elbows I was throwing to get them out of my way. I just wanted to get the hell out of there. And fast. 
 
   I finally reached the door and stepped out into the night air. I continued to drag Gracey down until I was at the last stoop. But as I reached the bottom, I couldn’t hold it in anymore. I fell against Grace’s shoulder and her whole body tensed before she wrapped her arms around me. 
 
   “Hey, Nat, what’s wrong?” she asked, her voice lowering to a coo. She pushed me back by the shoulders to take a look at my face. She studied the grief in my eyes, the hurt taking over every single one of my features. “What did he do?” she growled.
 
   “I caught him cheating on me . . . with Sara Manx.”
 
   She gasped, her eyes wild with bewilderment. “Sara Manx! What the fuck is his problem?” She pulled her hands away from me to turn around and march up the stone steps. She gripped the door knob, pushed in, but as soon as the door was open, Mark was stepping out, his eyes still wide and confused.
 
   “What the hell are you doing? Move,” Gracey scowled, trying to push Mark aside.
 
   “You’re not going back in there to cause drama, Grace.” Mark’s voice was humble. He looked up from her eyes and spotted me, the helpless, idiotic girl that’d just been cheated on. He shut the door behind him but gripped onto Grace’s wrist and dragged her down the stairs. 
 
   Mark, let go of me,” she grunted as she struggled to pull her arm free. He ignored her with his eyes still on me. There was no point for Grace to fight. Mark was like a brick wall. He’d finally decided to release Grace as he stopped less than an inch away from me.
 
   “Did you know about this?” I asked before taking a step back.
 
   “Natalie, I swear to you that I didn’t know,” he pleaded. “Bryson is a fucking idiot. He knew that if he would have told me I would have told you so he kept it to himself.” He reached for me and pulled me in by the shoulders for a tight hug. Mark always did have comforting hugs. “Nat, you’re my best friend. I would never allow anyone to cheat on you. I promise I didn’t know.”
 
   I nodded against his chest, feeling the tears building up within me. My throat scratched for tears and I released them. I choked on each sob, still disbelieving that he’d really done that to me. Four years with him, and that’s how it had ended? Four years and this is how I’m paid?
 
   For a very long time, I knew that my heart would remain shattered. And for a very long time, I was going to stay clear of falling in love.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Two
 
    
 
   One month later
 
    
 
   Shoving the last suitcase into the trunk feels unbelievably odd. I sigh, glancing down at the trunk of my white Camry. Things after dumping Bryson have never felt so bad. Mom says that I’m running away but I don’t think of it that way. I think of it as getting a new start. Leaving has to be the best thing because at least when I leave, I’ll have many things to do to occupy my time. My mind will be distracted and living with Harper will be a blast.
 
   Harper has been my best friend since we were younger. She’s two years older than me and we’re like sisters. She moved to Miami, Florida during my senior year to go off to college and I haven’t seen her since. Her parents have rented her a condo down there and I’m beyond ready to see her. I told her about Bryson and she immediately told me to come down. I’ll be staying with Harper for a few months—until I can find a job and arrange enough money to live on my own. I may even go to a community college down there. I just can’t continue to stay with my parents in South Carolina and that’s mainly because Bryson tries to come to my house every day just to apologize.  
 
   Nothing that he says can make up for what he did to me. I will never trust him again. Ever since the night of that graduation party, I’ve shut my emotions off. I’ve stuffed them in a jar and sealed that jar tight. I won’t be opening that jar for a very long time. Maybe never again.
 
   He’s honestly a fool if he thinks that I will talk to him. He blows my phone up constantly. He even tries to get Mark to speak for him but Mark is on my side. Mark doesn’t condone cheating and I hate that I blamed him for covering up for Bryson. Mark was furious, especially since Bryson had sex on his bed with Sara the Slut.
 
   “You all set, Natty?” 
 
   I turn around quickly to face my dad. He looks like he hasn’t caught any sleep in days but that’s most likely because he and my mom have been arguing a lot lately and he’s been sleeping on the sofa. People tell me that my father and I look alike but I believe that they only say that because we have the same chocolate brown eyes. My mother on the other hand, we have the same button nose, the same plush, pink lips, the same almond-shaped eyes, and the same silky red-brown hair.
 
   “Yeah,” I sigh, turning to face him. “I’m all set. I should get out of here while it’s still early, huh?” I ask, forcing a smile.
 
   He nods with a sigh as well. “You should. Eight hours is a long drive. Might as well knock ‘em out.” He looks me over with worried eyes as I clutch my keys in my hand. I know that look very well. It’s the look that he always gives me when he thinks that I’m reminiscing or that I’m still torn. It happened a month ago but every day, he worries himself about it. “You go down there and have some fun with Harper,” he says, raking his fingers through his dark hair. A few streaks of grey fall against his forehead before he brushes them away.
 
   “I’ll be fine, Dad. Promise.”
 
   “I trust that you will. Your mother said to call her as soon as you hit Florida.”
 
   “Yeah, I know. I’ll call her. She should be off of work by then.” He nods as he looks me over again. He then stretches his arms outward, that being his signal for me to walk into them and give him a hug. I grip onto him tightly and he sighs as he rubs my back. 
 
   “I love you, Nat. Have a safe trip.” 
 
   “I love you, too.”
 
   He releases me then presses his lips together. I head for the driver’s side of the car and he watches me hop in. “If you get lost, use the GPS!” he calls before turning for the house. “It’s a 2012 version with TTS and hands-free calling so if you get lost, call for help.”
 
   “I will!” I call back, even though I don’t know what the hell he’s talking about. I peer out of the window and watch him nod slightly. I wait for a moment but he remains in the center of the driveway. I know he isn’t going to go in until I am out of the neighborhood. Cranking the car, I blow a kiss at him and then pull out of the driveway, making my way to a new destination. To a new place that I hope won’t linger on depression, heartbreak, and pain.
 
   ****
 
   Eight hours later and I’m in Miami, Florida. I release a huge breath of relief as I cruise through the city. Nightfall has just hit and it’s a Friday night. The streets are far from clear but they amaze me. On every corner is a night club with lines that extend from the door to the end of the block. I pull my cell out and dial Harper’s number. She answers after the second ring.
 
   “Natalie! Are you here?” she screams.
 
   “Yes I am. I’m driving through the city right now. What road do I turn on?”
 
   “At the end of the street, you’ll see a tall white building. My condo is in the Infinity Condominiums at Brickell. You can’t miss it unless . . . .”
 
   Harper’s voice continues to ring but I slam on my brakes and my body jerks forward quickly. The wheels of my car come to a screech as I toss my phone to the passenger seat, breathing heavily and gripping the wheel with broad eyes. Staring through the windshield, I notice that someone tall and in a black muscle T-shirt is staring back at me with wide-eyes as well. 
 
   His hands are firmly planted on the hood of my car and, luckily, I missed him by what looks like almost an inch. My heart starts to settle but the beats are still heavy. Climbing out of the car, I rush to the hood but as he stands up and looks down at me with soft grey eyes, I gasp. He is beautiful. His face is . . . ridiculously stunning. Chiseled perfectly. His dark-brown hair is cropped and tousled yet it’s delicious. 
 
   “Are you alright?” His deep voice purrs, humming throughout me, making every part of me flutter softly like the wings of a gentle hummingbird. I continue to stare at him. His broad chest, his jeans that are fit to him snuggly. My gaze meets his again but this time there is a hint of a smile on his lips. Tilting his head lightly, he crosses his arms across his defined chest while continuing to look me over. He licks his bottom lip before speaking again. “Are you okay?” He narrows his eyes innocently.
 
   I nod stupidly, feeling my hair shaking against my shoulders.
 
   His chuckle rumbles and I liquefy as my bones turn into Jell-O. “I’m sorry that I ran out like that. I thought I could make it across before you rolled past. I guess I’m not as fast as I thought. That was a close one though, huh?” He grins but I continue to stare at him, my face still dumbstruck. How can a beautiful man like him be so simple? So casual? I’ve never seen such a person. Most gorgeous men like him are usually cocky and a stunt like this would have ticked them off. Cocky people usually blame the whole world for their idiotic actions. He steps in closer and I inhale sharply, forgetting to breathe. “You alright? I’m sorry . . .,” He reaches his hand out to touch me—to most likely see if I’m alive—but I take a leap back as I shake my head and finally begin to breathe again.
 
   “I’m alright—I’m fine,” I breathe. “I’m just glad that I didn’t . . . run over you.”
 
   He raises both of his eyebrows. “Oh. Good.” Sighing, he rocks on his heels while tucking the tips of his fingers into his back pockets. “I guess I’ll just be on my way then.” He gives me a charming, heart throbbing smile and to my surprise, I haven’t fallen backwards from a mesmerizing heart attack. His smile is dazzling and his teeth, perfect. Everything about that face of his is perfect. He is undeniably handsome and he has charm. Something that I should steer clear of. “Again, I’m sorry,” he murmurs, his lips quirking up at the corners as his eyes scan me. “Have a great night.”
 
   I remain glued in my tracks and although people are beeping and yelling for me to get the hell out of their way, I’m frozen. Stuck. How in the hell can he do this to me? I don’t even know him. His beauty can’t cause me to go this numb with adoration . . . can it?
 
   His footsteps fade and I finally find the will to tear the soles of my sandals from the asphalt and march for my open car door. I have to get to Harper ASAP.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Three
 
    
 
   “OH MY GOSH!”
 
   My body is squeezed tightly as Harper wraps her thin arms around me. I giggle as I hang onto her while she bounces up and down like a six-year-old doped up on candy. After a minute of hugging, she pulls away to look me over. “You look amazing, Nat! I’ve missed you!” she screeches then tugs me in before slamming the door behind us.
 
   “You look even better!” And I’m not kidding. Harper is gorgeous and always has been. But unlike four years ago when her hair touched her shoulder blades, her straight blonde hair has been cut and layered to touch her shoulders. Her hair fits around her oval-shaped face beautifully. Her makeup is done (like how it always was) and she is still in shape—still the skinny-mini that won’t gain a pound, no matter how much she eats. There is still a rosy red tint to her cheeks and she is still fit. I have to admit that due to my “depression” I had ended up gaining at least five pounds. But Gracey dragged me to the gym every day for a whole month before she ended up getting grounded. Now I use working out as an escape.
 
   “Were you going somewhere?” I ask, studying her skin-tight plum dress with a cleavage V on the front that cuts down to the middle of her stomach. It’s a club dress. She can’t possibly be trying to go out tonight . . . not tonight. “Harper,” I groan as she grins widely, revealing a full set of square white teeth.
 
   “Please, Natalie,” she begs, batting her heavily mascaraed eyelashes. “You really need to have fun on this first night. It will be a way to celebrate your arrival. I know a lot of people that would love to meet you. We can settle and unpack tomorrow because tonight, we will own it. I know the manager of the club and he gave me a pass for you and me to drink free, no matter the age. I’m not letting you wallow in self-pity—at least not on my watch. Now, come on. Let’s get dressed,” she insists, eyeing the suitcase in my hand.
 
   “Sorry to tell you, Harp, but I don’t own any more club or party dresses. I gave them all away.”
 
   She narrows her crystal-blue eyes at me. “I know you’re lying,” she accuses. “And even if you didn’t, I have plenty. Come on,” she demands again, gripping onto my wrist and dragging me past her brown leather sofas to get to her bedroom. “Let’s get you dolled up.” I groan as she leads the way towards her room. There is no way of winning with Harper but I have to admit that she’s right. 
 
   As soon as all of my things would have been unpacked, I would have curled up with a container of butter pecan Haagen-Dazs ice-cream and watched movies all night. I would have been a complete fat and lazy ass woman but I would have settled with it. I guess I do need to get out. I need to follow my own advice because tonight marks my new start. I will live it up, have fun, and I won’t think about Bryson Daniels . . . the guy that ripped and tore my heart to pieces. 
 
   ****
 
   An hour later and we’re inside a night club called LIV. I must admit that it is live. People are everywhere, dancing, grinding, and partying with the night theme. I honestly don’t want to party because of the simple fact that parties remind me of him. But I have to get over that. I have to realize that fun can still happen without him.
 
   “Isn’t this great?” Harper asks, handing me a shot glass full of some sort of vodka while bobbing to the music. I grab the glass from her while nodding my head. 
 
   “It’s amazing. I’m glad you talked me into it!” I shout over the bass.
 
   “You needed to get out!” she shouts back. She raises her glass to clank hers with mine. “This is for fun . . . tonight. No worries!” 
 
   “To fun!”
 
   Our glasses clank again and we both immediately toss our drinks back. My face pinches but I take it like how I used to during spring break. Drinking was never a problem for me. I loved to drink whenever I went out. It loosened me up a lot and made me feel like a free woman.
 
   Now that I think on it, maybe more drinks are what I need. Harper and I walked to this club so we wouldn’t need a ride. We can easily walk back home. There’s nothing holding me back from getting wasted. I’ve had two shots already. Two more and I’ll be the next thing closest to a free woman. “I’m gonna go grab another shot.”
 
   Harper grins as she hands me the platinum drinking pass that the club manager had given us. I was completely surprised when he’d let us in so easily. Harper must have done something really dirty for him to accept me into his twenty-one and older club. He couldn’t keep his eyes off of her. “While you’re at it, make the hot guy to our right buy you one. He won’t keep his eyes off of you.”
 
   I frown slightly, looking from Harper to the tall, broad body to my right. My eyes widen as his meet mine. He’s already staring at me, his lips hinting at a smile. His arms are folded across his chest and the sole of his right foot is pinned against the wall behind him.  On his right is another really hot guy with long and wavy sandy-blonde hair and a lip piercing but that guy can’t even compare to the one that’s staring at me. It’s the same guy from earlier. The one that I’d almost ran over. I tear my gaze away to look at Harper who is now looking at me inconspicuously.
 
   “Do you know him?”
 
   “Nope,” I say, popping the P.
 
   “He seems interested. You should give him a dance, at least.”
 
   “Not right now,” I murmur. “I’m gonna go get us some more shots.” She nods then makes her way towards the dance floor. I can tell that the drinks are already getting to her. She’s had two rounds of tequila and three shots of vodka. I won’t bring her a shot back. I head for the bar, pushing through the crowd until I spot the glowing countertops. I spot an open seat and rush for it but as I do, someone steps in my way, blocking me from taking it.
 
   “Oh, I’m sorry,” the person says.
 
   “I was going to sit there—”
 
    I completely stop talking as he stands before me again. He tilts his head softly, gazing down at me with his hand placed on the bar stool. His lips are still hinting at a pleased smile and his grey eyes are still soft, still beautiful and surrounded by lush eyelashes. “This is the second time that you’ve almost crashed into me. We should be more careful,” he says, leaning down so I can hear him over the music. I inhale to take in his scent. He smells delicious and fresh like the aroma of masculine body wash with a hint of spice. He has the natural scent that always makes a man smell completely irresistible.
 
   Continuing my gaze at him, I take a step back to get some space between us. He takes a step back as well, but it’s only to offer me the bar stool. “By all means.”
 
   With a sigh, I step past him to sit on the stool. I can still feel him hovering behind me, waiting to say his next pick-up line. His body is close. His breath is warm as it trickles against my bare shoulders and causes my skin to prickle and crawl. “You wouldn’t mind if I sat with you, would you?” 
 
   I shake my head. “Free country.”
 
   He chuckles, stealing the seat on my right. Good thing my hair is covering my face, otherwise he would see how scarlet I am. It’s suddenly grown hot and I’m not sure if it’s because of the shots of alcohol or if it’s because he is that damn hot and can change the atmosphere from casual to steamy. What in the hell is going on with this guy? How can he affect a girl like this—a brokenhearted one at that? I shouldn’t care.
 
   “Would you like a drink?” he asks.
 
   “I’ll be fine getting my own.”
 
   I sneak a peek at him but he’s already looking at me, his eyes soft and not phased at all by my response. “That’s weird because most girls that come here beg to have their drinks bought for them. What makes you any different?”
 
   The anger tunnels its way out of me as I turn to look at him. “Don’t compare me to other women. I’m not them,” I hiss.
 
   “You’re not?”
 
   “No.” I scowl, turning away from him and his cocky demeanor. No wonder he’s making me feel this way about him. Perhaps he is cocky in his own way.
 
   “I must be making you mad. I’m sorry. I can just tell that you’re not from here.”
 
   “Oh yeah,” I sigh. “How?”
 
   “Well, for one, I saw your license plate.” He smiles heavily. “And two . . . well, look at you.” His eyes travel from mine to my lacey pink halter-top and black mini-skirt. My clothes are skin tight but nowhere near as tight as Harper’s are on her. “You’re dressed, stating that you only show a certain amount of skin and that if anyone wants to see the rest, they have to work for it. Most of the women from here, they’ll wear almost nothing. Your sense of style, on the other hand, amazes me.” I roll my eyes then lean forward to flag the bartender down. He’s trying to run his game on me. That’s most definitely not gonna work. He chuckles again, raking his fingers through his hair. “You’re tough,” he admits. Eyeing him briefly, I force myself to keep my mouth sealed. “I guess that’s what’s reeling me in.”
 
   His irises are still soft as he observes every inch of bare skin on my body. He stares at my legs the longest before returning his gaze on mine. “Has anyone ever told you how rude it is to stare?” I snap.
 
   “I didn’t think admiring was the same thing as staring.”
 
   Heat slides to my lower belly before sneaking its way between my legs. I flush and tear my gaze away again. I definitely need another drink. The bartender finally comes up to me and I show him the pass before ordering another round of shots. The sooner I’m away from this guy, the better. The bartender pours two shots quickly and I reach in my bra for a bill as a tip but the hot guy beside me places a ten dollar bill down on the counter before I can even get to it. “Consider that an apology.”
 
   Standing from his stool, he looks at me once more before turning and making his way through the crowded sea of people. I watch until he disappears within all of the bobbing heads and stretched arms before I turn to grab my shots quickly and chuck them both down, back-to-back. I slam the glasses down then rush for the dance floor to do something that I know I’ll probably regret tomorrow.
 
   But this is my new start and I might as well make the most of it. If I think about it too much, it won’t be fun. Another techno song plays loudly as I push through the crowd until I see him. I spin him around and he stares down at me, his eyes wide with a spark of confusion.
 
   “I’m Natalie,” I breathe. “Dance with me?”
 
   He tilts his head softly. “Nolan,” he murmurs as he leans in to place his lips against my ear. Unexpected heat drowns my entire body as he pulls back but grabs my hand to turn me around. The music seems to get louder, my mind is swimming, and here I am with a really sexy Nolan guy. I start to dance like I never have before. The drinks are really getting to me now. I’m not Sober Natalie that would usually tell this Nolan guy to fuck off or to leave me alone. Right now, my broken heart no longer matters. All that matters is if I’m having fun. And I am.
 
   Nolan leans his head down as I tilt mine back, still grinding and moving with the music. My hips are glued between his as his hardness presses into me, turning me on even more. At least I can still make someone want me.
 
                 “What made you change your mind?” he asks, his voice buzzing against my ear again. He places his hands around my waist as I continue to move, twisting and dipping my hips with the bass of the music.
 
   “Life’s too short.”
 
   His chuckle rumbles from the heart of his chest. He then spins me around to face him. We both stop moving as we stare into one another’s eyes. “What do you say we go talk over some drinks?”
 
   I nod then turn and stand on my toes to look over the crowd for Harper. I see her, dancing with some guy that I’m sure she doesn’t know. Nolan grips my hand and leads the way through the crowd. I bite back on a smile as we reach the stairs and he begins to walk up, still holding my hand. Why is this so exhilarating? I can’t believe I’ve actually caught his attention. This guy wants to chat and drink with me. I have to do this. I’m having too much fun to try and stop it and for once, I could give a shit less about Bryson. Bryson can kiss my ass.
 
   Nolan continues to lead the way through various leather couches. The lights are still dim and I have to admit that I’m feeling every shot that I’ve taken. I’m getting lightheaded, giggly. All I want to do is dance, move with the rhythm of the beats. I shut my eyes briefly, enjoying the bass and letting it drum through my blood as I bob my head. It isn’t until Nolan has squeezed my hand that I realize that we are sitting.
 
   “Are you okay?” he asks, chuckling.
 
   I giggle. “You want me to be honest?” 
 
   “As honest as you want to be.”
 
   “I’m beyond okay. I feel great. I feel free.”
 
   “Am I making you feel that way already?” he teases. He leans in closer with his hand still glued to mine.
 
   “Maybe.”
 
   “A “maybe” is good enough with me when it’s coming from someone like you.”
 
   “What is that supposed to mean?” I ask, trying to hold back on a few giggles.
 
   “It means that you have thick skin. For a second, I felt like giving up. That’s never happened to me with any woman before.”
 
   “So you’re saying that you pick up a lot of easy women from clubs?” I look him over this time, narrowing my eyes playfully.
 
   “Not as many as you’re thinking, I’m sure.” He gives a charming smile and my heart stumbles over the next beat as another hot wave of heat works its way between my legs again.
 
   “How do you do that?” I try to murmur to myself.
 
   “Do what?” he asks quickly. I blink repetitively as I pull my hand away. If there is one side of being drunk that I don’t like, it’s the fact that I don’t hold my tongue. I always say what’s on my mind and do what I feel is right. I’m careless when I’m drunk. Nolan looks at me, his clear grey eyes confused. “What am I doing?”
 
   I shrug. “I don’t know. When you smile I feel all girly and weird . . .,” I pause as he flashes another smile and once again I liquefy. “See!” I shriek over the music. “That!” I point out.
 
   He chuckles again while holding his hands out innocently. “I’m not doing anything!” he pleads. “I’m just being myself.”
 
   “Yourself?” 
 
   “Myself,” he says coolly, smirking. “Would you like another drink?”
 
   “Sure,” I nod. He stands from the silver sofa quickly.
 
   “I’ll be back. It will literally take me like two seconds. Please, just don’t leave.” His face grows serious and his eyes harden just a bit. He thinks I’m going to bail on him? Maybe he really is into me. But I don’t need him to be into me right now. I don’t need him to feel anything towards me. I just want a one-night-stand. I don’t want any feelings involved. I prepare my lips to speak on it but he’s already making his way towards the bar, his hips swinging in a manly, seductive way. Sighing, I slouch back against the leather sofa.
 
   What have I gotten myself into?
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