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    Introduction 
 
      
 
      
 
    Alright, so maybe I’m not as much of a loser as I had thought. 
 
    That was certainly proven as I took my rightful spot by Noah’s side. It’s exactly where I belong. Now my only challenge is holding on to it. Am I enough for him? or better yet, is he enough for me? 
 
    I’ve gone through hell and back over the past few weeks. Falling for a guy like Noah Cage, the pack leader, isn’t exactly a walk in the park. Noah comes with a fan club; a wild pack of groupies, all of whom want nothing more than to take my place, and they don’t care if they need to draw blood to do it. Monica was proof of that. 
 
    There’s no way I’m giving in that easy. I watched him slip through my fingers once. It won’t be happening again. 
 
    Monica needs to pay for what she did to me and I sure as hell am going to use her as an example for everyone else. Henley Bronx is not a girl you want to mess with. 
 
    From now on, I’m their new queen. They bow to me. 
 
    Only, maybe it’s not them I need to be watching out for. Maybe this time, the threat is coming from somewhere else, somewhere I never thought to look, and it might just have the power to change me. 
 
      
 
    WARNING: The Haven Falls Series is a Young Adult / New Adult Romance filled with LOL moments, teenage angst, and of course, all the swoon worthy moments I know you’re all dying for. This series is recommended for mature readers due to cursing and sexual content. If this offends you, then steer clear of this bad boy romance! 
 
    For everyone else, dive in and have fun! 
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 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    I slam my foot on the gas of Noah’s white Camaro and grin to myself as Rivers' body is thrown back against the chair of the backseat, his legs flying up before he starts desperately scrambling around for something to hold onto. 
 
    “Shit,” he grunts as Noah latches onto the ‘holy shit’ bar beside me, probably as panicked as Rivers, though he’d never show it. 
 
    All I can do is laugh.  
 
    This is going to be so much fun. I still can’t believe Noah’s letting me do this, but a dare is a dare and the second he claimed I was a pussy, I had no other choice but to go through with it. 
 
    Noah gave me a crash course on how to actually do this, and here we are, about to do the stupidest thing Rivers could have possibly come up with. I knew getting involved in ‘Ultimate Truth or Dare’ with Tully, Noah, and Rivers was just asking for trouble, but who would have ever known this was going to happen?  
 
    The Camaro shoots past the student parking lot and onto the back football field which hasn’t been used in years. I fly past the old burned bleachers and head towards my target - the very center of the football field. 
 
    Dread fills me the closer I get, but I hardly have a chance to think about it. The car is moving too fast and before I know it, Noah is calling out, making sure I don’t miss my shot, “Now!” 
 
    I don’t hesitate. 
 
    I turn the steering wheel hard to the left and scream out as the back of the car spins out in a donut. 
 
    Rivers is thrown across the back seat as I try to remember the importance of keeping my eyes open. I don’t let up on the gas and my knuckles on the steering wheel quickly turn bone white. 
 
    “Fuck me,” Noah booms out as the feel of the car going around in circles starts to make me feel sick. “You’re actually doing it.” 
 
    I scream out again, but this time it’s not filled with fear or panic, it’s downright heart racing, excitement. I glance up in the rear view mirror and take in the grass and mud being ripped up under the tires. “Shit, we’re going to get in so much trouble for this,” I laugh. 
 
    “No, you’re going to get in so much trouble for this,” Rivers corrects me. “You’re the one behind the wheel.” 
 
    “You’re the one who dared me,” I shoot back as I look across at Noah. “How do I make it stop?” I demand over the sound of Rivers’ howling laughter, the deafening music, and the sound of my pulse thumping in my ears. 
 
    “Come off the gas and steer out of it,” Noah instructs, bracing himself against the dash as the wind whips through the window and splays my hair across my face. 
 
    My eyes widen in fear. “What?” I demand. “Won’t it roll?” 
 
    “No,” he laughs. “You’ll be fine.” 
 
    I don’t move a muscle. 
 
    “Just hit the brake,” Rivers calls out. 
 
    “She’ll get stuck in all the mud.” 
 
    “So?”  
 
    “So?” Noah grunts with a scoff. “Who the hell is going to pull it out? Tully?” 
 
    “Too fucking late,” I call over their bickering, finding a pair of balls. “I’m doing it.” 
 
    With that, I come off the gas and turn the wheel the other way. It puts up a little resistance from the divots I’ve made in the grass, but nonetheless, the car steers out of the donut without rolling, giving my racing heart a chance to finally calm down. 
 
    I drive across the football field for a few moments until the car is out of ‘getting stuck’ territory and bring the Camaro to a stop with both my hands resting on the steering wheel. “Holy shit,” I gasp, still trying to calm my heart, “that was insane.” 
 
    Rivers laughs and throws himself back against the chair. “That was fucking awesome. I can’t believe you just did that.” 
 
    Noah turns to me with a wicked grin. “I bet you won’t do it again.” 
 
    I shake my head. “Don’t even think about it. I completed my dare and besides, Tully is up.” 
 
    At the mention of her name, I can’t help but glance back towards the student parking lot where she’s currently running from. She insisted on not being in the car with us in case it all went south, and the boys were quick to agree. I would never have been able to forgive myself if something had happened and she’d been hurt. 
 
    Tully heads our way with a shitload of students right behind her, all laughing, in complete disbelief that I just went through with it. It doesn’t go unnoticed that the students aren’t the only ones coming this way; our principal Mr. Evans is on his way too and he looks less than impressed. 
 
    My hands shake as I release the steering wheel and cut the engine. Noah can put his car back in the lot himself. I think I’ve had just about enough driving for one day. 
 
    “Uh oh,” I hear Noah murmur as I barge my way out of the car. 
 
    The second my feet land on the ground, Tully crashes into me. “That was awesome,” she shrieks as the boys get out and join us. 
 
    I can’t help but look over her shoulder and take in Mr. Evans who’s just about on us. “Quick,” I tell with a sly grin. “Truth or Dare?” 
 
    The boys’ eyes whip our way, curious to know where the hell this is going. After all, this game isn’t easy. The dares have been crazy and so far, nobody has been brave enough to choose truth. You don’t want to choose truth only to have someone ask a question that you’re not prepared to answer, and trust me, in this small group there’s a few too many unanswered questions. 
 
    Tully dared Noah to jump from the top of the house into a shallow blow up pool, belly flop style, while Noah dared Rivers to show up naked at a Broken Hill party, stand front and center for everyone to see and perform the ‘Windmill’ for a full minute. I must admit, he did admirably while Tully watched on with a satisfied grin, probably loving the moment more than she should have. 
 
    Then it was my turn with the donuts, and now Tully. 
 
    Her eyes flick between us with panic. “Shit. Ok, um….” Cringe. “Dare.” 
 
    “I dare you to get us out of this, no matter the cost.” 
 
    Her eyes widen again as the boys start laughing, knowing well and truly that I’m asking the impossible right now. “How the hell am I supposed to do that?” she seethes under her breath. 
 
    “Babe,” Rivers grins. “I had to whip my dick around in circles. Do you have any idea how fucking uncomfortable that was? If I can do that, then you can find a way to do this.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “You three,” Mr. Evans’ booming voice roars across the field in a tone I wasn’t quite prepared for as the angry vein in his forehead seems to bulge out of his face. “My office. NOW!” 
 
    I grin at Tully as I hand her Noah’s car keys. “Showtime.” 
 
    She cringes, and with that, Noah, Rivers, and I follow Mr. Evans up to his office. 
 
    We’ve been sitting outside Principal Evans’ office for twenty long minutes, and to be honest, I’m starting to panic. I don’t usually get in trouble. I’m not exactly a prude and I’m certainly no stranger to lunchtime detentions, but tearing up the grass with reckless driving due to not being able to deny a dare….that’s a whole different ball game. 
 
    I get fidgety and slide my hands down my thighs, desperately needing something to take my mind off the fact that Tully hasn’t stormed through the door with some ridiculous plan to get us out of this yet.  
 
    Noah’s hand comes down on my leg, stopping my hand from sliding back and forth. “Calm down,” he grins as though he hasn’t got a care in the world. “She’ll come through.” 
 
    “I don’t see how,” I whisper yell. “It was a stupid dare. She might be willing to do some ridiculous things, but she can’t pull off the impossible.” 
 
    Rivers murmurs beside me, keeping his eyes locked on Principal Evans’ office, making sure he can’t overhear our conversation. “Believe me, Tully would go to extraordinary lengths to keep us out of trouble. She’ll save our asses.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “No, buts,” Rivers says, having complete faith in her before repeating himself. “She’ll save our asses, and I don’t doubt, it will be done in true Tully style.” 
 
    I look back to Noah who gives me a definite nod, trying to ease my worries. “So, why the hell is she taking so long?” 
 
    “Why do you think?” Noah chuckles, squeezing my hand. “She’s making us sweat.” 
 
    As I grin at Noah, Principal Evans’ door is swung open with such ferocity, I fear it might break off the hinges. We all launch to our feet as his eyes scan over the three of us while walking forward. “Right, you three get your as-” 
 
    The door of the student office is swung open before a sun-kissed, stiletto wearing, green eyed beauty comes strutting in like absolute hot shit. Tully has a black dress to die for, her hair done up, showing off her long neck, and just enough makeup to make her look like every man’s perfect wet dream. 
 
    Rivers mouth instantly drops as Noah’s eyes widen in shock, probably in disbelief that the woman walking before him is his twin sister. “Fuck me,” he murmurs under his breath with a slight shake of his head, letting on just how pissed off he is about this. Noah hates it when she leaves the house and her skirt sits anywhere above her knees, but there’s not much he can do about it. This though, seeing her strutting around, showing off the sexy curves of her body would be killing him. I don’t doubt he’s desperate to grab her and run away before anyone can feast their eyes on her. I can only imagine what Rivers would be thinking. 
 
    Principal Evans’ head whips around at the sound of her heels on the floor to find Tully’s eyes boring into his as she walks towards him with intent and desire pouring out of her. 
 
    Rivers instinctively takes a step towards her and my hand shoots out, catching him before he has a chance to ruin her plan. Though, I have no idea what he thinks he’s going to do about it. He looks torn between bending her over Evans’ desk and throwing clothes at her. 
 
    I laugh to myself as I watch Principal Evans’ reaction to her. His eyes widen, his pupils dilate, he sucks in a breath, and to top it all off, he straightens himself up as though he could possibly have a chance with her.  
 
    Rivers growls low in his throat, making it damn clear how he feels about this. 
 
    I watch in shocked silence as she walks straight up to Principal Evans. She gives him her man-eating smile as her fingers brush across his chest. “Uhhhh,” Evans swallows, clearly wanting her, but terrified of touching her. “What do you think you’re doing?” 
 
    Tully sighs. “I can’t do this anymore,” she all but cries. “I can’t stay away. I’ve tried, but I love you. We can’t be apart.” 
 
    His eyes widen in fear as Noah discreetly pulls out his phone. “What are you talking about?” Principal Evans gasps in horror. 
 
    “You and me,” she clarifies, sliding her hand up his suit jacket. “I’ve been waiting for so long, and I can’t do it anymore. I won’t.” With that, she grabs him around the neck and crushes her lips to his as she presses her body right up against his. 
 
    Jaw, meet floor. 
 
    What. The. Actual. Fuck? I mean, he’s totally a silver fox, but wowza. I never expected her to go this far. I was thinking maybe a rumor of a brawl to distract him or maybe a call to say his car was stolen. Anything but this. 
 
    Principal Evans’ hands shoot up and out, far away from her body in a show of not touching her, but not once does he push her away as she moans into him. 
 
    Rivers silently fumes beside me while Noah happily takes a picture. 
 
    All I can do is gawk. 
 
    Tully finally pulls away from him and sighs dreamily as she looks up into his shocked and horrified eyes. She makes a show of running her thumb across her bottom lip, wiping off what was left of him. “Wow,” she says, leaning in and pressing a kiss to his cheek. “Can’t wait to see what else you can do.” 
 
    With that, she winks and struts back towards the door with one hell of a sway to her hips. As she reaches the door, she looks back over her shoulder before bringing back her man-eating smile. “I won’t tell if you don’t,” she whispers into the shocked room. With one final wink, she throws herself out the door. 
 
    Principal Evans is left looking like he has no fucking idea what the hell just went down, but as he looks back to us to find a fuming Rivers and a pissed off Noah with his arms crossed over his chest and the phone in his hand, it’s clear where this is going. 
 
    Noah turns the phone around, showcasing the picture of the two locking lips and with a sigh, Principal Evans dismisses us. “Not a word about this and we’ll call it even.” 
 
    Noah shakes his head. “You have some serious fucked up priorities,” he tells him, referring to how he didn’t push her away before placing a hand at my lower back and leading me out the door that Tully had just walked through. 
 
    Rivers saunters behind us and I don’t miss the way Noah looks back with his eyes narrowed on Rivers, silently begging him to move on and to not go back there and beat the living shit out of our principal. After all, he should have shut it down from the start, instead, he let her kiss him and not once pulled away. 
 
    As Noah said, he has ‘fucked up priorities.’ 
 
    We break out through the door to find Tully leaning up against the brick wall, silently waiting for us. “You fuckers owe me,” she says, falling in with us as we escape our doom. 
 
    “No way,” Noah insists. “I jumped off a fucking roof. My man titties are still hurting from that shit. You owed me.” 
 
    She shakes her head and groans before holding her hand out to Noah. “Phone.” 
 
    He silently hands it over and I watch as she puts in his pin and searches through his phone until she finds the picture he just took. She deletes it within the blink of an eye before handing it back and storming off. 
 
    “Where do you think you’re going?” Rivers calls after her. 
 
    “Home,” Tully throws over her shoulder. “I need to wash out the taste of his stale cigarettes from my mouth and then I’m getting drunk. So, unless you plan on coming with me and screwing me until I can’t remember my own name, then I suggest you leave me the hell alone.” 
 
    “Shit,” Noah sighs looking down at me. “you should go with her.” 
 
    “Why? You want me to screw her until she can’t remember her name?” 
 
    He rolls his eyes as Rivers looks longingly after her. “Just go and cheer her up,” he tells me. 
 
    “Aye, aye, Captain.” 
 
    With that, I hurry after Tully and reach her just in time for us to both climb up into her Jeep and speed away.  
 
    “You ok?” I ask as we rocket down the street towards her place.  
 
    She breaks into uncontrollable laughter. “Yeah,” she says with a beaming grin. “More than ok. That was so much fun and their faces! Holy shit, did you see that?” 
 
    “Wait….what? I thought you were pissed?” 
 
    “Hardly,” she scoffs. “Trust me, I’ve kissed much worse than that.” She looks across at me with a sly grin. ‘You know, he wasn’t all that bad. Added a bit of tongue, the dirty bastard.” 
 
    I roll my eyes, wishing I could burn the image of Principal Evans’ tongue from my mind. “So, what’s with the whole storming off, needing to wash out your mouth, and get 'drunk' thing?” 
 
    She grins across at me again. “Good, huh?” she chuckles. “Now the boys think I’ve crossed some imaginary, moral line to save their asses, and they're going to suck up to me for the next few days. Just you watch. It’s going to be fucking awesome. Anything I want is mine.” 
 
    “Are you shitting me?” I laugh. “You played them?” 
 
    “Sure did,” she says proudly. “I sure fucking did.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    “You know I love you, right Tullz?” Noah says, grabbing his sister and wrapping her up in a massive bear hug that has me raging with jealousy even though I know, that no matter what, I’ll be in those arms as soon as he releases her. 
 
    “Get off me, you big turd,” Tully groans, trying to pull herself free from her twin brother, though naturally, she has no luck at all, which is when Rivers joins in on the torture. “Noooooo.” 
 
    The boys' wicked chuckles have me falling back into the couch, watching her torture session with amusement as she gets smothered. Usually, I’d be more than happy to dive in and save Tully from their wicked ways, but not today. After all, she played them. Played me. She deserves a little takedown. 
 
    Though, it’s not like they know she played them. This is just the boys’ way of showing their love and gratitude for her sticking her tongue down the principal’s throat to save our asses. No matter how annoying they need to be about it or how much they hated watching it go down.  
 
    Tully somehow gets her hands upon Noah’s chest before giving him a hard shove, but all that does is send her backward into Rivers, whose arms curl more firmly around her, locking her in tight. “You two are such dickheads,” she groans. 
 
    “Don’t act like you don’t love it,” Rivers murmurs in her ear, making her momentarily melt back into him before she realizes what she’s doing and sorts herself out. 
 
    Tully turns in Rivers' arms, pressing herself into him and smiling up at his devilishly handsome face with that same man-eating smile she’d given Principal Evans. “You and I both know that I’m not the one acting like I don’t love it.” 
 
    His eyes focus heavily on her as he draws in a slow breath, silently loving having her in his arms while Noah groans out his annoyance at seeing his best friend and sister like this. 
 
    Tully raises her chin, hovering her lips just an inch away from Rivers, testing his willpower as she silently dares him to make a move with an excited sparkle glistening in her green eyes. 
 
    “Whoa,” Noah hurries in. He grabs Tully around the waist, pulling her from Rivers' arms before hauling her across the room and throwing her down on the couch beside me. “This is not about to happen. Not now, not ever.” 
 
    Tully looks across at Rivers with that same sparkle still lighting her eyes. “And why the hell not?” she says, purposefully teasing her brother. “We all know he wants to.” 
 
    “Fuck me,” Noah grunts under his breath. 
 
    Rivers blanches and I can’t help but smother a smile. He shakes his head but the smile playing on his lips doesn’t go unnoticed before he turns on his heel and stalks out the front door.  
 
    With that, Tully pulls herself off the couch and disappears right behind him. 
 
    “I can only imagine what they’re doing out there,” Noah grunts, crashing down onto the couch, taking Tully’s vacated spot before pulling me onto his lap until I’m straddling him and looking down into the green eyes which I’m quickly falling for. 
 
    It’s crazy how quickly he’s managed to capture my heart. Only a few short weeks ago, I would have laughed at anyone who suggested that Noah Cage would have fallen for me. Not in a million years did I expect this and I’m so damn happy it did. Getting to know Noah has been nothing short of incredible. I’m at the point where imagining my life without him would be devastating. He’s my guy and I wouldn’t have it any other way. 
 
    Noah’s thumb running over the pink scar that sits just above my cheekbone pulls me out of my head. His eyes linger on the scar and nothing kills him more than seeing it clear as day on my face while knowing he was the one who put it there.  
 
    He knows just as well as I do that it was an accident, but that will never change the fact that he’ll never forgive himself for hurting me. He’d do just about anything to take that day back and I’m right there with him, but it is what it is. 
 
    Just when I think he’s about to bring it up for the millionth time, I thank my lucky stars when he lets out a deep sigh and changes the unspoken topic. “What are you thinking about?” 
 
    I smile down at him and shake my head. “Nothing that you don’t already know,” I tell him. 
 
    That cocky signature grin of his crosses his lips, desperately making me want to bite them. “Let me guess,” he murmurs. “It has something to do with the fact that you’re crazy about me and that every time you look at me, you melt like butter. Sounds about right?” 
 
    I press my lips together and shake my head. “Actually, I was just thinking about that party with Spencer and how he touched me in all the right places. What do you think about a threesome with him?” 
 
    His face falls as his mouth pops open. He eyes darken as he watches me with strained curiosity. “You’re fucking kidding, right?” he questions, cautiously. 
 
    I wink and lean into him before pressing my lips to his as a chuckle creeps up my throat. “I guess you’ll never know.” 
 
    Noah smiles against my lips as his hands wind around my waist and pull me in tighter to his body. In the blink of an eye, I’m thrown across the couch and land with an ‘oft’ as Noah comes down on top of me, pinning me down with his large body. “Tell me, Spitfire,” Noah murmurs against my lips with his fingers gently trailing up my inner thigh. “Did he touch you the way that I do?” he questions. “Did he make you scream his name? Did you leave claw marks in his back the way you do to mine? Did he make you come over and over again until you couldn’t possibly take it anymore?” 
 
    Noah’s hand winds around my hair before he pulls my head towards the side, opening my neck up for his lips. He kisses me and a groan instantly pulls from deep within. My legs hook around his waist and he doesn’t miss the opportunity to press himself into me. “Answer me, Spitfire,” he murmurs against my neck. “Did he make you feel as good as I make you feel?” 
 
    “No,” I moan, tilting my head higher, hoping he doesn’t stop the sensual assault on my neck. “Nobody makes me feel the way you do. Nobody does what you do.” 
 
    I feel his smile against my neck. “Damn straight, baby.” 
 
    With that, Noah dives straight in and makes me feel like my soul is trying to escape my body. I don’t know how he does it, but there’s something about Noah Cage that gets me so damn hot. 
 
    His hands roam over my body, slipping under my tank and touching me just right. He presses down into me, only slightly relieving the ache I feel for him while my hands fumble for his shirt, desperately trying to pull it over his head, needing that beautiful inked skin of his on mine. 
 
    Noah pushes me to the point of no return and just when I think I’m about to climb aboard the orgasm train, he pulls away. “No,” I call out, reaching for the smirking idiot. “What are you doing?” 
 
    The next words out of his mouth are like getting a bucket of ice cold water tipped over my head. “That’ll teach you to suggest a threesome with a guy like that.” 
 
    Devastation flares through me but the way he stands to attention shows me that he’s just as turned on by my body as I am by his, which has the grin slipping back over my face. “Oh, I see,” I laugh, desperately wishing he’d come back to me. “So, you’re not totally opposed to a threesome, just as long as it’s not with Spencer.” 
 
    “Just as long as it’s not with another dude,” he confirms. 
 
    Liar. Noah Cage doesn’t share. Period. But then… I can’t possibly skip a chance to mess with that gorgeous mind of his, especially after he left me unsatisfied and desperately craving his body. “Really?” I breathe. “So… all I’d have to do is pick someone? Any preferences? Blonde? Brunette? Oh, how about a redhead? I heard they can get a bit feisty between the sheets.” 
 
    His eyes flash with uncertainty and it’s almost enough to have me bursting out with laughter, but he knows me well enough to know I’m screwing with him.  
 
    At least, I think he does. 
 
    I press my lips harder together, trying to smother the grin that wants to spread wide across my face, but as for the mischievous sparkle shining through my eyes… well, there’s not a damn thing I can do about that, and it’s exactly what Noah needs to confirm his suspicions. 
 
    He’s back on me in a second. 
 
    Noah slides his arm under my back and pulls me in tight to his chest while shaking his head. “You’re a turd,” he grins. “Do you really think I’m capable of sharing you with anyone? No matter if it’s a boy or girl or a fucking feisty redhead?” 
 
    I smile up at him, absolutely loving how good it feels to get under his skin. “I know you’re not,” I tell him. “You’re an overprotective, dominating, possessive asshat and I absolutely love it, but leave me all needy and unsatisfied like this again and I’ll be forced to take action into my own hands.” 
 
    His eyes become heated once again. “Can I watch?” 
 
    “Why don’t you take me down to your room and I’ll let you do whatever the hell you want,” I whisper, brushing my lips against his before biting down on his bottom lip. 
 
    He groans low in his throat and before I know it, his hands are under my ass, lifting me up off the couch. The next thing I know, Noah’s slamming closed his bedroom door and throwing me down on his bed. 
 
    Noah and I emerge from his room an hour later, though not because we want to. Noah's stomach has been growling and his need to eat eventually overtook his need to get naked. But don’t get me wrong, the second he shovels food down his throat, he’ll probably throw me over his shoulder like a caveman and hurry me back to the confines of his bedroom, right where I want to be. 
 
    We walk hand in hand up the hallway to find Tully and Rivers spread out on the couch. Rivers sits at one end with his feet propped up on the coffee table while Tully is at the other with her feet in Rivers’ lap and his hand gently running up and down her leg. “That was quick,” Tully grunts, keeping her face shoved deep in her phone. “What’s going on? Did things get awkward? Did something end up in the wrong hole?” 
 
    Noah messes up her hair on his way past before dropping down onto the opposite couch and pulling me down with him. “You want the rundown?” he questions. “I’ll give it to you. Every last steamy detail if you really want to know.” 
 
    Tully turns green and nearly gags. “Ugh. No thanks,” she grumbles, scrunching up her face as Noah grins in victory.  
 
    Noah tosses a cushion at Tully. “What’s for dinner? I’m hungry.” 
 
    Tully bats the cushion away and shrugs. “I don’t know,” she grumbles. “Mom and dad went out. We’re on our own.” 
 
    Noah groans as though the thought of nothing being cooked in their family kitchen right now is absolutely devastating, though, with the way his stomach was grumbling, I don’t doubt it is. “What do you want?” he sighs, realizing it’s either up to him or her to get it sorted, and from the way she’s slouched into the couch, I’d dare say dinner is on him tonight. 
 
    “Pizza,” Tully throws back at him. 
 
    “No,” he groans. “That shit takes too long. I’m hungry now.” 
 
    Tully’s head snaps up. “Tough shit. I want pizza.” 
 
    Noah narrows his eyes on his sister and I watch on with interest as Rivers ignores it all, probably used to these ridiculous little fights they always have. To me, they’re still hilarious. Nothing is funnier than watching these two get under each other’s skin. 
 
    “Go cook me something,” Noah begs. 
 
    “No. Go cook yourself something. I want pizza.” 
 
    Noah lets out a huff, picks me up off his lap, stands up, and drops me back on the couch before stalking off into the kitchen, mumbling something about Tully making a shitty housewife one day. 
 
    Tully rolls her eyes, lets out a huff of her own and snatches her feet out of Rivers’ lap. “I swear, that moron drives me crazy,” she says before getting up and stalking off into the kitchen behind Noah. 
 
    I grin as she leaves before chuckling when they start arguing over what to make in the kitchen. 
 
    “Come on,” Rivers says, getting up from the couch and walking towards the door. “It’s safer for us outside. This shit is going to go on until Noah is fed.” 
 
    I laugh as I pull myself up off the couch and follow Rivers out front where he walks over to Noah’s Camaro and pulls open the door. He starts searching around for something as I drop down onto the front steps of the house. Before I know it, Rivers reappears with a cheesy grin, holding up what must be Noah’s secret stash of candies. “Hell yeah,” he laughs. “I knew it was in here somewhere.” 
 
    Rivers makes his way over to me and sits down beside me before placing the candies between us. We dive straight in. “Shit, that’s good,” Rivers says, pulling his phone out and tapping away on it for a minute. 
 
    “Tell me about it,” I mumble around the yumminess. “It’s even better knowing it’s Noah’s.” 
 
    Rivers laughs and leans back against the top step before stretching his long legs out. “I know, he’d fucking kill me if he knew I stole this shit, but I’m safe because you’re eating them too.” 
 
    I roll my eyes, knowing he’s right as I pop another candy in my mouth. “So, what’s going on, Henley? Jumped any bitches lately?” 
 
    I let out a groan. I’ve been wanting to get Monica and Candice back for what they did to me a few weeks ago, but so far, it hasn’t happened and I have a feeling that’s because Noah has been trying to keep me away from them. If they show up at parties, we end up somewhere else. If they’re in the cafeteria at lunch, we eat outside.  
 
    Noah knows I can take them both easily, but I have a feeling he’s trying to avoid me getting in trouble and stirring shit. It will eventually happen and when it does, it will be magical. 
 
    “No,” I tell Rivers. “I’m going to get them when they least expect, and when I do, Monica is going to go down like a sack of shit. Look,” I say, holding out my hand, “I’ve been growing out my nails in case I need to gouge any eyes out.” 
 
    “Jesus,” he laughs, looking down at my blood red nails. “They look like fucking claws.” 
 
    “I know,” I laugh. “But they’re kind of sexy.” 
 
    “Damn straight, girl,” he agrees before falling silent. Uncertainty flashes in his eyes and he scrunches up his face with a cringe “Can I be honest?” 
 
    “I’d have the shits if you weren’t.” 
 
    He looks across at me with the late afternoon sun shining upon his dark hair and dark eyes, startling me with just how attractive he really is. I’ve been so caught up with Noah that I’ve never taken a second to look. No wonder Tully is crazy about him. If I didn’t have Noah, I probably would be too. “I don’t think you should beat the crap out of the girls.” 
 
    My mouth falls open. He’s got to be kidding, right? 
 
    “What?” I blanch. “Are you insane? Do you not remember what they did to-” 
 
    “No, no, no, no,” he rushes out. “You’ve got me wrong. Those bitches definitely deserve a smackdown, but I think you need to give a little thought to how you deliver it. They’re expecting you to try to jump them. I see it every time you walk into a room, they brace themselves. You need to get them in a way they’re not expecting.” 
 
    My brows furrow as I consider him. “Like what?” I question, really only knowing one way to hand out my smackdowns and it generally comes in the form of a good ass whooping. 
 
    Rivers shrugs. “Don’t know,” he grins. “That’s for you to figure out. Do the dirty work yourself.” 
 
    I watch him for a moment and I can’t help but think of all the times he’s disappeared with Noah. I’m struck with the feeling that things like getting even and revenge isn’t something that’s new to him. “You’re a real shady bastard, aren’t you?” 
 
    Rivers winks. “It’s not always a bad thing.” 
 
    I can’t help but feel there’s a hidden meaning in there somewhere but I just can’t work it out. I don’t get a chance to think on it more as a car pulls up right behind Noah’s Camaro. I stare at it in confusion, wondering who the hell it could be when a little man in a black shirt gets out with three boxes of pizza. “I guess Tully won,” I murmur beside Rivers as he gets up to meet the pizza guy, pulling his wallet out on his way. 
 
    Rivers scoffs. “You really think Noah would cave?” he throws over his shoulder. 
 
    He’s right. There’s no way in hell Noah would cave to Tully that easily. “Then… how the hell did we end up with pizza?” 
 
    “Tully wanted it,” he states with a shrug. “So, I ordered it.” 
 
    I smother a smile. That’s so damn sweet, but when the hell did he call for pizza?  
 
    River’s takes in my confusion and chuckles to himself as he pays the pizza guy and hands me the three boxes. “There’s an app for everything,” Rivers explains. 
 
    Hmm. I should have known. 
 
    As we walk back up the front steps of the twins’ home, I consider Rivers for a moment as my heart warms with the gesture he’s just made for her. Going out of his way to give her what she wants even though they’re in there now cooking dinner. “You’re so in love with her,” I murmur quietly as Rivers reaches for the door. 
 
    He shrugs his shoulders. “Maybe,” he muses. “I don’t know.” 
 
    “I think you do.” 
 
    “I think I could if I let myself,” he murmurs softly. “All I know is that she’s the most beautiful woman I’ve ever met.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I laugh. “You love her.” 
 
    As we walk in through the living room, we hear Tully and Noah still bickering in the kitchen. Rivers shakes his head and I place the pizza boxes down on the coffee table before trailing into the kitchen.  
 
    I stop in the doorway to peek in at what I’m about to walk in on to find Tully standing at the sink moping about peeling potatoes while Noah stands over the stove with a boiling pot of water, yet after twenty minutes of being in here, they haven’t managed to actually cook anything. 
 
    I grin at the sight before me. Where the hell would I be without them? 
 
    I creep into the kitchen and head straight for the cupboard before rummaging through until my fingers curl around the little glass jar. With a grin, I pour a handful of powder into my hand and chuckle to myself. I’ve been waiting for this moment since the day Noah first barged his way into my home. 
 
    I walk up behind Noah and slide my arms around him. “Hi,” I murmur into his back. 
 
    His hands come down on my arms, holding me there, assuming I’m being a nice little girlfriend and giving him a loving hug. I peek around his back and the second he reaches forward and removes the lid off the boiling pot, my hand shoots out, releasing the handful of chili powder into the water.  
 
    “What are you doing?” he demands, nudging me back out of the way by bopping me with his ass. 
 
    “What do you mean?” I question innocently as he tries to scoop out the chili powder, having no idea that there’s pizza waiting for him in the other room. “You’re the one who told me that you put chili powder in everything. Don’t tell me that was a lie,” I gasp in mock horror. 
 
    He presses his lips together, realizing that I know exactly what game he was playing during our first meal together. “I…shit,” he laughs. “How long have you known about that?” 
 
    “Since the very start,” I smile proudly. 
 
    He draws in a deep breath while looking at me with mischievous eyes. “You know I’m going to have to start all over again, right?” 
 
    “You know there’s pizza on the coffee table, right?” 
 
    His eyes widen as Tully throws down the potato in her hands. “Yes,” she squeals. 
 
    Within the blink of an eye, the two of them storm out of the kitchen sounding like a damn stampede. I laugh after them, turn off the stove, and follow them out of the kitchen, more than ready for tonight’s food coma. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    The afternoon sun blares in my face as my backpack weighs down on my shoulders. I’m halfway home when Tully’s jeep pulls up on the sidewalk beside me. “What the hell are you doing walking home?” she laughs as she tries her best to watch both me and the road in front of her. 
 
    I throw my hands up with a huff as Tully brings her car to a stop. “I don’t know,” I groan, opening the door and climbing in just in time for Tully to swipe the crap off the passenger’s seat onto the floor. “Noah gave me a lift this morning and then he and Rivers disappeared to do whatever shady shit it is that they do, leaving me stranded,” I whine. “And when I couldn’t find you, I figured your tongue was down someone’s throat so I started walking.” 
 
    “You’re such a Muppet,” she howls with laughter, pulling back out onto the road and hitting the gas towards my place. “And for the record, my tongue was down Travis’ throat.” 
 
    “Travis?” I question. “Who the fuck is Travis?” 
 
    “You know,” she says, clicking her finger as she gets lost in thought. “The hipster guy with the man bun. And skinny jeans.” 
 
    “Oh,” I laugh. “His name’s not Travis by the way, it’s Trent.” 
 
    “What?” she grunts, looking across at me. “Fuck. Are you sure?” 
 
    “Yes, I’m sure.” 
 
    “Shit. I called him Travis to his face and he still let me play around with him.” 
 
    “Duh,” I laugh. “He has a dick and I bet, with that man bun, it hasn’t been touched in a really long time. Of course, he’s going to let you call him Travis. You could probably call him a fucking wet pussy and pull out a strap on and he’d still let you ride him to the grave.” 
 
    “Jesus,” she says, slightly amused by my little tantrum. “What crawled up your ass?” 
 
    “Your fucking brother. I want to castrate him,” I demand. “I swear, I’ve been cursing those fuckers out since the second I left school.” I huff again, crossing my arms over my chest. “Is it too much to ask for a simple ‘Hey, I can’t drive you home this afternoon, maybe it’s best you drive yourself.’ Fuck me.” 
 
    “Uh oh,” she grumbles under her breath, still with that frustratingly annoying grin on her face. “Trouble in paradise?” 
 
    “Damn straight there is. I mean, what’s this big fucking secret anyway? What are they always up to?” 
 
    She draws in a breath. “You know I can’t tell you. I wish I could, but it’s not my place. To be honest, I don’t know why he doesn’t just come clean. It’s not like it’s that bad. And fuck, it would make things so much easier.” 
 
    I narrow my eyes on her as the frustration nearly becomes unbearable. “Just… please?” 
 
    She shakes her head. “Trust me, I’m more scared of what Noah and Rivers would do to me if they knew I caved than what you could do to me if I don’t.” 
 
    I let out another groan. I shouldn’t be putting her in this position anyway. It’s her brother and one of the closest friends she has. I don’t want to be responsible for causing drama between them, but it’s so damn annoying. All I want is a simple explanation as to where the fuck those big bastards keep disappearing to. I mean, my head is starting to get filled with all sorts of scenarios, each one worse than the last. 
 
    “Damn it. I love him, but I swear, he’s so damn frust-” 
 
    Tully sucks in a breath and her words tumble out in a rushed gasp. “You love him?” 
 
    My head whips around to face her as my eyes widen in fear. Shit. What the hell did I just say?  
 
    I swallow back as the words become a jumbled mess in my head. I didn’t just say that I love him, right? And in front of Tully of all people. What the hell was I thinking? She’ll have our wedding planned by the end of the night, our baby names picked out, and a house in a quiet street with a white picket fence just waiting for us to buy “Ummmmm…” 
 
    “Wooooooo. I fucking knew it,” she booms, fist bumping the horn and letting the whole fucking world know how thrilled she is. 
 
    I scramble across the front seat, diving for her hand to stop her honking again. “Cut it out,” I shriek. “I didn’t… I don’t.” 
 
    “Ah, but you do.” 
 
    “Stop. Just… don’t tell him ok. I don’t even…” 
 
    “Spit it out,” she demands, rolling her eyes but not managing to rid herself of the cheesy as fuck grin across her face. 
 
    “The words just slipped out. I haven’t even really thought about it. You know, if I do… or not.” 
 
    “You do,” she confirms. 
 
    “And how the hell would you know that?” 
 
    She wiggles her fingers towards me. “Call me psychic,” she laughs. I smack her hand away and fix her with a stare, terrifying enough to bring down the worst kind of guys. Tully sighs. “Just, trust me, ok? You do. You look at Noah like the world starts and ends with him. It’s all in your eyes. But honestly,” she adds, scrunching up her face. “I don’t really get it. The guy is a super turd. Like, have you ever used the bathroom after him? Believe me, it’s not nice.” 
 
    “Stop,” I laugh. “I don’t want to hear about your brother’s bathroom habits.” 
 
    “Look,” she says. “You’re my girl and I think it’s only fair that you know what kind of guy yourself getting yourself involved with.” 
 
    “Don’t,” I warn her. “I don’t want to hear about the porn stash and spank sock under his bed or how many apple pies he ripped through as a kid.” 
 
    “Yuck,” she howls, waving her manicured hands around, trying to get the image out of her head. “That’s undoubtedly the grossest thing I’ve ever heard.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah?” I challenge her. “Then I should tell you about the time he got me on my-” 
 
    “STOP,” she squeals. “You win. Ok. Just… stop. I can’t handle it. I think I’m going to hurl.” 
 
    I grin back at her, proud as hell of my afternoon’s accomplishment. Getting one over Tully Cage is not the easiest feat, but this one came too easy. I just wish I hadn’t opened my mouth to start with. I mean, ‘I love him’ just sort of slipped out. Do I love him? Hell, I don’t know. Maybe. I'm definitely falling for the guy, but have I already fallen? 
 
    Shit. This is too fucking hard. I can’t handle it. 
 
    Tully turns down my street and before long, she’s coming to a stop at the top of my drive with us both gawking at the sight before us. “I guess that answers where he’s been all afternoon.” 
 
    “No shit,” I breathe as a slow but suspicious smile creeps across my face, seeing my boyfriend leaning shirtless over the open hood of the old pick up while my dad sits back, frowning at the old hunk of metal before him. 
 
    I wipe at my face. Am I drooling? Because I sure as hell should be. Seeing Noah working on the truck I drive has me feeling all sorts of good inside. The way his body rolls with each movement. The way his muscles bulge as he tightens bolts. The ways the ink across his skin seems to dance as the sheer layer of sweat upon his skin glistens in the sun. 
 
    Holy freaking hell. 
 
    “Do you need a moment?” Tully murmurs beside me. 
 
    I glance back at her, realizing she’s still there. Shit, I think I forgot she was there. 
 
    My tongue shoots out across my bottom lip as my eyelids drop. “Your brother…” 
 
    “Yep, ok. I’m out. Get your horny ass out of my car,” she tells me. “I’ll see you tomorrow.” 
 
    I chuckle to myself as I push my way out of the car, making sure to give the door a firm closing before Tully screeches off down the road. 
 
    I walk down the drive and the second Noah straightens from somewhere within the hood, his eyes come to mine. They light with excitement as a beaming smile rips across his face, damn happy to see me. 
 
    My heart skips. There’s nothing better than that. The way he looks at me and makes me feel like the only woman in the world. Fuck. It’s addictive. A fucking obsession and I crave it day in and day out. 
 
    Noah places a wrench down on the side of the hood and walks towards me, meeting me in the middle. “Hey, Spitfire,” he welcomes, reaching for me. 
 
    As desperately as I want to go to him, I pull away. “You’re covered in grease,” I say, scrunching up my face as I take in the mess covering his rock hard body. His eyes drop down and he frowns as though this is the first time he’s realizing it. 
 
    That grease though. What I wouldn’t give to slide my myself across him like that. 
 
    “Squish,” my dad’s voice is called from the opposite side of the truck, bringing me back to reality and making me realize I’m about to strip off naked and throw myself at my dirty grease monkey in front of my father. 
 
    Get a fucking grip, Henley. You can screw him later. Certainly not now when your father is around. Hell, you shouldn’t even be thinking about that shit right now. 
 
    I press up onto my tippy toes and give Noah a swift kiss on his cheek, absolutely adoring the wolfish grin he gives me before I walk past to find dad. “Hey, dad. What’s going on? Is the truck broken again?” 
 
    He steps forward, grabbing my chin between his forefinger and thumb before twisting my head from left to right, studying each and every mark on my face. "How was school? You didn’t get in any trouble, did you?” he questions, just as he does every other day since Monica and her band of bitches jumped me. 
 
    I shrug him off. “I’m fine, and no, I didn’t get into any fights…yet.” 
 
    “Yet?” he sputters. “You won’t be fighting with anyone. You’ve already gotten yourself in enough trouble.” 
 
    Little does he know. 
 
    “Dad,” I grumble with annoyance. “The truck?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. She’s not kicking over again,” he sighs, slapping his hand down on the old thing. “She’s getting on, but I was hoping she still had a few more years in her.” 
 
    I cringe as I look over the truck. “I seriously doubt it,” I tell him. “She’s like a hundred years old.” 
 
    “Oh, come on,” he says. “She’s not that old.” 
 
    I prop an eyebrow, challenging him. He’s had this truck since he was a kid and it’s not like he bought it new. It’s been passed down from generation to generation and I think it’s about time he realized that the tradition isn’t going to last forever.  
 
    “Really, dad?” I laugh. 
 
    He grins back at me. “You’re fuckin’ trouble, Squish,” he murmurs before nodding towards Noah at my back. “I was hoping we could get it fixed before you got home and gave me a hard time about it.” 
 
    I look back over my shoulder at Noah as questions start flying through my mind. “How long have you been here?” 
 
    He shrugs his shoulder. “I don’t know. A few hours, maybe.” 
 
    I bite down on my bottom lip. If he’s been here with dad all afternoon, that couldn’t possibly mean that he was somewhere else doing shady shit with Rivers, so I guess I owe him an apology for doubting him. All that frustration and plotting his gruesome death was all for nothing. 
 
    Noah silently studies me. “What?” he murmurs as dad’s phone starts blasting from inside, most likely with a new job coming in. 
 
    Dad hurries inside as I step into Noah, suddenly not giving a shit that he’s covered in grease. Hell, we can shower together if we really have to. I tilt my head up as he brings his down, meeting my lips in the middle as he takes my waist with his thumb running back and forth over my too warm skin. Desire pulses into me with his touch and for the slightest moment, it nearly knocks me right off my feet. Maybe Tully was onto something. Maybe I’m already in love with the guy. “You weren’t out bending the law with Rivers,” I murmur between kisses. 
 
    He shakes his head, his eyes never leaving mine. “No. Why? You worried about where I’ve been all afternoon?” 
 
    “No,” I scoff as a beaming smile rips across my face. “You wish you had that kind of hold over me. Sorry to break the news, heartbreaker, but you’re not that cool.” 
 
    His eyes fill with fire as he slowly nods his head. “Yeah, I am.” 
 
    I kiss him once again. “You’re helping my dad,” I comment, absolutely loving how the sight of them working on this old truck together defrosts my cold heart just that little bit more. 
 
    His eyes search me out for a brief moment, making my stomach squirm with butterflies. “Is that alright?” 
 
    I press myself harder into him, running my lips across his once again. “More than alright,” I murmur with a soft smile. “You know, your sister was trying to help me see the light. She thinks I’ve made a grave mistake dating you.” 
 
    “Oh, really?” he questions with those green eyes sparkling. “Dare I ask how the hell she thought she could do that?” 
 
    Trying my hardest to keep a seriousness about me and struggling not to break, I run my fingers up his wide chest. “She filled me in on your bathroom habits.” 
 
    He grins down at me, not even the slightest bit fazed at what Tully and I were discussing. “Did she just?” he laughs. “Maybe I need to be filling you in on the things that she does when she thinks no one is home.” 
 
    “Trust me,” I groan. “I think I have a pretty good idea.” 
 
    His arms circle my waist, his thumb still moving back and forth over my heated skin. “Did it work? Have you seen the light?” 
 
    I shake my head. “Nope, still covered in darkness.” 
 
    “Good,” he murmurs. “Keep it that way.” 
 
    With that, he presses another kiss to my lips and releases his hold on me before taking my hand and leading me back over to the open hood of dad’s old pick up. He gets straight back to work and wastes no time using me as his little slave woman, fetching tools and grabbing things as he passes them back.  
 
    Usually, I’d have an issue with being ordered around, but I’m more than happy to stand here, doing exactly what he asks as it means watching the way his body moves in a way that gets me so damn hot. 
 
    Noah hands me a few bolts before holding his hand out expectantly for something else, grunting as though I’m supposed to know what he’s after. I look at the selection before me and assume he’s not holding his hand out for a high five.  
 
    I grab a screwdriver and hand it down to him, hoping it was the right thing. “So, did I hear that right?” Noah murmurs from within the hood. “Did your dad just call you ‘Squish’?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I laugh as he practically throws the screwdriver back at me.  
 
    “No, I need the adjustable wrench.” 
 
    The fuck? 
 
    “So… Squish?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” I say, looking around at the tools once again, completely lost. “I don’t really know. He’s always called me Squish. I just assumed it was because I came out all squishy.” 
 
    Noah laughs and pulls himself out of the hood before grabbing the tool he needs with an amused smirk and disappearing once again. “So, you’re saying you were a little fatty? A pork chop?” 
 
    “Like you can talk,” I laugh, kicking playfully at his ankle. “Your mom has shown me your baby pictures. You were like a little baby budda. No, a baby sumo wrestler. I hardly recognized you without the tatts.” 
 
    He looks back at me with narrowed eyes as we hear the front door slamming open. “Got bad news, Squish,” Dad says walking over. “I’ve got another job.” 
 
    Dread fills me. Dad never refers to ‘another job’ as bad news. “Spit it out, old man,” I tell him, the tone in my voice making Noah straighten out and pay a little more attention. 
 
    Dad cringes as he sucks in a deep breath with nothing but regret shining through his eyes, letting me know that whatever he’s about to say is not exactly easy for him. “I’ll be gone for upwards of two weeks. It’s a big one.” 
 
    My world begins to crumble. “Two weeks?” I gasp. Dad has never been gone for that long before. I mean, I’m more than capable of looking after myself for two weeks, but anything could happen to him out there. That’s two weeks of nonstop driving. What if a storm ripped through or his health took a turn? There would be no one there to help him. Noah reaches out and threads his greased up fingers through mine. “Are you sure this is a good idea?” 
 
    Dad shrugs. “Money is money, kid. You know that.” 
 
    “I know, but…” 
 
    “Save me the lecture, Squish,” he says. “I’ll check in with you every day, eat the good shit you like, and I’ll even get the truck checked over before I go.” 
 
    “You’re not leaving right away?” I ask, feeling a little better about his calling everyday game plan, but usually, when this shit happens, he heads out the very next morning. 
 
    Dad shakes his head. “Nope, they’re not ready until Tuesday, so you have plenty of time to ransack my truck and find all my candy bars.” 
 
    Oh, thank God. 
 
    Relief surges through me. “Ok,” I sigh, making a mental note not to forget about those candy bars, which also reminds me that Noah still hasn’t kicked mine and Rivers asses about his stolen stash of candies, but when he does, I’m claiming innocence. That was all on Rivers. 
 
    Dad mutters something about needing to check his schedule for something, so I’m assuming he has another job lined up that needs to fit in with this big one. He saunters off and leaves me and Noah out front, playing around with the old truck. 
 
    I sit down on the drive, leaning up against the garage door. I rifle through my backpack for Tully’s old Kindle; she insisted I get stuck into a new book. I mean, Reverse Harem! Holy moly. This shit is…hot. Like, hands down, not appropriate for a seventeen year old, panty melting hot. No wonder Tully is so forward. She reads these crazy books and because of that, she knows exactly what she wants in the bedroom and how to get it. Her only issue is the guy she’s doing it with. 
 
    Noah fiddles with the truck for another half an hour before turning back to me. “Can you kick her over?” 
 
    I look up at his request and can’t help but sigh as the late afternoon sun beams down on his sculptured body. “Uh huh,” I murmur, needing so much more. I mean, this book has me wanting to try a few things that I didn’t even know were possible, and well, I have a more than willing participant right in front of me. 
 
    Noah narrows his eyes at me as I get up from the ground. “Why are you looking at me like that?” he questions, watching my every step as I struggle not to throw myself at him. 
 
    I shake my head. “You’re in for one hell of a treat, Noah Cage.” 
 
    Understanding dawns in his eyes. “You’ve been reading one of Tully’s books again, haven’t you?” 
 
    I haul myself up into the truck and press my thighs together, desperately needing to relieve the ache between them. I finger the keys in the ignition and with a swift flick of my wrist, I kick the engine over. 
 
    She roars to life and Noah steps back with a proud grin. “Fuck yeah,” he says, proud of his accomplishment. He looks over the engine for a quick second before reaching up and releasing the hold of the open hood. Noah slams it shut, deeming his afternoon of mechanics finished, after all, he has something else that needs his attention now. 
 
    Noah walks around with heated eyes to the open driver’s door and hauls me out, leaving the engine running. I squeal out with the movement but as he holds me close with my legs locking around his waist, he manages to grind himself against me, turning that squeal into a desperate moan. 
 
    Noah’s eyes flick back to the house and with no sign of dad, he silently walks me through the back gate and around to the back of the house where we’re hidden from the rest of the world. 
 
    His lips crash down on mine as I’m pressed up against the side of the house, and within moments, he’s burying himself deep inside me, relieving that ache and giving me exactly what I’ve been craving. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    I stand by the dirt track, Kaylah on one side and Tully on the other, watching with wide eyes as Noah takes off like a bat out of hell. 
 
    He’s so damn good at this shit. 
 
    The way he owns his car and dominates the track, it’s nothing short of incredible. I haven’t really asked, but I wouldn’t be surprised if he wanted to take up professional racing. He could do it if he wanted, but I guess the whole money factor is holding him back.  
 
    Not that I know anything about professional racing, but I’d assume that getting your car to the level of professional racing would be expensive, and us rejects from Haven Falls don’t exactly come with the lined pockets to make those dreams a reality. Such as me going to college to study science. It’s simply never going to happen. 
 
    But for now, I’m satisfied as hell watching Noah dominate this track. 
 
    It used to be Nate Ryder from Broken Hill who dominated, though from what I’ve heard, Noah put up one hell of a fight. Nate held all the records here until that incident with Jackson that totaled his car. I still have a hard time believing it. Everyone said that Jackson did it on purpose, and yeah, they had a pretty nasty rivalry, but never in a million years would he purposefully put another human being in that kind of danger despite how much they despised each other.  
 
    I’ve known Jackson for years, and the Jackson I knew was kind and warm. He wouldn’t hurt a fly, despite the fact that he loved a good throw down. You know, only if the guy deserved it of course. He’s a legend on the football field and a rockstar off. He’s one of the greatest guys I know, and I’ve hated how things went down between us all those months ago, but I’m damn happy it’s over now. 
 
    It’s hard to believe that the massive Broken Hill/Haven Falls rivalry with Jackson and Nate somehow came out the other end with them becoming such great friends. I swear, they practically wipe each other’s asses now. At least with Jesse anyway…I think. I try to avoid the topic as much as I can. 
 
    Noah’s Camaro zooms past me and the force coming from it has me falling back a step as my hair blows up around my face.  
 
    Fuck me, that was hot, and I swear, he just winked as he passed, though he’s going a bit too fast for me to clearly see his face. It’s like a blur as he passes. Who knows, he could have some weird ass twitch going on right now, but I’m going to settle for a sexy as hell wink because in my head, that’s how I love seeing him. 
 
    Shit, there’s that word again. Love. This is really messing with my head. 
 
    We’ve only been going out for a few weeks. Is it too soon to love him? I don’t know. My heart is telling me things I’m not ready to listen to while my brain is telling me to run for the hills. After all, he’s holding back. How can I truly let myself fall for someone who’s keeping secrets? 
 
    It’s killing me that I don’t know what’s going on with him and Rivers. They disappear at all hours of the day and I have no idea why. Tully will tell me to trust them until she’s blue in the face, but how can I trust something that I don’t understand? You couldn’t ask someone to jump off a bridge not knowing what’s at the bottom, so how could I trust him when I don’t know what he’s got himself involved in? 
 
    This is driving me insane. 
 
    Kaylah squeezes my hand and I have to remind myself that she’s really here.  
 
    Kaylah Millington. My best friend, turned ex-best friend, turned…I don’t know. We’re still working it out, but all that matters is that she’s here with a smile on her face and I don’t want to hate on her. It’s incredible. The bridge that was burned is now being built back up and our old friendship is quickly falling back into place, with the exception of me now having a new best friend, of course. 
 
    Tully is not about to relinquish her throne for the girl who burned me, but she’s more than happy to share just a little, you know, here and there. The more the merrier, and damn, it’s certainly true in this case. 
 
    Kaylah has been having a bit of difficulties fitting in with the girls at Broken Hill High. She’s the new girl dating the most popular guy in town, Jesse Ryder. Well, if you asked me, Nate Ryder was the most popular guy, but he’s off at college now, leaving Jesse to fill his very large shoes. 
 
    Jesse is the clown of the two. He always has some ridiculous comment to make, and naturally, Kaylah fell for that shit hook, line, and sinker. She was putty in his hands and Kaylah’s quick wit won him over the second he laid eyes on her. It’s sweet really, but his reputation holds me back from trusting him. I don’t know the guy and I guess that’s not exactly nice of me, but what can I say? I’m looking out for her and I’m not the kind of girl to trust blindly. Jesse Ryder is going to have to earn my approval, just the same as he would have had to earn Jackson’s. 
 
    “Would you relax?” Kaylah seethes in my ear, pulling me out of the turmoil inside my head. “You’re thinking too much.” 
 
    “Can’t help it,” I mutter over the sound of the car. 
 
    “He’s going to be fine,” she tells me before looking around me to Tully. “Would you tell her that Noah will be fine?” 
 
    “Noah will be fine,” Tully repeats monotone, really not giving a shit if her brother wins or not, but let’s face it, if he does, she’s not going to pass up the party that comes with it. 
 
    I roll my eyes, going with it. I know one hundred percent Noah will be fine. He’s an incredible driver and an even better racer. I know without a doubt that he will win this race. Though they don’t need to know that the reason for my messed up brain was because of Kaylah and her brother worming their way back into my lives.  
 
    I guess ‘worming’ isn’t exactly the right word for it. I opened myself up like a revolving door, begging them to come back to me. Well, begging Kaylah at least, Jackson just goes with the flow. He’s a happy guy and welcomes any kind of love, no matter what form it comes in. 
 
    My eyes follow Noah around the track as he kicks a red Mustang’s ass. A slither of jealousy cuts through me. A few weeks ago, Noah bulldozed me into sitting in on a race with him, and holy hell, it was epic. The adrenaline pulsing through my veins and my heart thundering inside my chest…it’s a feeling I could never describe, but hell, I want to do it again. The only issue is that it scared the crap out of me. I don’t recall and I’d deny it to anyone who asks, but Noah apparently thinks I screamed like a little bitch the whole way through. 
 
    I highly doubt it though. Or not. I might have screamed a little. 
 
    Ok, fuck. You got me. I was terrified. It was the strangest mix of excitement and terror. I’ve never felt anything quite like it before. I’d definitely do it again, but maybe not during a race. Maybe just me and Noah here by ourselves screwing around so he doesn’t have to go quite so fast. 
 
    I was devastated, I would have loved to watch him owning it from inside his car, but my eyes were clasped so damn tight, terrified we were going to crash. I mean, watching him drive is one of the best things I’ve ever witnessed. I don’t know what it is about watching a guy shift effortlessly through the gears that gets me so hot, but it does and with Noah, it’s so much better. I love it. So racing with him and not watching him for a single moment of it…yeah, that kind of sucked. 
 
    Noah hits the first corner and his back tires slide out as he effortlessly drifts around the bend, making it look damn easy. 
 
    Tully squeezes my hand. “Fuck, I hate watching him do this shit.” 
 
    I look across to her. So much for her ‘I don’t give a damn’ exterior. She’s shitting bricks. “You know, he really will be fine,” I tell her. “He knows what he’s doing.” 
 
    “I know. It’s just the fear of the unknown,” she sighs as he comes out of the bend, speeding forward with the red Mustang right on his ass. I can just imagine the cocky smirk across his face, already knowing he’s got this race in the bag. At this point, his races are more like a personal time trial and the opponent is just for appearances. He kicks their asses every week. 
 
    “But it isn’t unknown when it comes to Noah. He’s always in control behind the wheel of a car.” 
 
    “He is,” she agrees, “but what about the fucker in the red ‘stang?” 
 
    I squeeze her hand a little harder. “Have faith that he knows how to handle it,” I murmur for only her to hear. After all, she’d probably have a heart attack if she thought anyone around here could overhear us discussing one of her weaknesses. Not that there’s many, but she relies on her tough exterior. She likes being strong. She likes the world assuming they can’t get to her. Just like me. I’d dare say it’s part of the reason we get along so well. 
 
    Tully nods and turns her eyes back to the track. 
 
    Dust flies up from under Noah’s tires, covering the red Mustang in a cloud of dust and forcing him to steer across to the outside, giving Noah an even better advantage. “Dick move,” Rivers howls from behind us. 
 
    “How so?” Kaylah questions. 
 
    “The fucker didn’t need the advantage. He’s already got him. He’s just playing with him now, making him sweat.” 
 
    I shake my head as a grin splits my face in two. That would be right. Noah is a great guy. He’s loyal as hell and will do whatever it takes to protect the people he loves, but never did I claim he was a saint. He loves being on top. Just like his sister. He loves being the guy that everybody is in awe of and he doesn’t give a shit who he needs to step on to get there.  
 
    To Noah, if the guy wasn’t able to keep up with him on the track, he doesn’t deserve the respect of a clean race. He’s nothing. A bug for him to toy with. His entertainment for the night. 
 
    No, he’s certainly no saint. Hell, he can be downright dangerous if the situation called for it. I’ve watched him take guys down in one easy swing with nothing but fire in his eyes and a dark grin on his face. That side of him will only ever surface if he was protecting one of his own though and I can’t fault him for that.  
 
    Shit, I haven’t exactly seen Rivers beast out like that but I don’t doubt for one second that he’s just the same. Hell, if I really had to think about it, I’d say he was darker. More twisted. Exactly the kind of guy to hold Tully’s attention. 
 
    If only I knew what shady shit they were getting up to, maybe then I’d know exactly how dangerous they could be. 
 
    Noah hits the final straight and I find myself squeezing down on both Kaylah’s and Tully’s hands, most likely to the point of pain, but neither of them seems to be complaining, and if they are, screw them. I’m excited. 
 
    Noah flies across the finish line, slamming on the brakes and twisting the wheels so his car comes screeching around in a circle, bringing up an impressive wave of dust behind him as the crowd starts applauding their king. The dust clouds as the red Mustang speeds angrily across the line, narrowly avoiding giving Noah’s white Camaro a new red paint job. 
 
    Heat floods me and pools between my thighs, but when I see that cocky smirk, looking back at me through the open window, I melt. There’s nothing better than this. 
 
    I release the girls’ hands and dart forward onto the track, racing through Noah’s cloud of dust and waving a hand in front of my face, trying my hardest not to inhale the shit.  
 
    Hardly able to see, I just keep running until an arm is thrown around my waist and I’m hauled into a hard chest. Any normal girl would gasp and fight against some strange guy grabbing at her at a race track, but not me because I know this guy. The arm and chest keeping me hostage are all too familiar in the best ways. 
 
    Noah. 
 
    My breath escapes me as I’m crushed into him.  
 
    My hands come up against his wide chest before his lips are on mine, devouring me. I feel his excitement through his jeans as he presses it into me, grinding and letting me know how much he liked my eyes on him as he raced. It’s as hot for him as it is for me. 
 
    “You were incredible,” I smile against his lips. 
 
    “Wait till you see what else I can do,” he teases. 
 
    I roll my eyes and pull back ever so slightly as laughter escapes me. “You’re such an idiot,” I tell him. “You play dirty though,” I comment, pointing out how he was playing with the guy out on the track. 
 
    Noah shrugs his shoulder, pulling my waist in tighter against him. “What can I say?” he chuckles. “The guy is a loser. You should have heard him running his mouth before the race. I had to remind him where the fuck he belonged.” 
 
    “Remind me never to race you,” I tell him. “I have a feeling I’d be doing a lot more than just running my mouth.” 
 
    “Fuck me,” he groans. “Despite the fact that you can’t drive for shit, I have a feeling it would be the race that dethrones me.” 
 
    I flash him a cocky grin. “And don’t you forget it, Noah Cage.” 
 
    His face dives into my neck and his lips get to work, instantly drawing me in. “Get a room,” I hear Tully behind me, reluctantly making Noah pull back with a frustrated groan. I spin around to face her to find not only Tully but Rivers and Kaylah too. 
 
    Noah takes hold of my hips, which has me smothering a laugh as he never holds me like this, but I know damn well that he’s doing it to hide the fact that he has one hell of a boner tenting the front of his jeans. Usually, he wouldn’t give a shit who saw him like this. He’d own it like a fucking boss, except his twin sister is the exception to that rule. They’d both be mortified if she was to see that. The thought has me wanting to step away just to see the look on both their faces. 
 
    Fuck. Messing with these two has quickly become my life. There’s nothing I love more. 
 
    “What are we doing tonight?” Tully questions, leaning into Rivers’ side, his arm instinctively wrapping around her. 
 
    Noah’s eyes narrow on their movements before he looks down at me. “Your call, Spitfire,” he says. “Party or home?” 
 
    “Are you kidding?” I laugh. “Definitely a party. I want to celebrate your win. I want to drink too much and shake my tits in front of some guy just to watch you go all alpha on my ass.” 
 
    “Party it is,” he tells everyone before he turns those green eyes on me, though I don’t see his usual cocky grin. Within his eyes sits a challenge and a promise of one hell of a great night. Before I know it, he grabs me and throws me over his shoulder. “Two can play this game, babe,” he says, spanking my ass and stalking towards his car. 
 
    He rips the door open and throws me in before leaning down and finally giving me that cocky grin I love so much. “Just for the record,” he warns. “If those tits of yours get shaken in front of anyone but me, there’s going to be trouble.” 
 
    I look up at him with big, innocent eyes. “You promise?” 
 
    He shakes his head before closing my door and making his way around the car, ignoring the girls pawing at his chest and the guys trying to congratulate him on yet another epic win. 
 
    Noah drops down into his car and quickly starts his engine, noticing another race about to get started. The track clears of all the lingering people and before I know it, he’s speeding off the track, towards the dirt road to get out of here. 
 
    As we hit the main highway, heading back to Haven Falls, he looks across at me, taking in the way my eyes greedily rake over his body as he effortlessly shifts through his gears, working the stick like a damn pro. “Fuck, Spitfire. Change of plans. I’m taking you home now.” 
 
    Damn. That sounds good. 
 
    Frustration pours through me, knowing that what I’m about to say is delaying the inevitable and prolonging that desperate release my body has been craving all afternoon. “No way, cowboy,” I smile, reaching across and threading my fingers through his on top of the gear stick. “We’re partying first and then I promise, you can have me all night.” 
 
    He lets out a groan. “Fine, but you better make it worth my while.” 
 
    “Don’t I always?” I grin. 
 
    “You sure fucking do.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    Noah pulls up at the party and instead of pulling up on the side of the road, behind the long line of parked cars, he drives up over the curb of the guy’s home, bringing his car to a stop in the very center of his front yard. 
 
    People gawk and stare, but quickly realize it’s Noah and their scowls instantly turn to over the top welcomes while beers somehow get thrust into his and Rivers’ hands. 
 
    I’ll never get used to showing up to parties like this with guys like Noah and Rivers. Their popularity astounds me. I don’t understand how two people could possibly be so damn loved. Noah is the King of Haven Falls Private right now and I guess that makes Rivers his fucked up court jester.  
 
    People seem to hear about his arrival before we’ve even gotten to the door as the second we walk in, drinks are thrust into mine and Tully’s hands too. I look down at the cold beer that appears before me and cringe knowing I’ll be handing this shit off to Noah as soon as he’s finished his first one. I’m certainly not a beer girl. The taste…ugh. Now cold, hard spirits, they’re my jam. 
 
    Tully instantly pushes the beer in her hand, into Rivers’ and he doesn’t hesitate taking it for a second. I guess it’s going to be a messy night. 
 
    The boys get caught up talking to some guys hovering in the doorway and I roll my eyes, having a feeling that’s the last we’ll be seeing of them tonight.  
 
    Tully takes my hand and pulls me away with Kaylah following behind when I realize I still have a beer in my hand. I find myself scowling down at the stupid thing when Kaylah’s hand shoots in and swipes it from my fingers. “Stop being such a baby,” she laughs. “It’s just beer.” 
 
    With that, she lifts the drink to her lips and Tully and I watch in awe as she throws the whole thing back in under thirty seconds. “How the hell did you do that?” Tully squeaks over the sound of the thumping music, watching Kaylah with admiration. 
 
    Kaylah simply grins. “It’s my new party trick,” she explains. “Jesse taught me.” 
 
    “Damn,” I chuckle as a sly smile raises the corners of my lips. “I bet he taught you all sorts of new things.” 
 
    Her eyes find mine in the darkened room. “You wouldn’t believe the kinds of things Jesse Ryder has been teaching me.” 
 
    “Holy hell,” Tully breathes. “I need to find me a boyfriend.” 
 
    “I don’t think you need a boyfriend,” I laugh as she continues pulling us through the house. “I have a feeling Rivers would be more than happy to show you all his dirty little tricks.” 
 
    Her eyes instantly heat. “Fuck me. I wish,” she throws over her shoulder. “Can you imagine all the things he would do to me?”  
 
    What can I say? If he’s anything like Noah, she’s definitely in for a treat. 
 
    “I need a drink,” she tells us, reaching the makeshift drinks table that’s been set up with ice buckets, sodas, and every selection of spirits a girl could need. There are buckets filled with beers underneath and red Solo cups littering every surface of the house. Hell, at some point I’ll have to try and work out whose house this is.  
 
    Tully gets busy pouring us some drinks and I grin as Kaylah swirls her tongue around in her mouth. She hates the taste of beer just as much as I do, but she’s not prepared to let it go to waste. 
 
    Tully does her usual cocktail mixing and I scrunch up my face at the purple concoction she hands me. I take a cautious sip, noticing the yummy berry flavor hitting my tongue. “What the hell is this?” I call over the music. 
 
    “Fucked if I know,” she grumbles, taking a long drink of her own. “But it’s damn good.” 
 
    With that, we each throw back our drinks and get busy pouring ourselves another. “Shit,” Kaylah laughs as she curls her fingers around her second berry drink. “We’re getting fucked up tonight, aren’t we?” 
 
    Tully lifts her Solo cup and clinks it against Kaylah’s. “Hold onto your knickers, baby. We’re in for a wild ride.” 
 
    Kaylah grins back at her and before I know it, the three of us are stumbling around the party, laughing like hyenas, and having the best damn time. I mean, what a night. I’ve never quite let loose like this. The drinks are flowing, the music is pulsing right through my body, I’m dancing with my girls, and I haven’t got a care in the world. 
 
    Except…I haven’t really seen Noah much. He’s here fucking around somewhere, being a boring ass and refusing to dance. Every now and then, I feel the heat of his eyes burning into me and just when I turn around to beeline towards him, Tully hauls me away, claiming tonight isn’t about getting lost to the world of Noah, it’s about making damn good memories. 
 
    Naturally, I groan and whine about it, but she shoves another of those berry drinks into my hand and I cave to her wicked ways. I’m not complaining though despite my desperate need to run my hands over his body. He’s Noah and I’m me, and I know that without a doubt, he’ll come and rescue me eventually before slamming me up against a wall and devouring me like chocolate pudding. 
 
    Damn. I could really enjoy some chocolate pudding right about now, but I’d prefer to lick it off Noah’s delicious body. Hmmm, yeah. I can’t wait to get home tonight. Maybe I’ll add some ice cream and strawberries. It’d be the best dessert a girl ever had. 
 
    The music soaks into my veins as the dance floor becomes overly crowded. Elbows get jammed into my ribs and I don’t doubt I’ll have a few bruises come tomorrow, but I don’t care. I’m having a great time, and hell, that’s just what you get when you come to a Haven Falls party. If you want a controlled party with space to move, then go find a Broken Hill party. We do things differently here. 
 
    Most of the Haven Falls parties end up with the cops being called, but with so many kids, there’s not a lot the cops can do. They get ignored until the cops take drastic action and literally shut down the party, as in cutting the electricity to the house or using force. 
 
    Hell, the dickheads dealing drugs in dark corners aren’t even fazed by the cops anymore. It’s like they have some sort of silent agreement. After all, business is business. 
 
    Kaylah is bumped into from the back and she stumbles forward for the twentieth time, sending her berry deliciousness all over me and the floor. “Fuck,” she curses with a loud grunt. “I swear, I don’t miss this shit.” 
 
    “Yes, you do,” I laugh, grabbing the front of her dress and mopping up the sticky liquid all over me, but it’s no use. I’m going to have to bring in reinforcements to fix this mess. 
 
    “I don’t,” she argues, snatching back her dress and wiping a drip from my collar bone. “This never would have happened at one of Jesse’s parties.” 
 
    “True,” I tell her, grabbing both her and Tully and pulling them off the dance floor while squishing through a maze of bodies. “But you also wouldn’t be having the best fucking time at one of his parties. You’d be sitting back in his fancy mansion with the all the space in the world to dance around. You’d have pre-mixed drinks and fancy ass fireplaces. This shit here is real.” 
 
    “Have you ever been to a Broken Hill party?” she questions. 
 
    I look back over her shoulder. “Can’t say that I have, and can’t say that I want to. It’d be boring.” 
 
    “You’re an idiot,” she tells me as we break out through the backdoor into the cold air. “Their parties are fucking awesome. It’s just like these but with the added bonus of money. It’s crazy and no one gives a shit if things get fucked up because it’s all replaceable to them. Jess took me to Tyson’s party last weekend, and I swear, that song ‘Chandelier’ by Sia came on, and they were literally swinging from the chandelier. They were jumping from the second story balcony and seeing if they could make it to the other side.” 
 
    “Could they?” I laugh with a raised eyebrow, wondering if maybe I’ve had it wrong all this time. Maybe I need to be investigating these Broken Hill parties. Maybe I’ve been missing out all these years. 
 
    “No,” she grins. “The chandelier was ripped right out of the roof and Jesse went down like a sack of shit.” 
 
    My jaw drops. “Jesse was the one swinging from the balcony? Is he alright?” 
 
    “Well, yeah,” she laughs. “He was more than alright to still party all night and take me home afterward.” 
 
    “Jesus Christ,” I breathe. 
 
    “I know,” she says, excitement lighting up her eyes. “Jesse wants me to have my eighteenth at his place. He’s thinking of having a massive indoor slip ‘N slide, though I have no idea how he plans to pull that off, but knowing Jess, it will be a party to remember.” 
 
    Tully gasps as we continue around the sound of the house. “Holy shit. I better be invited to that party.” 
 
    “Hell yeah, you are,” Kaylah tells her, making me fall in love with how amazing my two friends have been getting along. “It’s a few weeks away.” 
 
    I smile to myself, recalling all the fond memories I have of all of Kaylah’s parties in the past. Jackson always made sure to make them memorable and I have a feeling her eighteenth is going to be huge.  
 
    I search the side of the house, having a pretty good feeling that what I’m looking for is going to be over here when I finally spot it. The garden hose. “Uh huh,” I declare, pushing the lingering bodies out of my way to get to the hose so I can wash off the stickiness from my arms and chest. 
 
    I twist the tap and hold onto the end, making sure to put it on lightly so I don’t end up spraying the hundreds of bodies crammed into the backyard. As I bend forward, my balance is thrown off and I stumble forward. “Whoa,” I laugh as Tully reaches out a steadying hand, trying to stabilize me, but all that does is have us both face plant into the side of the house with Kaylah laughing so hard she crosses her legs so she doesn’t pee herself. 
 
    “Holy shit,” Tully grumbles pushing herself off the wall. She turns to face me and decides to take matters into her own hands. 
 
    Tully takes the hose from my hands and holds it up while Kaylah helps her to wipe the purple mess off my body.  
 
    It all happens too fast. 
 
    One second, I see Spencer standing over us, grinning like a lunatic, the next, his hands are on the tap, turning it full blast. 
 
    Cold water spouts all over me as I let out an ear-shattering squeal. Tully loses control of the hose and suddenly it’s flying out of her hands and around the yard like a snake on crack, smacking into people and drenching bodies everywhere. Girls squeal as drunken guys rummage around, trying to catch the out of control hose. 
 
    Realizing this could go on for hours, I spin around and stop the hose from the source. I grab hold of the tap and turn it off tight until the backyard is once again safe. Laughter sounds from all around, yet Tully, Kaylah, and I aren’t so happy. 
 
    We each turn a glare on Spencer who instantly holds up two hands in surrender. “I’m sorry,” he laughs, clearly forgetting the fact that my boyfriend beat the ever loving shit out of him a few weeks ago, either that or he’s too fucked up to remember who he’s supposed to be hating on right now. I know that tends to happen to me a little more than I should admit. “I couldn’t resist,” he tells us with a grin. “You had the hose on her. What was I supposed to do? It’s like you were begging for someone to do it.” 
 
    Tully looks at me. “He has a point,” she tells me. 
 
    I groan. “I know.” I was stupid to think that was a good idea at a party like this. I guess that’s what happens when you’re not thinking straight.  
 
    Tully looks back to Spencer expectantly. “You owe us,” she says, pointing out how the three of us are soaking wet, drips of water rushing from our clothes as mascara smudges beneath our eyes.  
 
    Spencer considers us a moment before taking pity on us. “How about this?” he says, digging in his pocket. He pulls his hand out a second later before holding a joint up between his thumb and forefinger. “We good?” 
 
    Tully stares at the joint. Kaylah’s mouth pops open. And I…well I have the great idea of plucking it out of his hand with an excited grin. “Pleasure doing business with you, Spencer.” 
 
    He chuckles to himself and shakes his head. “Anytime, babe.” 
 
    With that, he disappears, leaving the three of us, hovering around the side of the house, out of sight of the boys, staring at the joint in my hand. “You’re not seriously going to smoke that thing?” Kaylah mutters. “I mean, do you even know what to do with it?” 
 
    Tully grunts. “I’ll show you what to do with it.” 
 
    I look at my friends. "It couldn’t hurt, right? The boys never have to know.” 
 
    “I’m in,” Tully declares excitedly. “I couldn’t give a shit if they know.” 
 
    Kaylah groans. “Fine.” 
 
    “Hell yeah.” 
 
    With that, Tully wobbles up to a group of guys smoking and asks for a light before coming back over.  
 
    We lean against the wall and the three of us slide down until we're sitting in the wet grass, drinks in our hands and a joint between my fingers. 
 
    Little miss expert, Tully, takes the joint from me and looks back at me. “Last chance,” she says. “If I do it, you guys have to do it too.” 
 
    “Do it,” I laugh as Kaylah just shakes her head, though I see the excitement in her eyes. She’s not usually up for stuff like this, and hell, neither am I, but for one night, we’re doing the unthinkable. 
 
    I watch Tully as he brings the joint to her lips and lights the end, breathing it in. She inhales deeply before blowing out a cloud of smoke. “Holy shit,” she laughs, instantly handing it over. 
 
    I take the joint and place it between my lips. I’ve never done anything so reckless as to get high at a party but I find myself unable to wait. Who cares, right? The boys are here somewhere and they’ll look out for us if need be. I guess that’s the beauty of having people in your life that you can trust.  
 
    Throwing caution to the wind, I inhale and prepare myself for one hell of a good night. 
 
    “Oh, shoe?” I call half an hour later, crawling around the ground on my hands and knees, searching out Kaylah’s red high heel as I shoulder charge into peoples’ shins on my way past. “Oh, shoey, shoey, shoe. Where are you?” 
 
    Tully collapses to the ground in a laughing heap beside me. “That rhymes,” she booms as she flops into a patch of mud from the out of control snake hose earlier. 
 
    Kaylah starts giggling because…well, why the hell not? And all that does is set us all off…again.  
 
    Fuck, I’ve never been high before, but it’s sure as hell fun. I think I finally understand why people do it. I mean, every now and then, of course, not all the time. 
 
    People groan and grunt as we make our way around the party on our hands and knees, knocking them out of our way and not giving a shit who has to move. “What are we looking for again?” Tully snickers. 
 
    “My shoe,” Kaylah calls back at us, wiggling her ass in front as she crawls ahead. 
 
    I look down to her feet. 
 
    “Wait,” I laugh, taking in the bright red heel on her left foot. “You’re wearing your shoe.” 
 
    “No,” she chuckles, looking back at us. “My other shoe.” 
 
    “Huh? Which shoe?” 
 
    “My red shoe.” 
 
    Kaylah stops and turns to crawl back to us when she looks down at Tully’s feet. “There’s my shoe,” she declares with enthusiastic excitement, grabbing Tully’s foot and hoisting the red heel from her, making Tully fall back on her ass into yet another patch of mud.  
 
    “What is your shoe doing on my foot?” Tully questions, grabbing her foot and inspecting it as though she’s never seen it before, ignoring the fact that she’s covered in gooey shit. 
 
    Oh, wait. I’m covered in gooey shit too. 
 
    Maybe we need to hose down again. 
 
    Tully’s brows furrow. “Then where are my shoes?” 
 
    Hmm… good question. “Never fear, citizen. I will find your shoe,” I declare, holding my hand up like Superman before falling back onto my hands and knees. “Oh, shoey, shoey, shoe. Where are you?” 
 
    Tully chuckles behind me and Kaylah stops to put her red heel back on her foot, but it seems it’s a little harder than she had originally thought. “I need help,” she calls behind us. 
 
    I look back and lose her among the sea of legs. Oh well. She’ll manage. 
 
    I barge my way through the legs, requesting they part like the Red Sea and feeling like a fucking boss when they do…only one pair doesn’t budge. Not even a little. 
 
    I poke at them before two warm hands curl around my arms and hoist me to my feet with such speed my head starts to spin. “Whoa,” I slur, making myself break into giggles once again. 
 
    In the blink of an eye, I turn to my left to find Tully standing right beside me and Kaylah on my right. “Where did you come from?” I smile. 
 
    Tully doesn’t respond, only looks around, up, down, side to side. "How did we get inside?” 
 
    Huh? Inside? No! Not possible. 
 
    Hands at my shoulders which I’d forgotten about shake me and force my eyes straight ahead. “Noah,” I smile, falling into him and throwing my arms out only to accidentally smack Rivers in the face. “What are you doing here?” 
 
    His brows furrow. “What the fuck did you take?” 
 
    I bite down on my lip, running my nose along his neck. “Shhhhhh,” I whisper. “It’s a secret.” 
 
    Rivers grunts, holding onto Tully with two hands as Noah reaches out his other hand, holding onto Kaylah to stop her from disappearing. “Dude,” Rivers says, “they’re fucking high as kites.” 
 
    Tully instantly starts laughing so hard she snorts into Rivers shirt as Noah nods his agreement, narrowing his eyes angrily on his twin sister. “Let’s get them the fuck out of here.” 
 
    “But… my shoe,” Tully cries. 
 
    Rivers looks down. “What about your shoe?” he demands, honestly not giving a shit about them. 
 
    I can’t help but glance down at her feet. She’s wearing her shoes. In fact, we all are. So, who’s shoes were we looking for? My mind spins with the confusion but before I can question it, Noah and Rivers are dragging the three of us out the door. 
 
    The second we break through the front door, Noah is pulling his phone out. “Hey man,” he says down the line. “I’m bringing your girl home. She’s fucked up.” 
 
    Whoever is on the other end says something and Noah quickly hangs up. 
 
    “Get in the car,” he orders us. 
 
    Rivers reaches around Tully and opens the back door for us and Kaylah instantly slides in. I go next and scoot across as Tully bends forward. She takes a step and somehow crashes down into the car. "Fuck, my nose,” she grumbles with her face down on the car floor and her ass up in the air. 
 
    Noah angrily revs the car as Rivers helps her into her seat and before I know it, we’re speeding down the road in the opposite direction of Haven Falls. 
 
    We drive into Broken Hill and the whole way I ignore the furious glances that come shooting at me through the rearview mirror. Damn, he’s pissed, but he looks so good with his jaw clenched and the white knuckles on his steering wheel. I wonder what angry sex with Noah Cage would be like? 
 
    “If it’s anything like the angry sex I have with Jesse then you’re in for a treat.” 
 
    My head whips around to Kaylah. Did I say that out loud? 
 
    “You said that out loud too,” Rivers grumbles from the front seat. 
 
    Oh. Whoopsie. 
 
    We pull down a massive driveway with a huge gate out the front and I find myself climbing across Kaylah’s lap and gluing my face to the window of Noah’s Camaro. “Holy shit,” I breathe, staring up at the massive multimillion dollar mansion. “Is this where your boyfriend lives?” 
 
    “Uh huh,” she says with a dreamy smile. 
 
    “You got yourself a Daddy Warbucks.” 
 
    As Noah brings his car to a stop at the top of the circle drive, a very pissed off Jesse Ryder comes storming down his front steps. “Uh oh,” Kaylah murmurs. “Looks like I’m definitely up for some angry sex.” 
 
    At the look on Jesse’s face, Kaylah pushes her way out of Noah’s Camaro and instantly stumbles into him. Jesse catches her with ease and lets out a sigh. “Shit,” he groans before grabbing her and hauling her over his shoulder.  
 
    Jesse looks back at Noah. “Thanks. I owe you one.” 
 
    Noah just nods and a second later, takes off while Kaylah waves goodbye. 
 
    “Home time,” Tully declares. 
 
    “No,” Noah snaps, looking back up at me again. “One more stop.” 
 
    I swallow. I guess there’s no angry sex for me tonight. Just a whole lot of angry. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    I thought thinking that Monica was pregnant with Noah’s baby and having a bunch of whores jump me was the worst thing to ever happen to me. I couldn’t have been more wrong. 
 
    Noah having the shits with me, well, that’s a whole new level of awful. 
 
    I woke on Saturday morning feeling more than sorry for myself. The first half of the day I was trying to put all the fuzzy puzzle pieces together and remember what the hell had actually happened. It didn’t take too long to recall the purple drink and the joint Spencer had so willingly supplied us. The rest though…that’s still coming back to me in bits and pieces.  
 
    Noah had dropped me at my door. He didn’t even bother walking me in or saying goodnight. I mean, I knew from the second he saw us that he had the shits with us, but I didn’t realize just how bad it was until I didn’t get a kiss goodnight. 
 
    My high was instantly shattered and I slipped through the front door of my home, past dad’s sleeping form on the couch and into my bed where I dug the packet of potato chips out of my drawer, and sulked until every last one of them were gone. 
 
    It’s now Monday afternoon and Noah hasn’t said a word to me. Hell, he’s barely even looked my way all day, just walked around with a scowl on his face, but I shouldn’t have been surprised. Tully warned me over the weekend that he gets like this when he’s pissed off. He shuts down and doesn’t like to talk about it. It’s like his way of punishing me, but she promised that he’ll come around. He always does. 
 
    I tried texting him, but I very quickly realized that was a waste of time. It’s funny though because when I’m the one pissed off or hurt, he’ll text me constantly, but when the shoe is on the other foot, he acts as though he doesn’t even know what a phone is. 
 
    I quickly gave up and spent my weekend sulking in my room while avoiding my father’s prying questions about what the hell was wrong with me. I’ve been trying to be happy for his sake knowing he goes away sometime tomorrow, but it’s seriously hard. 
 
    Not having Noah’s usual chirpiness and cocky attitude floating around me brings a dullness over me. The sky isn’t as blue and the clouds seem to darken every time I look up. The birds aren’t chirping and there certainly isn’t a skip in my step. 
 
    This sucks. Like, really sucks. 
 
    I want things to go back to normal. 
 
    Why the hell did I have to accept that damn joint? I can just imagine what Noah is going to think when he realizes Spencer was the one who gave it to us. 
 
    I should have known better than to take it. Both Tully and Kaylah hesitated. I mean, Tully was definitely thrilled about the idea of getting high, but she didn’t reach out and accept it. I did. Kaylah wasn’t even on board at first and we pressured her into it. Damn it. I’m an awful friend. 
 
    I wonder how things went down between her and Jesse. 
 
    The thought has me pulling out my phone.  
 
    Henley – Did Jesse tear you a new asshole on Friday night? 
 
    She responds almost instantly. 
 
    Kaylah – Fuck me! He was so pissed off. He could hardly believe I did it, but then… he almost seems kind of proud. Like, I don’t know, surprised maybe? 
 
    Henley – Consider yourself lucky. Noah still isn’t speaking to me! 
 
    Kaylah – You’re Henley Fucking Bronx. You don’t wait around for a guy to decide when he’s going to talk to you. Own it. Make him talk to you. 
 
    Henley…. 
 
    Henley – What the hell has gotten into you? 
 
    Kaylah – There’s a motivational speaker at school to help get us in the ‘pre-exam mood.’ Can’t help it. The guy has me feeling all inspired to be my best me! 
 
    Henley – Shit. you need to get out of there! 
 
    Kaylah – Tell me about it! 
 
    Kaylah – But I’m right though. Make him see the light! Henley Bronx doesn’t wait around for some guy to dictate their relationship. Take charge. He might be King of Haven Falls, but you’re his Queen and he needs to remember that. 
 
    Henley – Damn it. 
 
    I slide my phone back into my pocket. Kaylah is right. I need to take control. He needs to see that I’m not just some girl he can screw around with. We’re just about adults and if he wants to be in a relationship with me, then he needs to start acting like a damn grown man. None of this ‘not speaking to each other’ crap. We handle our shit and then move on. 
 
    He’s been spending his lunch break outside with Rivers and some of the guys on the football team which only serves to annoy me more because I know he’s only out there to avoid me. Hell, he’s probably avoiding Tully too. Noah doesn’t even like football and can’t stand half the guys on the team. They’re all beefed up jocks with pea brains, only interested in scoring on and off the field. 
 
    I grab my tray off the table and throw out what’s left. I need to find him before the end of lunch and get this shit handled once and for all. I’m done trying to pretend to be happy around all these assholes who think they know me, and besides, I don’t want to give Candice or Monica any extra ammunition to use against me. 
 
    “Right,” I say, looking down at Tully who’s watching me like a crazy person as I pack away all my things. “I’m going to go kick your brother’s ass.” 
 
    I go to storm out of here when Tully calls after me. “Wait.” I turn around to find her scrunching up her face before she slides her phone across the table towards me. “Sorry,” she grumbles as I collect her phone and save it from falling off the edge of the table. 
 
    I unlock the screen and instantly look down at the message thread already on the screen. “I got a text from Rivers about ten minutes ago.” 
 
    I read through the last few messages at the bottom of the screen. 
 
    Rivers – Noah and I are out. Got a job. 
 
    Tully – Shit. How the hell am I supposed to get home? 
 
    River – Fuck! I’ll come back and get you and Henley after school. 
 
    Tully – K. 
 
    I resist slamming her phone down on the table. “Are you shitting me?” I demand as the anger takes over. “He couldn’t say goodnight on Friday, he ignored me all weekend and today, and now this? God, he’s such a douche sometimes.” 
 
    “I know,” she sighs.  
 
    I collapse back down at the cafeteria table, trying my best to reign myself in. I know he was the one who had the shits with me, but now we’re on the same playing field. I know I fucked up, but now so has he and I’m not interested in clawing my way back in. That sorry bastard can come to me. 
 
    Shit. Was that too much? Yeah, maybe too much. After all, I do really like the guy, maybe even love him. Oh, I don’t know. This whole thing is ridiculous and is making my already foggy mind go to complete mush. 
 
    So, instead of making a fuss and complaining about the guy I might or might not be in love with, I people watch with Tully, and by people, I mean person. One person in particular. Monica. 
 
    I don’t know what Noah was thinking dating her for so long. She’s horrid. I mean, yeah, I’m woman enough to admit that she’s hot, but apart from that, the cow doesn’t have any other redeeming qualities. 
 
    When Noah finally came to his senses and dumped her sorry ass, she did whatever she could to claw her way back in, which I guess is not surprising, but when she saw that there was another girl stealing his attention, she got nasty.  
 
    She took every chance she had to put me down, make me seem less than so Noah would lose interest, but what she didn’t bet on was that shit like that makes me stronger. There’s nothing I crave more than putting a bitch in her place.  
 
    When trying to bring me down didn’t work, she went for Noah in the most heartbreaking, brutal way. She let him think he was going to be a daddy. He broke off whatever was going on with me to do the respectable thing. 
 
    She had him just where she wanted him…until she didn’t. 
 
    It was all a lie and the second she knew I had figured it out, she played her last card. 
 
    Her and her skank ass friends came into my home and tore me apart. They jumped me. They beat me and made me feel absolutely worthless. They made me break and I have never felt so defeated. 
 
    Needless to say, I didn’t stay down long. I never do. I got what was mine and now it’s time for her to pay. I guess, my only challenge now is convincing Noah that he still wants to be mine after my little stunt on Friday night. 
 
    My teeth grind as I watch Monica prancing around the cafeteria. Noah did a good number on her a few weeks ago that knocked her down, right to the bottom of the social ladder. When he was done with her, she was a little blue Smurfette and the whole school thought she was our latest teen pregnancy. It didn’t take long for the students of Haven Falls to figure out she had lied about her pregnancy to trap Noah into a relationship, and when they did, she went down in a big way. 
 
    And now… she’s trying to claw her way back up the ladder once again. 
 
    The problem with bitches like her is that they never stay down.  
 
    I guess I have a little something in common with her after all. I know it bugs Noah too. I’ve watched him watching her over the past couple of weeks and the higher she climbs back up the social ladder, the more it pisses him off. Though, to be honest, I love that fire within him because it means when I go for my payback, he won’t try to hold me back, claiming he’s protecting my morals. 
 
    “Would you stop making your scowling so freakin obvious?” Tully grunts next to me. 
 
    “Can’t help it,” I say, getting a little satisfaction out of the way Candice gives her the cold shoulder. I mean, Candice and Monica are…were best friends, but her massive takedown meant that Candice couldn’t be seen with her. She was the social outcast and Candice made sure she knew it, but now all the rumors have gone to bed as the students of Haven Falls have moved onto the latest school gossip, giving Monica the chance to make her move. 
 
     “Why don’t you just go and kick her ass already?” Tully questions, bored of my ongoing stalking over the past few weeks. “You’re better now. There are no injuries holding you back.” 
 
    I shrug my shoulders. “I don’t know,” I tell her, sinking back into my chair, still watching Monica with a close eye. “Rivers said that I should be a little more…calculating about it.” 
 
    “Calculating?” she grunts. “What’s that got to do with anything? You’re giving her an ass whooping. Get in, get out.” 
 
    “He thinks I should take it a step further. Look at her,” I say, watching as Monica’s eyes flick around the room, always aware of where I am after Noah’s subtle warning that I’m coming for her. “She expecting an ass whooping. She’ll be prepared and will claw her way back up again afterward, just like she’s doing now. I need to get her where it hurts and make sure she stays down.” 
 
    “Calculating,” she agrees with a nod, finally understanding.  
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    “So, what’s the plan?” 
 
    I shake my head. “I have no freaking idea.” 
 
    Tully nudges me with her elbow. “You know I’m in, right? She let my brother think she was having his baby and beat the shit out of you. I’m so far in.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” I murmur quietly for no one else to hear. “I don’t have a plan yet, but I’m going to make her pay and it’s not going to be nice. I don’t want you committing to something that you’re not comfortable doing.” 
 
    She nods her head, her eyes zoning in on mine. “I’m in,” she says slowly, making sure I understand her very clearly. “That bitch is going down and I’m am going to be there every step of the way. Hell, I’ll take the fall for it if I have to. That’s how bad I want this.” 
 
    “There’s no way I’m letting you take the fall for this. I want her to know it was me who takes her down.” 
 
    “I know, but just saying.” I roll my eyes as the bell rings for the end of lunch and push myself up out of my chair. “You know if you don’t strike soon, Noah is going to try and talk you out of it,” she continues. 
 
    “I know,” I tell her as we head for the big double doors of the cafeteria. “He’s still burning from what she did and I can tell he doesn’t like the idea of me fighting back, but he can’t stop me. He promised I’ll get a chance to get payback and I don’t think he could stand in the way of that.” 
 
    “He’ll try though. He doesn’t like you getting yourself in trouble.” 
 
    “He sure likes it when he’s the one I’m getting in trouble with,” I chuckle. 
 
    “I don’t want to know about your dirty sex stories.” 
 
    “Yeah, you do,” I laugh. 
 
    Tully shoves my shoulder and before I know it, she’s taking off down the hall in the opposite direction, smiling back over her shoulder. “Meet me in the parking lot after school,” she reminds me. “Rivers is driving us home.” 
 
    With that, I turn and head down the opposite way, dragging my feet as my mind instantly reverts back to wondering what the hell Noah and Rivers have got themselves involved in. 
 
    It feels like the longest history lesson of the day, but when the bell finally rings for the end of the day, I’ve never been so relieved. I need to see him. So, the second I dive into Rivers car, I’ll be telling him not to bother stopping at my place.  
 
    This shit between us needs to end. It’s been three days of nothing from him and it’s slowly tearing me apart from within. 
 
    My heart can’t handle it, no matter how tough I try to appear. He’s cutting me down. Hell, I don’t care if he’s still angry with me, I just need something from him to let me know that we’ll be ok. 
 
    I hurry out of class and grab my things from my locker before rushing out past the metal detectors and through the front doors of Haven Falls Private. 
 
    I turn to my left and right there in the middle of the student parking lot is Noah’s Camaro. 
 
    I falter, suddenly not feeling so brave. What’s he doing here? Has there been a change of plans? Tully hasn’t texted to let me know. Has he come to pick me up or is he here for other reasons? Is Rivers still coming or do I need to swallow my pride and walk down there, asking for a ride home? 
 
    Maybe I should just slip through the back gates and walk my sorry ass home. 
 
    No, that’s just stupid. He’s my boyfriend, well, I’m assuming he’s still my boyfriend, though I didn’t think I fucked up that badly. I mean, it was just one joint and it’s not like I had it all to myself. Really, it was only a third of a joint. Not that bad at all. 
 
    I suck in a breath and pull on my big girl panties before raising my shoulders. I can do this. It’s just Noah. What’s he going to do? Drive away? Make me look like a fool in front of the whole student body? What’s new?  
 
    Noah wouldn’t do that to me anyway. If anything, the worst possible scenario is that he welcomes me into his car and he drives me home in silence while we sit next to each other both desperate to reach out to the other. 
 
    I make my way towards him and the closer I get, the more my nerves sit on edge. I need this to be ok. I need us to be ok. I don’t see Tully anywhere so I’ll at least have a few moments of privacy with him before she comes bombarding down to his car, demanding attention and howling about whatever ridiculous thing that happened during class. Though to be honest, she’s probably going to be disappointed when she sees Noah’s car. I’d bet every last cent in my jewelry box that she’s been secretly excited about having Rivers come back just to take her home. 
 
    I get down to Noah’s car and reach for the handle before hesitating for just a second. His windows are tinted and all I can see is an outline of him within. Preferably, I would have liked to get a read on his eyes, see the emotion flicking within them, giving him away before diving in the deep end. I’m not that lucky. I guess I’m going in blind. 
 
    Taking a breath, I suck it up and pull open the door. 
 
    As I bend to step into the car, my eyes lift to his and I stop, faltering as I stare into a pair of dark eyes. “Rivers?” I grunt as a wave of disappointment washes over me, threatening to paralyze me. 
 
    “Geez, don’t look so disappointed,” he smirks. 
 
    “What are you doing in Noah’s car?” I ask, pulling myself together and coming down into my seat. 
 
    He gives me a sly grin, filled with a guilty amusement. “It’s the only one I could get my hands on that had gas,” he admits. 
 
    “Sounds about right.” 
 
    "Where's Noah?" I question, hoping to finally get some answers. 
 
    His eyes cut across to me before he holds up his hands in surrender. "Nope. All I've heard for the last three days is 'Where's Henley? Do you think she's alright?' 'Henley, Henley, Henley.' I'll say to you as I said to him - leave me the fuck out of it. If you want to smoke a fucking joint, that's your business and if he wants to have the shits about it, that's his. It's got nothing to do with me." 
 
    "Really, now?" I grin, sitting back in my chair and crossing my arms like a fucking boss. "So, you just happily volunteered to come pick us up?" 
 
    His brows furrow, unsure where I'm going with this. 
 
    "Rivers, I know I've only known you a short time, but it's been enough time to know that you don't just come and pick us up out of the kindness of your heart," I tell him. "I don't know how he did it, but Noah somehow manipulated you to do it cause he didn't want us walking." 
 
    He shakes his head while looking deep in thought. "Nah, he...he had something to do." 
 
    "Like what?" I challenge. "If anything, he should have been in school." 
 
    His brows furrow further. "That fucking prick," he growls. "He involved me in this stupid bullshit." 
 
    I grin. Adding salt to the wound for good measure. "He didn't just involve you, he made you his chess piece and our chauffeur." 
 
    He let's out a deep sigh. "I swear, you two need to fuck and make up. I can't imagine what it will be like when you guys have an actual fight about something that means something, not this trivial bullshit." 
 
    His comments have me hesitating. This really is trivial bullshit. I should just apologize and promise not to do it again. I put myself in danger. I made myself vulnerable and because of that, I put Tully and Kaylah in the same position. Yeah, I need to apologize no matter how much fun it was. 
 
    "Damn it," I growl low in my throat. I hate it when Rivers is right.  
 
    The back door is torn open before Tully comes barreling in. She takes one look at Rivers and scoffs as he watches her in the rearview mirror. "Let me guess," she smirks with a cheesy grin and her eyes shimmering with emotion. "You were too cheap to go and get your own gas?" 
 
    Rivers continues watching her in the mirror as she stares right back, making me feel like the third wheel as I smother my laugh. "Something like that." 
 
    Rivers starts the engine as Tully leans forward between the two front seats, watching him as he peels out of the student parking lot. "What's going on? Did you get your 'job' done?" 
 
    His eyes nervously flick towards me before turning back to the road. "Would I ever leave a job undone?" 
 
    "Every fucking night," she murmurs, her eyes blazing as she watches him. 
 
    His body stiffens, knowing exactly what she's implying. "Babe," he sighs. "You know that I-" 
 
    She cuts him off. "Truth or dare, Rivers?" 
 
    Shit. Not good. Despite the fact that I thought we were done playing ultimate truth or dare, I know she's more than willing to take this somewhere neither of them are ready to go. Even if he picks 'truth,' she still has plenty of questions to ask. 
 
    His eyes widen a fraction as he quickly looks across at her, showcasing the slightest bit of panic bubbling up within him. "Tully,” he warns. 
 
    "Truth or Dare?" Tullu repeats. 
 
    He lets out a sigh. "Dare." 
 
    The corners of her lips lift into a brief smile and it's clear he's playing right into her hands. She leans even further into the front, putting her nearly right beside him. "Take me home." 
 
    When she says 'take me home' we all know she doesn’t mean drive her ass off and wave goodbye when she hops out of the car. She means so much more. 
 
    He shakes his head. "I...I can't, Tully." I've never seen such pure disappointment than what I'm seeing now on Tully's face. It's as though he just tore her heart to shreds. He lets out a sigh, knowing he's hurting her. "Truth." 
 
    Her eyes cast down as the pain rockets through her and I've never been so desperate to jump out of a moving car in my life. This moment should be private. They should be discussing this alone where they can say whatever the hell is in their hearts instead of having me right here, intruding and most likely holding them back from complete honesty. 
 
    Tully's voice comes out as the softest, heartbroken whisper. "Why?" 
 
    Rivers eyes remain firmly locked on the road ahead and I watch out of the corner of my eye as his jaw clenches and his fingers curl around the steering wheel, fighting with himself, deciding what to say. He lets out a breath and his features soften. "Because if I let myself...be with you, even just once, I won't be able to stop. I'll fall in love with you in a big fucking way. You would rule my life, Tully, and I can't let that happen. I'm not good enough for you. You’re light and I’m darkness. I would destroy you." 
 
    She pushes herself back into the back seat, completely deflated. "You don't know that," she murmurs, shaking her head. 
 
    He glances up in the rearview mirror. "I do." 
 
    With that, he drives me straight home and I'm not surprised when Tully gets out too. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    I slam through the door with Tully hot on my heels. “Can you believe that bullshit?” she whines with one hell of a pout, shaking her head and adding a scoff for good measure. “Fucking pussy.” 
 
    “You don’t think that was his honest truth?” I ask, looking back over my shoulder as we make our way into my home. 
 
    She stops in the middle of the living room, pouting out her bottom lip. “No,” she breathes with her heart on her sleeve. Her face breaks and I rush towards her, throwing my arms around her as she knows just as well as I do that Rivers was spilling his heart just now.  
 
    They have this incredible chemistry that has the potential to create one of the greatest loves in history, and he refuses to get on board with it because he claims he’s not good enough, which is absolute bullshit by the way. The guy is incredible. He’s perfect for her. 
 
    Tully buries her face into my neck and I run my fingers through her hair, trying my hardest to soothe her, but honestly, I don’t know what to do. I’ve never seen Tully break and seeing her this way is threatening my own takedown. “Why would he say that?” I question softly. “Why doesn’t he think he’s good enough?” 
 
    She shakes her head in my neck and I resist cringing at the feel of her nose stabbing into me. “He just…he’s got some shit going on,” she tells me with a sniffle. “I get why he’s saying it, but it’s not true. He is good. He’s perfect.” 
 
    I hold her tight, absolutely hating seeing her broken like this when it dawns on me. She doesn’t just like the guy. She’s head over heels, crazy in love with him. That knowledge has me pulling her in even tighter, realizing that she’s just as lost as I am right now. I guess I should consider myself lucky that Noah’s actually willing to give this thing between us a shot, rather than having a guy like Rivers who won't even entertain the idea.  
 
    So many questions come from what she’s just shared about Rivers and has me wondering what the hell is going on in his life. I’ve always known the guy to be pretty damn awesome. He’s Noah’s best friend and always has his back, but now that I think about it, I know nothing of his life. I don’t know where he lives, if he has siblings, who his parents are. He’s a closed book and I’m betting that’s where all the answers lie. Though even if he’s fifty shades of fucked up, what he feels for Tully is pure and no matter what, I still think they’d be perfect together. 
 
     Tully pulls away and wipes the back of her hand across her face, wiping away the fallen tears before collapsing down onto the couch and pulling a cushion into her chest. She hugs it to herself while her eyes become distant, probably deep in thought. 
 
    There’s only one thing for this. 
 
    I leave her there and make my way into the kitchen to search out the rocky road ice cream, only I stop when my eyes scan past a little white piece of paper sitting on the table with a couple of hundred dollars on top and dad’s emergency credit card that he only breaks out when shit goes up in flames. 
 
      
 
    Hey Squish, 
 
    Sorry I couldn’t stick around another day. They were ready to get started and I figured why waste another day? This way I can be home sooner. 
 
    There’s a load of washing in the machine and I got you a few groceries. You should be all set, but if not use the cash. Only use the card if the house is burning to the ground. Got it? 
 
    Keep yourself safe, lock all the doors and windows, and try not to piss off the neighbors. 
 
    Pick up truck is working like a dream after that boy of yours fixed her up. I filled her with gas so you’re good to go. Try not to break her this time! 
 
    Love you. 
 
    Call me if you need me. 
 
    Dad. 
 
      
 
    P.S. NO SLEEPOVERS WITH THAT BOY OR I’LL HAVE TO HUNT HIM DOWN. I JUST ORDERED A NEW RIFLE AND I’M NOT READY TO BE A GRANDFATHER!!!!!!! 
 
      
 
    Jesus. I can just picture him writing that last line, pressing down on the paper, nearly tearing right through it with his big hand threatening to snap the pen in half. Little does he know that a sleepover with Noah isn’t exactly something he needs to be worried about right now. Hell, it seems I’d be lucky even to get a ‘hello’ from the guy. And as for the ‘grandfather’ comment, he certainly doesn’t need to worry about that. Ever since Monica’s little stunt, Noah has been more than cautious when it comes to practicing safe sex. The last few days in particular, he’s going with the whole ‘abstinence’ thing. 
 
    I place the note back down on the table and decide to deal with it later. Right now, I need to bring Tully back from the dead. 
 
    I grab the ice cream and two spoons before heading back out to the living room to indulge in one hell of a pity party. I hand Tully the ice cream and she instantly digs in while I turn on the TV, grab some blankets, and start searching through Netflix. 
 
    “Netflix and chill?” Tully questions with a raised eyebrow, letting me know that the ice creams is already working its magic. 
 
    “Don’t act so disappointed,” I laugh, gesturing down my body. “I know you want this.” 
 
    “Sorry,” she scoffs, mumbling around a spoon full of ice cream in her mouth. “I don’t accept Noah’s sloppy seconds.” 
 
    “Sloppy seconds?” I scoff. “For me to be sloppy seconds, that would imply that he was through with me, and honestly, that boy can’t resist what I’ve got going on. You’ll see, he’ll come crawling back in no time.” 
 
    “I’d like to see that,” she laughs. “You’d have to be a game changer to get Noah down on his knees.” 
 
    A grin rips across my face. “Oh, believe me, Noah is no stranger to being down on his knees.” 
 
    Tully slams the cushion into my face. “Yuck,” she sputters. “I don’t want to…ewwww. Mental image.” She presses her hands to her temples as though the image in her head is physically hurting her brain. “Get it out. Get it out.” 
 
    “How?” I laugh. 
 
    “Change the topic,” she begs. “Anything but Noah on his knees.” 
 
    “Well, I guess I’d be curious to know if Rivers was any good on his knees.” 
 
    Tully’s hands drop from her face as her head whips in my direction with nothing but a pure curiosity on her face and an interested, raised eyebrow. “Shit,” she breathes. "He’d be good, like real fucking good.” 
 
    “You think?” 
 
    She nods her head as her eyes become heated. “Definitely. He’s dark and mysterious. I think he’s probably some kind of sexual super God. He’d be the guy who ruins all other men for you. You know, he has a tongue piercing, right?” 
 
    My mouth drops open. “I mean…yeah, but I never thought about how…” 
 
    “Yeah,” she grins. “Can you imagine?” She pauses for a beat. “You think he has anything else pierced? Mikayla Johnstone swore that he did, but turns out he never actually got with her.” 
 
    I groan as an image of River’s man bits spring in my mind with a silver bar through the tip and all I can think about is how the hell do guys pee with penis piercings? I mean, it couldn’t be easy, right? Does it split in half and spout off in two different directions? “Shit, now I have a mental image that really doesn’t want to be there.” 
 
    “Really? Because the image in my head is looking pretty damn good.” 
 
    I shake my head. “Stop. I feel gross. I don’t want to picture him like that,” I laugh. “You two are so freaking perfect for each other. You know, you’re just going to have to go and take what’s yours. Don’t give him an option.” 
 
    “Says rapists all over the world,” she scoffs. 
 
    I roll my eyes. “That’s not what I mean and you know it.” 
 
    She groans. “I know.” 
 
    “I just think you need to tell him what’s up and give him a choice. Either take it or leave it, but I don’t think you should let him rule your life, because that’s what he’s doing now, unintentional or not,” I tell her. “You need to know now because if it’s never going to happen, you need to move on and find someone else who can give you that same happiness.” 
 
    She pouts out her bottom lip. “I was much happier talking about piercings.” 
 
    “I bet you were,” I smile. “What do you say? Pull up your big girl panties and let him know how it is.” 
 
    She lets out a deep sigh. “I know, I’ve been thinking about doing it for so long, but I’m terrified of what his answer is going to be. It’ll break me if, after all that, he rejects me.” 
 
    I shake my head. “I don’t think that’ll happen. I see it every time he looks at you. He’s crazy about you. You just have to help him see that he’s more than enough.” 
 
    “Easier said than done,” she grumbles.  
 
    I scoff. “You think that’s hard. Try getting your brother to see reason.” 
 
    “Shit. We’re both fucked.” 
 
    With that, both of our spoons dig down into the ice cream which is exactly how we spend the rest of our afternoon. 
 
    Tully stays all night and we make the best damn nachos Haven Falls has ever seen and before I know it, she’s fast asleep on the couch, hugging my favorite pillow to her body while I scowl, wishing I’d never given it up. 
 
    I take myself down to the bathroom and quickly brush my teeth before heading into my room and searching out Noah’s shirt. The one I’d stolen from him when he shoved me in that cold shower and didn’t give in until I’d agreed to go on a date, not that it has really happened yet. We sort of skipped over the whole dating thing and jumped head first into a relationship. 
 
    I pull off my tank and quickly replace it with his shirt. The fabric falls to my knees and I grin down at myself. His smell has long worn out of it, but it’s still comfortable as hell and makes my heart smile every time I pull it on. 
 
    I freaking love it. 
 
    I climb into bed, minus my favorite pillow and find myself staring at the ceiling of my darkened room. This feels wrong. Not saying goodnight, not knowing where I stand, not knowing if he’s thinking of me just as I am of him. 
 
    I hate it. 
 
    I grab my phone and spin it around my fingers, deciding what to do. I’ll just send one quick message even though he won’t reply, but at least he knows he’s still in my head despite the fact that my heart is hurting without him. 
 
    Hmm…now what the hell do you write to someone who’s had the shits with you for three days? 
 
    A grin rips across my face as I start typing out the lyrics for the first verse of Afroman’s ‘Because I Got High’. I hit send before I change my mind and wait patiently, hoping and wishing the past three days have broken him down enough to let me off the hook. 
 
    A moment later, my phone lights up the room as it vibrates against the palm of my hand. Excitement bubbles within me and suddenly my heart is racing as though I’m halfway through a torturous marathon. “You’re a fucking idiot,” Noah says down the line. 
 
    His words are harsh, but the tone in his voice has a wave of relief sailing over me. I close my eyes as I listen to his even breathing on the other end, terrified to say anything that could screw this up. “Do you forgive me?” I murmur, hoping I’m not pushing my luck. 
 
    Noah lets out a sigh and it’s clear as day he’s still got the shits, but maybe not so much that he could let me back in, at least just a little. “You got fucking wasted at that party and then smoked a joint,” he points out. “It was fucking stupid. Do you have any idea how fucked up that was?” 
 
    “We were just having a little fun,” I defend. 
 
    “Fun?” he scoffs. “Do you know how I found out about it?” he questions, not bothering to wait for a response. “The whole fucking football team were talking about the chicks on their hands and knees, waiting for a fucking gang bang with their asses in the air. Rivers and I beat the living shit out of the three of them who decided to see how easy you’d be. Is that your idea of fun?” 
 
    Fuck. No wonder he’s so pissy about it. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I tell him. “We fucked up. I fucked up.” 
 
    “You more than fucked up, Henley.” 
 
    My heart squeezes. Henley. Not Spitfire. 
 
    “What do you want me to say?” I throw back at him trying to keep my mouth shut, but the annoyance over the past few days comes ripping out of me. “I said I’m sorry. I’ve realized I fucked up, and next time I feel like getting high, I’ll get your written approval beforehand, your highness.” 
 
    “Are you serious, right now?” 
 
    “Well, yeah actually. You haven’t talked to me in three days. What the hell did you expect? I’m not some bitch you can just push aside because I didn’t follow your expectations of how a well behaved girlfriend should act.” 
 
    “Henley.” 
 
    “No, don’t ‘Henley’ me. You’ve been an ass.” 
 
    “And you’re being a brat,” he demands. 
 
    “I’m not the one who’s been pushing me out the last few days,” I remind him. “I’m not Monica. I’m not going to come crawling back every time you decide you don’t want me. I have a little more self-respect than that.” 
 
    “What the fuck is that supposed to mean?” 
 
    “It means I’ve got the shits with you.” 
 
    “And whose fault is that?” he hollers down the phone. “You smoked a fucking joint at a party with my fucking sister and didn’t tell anyone. You could have been hurt. Don’t you get how dangerous that was? What kind of guys would have willingly taken advantage of the three fucked up girls who were high as shit and wouldn’t have been able to put a face to the accusation the next morning?” 
 
    “So, what your saying is that you can go and do stupid shit every fucking day with Rivers, but when I fuck up just once, I’m going to be treated like shit from the one guy who’s supposed to…” 
 
    “Supposed to what?” he demands. 
 
    Love me? 
 
    “Supposed to give a shit.” 
 
    I end the call, unable to trust myself not to say something that I’ll regret.  
 
    I thought watching my mom walk out on us was hard, I thought losing Jackson and Kaylah was hard, I thought being the school’s designated punching bag was hard, but I’ve never been so wrong. Having Noah Cage tear me apart from within is easily the hardest, most soul shattering thing I’ve ever endured. 
 
    I don’t even know where we stand. I can easily guarantee that he’s never had a girl challenge him like that and something screams at me that I’ve just fucked it all up. The start of the call was going alright until I decided to fall into a pathetic rage. 
 
    My phone lights up with another call and the tears instantly start streaming down my face. I can’t handle this right now. I can’t handle knowing that when I answer that phone, he’s going to tell me that we’re done. I can’t handle knowing just how badly my heart is going to shatter. I can’t handle the fear of not having him in my life. 
 
    So, instead of taking the call that will end the best thing that’s ever happened to me, I turn off my phone and pull the covers right over my head before crying myself to sleep; wishing this was all some kind of terrible dream. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    Tully comes storming through my bedroom door and dives for my bed. “Henley, wake up. We’re late for school.” 
 
    I smother my face into my pillow as the events of last night’s phone call with Noah comes slamming to the forefront of my mind. “I’m not going,” I grumble. 
 
    “Come on,” she insists. “I’m not screwing around. We’re late. Didn’t you set your alarm?” 
 
    “I turned my phone off,” I say, grabbing the blanket and pulling it over my head. “I’m not going.” 
 
    She lets out a frustrated groan. “Why the hell not?” 
 
    “Because your brother is an ass.” 
 
    “You’ll have to be more specific,” Tully insists.  
 
    I clarify to help her understand a little better. “Because your brother is a really big ass.” 
 
    “What happened?” she sighs, realizing something must have gone down last night that she’s not aware of. “What did that big turd do now?” 
 
    I let out a breath. “Nothing I didn’t deserve,” I grumble before looking up at her from under the blanket. “He called last night and we got into a huge argument about the whole ‘getting high’ thing. Actually, I’m impressed you slept through it.” 
 
    “Really?” she questions, scrunching up her face, “I didn’t hear a thing.” 
 
    “Yeah, he just… he pushed all my buttons and I sort of hung up on him, and now I’m spending the day in bed pretending it never happened.” 
 
    “Seriously?” she grumbles. 
 
    “Uh huh. If I don’t turn on my phone and I’m not at school, he doesn’t get a shot at breaking up with me.” 
 
    “He’s not going to break up with you.” 
 
    “You don’t know that.” 
 
    “Yeah,” she scoffs, “I do.” 
 
    I pout up at her and she finally gives in. “Fine,” she groans, throwing herself off my bed and into my closet. She rifles through, searching for something that will suit her style, but let's be honest, apart from ripped jeans, boots and tanks, there’s not much in there. 
 
    “Do you want to take the truck?” I question, trying to be helpful. 
 
    “No, I can’t drive that death trap,” she scoffs. “I’ll just walk.” 
 
    “Won’t that make you late?” 
 
    “Probably,” she shrugs, stepping into a pair of jeans. 
 
    “You’ll get detention,” I warn her. 
 
    “Who me?” she gasps in mock horror. “Unlikely. Principal Evans thinks I have proof of us getting it on. I’m set for the rest of senior year.” 
 
    I grin back at her. “I’d forgotten about that.” 
 
    She winks and carries on getting ready for school. “You sure you don’t want to come?” 
 
    “Nah,” I say, snuggling back into bed. “I’m happy pretending I don’t exist for the day.” 
 
    “I can stay with you if you want.” 
 
    “And let you skip up the chance to tell Rivers how desperately you need him to fill the gaping hole in your life? No thanks.” 
 
    “I’ve never heard truer words,” she tells me, walking towards the door. “But I have a feeling you’re referring to a metaphorical hole, while I’m taking it a little more literal.” 
 
    I roll my eyes. “I’m not surprised, whore,” I call after her as she disappears out the door. 
 
    “Don’t forget to take a shower at some point,” she calls back. “You smell like a pack of rats crawled up your ass and died.” 
 
    “Love you too.” 
 
    “Skank.” 
 
    With that comes the sound of my front door slamming closed.  
 
    God, I love her. 
 
    I fall straight back asleep and at some point wake up, remembering that I have to eat to survive. With my hair falling around my face, looking like a bird’s nest and no pants, I stumble out of my room, hating how my eyes still feel sore and puffy from crying all night. 
 
    Making my way into the kitchen, I pass the mess Tully and I left from our nachos and dive through the fridge for the leftovers when I realize there is none. I stare at the fridge in confusion. I swear I put leftovers in here last night. I mean, it’s possible that Tully stole it for her breakfast or took it for lunch but she ran out of here like her ass was on fire. I seriously doubt she would have allowed time to take her lunch, she would have ordered the boys to go and get her something instead, and then washed it down with a coffee. 
 
    I straighten myself up, scowling with annoyance as I try to figure it out. Maybe I forgot to put it in the fridge and it’s been sitting out all night. 
 
    I start scanning the kitchen, looking from left to right, taking in every last piece of the kitchen with a cringe, realizing how much of a mess I’ve got to sort out today. I probably should have done it all last night, but what can I say? Tully and I are lazy bitches. 
 
    I make my way around the kitchen and stop in complete and utter confusion as I take in the dining table. 
 
    “What the hell is that?” I grumble to myself. 
 
    I walk towards the dining table with my eyes scanning over the massive nerf gun and then stand there like a complete idiot, gawking at the thing and trying to work out where the fuck it came from. This thing is huge. I would have specifically remembered buying it for myself because there’s no way in hell I would, and even if I ever considered buying one, I wouldn’t have gotten one this big. I mean, this thing could probably hold at least fifty of those little foam bullet things at a time. 
 
    It takes all of three seconds for me to notice the note laying right beside it and even less time for the words written on it to force a smile to rip across my face. 
 
      
 
    Spitfire, 
 
    You were right, I am an ass, but I bet you don’t have enough balls to make me admit it out loud. Loser has to apologize first. 
 
    Rules – There are none! 
 
    Come and find me, baby. 
 
    Noah. 
 
      
 
    By the way, you look fucking sexy sleeping in my shirt. 
 
    Oh, and your nachos were delicious. Could use a little more chili powder though! 
 
      
 
    I pick my jaw up off the floor. If he wants to play, then, by all means, we’ll play. 
 
    I grab the nerf gun off the table and smile as I notice he’s already loaded it for me, which makes me wonder how long I was asleep for and why the hell he didn’t wake me up when he got here. 
 
    No doubt he came to talk about last night, but something tells me that he isn’t here to break up with me after all. Maybe I read things wrong or maybe I need to be giving him a little more credit. Maybe all he needed was a kick up the ass and a little more time. I guess a girl can always hope. 
 
    In the meantime, I need to literally kick his ass. That turd burger owes me an apology. 
 
    I push up from the table when I hear the sound of the back door slamming followed by a stick scratching against the glass window. That little……he’s trying to scare me out. 
 
    It’s taken me up until this moment to not only realize that Noah was here, but he’s hiding somewhere waiting for me to start a war. 
 
    And I’m standing here, out in the open like a sitting duck. 
 
    Shit. 
 
    I fall to the ground, away from the windows, realizing he’s probably outside. I remember his note. ‘Rules - There are none!.’ I’m going to make him regret that. 
 
    I glance around the dining table, double checking that he’s not peeking in through a window and that I’m clearly out of sight before army crawling across the floor and back into the safe confines of the kitchen. I’ll have to be quick. If he walks in here right now, I’m screwed. 
 
    I find an old grocery bag and shuffle my way over to the fridge before filling it up with every last egg we own. 
 
    I sling the bag over my neck, letting it dangle at the side and position my nerf gun as though I’m some kind assassin. 
 
    Game on, sucker. 
 
    I run from the kitchen, knowing this is probably the worst place for me to be right now. From the sounds he made on the window, I’m assuming he knows I’m awake by now and onto his little plan, but I’m also banking on the fact that he doesn’t know about my secret weapon. 
 
    I want nothing more than to army roll my way out of here but I’m too terrified of breaking my eggs before I have a chance to break them on his head. 
 
    Giddiness soars through me. Who would have thought?  
 
    The adrenaline pulses through my veins as I storm down the hall, past the living room and clearing in four massive strides. As I pass dad’s open bedroom, I catch him out the back, leaning up against the tree, watching the house like it’s about to explode.  
 
    It’s the worst spot to stand. Well, for his benefit it’s probably the best. He can see absolutely everything from there. Every corner of the backyard, every door, and window. How the hell am I going to get the drop on him? But damn, maybe I don’t want to, maybe I should surrender like a good little prisoner and let him take me. After all, the way he stands with his nerf gun against his chest as though it’s his only lifeline is damn sexy. 
 
    No. Must not cave. I am stronger than that. I can let him have his wicked way with me after I force an apology out of him. 
 
    I duck down and continue hurrying down the hallway so he doesn’t see me before ducking into my room. I go to my window and silently slide it open as my plan falls into place. He’ll never see me coming. 
 
    I step up onto my open window and hold on for dear life, grinning because it’s at the front of the house and he won’t see me until it’s too late. 
 
    I reach up and grab hold of the roof, cringing because I probably could have found a safer way to haul my ass up onto the roof, but I guess it’s too late now, I’ve already committed. I swing my eggs around to my back so they don’t get squished in the move, and suck in a breath. I can do this, and if I can’t, Noah is just a blood curling scream away. 
 
    I haul myself up onto the roof, regretting the decision to have so many nachos for dinner last night and army crawl up the roof tiles, hoping I’m not destroying them in the process while my nerf gun remains securely in my hand. 
 
    I get to the peak of the roof and feel like a fucking boss. I can see everything, but most importantly, I see Noah in the backyard, almost cowering behind the tree, looking everywhere except up. He expected me by now and it’s putting him off that I haven’t come storming out the back door with a warrior cry. 
 
    I can’t help but grin. Who’s the sitting duck now? 
 
    Egg or nerf gun? Egg or nerf gun? Decisions. Decisions. 
 
    Egg. Definitely egg. 
 
    I reach into my grocery bag and curl my fingers around a nice cool egg, holding it like my lifeline while trying my hardest not to roll off the roof. I mean, Noah is good, but he’s not that good. If I fell from here, there’s no way he could catch me in time. It’s going to hurt…a lot. 
 
    I bring the egg out and smile down at the little thing. “Serve me well, soldier,” I whisper before giving it a little kiss. “Your sacrifice is truly valued. Fly true, baby.” 
 
    I resist saluting my little suicide bomber and rear back with a shit eating grin, hoping to whoever exists out there that my aim has improved since the last time I did something as stupid as this. 
 
    My arm sails forward and I release my egg, watching it fly through the air like a little grenade that just lost its pin. 
 
    My shit eating grin only grows wider as the angels smile down on me. The egg soars like a soldier and not a second later, smashes right into Noah’s hard chest, sending egg guts all over him. 
 
    He rears back in shock, eyes widening as though he can hardly comprehend what the hell just happened. He looks down at the egg as I slam my hand over my mouth, stifling my laughter, but it’s too much, it booms out of me and instantly gives me away. 
 
    All he can do is gawk. “What….?” 
 
    I pull out my next egg. "You better run,” I warn him.  
 
    He picks off a piece of eggshell stuck to his arm before gawking up at me once again. “You threw a fucking grenade at me,” he calls. “Who said anything about eggs?” 
 
    “This is war, Noah. Ain’t no rules when it comes to war. You said so yourself,” I remind him. “So, what’s it going to be? I’ve got the whole carton up here. You want to test my aim or do you want to start running like a little bitch?” 
 
    I gently throw the egg up before catching it with a soft hand, hoping it doesn’t crack on me. That slight movement, combined with my shit eating grin has him jumping into action. 
 
    “You’re dead, Spitfire.” He races forward and I start scrambling around to see where he goes, but the fucker goes and does some fancy parkour style shit, shocking me to within an inch of my life as he easily launches himself off the ground, shoots up to the window sill, flings himself up and lands crouched down like a cat ready to pounce on the roof. 
 
    “Oh, fuck.” 
 
    I sit myself up and slide my ass down the side of the roof like a kid on a slide at the park, distantly realizing that I’m not wearing any pants and the whole freaking neighborhood could probably see me right now.  
 
    I stop myself with my feet before I tumble straight off the side of the roof. I can’t help but look back over my shoulder to see Noah standing in the middle of the roof at the highest point looking like some kind of ruler with his gun pointed right at me. 
 
    I don’t waste a second. I let the next egg fly. 
 
    Naturally, it misses, but I’m not hanging around to dig through my bag for another. 
 
    I throw myself off the side of the roof, thanking my lucky stars that I live in a one story house. “Fuck, babe,” Noah calls after me. “Are you still alive? I would have given you a second to get off without killing yourself.” 
 
    “Trust me, Noah,” I shoot back, laughing at my own quick wit from the ground. “You need more than a second to get me off.” 
 
    “Come on,” he says, taunting me with his approach. “You and I both know that’s not true.” 
 
    I’ve got to give it to him. He’s right. 
 
    I make a run for it. 
 
    I dart through the front door, never feeling so happy that my sense of security completely sucks. Hurrying to the living room and standing by the entryway of the hallway, I stand and look around. This has to be the best place. From here, I can make a quick escape in any direction. 
 
    I hear Noah’s feet on the roof and my heart races with an excited fear. As I glance out the front window, I watch him jump from the roof, once again landing like a cat before searching me out instantly. 
 
    He strides forward and I shuffle towards the back of the couch, ready to duck for cover as I pull out as many eggs as my hands can hold. 
 
    Noah steps across the threshold and he doesn’t disappoint. 
 
    Game on. 
 
    The first egg flies from my hand as Noah returns fire. I squeal and laugh and before I know it, he’s chasing me through the house as little foam bullets seem to fly from every angle. 
 
    Eggs go everywhere and I’m woman enough to admit that only a handful of them seem to actually hit him, but it’s not long before he somehow tackles the bag from around my neck and is throwing the eggs right back at me. 
 
    Less than a few minutes later, we’re both completely out of ammunition and I have absolutely no idea who the hell won, the one thing I do know though, is that for the last few minutes, he’s made me forget all about the pain of the past few days. 
 
    Sensing our war is over, Noah throws his empty gun aside and strides forward with his heated eyes on me. I drop my gun and surrender. 
 
    His arms wrap around me and draw me into his chest, right where I need to be. “I’m sorry,” he murmurs, hovering above my lips, teasing me with his closeness. “I don’t like being mad at you.” 
 
    “There’s a simple solution to that, you know,” I say with thick sarcasm, silently wishing he’d just close the distance. After all, it’s been days since he last kissed me. 
 
    “Would you keep your little comments to yourself and let me apologize?” 
 
    “By all means, my king.” He smiles down at me with his eyes burning into mine, but I find myself unable to hold it in any longer. “I thought you were going to leave me.” 
 
    A heavy breath leaves him as he drops his forehead to mine, closing his eyes and breathing me in as his fingers tangle into my hair. “Never,” he whispers. “You’re the only girl I’ve ever met who challenges me. You make me feel things I’ve never felt before. Believe me, there’s no way in hell I’m about to walk out on that.” 
 
    “You didn’t talk to me for days,” I remind him. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he says. “This is all new for me and I didn’t know how to handle it.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” I question. “You were with Monica for ages.” 
 
    He shakes his head. “Not like this,” he tells me. “You and me, this is different. With Monica, it was just about appearances. Someone easy who was able to keep all the other girls at bay. But with you, this is real.” 
 
    I search his eyes to find them already on mine. “Really?” I question, wondering if he’s maybe as confused about the whole ‘L’ word as I am. 
 
    “Yeah,” he murmurs. “You scared me. Seeing you like that, vulnerable and unprotected. Anything could have happened to you. To all three of you.” 
 
    “I know,” I sigh. “It was stupid.” 
 
    “Fucking stupid,” he amends.  
 
    “You can’t tell me that you’ve never gotten high at a party before.” 
 
    A sheepish expression crosses his handsome face and just like that, he’s been caught out. “Just promise me, if you need to get high again, tell me first. Not that I want to encourage you to do it, but if you must, I’ll get you the good stuff and I can make sure you’re safe while you're crawling around on the ground.” 
 
    “You know where to get the good stuff?” I scoff. 
 
    He smirks down at me. “Don’t doubt me, Spitfire,” he says. “I’d hate to think what kind of shit you were smoking on Friday night. Who’d you get it from anyway?” 
 
    “Trust me, you don’t want to know.” 
 
    “Henley,” he warns. 
 
    I roll my eyes. “Spencer.” 
 
    “Spencer?” he growls. “Are you fucking kidding me?” 
 
    “Hey, I told you that you didn’t want to know, but you insisted,” I tell him before pressing my lips together and raising my chin back up. I gently press my lips against his and the feeling of home instantly settles over me. “I’m sorry,” I whisper. “It was spur of the moment and despite how fun it was, I don’t think I’ll be doing it again.” 
 
    “You have no idea how happy that makes me.” 
 
    “I was a bit of a bitch last night,” I admit. 
 
    “You had the right to be,” he tells me. “I shouldn’t have blocked you out like that, but I was just…I needed a moment to cool down.” 
 
    “It’s ok,” I say. “But I’m going to need you to kiss me again.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    Noah and I lay in my bed after spending the last half an hour, pressed up against the shower wall, getting reacquainted with each other’s bodies. The fact that the shower just happens to wash off all the egg from our war was a lucky bonus as cleaning ourselves off was the furthest thing from our minds. 
 
    I lay in his arms, dreading the massive clean up of all the egg and nerf bullets around the house which will, no doubt, take me all afternoon, and that’s considering I can pull myself away from him long enough to actually do it. I can just picture it now, one little egg is going to get missed and my house is going to end up smelling like a rotten fart until I get down on my hands and knees and search it out. 
 
    My fingers trace the beautiful lines of the lily tattoo on his chest as I listen to the rapid beat of his heart as he comes down from the wildness of what just went down in the shower. “We need to fight more often.” 
 
    “I couldn’t agree more,” he murmurs with his fingers trailing up and down my spine before he pushes up on to his elbow. “Come on,” he says. “You haven’t eaten.” 
 
    I squish my face back into his chest, pushing him back down on the bed. “No, I’m good here.” 
 
    “Even though your stupid fish has been watching us the whole time?” 
 
    I can’t help but crane my neck around him to look at Frog, to find the little guy staring straight at us. I shrug my shoulders. “What can I say? The bastard’s horny. It’s not like he has a little fishy girlfriend in there.” 
 
    “Ok,” he says in disgust. “You made it weird.” 
 
    “Just telling it like I see it.” 
 
    He shakes his head. “You’re an idiot, you know that, right?” 
 
    “Of course, I do,” I tell him, rolling over the top of him until I’m straddling his thighs and looking down at that magnificent work of art. “And that’s exactly the way you like it.” 
 
    All he does is smile and that one little gesture is enough to have my heart racing once again. “You sure you don’t want to go get something to eat?” 
 
    I shake my head. “I’m happy here.” 
 
    His eyes light up with excitement and just when I think he’s about to pull me down and start our fun all over again, he lets one rip and pulls the blankets over my head. “How about now?” he laughs. 
 
    “Noooooo,” I screech, flailing around, desperate for a way out as the smell truly hits me. “Let me out.” 
 
    “I thought you were happy here,” he laughs. 
 
    Needing to save myself from this horrendous torture, I slam my hands down on his chest and grab hold of his man titties with everything I’ve got. 
 
    “Fuck,” he calls out, still resisting letting me out from the confines of his fart, trying to be the big man in the room, but what he forgets is that I grew up with my father. I can handle this shit, in fact, I was born for it. If he wants to Dutch oven me, then he’s going to pay the consequences. “Let go.” 
 
    “Let me breathe and I’ll let go.” 
 
    “No,” he laughs as his body starts squirming beneath me. “You let go and then I’ll let you breathe.” 
 
    I take a deep breath, pretending the smell doesn’t make my eyes water. “I can do this all day.” 
 
    I give a little twist and laugh at the squeak that gets ripped out of him. “Fuck. Uncle. Let me go.” 
 
    Within the blink of an eye, the darkness from under the blanket disappears and the sunlight streaming through the window assaults my eyes, allowing me to finally gasp for fresh air. I let go of his man titties and laugh at the look of relief that rushes over him. 
 
    Both of Noah’s hands come up as he rubs his chest while looking at me in wonder. “That fucking hurt,” he tells me. “Who would have thought? I’ve beaten the shit out of all kinds of guys, but it’s you who finally brings me to my knees.” 
 
    I bend down and press my lips to his. “Don’t forget it,” I tell him. “Now, please, can we get out of here? You stunk up my room, dirty birdie.” 
 
    I swear, I’ve never seen him look so damn proud. 
 
    I haul myself off him and grab hold of his hand before giving a tug and nearly wetting myself when he nearly falls off the edge of my bed. Noah rights himself and grabs his pants off the ground as I search for something to throw on.  
 
    He stands patiently in my room as I get myself dressed and as I pull my shirt over my head, he notices the loose floorboard. My eyes widen as he instantly dives for it. “What the hell is this?” he questions, pulling it up and seeing the old jewelry box inside. 
 
    I scrunch up my face, not knowing how to explain this as he pulls out my jewelry box and opens it to find my roll of cash. “I… it’s my ‘get the hell out of here’ fund.” 
 
    His head snaps up to me as the roll of cash sits in the palm of his hand. “What the fuck are you talking about?” 
 
    Shit. 
 
    “I, um…you know, back when the whole Kaylah and Jackson thing happened. I just… I wanted to start over. I hated it here, everything I did was a reminder of what I’d lost and reminded me that I had nobody. So, I found cash anywhere I could and saved up. The second I graduated; I was going to get out of here.” 
 
    His brows draw down. “Do you still feel that way?” 
 
    I shake my head, unable to even imagine a life where I leave Haven Falls anymore. My heart is here. My home is here. He will never quite understand how much he saved me from myself by just being in my life. “No,” I admit. “There might be something keeping me here.” 
 
    That cocky confidence rushes over him and I roll my eyes, hating how much I love it. “Don’t be so sure of yourself,” I tease. “It’s not you.” 
 
    He places the jewelry box and cash down on my bed before straightening himself out and walking into me. He crowds me until he forces me back a few steps and only stops when my back is flush against the door of my closet. “Yeah,” he tells me. “It is, and just for the record, if you fuck off out of Haven Falls, I’m right there with you.” My eyes widen a fraction as I watch him duck his head. His lips find my neck and I curl my arms around him as he continues. “I’d go anywhere with you, Spitfire, but I’d prefer to stay here.” 
 
    “And why’s that?”  
 
    He kisses the side of my neck ever so softly. “Lily.” 
 
    I hold him a little tighter. Of course. Haven Falls is where his little sister is and always will be. He’ll never leave Haven Falls and right now, I don’t think I ever could either. Not as long as Noah Cage is a part of my life. 
 
    Noah releases me, knowing he’s more than made his point about what he wants and allows me to finish getting dressed. 
 
    When we’re both decent, he grabs hold of both my shoulders from behind before leading me out of my room and into the kitchen. 
 
    Noah releases me to search through the fridge and gets busy loading me up with all the ingredients for what I’m assuming is a killer sandwich, but when he straightens himself out and closes the fridge, I finally get a good look at him. My eyes widen as chuckles start pulling from me. “Holy shit.” 
 
    “What?” he questions. 
 
    I dump all the ingredients down on the bench and throw myself at him. I smother my face into his chest before kissing it gently. “I hurt your boobies. They’re red.” 
 
    “No shit,” he laughs, wrapping his arm around me and hauling me across the kitchen so he can get to work with me hanging off him. “What did you think was going to happen when you tried to tear my nipples clean off my body?” 
 
    “Exaggerate much?” I groan with an eye roll. “It wasn’t that bad.” 
 
    He goes to reach for my tits and I jump back, terrified for my poor little nipples. “Yeah, that’s what I thought,” he smirks, playing the role of designated smartass perfectly well. 
 
    We get busy making ourselves lunch and I can’t help but melt into his side as we work. I’ve never been this needy girl who constantly has to be close to a man, but right now, standing right beside him still isn’t enough. My soul calls for him and if sensing my need, he scoops me up into his arms, bridal style, places our lunch on my stomach and walks out into the living room. 
 
    Noah sits down on the couch with me in his lap and he looks absolutely thrilled to be shoving food down my throat as we all know that food gives us the energy to participate in all sorts of activities. 
 
    Our day is spent together and by nine o’clock at night, I’m desperate for my night not to end. I see the intention in Noah’s eyes to stay here the night and I cringe, not wanting to piss off my father any more than I already have over the past few weeks. “You can’t stay,” I tell him, hating the words as they leave my throat. 
 
    “Bullshit,” he says, wrapping me into his arms. “Who’s going to stop me? You?” 
 
    “Damn straight,” I laugh. “I don’t want to give dad a reason not to trust me. He left me a very specific note about not letting you sleep over and it might have said something along the lines of hunting you down with his new rifle.” 
 
    “Jesus,” he grunts. “Remind me never to cross your father.” 
 
    “I’m sorry…It’s just, I know he seems like a bit of a marshmallow, but he’s not kidding.” 
 
    Noah runs his finger down the side of my face, pushing a golden lock behind my ear. “How about this,” he starts. “I won’t break your dad’s rule, but I’m not opposed to bending them a bit. The thought of leaving you right now is killing me, so I’ll stay until you fall asleep and then sneak out. Technically we're not breaking his rules.” 
 
    “Oh, trust me, we’ve more than broken his rules today.” 
 
    “I bet,” he laughs. “So, what do you say?” 
 
    I raise my chin to his, begging him to kiss me. “Sounds good to me,” I murmur. “But what would the neighbors think when a tatted up, bad boy sneaks out my door in the middle of the night? Mr. Morrison already accused me of stealing his cat. I can only imagine what I’ll be accused of next.” 
 
    “Scandalous,” he teases. “But don’t worry, I’ll let them know you were cheap and good, even let me do unspeakable things to you.” 
 
    My jaw hits the floor. “You wouldn’t?” 
 
    His eyes sparkle with the challenge. “You want to find out?” 
 
    “I swear, Noah if you let my neighbors think that I’m running a brothel out of my home, your man titties are the last thing you’re going to have to worry about.” 
 
    He booms out with laughter. “You really think I’ll let anyone in this godforsaken town think even for a second that you were selling your body? Baby, I told you, I’m not good when it comes to sharing. Even the idea of it pisses me off.” 
 
    Relief surges through me as I smile up at him. “I see,” I tease. “You’re all talk. You play a big game but when it comes down to it, you’re chicken shit.” 
 
    He shakes his head. “I’ll show you a big fucking game.” 
 
    Before I know what’s even happening, he grabs hold of me and launches me across the room. I crash down onto the couch with an ‘oomph’ and watch as he strides towards me, his eyes molten lava. His hand comes over his back to grab hold of his shirt and he shrugs out of it as heat floods me. 
 
    My tongue darts out. This is going to be good. 
 
      
 
    ---------- 
 
      
 
    A loud banging jolts me awake and my eyes fly open. What the fuck was that?  
 
    My hand shoots out across the bed and disappointment surges through me when I find my bed empty. I have to remind myself to get the hell over it. After all, I was the one who told him he couldn’t stay, but having him with me all day after the shitty few days of not speaking was absolutely incredible. 
 
    The noise must have been Noah escaping and I briefly wonder if he made a show of it and snuck out the window. Nah, he wouldn’t. He’s normal. Sneaking out the window when there’s a perfectly good door is more Tully’s thing. 
 
    I close my eyes and try to drift back off to sleep as I listen out for the sound of Noah’s Camaro starting up. A smile flutters across my lips knowing he’s probably trying to be as quiet as possible with the world’s nosiest car. 
 
    When the sound never comes, I start wondering what the hell he’s doing just sitting out there when another loud bang sounds at the door. 
 
    My eyes shoot open once again. There must be a problem, and naturally, Noah locked the door behind him, trying to keep me as safe as possible. Maybe the idiot forgot his keys or phone. 
 
    I grin to myself as I drag myself out of bed. I reach across and light up the time on my phone before blinking a few times. One in the morning? Shit. Noah must have fallen asleep with me before waking and remembering that he was supposed to sneak out. 
 
    Throwing the blankets off, I blindly make my way across the dark room before feeling the wall for the light. I switch it on and squint against the unbelievable brightness before trailing out of my room, wishing I’d grabbed my robe as the cool night air forces shivers to take over my body. 
 
    I hurry towards the door and roll my eyes as he knocks once again. Though he should have been able to see that a light is on in the house, but then, Noah isn’t exactly known for his patience. “Alright, alright. I’m coming,” I groan. 
 
    I reach for the handle and give it a tug before remembering that it’s locked and groan once again. I unlock the stupid thing and laugh as I realize he even threw the deadbolt in. But then, if the deadbolt was in, how the hell did he get out? Maybe he did climb out the window after all. 
 
    I shake my head to myself as I turn the handle of the door with a wide grin. “What did you forget?” I laugh. 
 
    The door swings open before me and I’m hit in the face with my past. 
 
    My eyes rake over the person standing before me in complete disbelief. What the hell is this? 
 
    I fumble back a few steps as a gasp sails out of me. “Mom?” I question, looking over the woman I once knew; however, this isn’t her. This woman is thin. Her once shiny hair is now ratty and dull. Her dark eyes seem hollow, right along with her cheekbones, and her clothes are practically falling off her frame. 
 
    She almost looks…addicted. But to what? 
 
    “You got big.” 
 
    “Ummm… yeah.” 
 
    “Where’s your dad?” 
 
    “On a job.” 
 
    She steps forward with a frown when I notice her hand behind her back and as she moves into the house, she drags along a little golden-haired girl with dad’s bright blue eyes. “Oh, well,” mom says with a grunt, thrusting the little girl towards me. “Here. She’s your problem now.” 
 
    With that, the woman I once knew as my mother scrambles away from my front door, dives into the passenger seat of an old shitbox car, and not a moment later, disappears down the road, all while this little girl watches after her with nothing but sadness in her young eyes. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    What the actual fuck? 
 
    I stare down at the little girl who looks like she hasn’t slept in weeks, not to mention, it’s past one in the morning. Shouldn’t kids this little be so asleep they’re practically comatose? 
 
    I sit across from her, each of us just staring at the other in complete disbelief. Well, I’m in disbelief, she just looks confused and lost. 
 
    The poor little thing. 
 
    “Ummm…what’s your name?” I ask her. 
 
    She blinks up at me and I’m once again struck by how similar her eyes are to my dad’s. I mean, they’re the spitting fucking image of his. “Aria,” she whispers. 
 
    “Aria,” I repeat, testing out the name on my lips. “I’m Henley. Are you…? Was that woman your mom?” 
 
    She nods and I suck in a breath, instantly starting to do the math. How long ago was it that she walked out on us? “How old are you, Aria?” 
 
    “Five,” she tells me as her eyes flash around the room, trying to work out where the hell she is as I try to come to the terms with the fact that I possibly have a sister sitting on the couch before me. I mean, what the hell is happening right now? Dad never said anything about me having a sister. Does he even know about this? 
 
    “Five,” I repeat, trying to do the mental math. 
 
    Mom left when I was twelve. She has to have known she was pregnant when she left. I wonder if that’s what prompted her to go? 
 
    Holy shit. I can’t handle this right now. 
 
    “So, ummm…your dad?” 
 
    She shrugs her little shoulders. “I don’t have a dad.” 
 
    “Right.” 
 
    “Your family?” 
 
    “Mom said you were family.” 
 
    I suck in a breath and place my hand against my chest, indicating to myself. “Me?” I question, just in case the little girl is confused. 
 
    Aria nods. 
 
    Shit. 
 
    My heart stammers in my chest.  
 
    ‘She’s your problem now.’ ‘She’s your problem now.’ ‘She’s your problem now.’ 
 
    My mother’s words repeat over and over again in my mind to the point I can’t even spare a second to think about the fact that I just saw the woman for the first time in over five years. Hell, I can’t even manage to calm my racing heart. What does she mean? ‘She’s your problem now.’ Is this kid being dumped on us? On me? 
 
    “So… where did your mom go?” I ask, secretly hoping she was just ducking down to the store and will be back in a few minutes. I mean, I’m not cut out for looking after children. I wouldn’t know the first thing to do with her. 
 
    Aria shrugs again as my eyes continue raking over the features that seem so similar to my dad’s. “Don’t know.” 
 
    I slowly nod my head, my mind whirring with unspoken thoughts as I try to remember the girl is only five and probably won’t have a single answer for me. 
 
    Aria crosses her arms over her chest and it’s then I notice that she’s in a tiny pair of sleep shorts and a tank that looks about two sizes too small for her. I quickly grab the remote for the heating and switch it on before looking down at her. “Are you cold? Do you need anything?” 
 
    She shakes her head. “I’m used to it.” 
 
    What. The. Actual. Fuck? ‘I’m used to it.’ What kind of kid has to get used to being cold? 
 
    I ask her again, though this time with a little more pressure, letting her know I need a straight answer. “Aria. Are you cold?” 
 
    She looks up at me with her sad little eyes and nods her head. 
 
    “Ok,” I tell her, getting up and crossing the room to grab the throw from off the other couch. “This is only going to work if you’re honest with me, alright?” 
 
    She nods again and I curl the throw around her shoulders. She instantly snuggles into it and I look around, realizing that nothing got brought along with her. “Your mom didn’t leave you any clothes or…I don’t know, your things?” 
 
    She shakes her head. 
 
    Fuck. Fuck. FUCK. What is this? 
 
    What do I do? I’m just a kid myself. I’m not ready to be looking after another human being. Hell, half the time I forget to feed Frog. I have too many questions to even concentrate on giving her what she needs right now. 
 
    She has no clothes. She’s cold. She probably hasn’t eaten. Shit, has she eaten? “Are you hungry?” I rush out. “When was the last time you ate?” 
 
    She shrugs her shoulders and I quickly realize that she doesn’t get asked a lot of questions. “I had breakfast.” 
 
    I blanch. “Breakfast?” I shriek. 
 
    She flinches and curls into the back of the couch and I curse myself for raising my voice. “I’m tired,” she murmurs. 
 
    “Ok, I’m sorry, but you’re not sleeping until you’ve eaten a little something, ok?” 
 
    Her eyes cast down and she slowly nods her head. I take that as my cue to get on with things. I hurry into the kitchen and rummage through the fridge for something I could give her. “Are you allergic to anything?” I call out before wondering if she even knows what that means. She doesn’t respond and I shake it off. I probably wouldn’t respond if I was in her situation either. 
 
    I find a frozen pizza and shove it in the oven. You can’t go wrong with pizza, but knowing my luck, I probably could. 
 
    As it heats, I hurry down to my room, giving her a forced smile as I pass her, hoping to ease her worries. I snatch my phone off my bedside table and dial dad’s number as fast as I can. “Come on,” I groan as it rings over and over again. 
 
    I start making my way back to the kitchen and don’t miss the way her cautious eyes follow every step I take. “Henley,” dad’s voice comes through the line in a panic, drawing my attention away from Aria. “What’s wrong? Why are you calling so late?” he rushes out, though it’s clear as hell I just woke him from what would have been a shitty sleep anyway. 
 
    I hurry into the kitchen, not wanting to have this conversation in front of her. “Mom was just here,” I whisper yell into the phone. 
 
    “What?” dad grunts, cutting me off before I have a chance to continue. “What the hell did she want?” 
 
    I scoff. “She wanted to dump us with her kid, that’s what.” 
 
    “Excuse me?” he roars, suddenly not sounding so sleepy. “What the fuck are you talking about, Henley?” 
 
    “Her kid,” I repeat. “She knocked on the door at one in the morning. I opened it, she asked if you were here, and then pushed a kid through the door before practically running for he life. She didn’t even give me a chance to ask what the hell was going on. Here one second, gone the next.” 
 
    “You’ve got to be kidding me,” he grunts, clearly trying to control his anger. 
 
    “Dad,” I say softly. “This kid…well, she has your eyes. I don’t even have your eyes, but she does.” 
 
    “What?” he stutters. “That’s not possible. Your mom’s been gone for years. That could be anyone’s kid. How old is she?” 
 
    “She’s five. If you do the math, it’s extremely possible. Actually, it’s the only logical explanation. Don’t have a heart attack on me, but I’m almost certain this is your kid, dad.” 
 
    The line goes silent for a short moment. “Are you sure?” 
 
    “Well…I.” 
 
    “Henley, are you fucking sure?” he roars. 
 
    “Yeah. She would have had to be pregnant when she left.” 
 
    “Fuck. Where’d your mom go? Where is she?” 
 
    I shake my head, even though he can’t see. “I don’t know. She pushed Aria through the door and said ‘She’s your problem now,’ and took off. I…I don’t think we’re seeing her anytime soon.” 
 
    “Shit.” 
 
    “Dad?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I don’t think Aria has been cared for very well. She has no clothes, she hasn’t eaten since breakfast, and she scares easily.” 
 
    “Fuck,” he sighs so low, I don’t think I was even meant to hear it. “Ok, look. I’m halfway across the fucking country. I can finish the job later, but I won’t be home for a few days. Can you hold down the fort? Give the kid what she needs and I’ll be there as soon as I can.” 
 
    “Ok,” I say as the buzzer for the oven goes off. “I have to go,” I tell him. “Her dinner is ready.” 
 
    “Alright, Squish. Call me first thing in the morning and we’ll work it out. We’ll get some DNA tests done and work out what the hell happened to your mom. You’ll be alright, ok? Just…chin up.” 
 
    “K, dad. I’ll talk to you later.” 
 
    I hang up the call, feeling a little better about the situation, but still completely freaking out. I mean, how am I supposed to look after the kid for the next few days? I don’t know the first thing about taking care of a child or what she would even need. 
 
    I grab the pizza from the oven and put it up for her before walking out into the living room and placing the plate down on the couch beside her. “Hope you like pizza,” I murmur. 
 
    Over the space of the next two minutes, I watch as she annihilates the pizza as though she’s never eaten before. “Slow down,” I tell her. “There’s more than enough food. You don’t need to make yourself sick. You’re safe here.” 
 
    Her eyes flick up to mine for the briefest second before she focuses back on her dinner and I realize I should probably get her a drink to go with it. 
 
    I hurry back into the kitchen and grab a glass before filling it with water. I’m just about to walk back out when I reconsider and change the glass for a plastic tumbler. You know, couldn’t be too careful, right? 
 
    I get her sorted and before I know it, the yawns start ripping out of her. 
 
    Alright, next challenge. Where the hell is she going to sleep? Couch? No. That only leaves my bed or dad’s. So, which would she be more comfortable in? Dad’s bedroom is cramped, messy and has a rifle on the fucking wall, so I guess mine would be the best choice. 
 
    “Come on,” I tell her, holding out my hand. She takes it straight away and a funny feeling settles into the pit of my stomach. I could be wrong, but it feels like some kind of weird protectiveness claiming me. This kid is now my kid to take care of and I guess it’s finally sinking in. 
 
    I take her into my bedroom and find one of my shirts that’s a little too small and pull it over her head, on top of her old shirt and laugh at the way it looks like a dress on her, but it will have to do for tonight. “This is my room,” I tell her. “You can sleep in here tonight and we’ll sort you out something better tomorrow.” 
 
    She nods her head and I help her climb under the blankets before pulling my phone charger out of the wall to take with me. “Will you be ok?” I ask. “Do you need the door open or, I don’t know…the light on?” 
 
    “Can you leave the light on?” 
 
    “Really?” I grunt. “You couldn’t possibly sleep with the light on. How about I leave the door open and turn the hallway light on so you can still see, but it’s not too bright to keep you up? That way you can call out to me if you need anything.” 
 
    She nods her little head again and I squeeze her hand. “We’re going to figure this out, alright. I know it must be scary.” 
 
    Tears pool in her eyes and it breaks my heart. “Is my mommy ever coming back?” 
 
    I consider lying and letting her know that everything is going to be fine, but I have a feeling that this little girl has had to do some growing up over her short five years, and I have a feeling that lying isn’t really going to help her. She needs the truth. 
 
    I sit down on the edge of my bed and hold her hand. “I don’t know, Aria, but my dad and I are going to sort it out, ok? All you need to know is that you’re safe here. I’m going to take care of you. You and me, we’re going to be best friends. We’re going to be sisters.” 
 
    “Promise?” 
 
    “I promise, Aria,” I tell her. “Now, you need to get yourself to sleep. Do you want me to go or do you want me to wait until you fall asleep?” 
 
    “Can you stay?” 
 
    “Sure thing, sweet girl.” 
 
      
 
    ---------- 
 
      
 
    After waiting nearly an hour for Aria to fall asleep, I took myself into dad’s room and crashed in his bed. I tossed and turned all night before getting woken at six in the morning to the sound of ‘SpongeBob Square Pants’ blasting through the television. 
 
    So now, here I am, making myself and Aria some toast while trying to work out what the hell I’m going to do with her today. I mean, I have a feeling I won’t be going to school as I can’t exactly drag her along with me. 
 
    Shit. School? Is she supposed to be going to school? Is she even old enough for that? 
 
    Every few minutes, another question pops into my head and it’s driving me crazy. I need help. 
 
    I’ve spent the last half an hour talking to dad, but he was still in shock to really be helpful. I think he needs a few days to get his head around the fact that he might have another kid. 
 
    I get Aria something to eat and by the time she finishes eating while being distracted by the TV, the questions and panic have risen so far within me that I can't sit around, waiting for answers anymore. 
 
    I hurry into my room, grab the money out of my jewelry box and haul ass out of here. “Come on,” I tell her, bringing the throw from the couch with me as it’s still a bit cool outside, and besides, the poor kid doesn’t have any proper clothes to keep her warm. 
 
    I open dad’s truck and help her up into it before grabbing the seatbelt and buckling her in. Wait. Is she supposed to have one of those carseat things? I look at her in a panic before realizing there really isn’t much I can do about it now. In order to get a carseat, I have to get to the shops and it’s not like I can just leave her behind to do that. 
 
    Fuck. This is all too hard. 
 
    I just have to be careful. 
 
    I tighten her seatbelt as much as I can before making my way around the truck and hauling myself up into the driver’s seat. As I’m backing out of the driveway, a tiny little hand falls upon my thigh and I look down at it. “It’s ok,” Aria whispers. “You said it was all going to be ok, remember?” 
 
    I give her a small smile realizing this is her way of trying to comfort me. Is my freaking out that obvious? “It is,” I tell her. “We’re going to be fine, aren’t we?” 
 
    She nods her head and with that, I hit the gas. 
 
    I pull into the familiar driveway ten minutes later, pleased to see everyone’s cars still here. Hell, even Rivers is here. I don’t know why though, I figured he’d be the type to sleep in until a minute before needing to be at school and then haul ass to get there before the bell while eating his breakfast on the way. 
 
    Either way, it’s not important right now. What I need is to get inside that door. 
 
     I help unbuckle Aria even though I have a feeling she can do it herself and I explain where we are. 
 
    A moment later, I knock on the door with relief shadowing over me knowing I’m about to have at least a few of my questions answered. 
 
    Noah’s mom, Violet, opens the door and the second I see her, my eyes fill with tears. “I need your help,” I tell her as Aria peeks her head out from behind my leg. 
 
    Violet sucks in a sharp breath. “What? Who is this?” she questions, opening the door wider for us to enter. 
 
    “If I’m right,” I tell her. “She’s my little sister.”  
 
    Violet’s eyes fall over Aria as she continues to cower behind me and I explain what the hell is going on. “My mom showed up in the middle of the night after being gone for five years and just left me with her. She didn’t tell me if she was coming back or what was going on. Just said she was my problem now and left. I mean…my dad isn’t even here and I…I don’t know what to do. She doesn’t have clothes or, or things.” 
 
    “Oh, honey,” Violet says cutting me off and pulling me into a tight hug. “It’s ok, you’re going to be ok. I’m glad you came, we’ll get you sorted, alright? Now, first things first. Have you two eaten?” 
 
    Aria pokes her head around my side once again, looking up at Violet. “Henley gave me toast.” 
 
    Violet drops down to one knee in front of Aria and gives her a warm smile. “That’s good,” she says. “Are you still hungry? I was just about to cut up some fruit for my big babies. Would you like some too?” 
 
    Aria looks up at me and it’s almost as though she’s seeking my approval to go with this new stranger. I give her a small nod and before I know it, she takes Violet’s hand and she leads her into the kitchen, giving me a moment to myself to breathe. 
 
    I consider dropping down on to the couch and letting myself break down, but not today. There’s somewhere else I know I’m going to find a shitload more comfort. 
 
    I make my way down to Noah’s room, bypassing the bathroom with the sound of the shower running from within, and seeing as though Tully’s door is wide open, I’d assume it’s her in the shower. Though that still doesn’t shed any light on Rivers’ whereabouts. If I had to guess, I’d say he’s probably in the kitchen, eating everything in Violet’s fridge. 
 
    I push through his door to find him just waking up. “He gives me a warm smile and I crash down into his warm bed, loving his comforting arms wrapping around me. “What are you doing here?” he murmurs, pressing a kiss to my forehead. 
 
    “You probably should have stayed last night,” I tell him. “Shit hit the fan after you left.” 
 
    “What?” he grunts in confusion. “I left just after midnight and you were asleep. What shit could have possibly hit the fan between then and now?” 
 
    I groan and roll around in his arms, squishing my face into his chest. “How about my mom showing up in the middle of the night and dumping me with a kid? Apparently, I have a sister.” 
 
    “Fuck,” he grunts. “Are you alright?” 
 
    “I think so,” I tell him. “Maybe a little shocked. I was just talking to your mom, she’s going to help me figure out what the hell to do with her until dad gets home, and then I think I’ll be alright. My head is a bit of a mess.” 
 
    “I bet,” he murmurs, running his hands over my back. “Wait. You brought the kid here, right? You didn’t just leave her at your place?” 
 
    “No,” I scoff in disgust. “Who do you think I am?” 
 
    “Just checking,” he says with slight humor in his voice that I’m damn thankful for. “Come on, let me up and we’ll go talk to my mom.” 
 
    “Ok,” I say, moving out of his way. He gets up and quickly pulls on a pair of sweats before heading to the door. I stop him and throw a shirt at his chest. “Put this on. She’s only five and already terrified. She doesn’t need some tatted up, scary as shit guy sitting across from her during breakfast.” 
 
    “Good point.” 
 
    With that, he pulls on the shirt and takes my hand before leading me out of his room. We run into Tully in the hallway, wrapped only in a towel. She stops and smiles at me. “What are you doing here so early?” she questions. “I didn’t think you functioned at this time of day.” 
 
    “Trust me, I don’t.” 
 
    Noah butts in as though he’s about to share the juiciest gossip on earth. “She has a five year old sister sitting in our kitchen.” 
 
    “What?” she screeches. “Crap, I’ve got to meet her. I have to get dressed.” 
 
    Tully barges between us and hurries down to her room before Noah leads me out to the kitchen. 
 
    Ten minutes later, both Noah’s parents sit at the table with Aria between them, Tully sits at one end with Rivers at the other while Noah and I sit across from his parents, listening to the plan. 
 
    “Alright,” Violet says. “Listen carefully because I don’t plan on repeating myself. None of you are going to school today. Rivers and Noah, you two are going to Henley’s place and you’re going to clear out the study. Tully and Henley, you’re hitting the shops. You’re going to need a bedroom suite, some toys, a carseat, and a few sets of clothes then have them all delivered so the boys can start putting it all together. Now, I have some of Lily’s clothes from when she was younger that would fit her. She can borrow them until she has enough of her own.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I smile. “But I couldn’t take Lily’s clothes. They’re yours. They’re special.” 
 
    A grateful look crosses her face before she gets back to business. “Aria’s five, so she’ll need to be enrolled in school. I’ll need you to give your dad a call and find out which school he would prefer she attends and I’ll sort it from there.” 
 
    “School?” Aria questions, looking horrified. 
 
    “Yes, school,” Violet confirms. “Have you never been before?” Aria shakes her head. “Don’t be afraid, sweetheart. School is awesome. You’ll meet so many new friends and learn all about the world.” 
 
    Excitement lights her eyes. “Really?” 
 
    “Of course,” Violet says before looking back up at me. “Now, do you have enough money to cover it all?” 
 
    My heart shatters realizing that this is going to completely destroy my ‘Get the hell out of here’ fund, but I wouldn’t have it any other way, and as Noah so kindly let me know, I won’t be needing a ‘Get the hell out of here’ fund anymore. I have to admit, I kind of liked the idea of having all that spare cash, you know, just in case. “I think I should be able to cover it,” I tell her. “But dad left his credit card for emergencies, so I’ll be fine.”  
 
    “That’s what I like to hear,” she smiles. “But I’m just a call away if you need any help. Now, Aria here is looking a little malnourished,” she tells me, making my eyes flick back to my little sister to take her in. I start at the top and make my way down and I suck in a breath, realizing she’s right. How could I have not realized this before? “I was planning on taking her down to the clinic to get her checked over,” Violet continues before her eyes widen. “Oh, am I overstepping a line here? Would you prefer to take her yourself?” 
 
    “Oh, no, no,” I quickly ease her mind. “I feel like I’m already out of my league here. Maybe it’s better if you do it. I mean, I probably wouldn’t even understand what the doctor is trying to tell me. I…I don’t want to screw her up when I just got her.” 
 
    “Trust me, there’s not a lot you could do to screw up a kid. I raised Noah and Tully and they turned out alright.” 
 
    “Really?” Rivers grunts. 
 
    “Shut up, you,” Violet chuckles before addressing the whole table. “Is everyone clear on your jobs? Do I need to repeat anything?” 
 
    Everyone nods and with that, shit gets sorted, my mind finally eases and the terror within my soul disappears. I can do this. I have all these people by my side, making sure I’m alright and something tells me that Violet is going to be knocking on my door every night, checking that I’m cooking enough vegetables. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    Three days of being a temporary parent and I’m ready to throw in the towel. There’s mess, whining, tantrums, and that’s only the beginning of it. It gets worse, much, much worse. I mean, where’s the privacy? Last night she barged in on my shower and sat on the toilet pooping, smiling at me while swinging her legs back and forth. Apparently, watching me try to cover my tits and pussy while slamming my ass against the cold tiles and screaming at the shampoo sliding down into my eyes was the funniest thing she’s ever seen.  
 
    Me? I didn’t quite agree. 
 
    It was horrendous. There’s no other way to describe it. 
 
    As soon as dad gets home, he’ll be tasked with fixing the lock on the bathroom door. I seriously couldn’t cope with a repeat performance of that. 
 
    Don’t get me wrong, the little turd has grown on me like you wouldn’t believe. She’s seriously fighting Tully and Kaylah for best friend status and considers herself cooler than them because she’s the one who gets to come home with me each day. 
 
    It’s definitely an adjustment, but we’re quickly falling into our own routine, but if I have to hear the theme song for ‘SpongeBob Square Pants’ one more time, I’ll probably scream. I mean, the kid is seriously obsessed, but it makes it worth it listening to her cackle like a little witch at its ridiculousness. 
 
    “Aria?” I call out from the bathroom. “Have you brushed your teeth?” 
 
    “Yes,” she yells back. 
 
    “Are you lying again?” 
 
    There’s a slight pause and I stick my head out of the bathroom door and watch her breathe into her hand before giving it a good old sniff. “I don’t need to brush them,” she tells me. “I did it yesterday.” 
 
    Oh, good Lord. “You still have to brush them. It’s not like an every now and then kind of thing, it’s like a morning and night kind of thing.” 
 
    She appears in the bathroom doorway. “What?” she demands with a serious pout. “But I don’t want to. It tastes yucky.” 
 
    “I’ll let you feed Frog again,” I cringe, remembering how yesterday she wanted to kill the poor goldfish by feeding him the whole tub at once. Though, death by food doesn’t seem like a bad way to go. 
 
    Her little face lights as her eyes pop out of her head and before I know it, she barges me out of the way and practically shoves her toothbrush down her throat.  
 
    Half an hour and a clean living room later, we’re finally ready to get ourselves out of here. 
 
    Aria climbs up into the back of dad’s pick up truck and I wait patiently for her to buckle herself into her carseat, as you know, she insists that she’s big enough to do it herself. “Are we going to Tully’s house?” she questions as I jam the key into the old ignition and pray that it can make it through another day. 
 
    “Sure are, Squirt.” 
 
    “Is Rivers going to be there?” 
 
    I press my lips together and try not to grin at her ridiculous little crush. I don’t know what it’s all about, but for some reason, she seems to have bonded with the guy without realizing that he’s probably the most dangerous and lethal guy in Haven Falls. He probably snuck her candies under the table while she was supposed to be eating her vegetables, but if he did, she’s never going to tell me because she’s loyal as hell to him. Like I said, it’s ridiculous. 
 
    It’s funny though because Rivers has absolutely no idea what to do with the attention. He’s so awkward that watching him trying to communicate with a child where he’s visibly trying not to be scary as hell is the most hilarious thing I’ve ever seen. He becomes stiff as a board and his eyes start flicking around to anyone nearby begging them to help him out. Naturally, we let him suffer as Aria is good for his soul. He needs her innocence in his life. They’re the perfect match as best friends. 
 
    As we drive to Noah’s place, I can’t help but watch her in the backseat, watching out the window as the world goes by. She’s a completely different child than the timid, scared one I saw just a few days ago. It’s almost as though she’s happy here, hell, I’m going to go ahead and say she feels safe here too. At least, I like to think she does. 
 
    I never knew having a sister would feel so…comforting. It’s like, no matter what, I’m never alone. I have a sister to share my world with. I spent eight months by myself until Noah came and barged his way into my life bringing his pack along with him and I’ll forever be grateful for that. Noah, Tully, and Rivers are my family, but now so is Aria and even though it’s only been a few days and she drives me crazy, I wouldn’t give that up for anything. Hell, not even if our mother came to take her back, she would have to put up one hell of a fight, and I have a feeling my father would agree with me. But…something tells me she’s not coming back and when Aria realizes this, it’s going to shatter her little heart, the same way it did to mine. 
 
    Dad did a video chat with her yesterday so when he got home, she would feel a little more comfortable with his presence, and I swear, the second dad laid his eyes on her, he simply fell in love. You could see the connection between the two and it was like long lost souls reuniting. He found his child and not even the slightest flash of doubt was in his mind that she was his. It was honestly beautiful to watch, and maybe I was a bit jealous of the kid. I mean, dad never gave me that much attention as a five year old, or maybe he did and I just don’t remember that well. 
 
    “What are we doing today?” comes her small voice from the backseat. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I tell her. “But I bet if you give the cutest little smile to Noah, he’ll let you do just about anything you want.” 
 
    She sucks in a breath loud enough to be heard a mile away. “Really?” she breathes. 
 
    “Yep,” I say, popping the ‘P’. “Just remember to say please.” 
 
    “Can we…can we go to the beach? The girl Rachel in my class said that she goes to the beach all the time.” 
 
    “I think we can arrange that,” I tell her. “We might have to stop in to get you a swimsuit first, though.” 
 
    “Can it be pink? Oh, can it have a unicorn on it?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I laugh. “We’ll have to wait and see what they have at the store.” 
 
    We pull up at Noah’s place a few minutes later and she practically barges her way out of the truck and storms up the driveway in her rush to beg Noah to go to the beach. 
 
    By the time I reach the front door, she’s long gone. 
 
    I push my way through the door of the home that’s quickly becoming one hell of a comfort for me and the second my eyes scan the room, I find Aria standing before Noah with her hands up, waiting for him to pick her up, and naturally, he caves like a little bitch. 
 
    He’s completely fallen for her charm and she has the big guy wrapped around her little finger. Anything she wants from him, she gets. It’s the sweetest thing to watch, but not as great as watching Rivers squirm with her. Noah hasn’t admitted it, but I think she reminds him of his little sister and how they used to be. It’s kind of like he wants to share all the moments with Aria that he didn’t get to share with Lily. 
 
    In fact, the whole Cage family has taken her in as their own, just as they did to me. She’s like their missing link and fills the void Lily left behind. It’s kind of sweet while also extremely heartbreaking to watch.  
 
    God, I wish they still had their little girl. I hate that they’ve had such a devastating loss. 
 
    I close the door behind me and grin as Aria’s head falls into the nook of his neck before giving him the sweetest smile. “Can we pleaaaaaase go to the beach today?” She finishes off her request by pouting out her bottom lip as though she’s filled with complete pure innocence, but we all know better, she’s a five year old version of the she-devil. 
 
    “Beach?” Noah groans, teasing her. “But I don’t like the beach. Wouldn’t you prefer to stay in and do nothing?” 
 
    Her little face falls. “Noooo,” she whines. “Henley said if I say please you would say yes.” 
 
    “Throw me under the bus why don’t you,” I grunt, walking in and dumping the keys to dad’s truck on the entryway table only to get Noah’s cheeky as fuck smirk thrown at me from above Aria’s head. 
 
    “You’ll quickly learn, kid,” Noah grumbles, putting her down. “Henley is never right. Don’t listen to her. In fact, it’s probably best you do the exact opposite of everything she tells you.” 
 
    I suck in a breath and shoot him a sharp glare as Aria slaps a hand over her mouth, trying not to giggle at the guy. She tugs on the bottom of his shirt and indicates for him to bend down so she can whisper in his ear and I grin as her whisper is just as loud as her normal speaking tone. “I can’t. She’ll get me in trouble and make me clean my room.” 
 
    Noah’s eyes widen in mock horror as he sucks in a dramatic breath. “What? How dare she?” 
 
    She giggles again and goes to say something when Rivers walks in the room and gives her a smile. He falls down onto the couch and within the blink of an eye, she throws herself down on the couch beside Rivers, but not just beside him, like really beside him. Her whole body is pressed right into his side while he sits as stiff as a board, looking around for a way out. 
 
    Sucker. 
 
    “We’re going to the beach,” Aria cheers, filling Rivers in on the plan and Noah draws me into his warm arms. 
 
    Noah cuts his gaze to Aria. “I don’t remember agreeing to that.” 
 
    She pokes her tongue out at him, realizing that he’s just teasing her and I roll my eyes. Is this my life now? Listening to these two idiots fight and tease each other? Though, I guess that isn’t much of a change to the way life is now. Both Tully and Rivers do the same to him. Hell, even I give him shit too, though he’s certainly no stranger to giving it back just as bad. In fact, worse. 
 
    Noah chuckles and pulls away from me. “I’ll go see what’s taking Tully so long,” he calls over his shoulder as he heads for the hallway. 
 
    I sit down on the armrest of the couch and grin down at Aria, knowing she doesn’t have much patience left in her. I mean, if Tully doesn’t hurry up, she’ll be left behind, not that Rivers would accept that. He’d probably throw her over his shoulder and storm out of here like a caveman. 
 
    I hear the sound of Tully’s bedroom door being flung open before all hell breaks loose. 
 
    “AAHHHHHH,” Noah yells as Tully screeches like a banshee before her bedroom door is slammed shut. 
 
    My eyes cut to Rivers who’s suddenly sitting ramrod on the couch, ready to run down there if need be, always prepared and ready to stand against any threat that dares to look our pack in the eye. 
 
    Noah comes storming up the hall with a blank look in his eye. “Dude, what the fuck?” Rivers questions, temporarily forgetting the ‘no swearing’ rule around Aria. 
 
    Noah collapses onto the couch, looking mortified. I’m about to go to him when Tully comes tearing up the hallway. “It’s… it’s not what you think,” she demands, stepping in front of him and making his face scrunch up in disgust. “Noah…I,” her eyes flick to Aria before heading straight back to Noah. She cringes before lowering her voice to a near whisper. "I wasn’t flicking the… bean.” 
 
    “The fuck?” River grunts as Noah shakes his head, desperately trying to get whatever he saw out of his head. 
 
    Tully glances around, her face now bright red as the rest of us practically lean in, desperately wanting to hear what she’s got to say. “I…shit. Noah. I was inserting a tampon, not playing with myself.” 
 
    His eyes slice towards her before narrowing them on her. “You sure?” 
 
    “Of course, I’m fucking sure,” she grunts. “I get more than enough action to have to resort to playing with myself.” 
 
    Noah flies to his feet and within the blink of an eye, both Rivers and Noah are standing right in front of her, baring down, desperate for answers as she instantly realizes her mistake. “Who the fuck are you getting action from?” Rivers demands and Noah seems to be shaking with fury. 
 
    “I…I” Tully stutters out. 
 
    “Can we go to the beach already?” a whiny, impatient voice comes from behind us all, clearly seeing this conversation as a waste of time when she obviously has better things to be doing. 
 
    Tully steps away from the boys and towards Aria. “Of course, we can,” she says, looking back at the boys with her deathly scary glare. “Can’t we?” 
 
    Rivers grumbles under his breath before walking towards the front door and calling over his shoulder. “This isn’t over,” he tells her. 
 
    “It hasn’t even started,” she warns. 
 
    Oh shit. 
 
    Noah somehow manages to cool down and before I know it, the five of us are out the door and walking the ten minutes towards the beach, despite Aria’s whining because she has to walk. Though it’s not like it matters, she’s spent the whole walk sitting on top of Noah’s shoulders while Tully and Rivers have a heated argument behind us. 
 
    We stop in at the beach store and I laugh to myself as the first swimsuit I see is bright pink with a unicorn on the front. Freaking perfect. 
 
    We purchase it and I laugh to myself as Aria starts stripping down in the middle of the store, first making the boys blanch before they get all protective and start making a human barricade around her as I help her get it on as quickly as possible. 
 
    The second she’s dressed; she grabs my hand and Rivers and rushes for the beach, pulling us along as Tully’s left behind to search out where Aria threw her clothes. 
 
    We finally get our toes in the sand and Aria loses her little mind. The beach is packed with bodies but that doesn’t stop her from racing forward. Noah and Rivers pull off their shirts and hurry after her while Tully and I lay out a towel and make ourselves comfortable. 
 
    “Alright,” I tell her as the boys catch up with Aria and collect her before tossing her right into the cool water, making her scream out and start splashing to get them back. “Who the hell are you sleeping with?” 
 
    A sly grin cuts across her face as she turns as looks at me. “Nobody,” she tells me. 
 
    “Come on,” I prompt, not one to pass up a secret. “Don’t play that shit with me. What’s his name?” 
 
    “No, seriously,” she laughs. “It’s literally nobody. I’m not getting any action. My vag is a ghost town, it’s practically growing cobwebs.” 
 
    “What?” I laugh, seeing the honesty in her eyes. “Then what the hell was all that bullshit this morning?” 
 
    “Because watching Rivers squirm is my kind of porn.” 
 
    I shake my head. “You two seriously need to seal the deal.” 
 
    “I know,” she grunts. “And we would have long ago if it wasn’t for you getting wasted at a party and disappearing.” 
 
    “Are you seriously still holding that against me?” 
 
    “Uhhhh, yeah,” she scoffs. “I could have been in orgasm heaven by now. The second he touched me, he wouldn’t have been able to stop. I’m estimating hundreds of ‘gasms that I’ve missed out on. All because of your skank ass.” 
 
    “Bullshit. If you really wanted it to happen, you would have just gone and jumped him by now. You’ve had plenty of opportunities to do it. You guys are alone all the time and both of you are too pussy to make the move.” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “What are you waiting for?” 
 
    “He’ll push me away,” she admits. “What if that happened? If I throw myself at him and he says no? Everything will change.” 
 
    I shake my head watching with adoration at the way the boys play with my sister. “I think you’re wrong. If Rivers was any other guy, then yeah, things would change. But not with him. He loves how things are here. If he said no, that wouldn’t change him being there every day, desperately wanting you.” 
 
    She shrugs her shoulders. “I don’t know. He has some shit going on at home that makes him feel…unworthy, which is just bullshit, you know? But….” She lets out a broken sigh. “I just wish things were different.” 
 
    I reach out and take her hand. “He’ll come around, and when he does, it’ll be explosive.” 
 
    Tully rolls her eyes as Noah’s head whips around to us with a devilish smirk. “Oh no.” 
 
    Not a second later, Rivers murmurs something to Aria and then all three are staring at us with an evil cackle pouring out of my little sister. “We’re fucked,” Tully says. “Run.” 
 
    An hour later, the five of us start heading up the beach, dripping wet, each with an ice cream cone in our hand. “Fuck, this is good,” Tully groans, licking around the base to stop the ice cream dripping down to her hands as Rivers watches her while discreetly adjusting himself. 
 
    She looks up from her ice cream, having absolutely no idea of the intense seduction she’s just thrown upon Rivers, but then, maybe that was her plan all along. “Who’s turn is it for truth or dare?” she questions. 
 
    Noah’s brows pull down as he looks to his sister. "Isn’t it yours?” 
 
    “No… I asked Ri-” 
 
    “Nope. Never happened,” Rivers cuts her off, clearly not ready to let Noah know about the ‘Truth’ question he’d answered for her. “It’s still your turn.”  
 
    Tully’s eyes sparkle with excitement. “Alright then,” she says, looking around our small group for her next victim. Naturally, she comes back to Rivers. She always comes back to Rivers.  “Truth or dare?”  
 
    His too sure of himself, cocky grin spreads wide across his face. “Dare,” he says, spreading his arms out wide as if to say ‘give me all you’ve got.’ This time not terrified of what she might ask with Noah around. 
 
    Tully nods up ahead. “See that fence?” Rivers looks back over his shoulder, narrowing his eyes suspiciously on the fence before nodding. “I dare you to jump it.” 
 
    He scoffs and looks back at her. “What? That’s fucki-” 
 
    She cuts him off, clearly not being finished with her dare. “With Noahsaurus on your shoulders.” 
 
    His face falls as the boys glance at each other. “I can’t have a dude sitting on my shoulders. His cock will be rubbing all up against my neck.” 
 
    Noah winks. “It’s alright, man. I promise you’ll like it.” 
 
    “I agree,” I grin. 
 
    “You’re not backing out, are you?” Tully teases. 
 
    Rivers lets out a groan before shoving his ice cream into her hands. “If even a bite of that is missing, you’re going down, baby.” 
 
    He cracks his neck, looks to Noah and grins. He drops down to one knee. “Climb on board, princess.” 
 
    Noah looks to me, handing over his ice cream while pretending to be a giddy teenage girl. “Oooh, Rivers is about to take me for the ride of my life.” 
 
    Tully scoffs under her breath. “Yeah, well at least he’s taking one of us for a ride.” 
 
    I grin across at her, pleased as hell Noah didn’t hear that and get back to watching the show.  
 
    Noah’s hardly even on his shoulders before the two of them start giggling like little school girls. As Rivers pushes back up to his feet, Noah grabs hold of his head. “Fuck, man. Watch it.” 
 
    “Come on, dude. I got this,” Rivers laughs, trying his hardest not to show that the weight of Noah on his shoulders isn’t a big fucking deal. I mean, Noah’s not a little lanky kid, he’s over 6 foot 3 of pure, sexy as fuck muscle. 
 
    Rivers turns to face Tully with his cocky grin before showing her that he’s got this in the bag by squatting down. “They don’t call me fucking Quadzilla for nothing,” he roars. 
 
    “No one calls you Quadzilla,” Tully reminds him. 
 
    “Hey,” he reprimands. “Don’t you kill the vibe.” 
 
    She pretends to zip her lips before licking up the melting ice cream off Rivers cone, only to get a solid gasp out of him. “Whatcha gonna do about it?” she teases. 
 
    Rivers shakes his head and Noah flicks his foot up, kicking Rivers in the rib. “Get the fuck on with it,” he tells him. “But if you drop me, I’m going to sack you so fucking hard you won’t be walking for weeks.” 
 
    Rivers turns back to the fence that’s as high as his chest. On any other day, he’d be able to clear that in his sleep. With Noah on his shoulders, it’s going to be the best damn thing I’ve ever seen. 
 
    Rivers takes off towards the fence while Noah howls with laughter, holding on with everything he’s got. Rivers approaches the fence and I find myself clutching onto the ice cream cones so tight, I crack both of them, sending melted ice cream all down my arms. 
 
    This isn’t going to be good. No way is he going to clear that fence. 
 
    Rivers reaches the fence, grabs hold of it and launches himself over it. The weight of Noah on his shoulders has them toppling over and while they certainly cleared one side of the fence, the same can’t be said for the other. 
 
    They crash down into the sand in a heap of limbs and muscle while Aria races forward. The laughter comes tearing out of me and I have no choice but to fall to my knees while Tully crosses her legs. “Shit,” she booms. “I’m going to wet myself.” 
 
    The boys grunt and groan and start wrestling around in the sand, and I can’t help but think that this is the best damn day of my life. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    I lay on my couch on Sunday afternoon, feet propped up on the armrest while Aria sits on the ground in front of me, her eyes glued to the TV.  
 
    I’ve been having the best time getting to know this little girl and now that she’s here with us, I don’t think we could ever give her back. We still haven’t heard from mom, so I have no idea what the hell is going on, but something deep within my guts tells me she’s never coming back. 
 
    Hell, I still can’t get over the shock of seeing her on my doorstep in the middle of the night. It was like my childhood hitting me in the face, only for it to instantly disappear again.  
 
    Oh well, I don’t want to dwell on it. I’ve moved on and now it’s Aria’s turn to do the same. 
 
    My phone buzzes on the couch beside me and I dig it out from between the cushions. 
 
    Kaylah – What’s going on, skank? 
 
    I grin as I hash out a reply. 
 
    Henley – Watching freaking SpongeBob AGAIN!!!!!!!! How is this my life now? 
 
    Kaylah – Better than what I’m doing! 
 
    Kaylah – Download attachment. 
 
    I hit on the picture and burst out laughing when I see her family dog, standing in the middle of her living room after tearing her bean bag to shreds. Little foam balls cover every available surface in the room and I can only imagine how painful it’s going to be cleaning that shit up. 
 
    Henley – Sucks to be you! 
 
    Henley – What’s going on? Haven’t heard from you in a few days. 
 
    Kaylah - ☹ 
 
    Kaylah – I think Jesse is cheating. 
 
    Henley – WHAT??????? 
 
    I don’t wait for her response and hit call. “That’s ridiculous,” I tell her as she answers the phone. “I mean, I hardly know the guy but it’s clear as day he’s crazy about you.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, that’s what I thought, but…I don’t know. There are always girls hanging off him and this one girl followed him into the bathroom at a party on Friday night and when she came out, she was acting like she’d just had the best dick of her life. I mean, that’s my dick.” 
 
    I scoff. Freaking bitches. “Are you serious right now? What did Jesse say?” 
 
    “We haven’t talked about it. He’s got shit going on with his brother and his girlfriend. I don’t really want to make shit worse by accusing him of cheating. I’ll just…I don’t know.” 
 
    “I don’t think he’s cheating.” 
 
    “How would you know? You go to a different school.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I defend. “My gut is telling me that he’s the real deal. Just give him a chance to explain himself. Do you seriously think he’d cheat after having to fight your brother for his approval? I mean, no guy would go through all that shit just to fuck it up at the end.” 
 
    “True,” she murmurs. 
 
    “What does your gut tell you?” I question, looking down at Aria to check she’s still alive. 
 
    Kaylah lets out a sigh. “I don’t think he would, but then shit like Friday night happens and it makes my head all foggy.” 
 
    “Do you love him?” 
 
    “So freaking much.” 
 
    “Then go and talk to him. You know how these girls are. We’ve dealt with them all our lives, just because you’re at a different school now doesn’t mean they’re any less conniving. This bitch in the bathroom could be pulling all sorts of dirty tricks to get what’s yours. If you love him then you need to learn to trust him.” 
 
    “Ok, enough of me now. What’s going on with you? Is Noah still as swoon worthy as you thought at the beginning?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I laugh. “More now that I’ve seen him with Ari. He’s like this fearless pack leader, but the second she’s around, he turns into a freaking marshmallow.” 
 
    “That’s kind of…surprising.” 
 
    “Two months ago, I would have agreed with you, but not now.” 
 
    “You sound like you’re falling for him.” 
 
    I press my lips together before letting out a sigh. “I think I already have.” 
 
    “Oh, shit,” she laughs. “Have you told him that?” 
 
    “No,” I rush out. “What if…Argh. I don’t know. What if he’s not there yet and I throw it on him like a grenade? I don’t want to freak him out.” 
 
    “I don’t think it’s possible to freak out a guy like Noah. He seems like he’s always prepared for anything.” 
 
    “Trust me, I’ve seen this guy freaked out. It’s definitely possible,” I tell her as a big ass truck pulling up in our driveway steals my attention. “Oh, shit. Dad’s home. I’ll talk to you later.” 
 
    “Oh, wait. Wait, wait. I forgot to ask. Jesse needs to see some kid from Haven Falls and apparently, the guy is throwing a party on Friday, so I was going to go. Tora wants to come too. Are you up for a party?” 
 
    “Tora?” I grunt. 
 
    “Yeah, Nate’s girlfriend,” she says. “She’s cool. I’ll introduce you guys. You’ll really like her.” 
 
    “Yeah, maybe,” I tell her, pulling myself up off the couch, getting ready to change dad’s entire world with this kid at my feet. “I think Noah has a race, but I’ll check. I wouldn’t mind partying with the Broken Hill kids, see how you guys do.” 
 
    “Oh, come on,” she laughs. “You know I’m still a Haven Falls girl at heart.” 
 
    “Uh huh,” I laugh. “We’ll see.” 
 
    With that. I end the call and look down at Aria. “Are you ready to meet your daddy?” 
 
    She looks up at me with those big blue eyes. “Do you think he’ll like me?” 
 
    “I think he’s going to love you.” 
 
    She puts her little hand in mine and together we walk to the door. I feel her nerves radiating off of her, but there’s nothing for her to worry about. Dad is a big bear. He might seem a little scary on the outside, but on the inside, he’s the most caring man she’ll ever meet.  
 
    I’ve already explained this to her, but I guess there’s nothing I can do about it. She’ll just have to tear it off like a Band-Aid and get it over with. The second that’s done, they can work on getting to know one another. 
 
    We walk out the front and I watch dad reversing his truck into the drive. It’s always impressed me watching how easily he does this with such a massive truck and it makes me wonder what the hell is going through Aria’s head. Though one thing’s for sure, she’s right there with me on the whole ‘impressed’ thing. I doubt she’s ever seen a truck so big. 
 
    “What did I tell you?” I grin down at her. 
 
    “It’s big.” 
 
    “Damn straight.” 
 
    I tug on her hand and together we walk out to meet dad. He catches us out of the corner of his eyes and he looks across, stopping when his eyes land on the little girl beside him. He looks damn shocked despite the few video calls they’ve had together. I momentarily fear for the safety of our driveway and the house, but dad quickly pulls himself together and gets back to concentrating on what he’s doing. 
 
    We wait a few moments for dad to cut the engine of the truck and grab his things before climbing down. The second he turns to face us, we walk forward and instead of throwing myself at him like I usually would, I proceed with caution as to not freak Aria out.  
 
    “Dad,” I say, trying to be the calming middle man. “This is Aria, a.k.a Squirt.” 
 
    A smile plays on his lips as he drops down to one knee but looks up at me. “You’re saying I have a Squish and a Squirt?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I laugh. 
 
    Dad looks down at Aria, his eyes roaming over her body from head to toe, taking her all in, checking her over while instantly falling in love with this little girl. “Aria,” he repeats softly, his eyes filling with emotion and unshed tears. “I’m your daddy.”  
 
    His arms open wide and Aria dives into them, snuggling her face into his chest as though he’s her missing link, the thing that’s been missing from her life all these years. “Welcome home, baby girl,” Dad soothes, making my eyes water. 
 
    I’ve never known my dad to ever break, but here, as he looks into the eyes of the daughter that he’s never known, his world is shattered and restored all at once. There’s so much he’s missed out on in her life. Both of us have missed, but now she’s here, where she belongs, and I bet my ass that dad is going to do anything he can to make it right. 
 
    The two spend the afternoon together and I head into the kitchen to start on dinner and to give them some time to discover one another. The booming laughter and cute giggles coming from the next room are telling me that there’s nothing to worry about. It seems they’re getting along just fine. 
 
    “Well,” Dad says as we sit down at the table together. “There’s no doubt about it, she’s my kid.” 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” I tell him. “She’s got your eyes.” 
 
    “Damn straight, she does,” he chuffs proudly as he helps dish up her dinner. 
 
    “So, what now?” I ask. “Did you try and get in contact with mom? Do you know what’s happening?” 
 
    Dad presses his lips into a thin line. “Not now, Squish,” he murmurs. “We’ll talk later.” 
 
    I get the hint and get back to eating dinner, but the question grates on my nerves. Dad’s never been one to hold back and it’s clear that whatever the answer is, I’m not going to like it. He’s never gone out of his way to protect me from the truth before so this is clearly about sparing Aria’s feelings and not letting her know exactly what’s going on with her mom. After all, she’s only five.  
 
    It’s not until after ten when Dad’s put Aria to bed and sat on the couch in silence for nearly two hours when I finally get the nerve to ask again. “Dad?” I say, moving in beside him on the couch, clearly seeing he has more questions than answers floating around in that head of his. “What’s going on?” 
 
    He lets out a heavy, pained sigh and leans back into the couch before turning his attention on me. “Honestly, Squish. I have no fucking idea.” 
 
    “But…she gets to stay, right? She’s not coming to take her away?” 
 
    “That’s what I don’t know. I’ve been trying to get in contact with her, but the old number I had for her is disconnected and none of her old friends know where she is. Apparently, she’s fallen in with the wrong crowd and has been hitting drugs pretty hard,” he tells me with a tight smile, not wanting to be the one to break the news that the woman who was my mom for so long is now a drug addict. But on the other hand, it’s cleared up a few of my questions about why she looked the way she did. 
 
    “I did get a curious call though,” Dad continues, making my brows practically dip down to my chin. “She still has me listed as her emergency contact in all her records. I’d received a call from some lawyer or, hell, I don’t know who the fuck he was, but it was court ordered that your mom be put into a rehabilitation center. The next morning after she showed up here was when she was due to sign in.” 
 
    “She’s running?” I murmur. 
 
    “I’m not surprised,” dad tells me. “It’s her pattern. When things get hard, she disappears. She doesn’t like facing hard facts.” 
 
    “What do we do now?” 
 
    “We sit back and hope for the best while giving that kid all the love in the world. We need to hope your mom can somehow see that she’s safer here with us.” 
 
    “And if she doesn’t? If she comes back to get her?” 
 
    “Then we fight like hell to make sure that never happens.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    I crash down into Tully’s bed on Friday afternoon. The boys have disappeared for the afternoon, dad is spending quality time with Aria, and I have no idea what the rest of the world is doing, so it’s just me and Tully left to our own devices…which could never be good. 
 
    She rips off her clothes which ended up dirty after Rivers crash tackled her into the mud during lunch. Naturally, she didn’t skip a beat and sought payback in the shape of grabbing a handful of mud and slamming it into his face. 
 
    The two have been running in complete opposite directions of each other all afternoon, terrified of what could happen. Rivers started a dangerous game when he threw her down in the mud, a dangerous game that is going to be damn funny to watch. 
 
    Tully dives through her clean washing which she hasn’t bothered to put away and pulls out a pair of sweatpants, but the second she holds them up, it’s clear these don’t belong to her. “Are these Noah’s?” she grunts. 
 
    “Sure are,” I tell her as she holds them up against herself, laughing as they reach nearly to her shoulders and deciding to pull them on anyway. “What the hell are you doing?” I laugh. “You could fit two of you in them.” 
 
    She steps into the pants with a grin and laughs as she pulls them up as high as they can reach. They sit under her armpits and before I know it, she’s burying her arms inside the pants and wobbling around, laughing like a hyena. “Shit, I have a massive cameltoe,” she snorts as tears of laughter start pouring from both our eyes. “You really think two people could fit in these?” 
 
    I look over the pants again. “Yeah, actually. I do.” 
 
    Tully wriggles her arms free and lets the pants drop before stepping one leg out and squeezing it down into the same hole as her other leg. “Well, come on, then. Let’s test your theory.” 
 
    “Are you kidding, right now?” 
 
    Her head snaps up with a wicked grin. “Do I look like I’m kidding?” she questions. “Get your ass over here and shove yourself into the other side.” 
 
    I shake my head. “No way. If this is going to work, you’re going to have to get your ass over here so we don’t fall and snap our necks.” 
 
    Tully presses her lips together. “Good point.” 
 
    Another round of booming laughter rips out of us as Tully tries her best to jump with both feet, across her room and over to her bed where she can hold on for dear life. She stands next to the bed and I shake my head. “I can’t believe you actually convinced me to do this,” I say, holding onto her as I slip one leg into the pants and then the other. 
 
    I get my legs in, but now comes the challenge of standing up without pulling Tully over. She grabs my arms and hauls me up off the bed, making us both tip forward but somehow we manage to stay on our feet.  
 
    “Fuck, yeah,” Tully cheers, pulling the bottom part of the pants up to where it sits under both our boobs. 
 
    “Holy shit,” I laugh. “I can’t believe we actually fit.” 
 
    “Yep, just goes to show what a fat ass Noahsaurus is.” 
 
    I roll my eyes as we stand in the pants, completely unable to move. “Now what? How do we get around?” 
 
    “Umm,” she looks down at our restricted legs. “You jump, then I jump.” 
 
    “Wait. Wouldn’t it be better if we jump together?” 
 
    “I don’t fucking know,” she laughs as we give it a try. 
 
    “What the hell are you two idiots doing?” a familiar voice questions with nothing but an intense amusement in her tone.  
 
    Tully and I whip our heads around to find her mom, as let’s face it, it’s not like we can turn around right now. Violet watches us with concern, probably wondering if we’ve finally gone insane. “We’re testing a theory,” Tully explains. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. I’d like to hear this,” Violet grumbles under her breath. “Please, do share.” 
 
    “The theory is that Noah is a fat ass, and what do you know, we were right?” 
 
    “Who’s calling me a fat ass?” comes Noah’s deep rumbly voice from somewhere in the house, making my stomach swirl with butterflies, just as it does every time he’s near. I didn’t realize he was back from doing…well, who the hell knows what he was doing. 
 
    I hear not only his footfalls in the hallway, but someone else’s and realize he must be with Rivers, and the fact they’re making their way down here has both me and Tully scrambling to get out of these damn sweatpants. 
 
    To be honest, with four legs in the one pair of pants, getting out of them is not as easy as it sounds. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” Tully squeaks, realizing just as well as I do that in this position, we’re sitting ducks. “Hurry up.” 
 
    The boys appear in the doorway and wicked grins instantly plaster across their faces. They don’t even need to look at each other to know what the other is thinking. The opportunity is just too good. 
 
    They storm through the door, practically barging Violet out of the way as Tully squeals, terrified for her life.  
 
    “Nooooo,” I laugh, trying to swat Noah away while Tully becomes so overcome by laughter, she ends up tipping us both over. Rivers catches the two of us and it’s by sheer luck that I don’t end up smacking my head against the foot of the bed. 
 
    Noah swoops in like my knight in shining ink and slips his hands under my back and legs while Rivers does the same with Tully. 
 
    The boys walk us out of Tully’s room and towards the front door where Tully immediately starts flopping around like a fish out of water in Rivers’ arms. “Don’t you dare take us outside,” she warns, but the devilish smirk on both their faces tells me we’re in for an afternoon of embarrassment. Though, right now I’d probably endure just about any type of embarrassment if it meant staying in Noah’s arms just a little longer, despite the fact that I’m wedged in a pair of sweatpants and looking like Tully’s Siamese twin. 
 
    The boys march us out the front of the house and if reading each other’s minds, they head straight for the lamp post out near the curb. 
 
    They put us down and wriggle us around until we're practically back to back with the lamp post between us. Rivers spreads his big arms out, wrapping them around the two of us and holding us still while Noah hurries away, probably so we can’t escape. Though, I don’t know where he thinks we could possibly go. Moving right now seems damn impossible. 
 
    “Oh, no, no, no,” I squawk as I see Noah emerge from the garage with a shit eating grin spreading so far across his face, I fear it will split it in two. He holds up a roll of duct tape and just like that, I realize my afternoon is going to be spent right here in this very spot. 
 
    “What?” Tully demands, trying to crane her neck around to see Noah but from the opposite side of the post and Rivers massive body squished into our sides, she’s doesn’t see Noah until it’s already too late. 
 
    The duct tape gets curled around us. Around and around until we are literally covered from our shoulders down to our toes. “How the hell are we supposed to get out of this?” Tully groans as the boys stand back and admire their handiwork. 
 
    Noah shrugs his shoulders and flashes that proud, irritating smirk that he reserves only for his sister. “Not my problem, is it?” 
 
    With that, Noah leans in, presses a kiss to my less than impressed cheek, and they disappear into the house, probably to eat the fruit salad that Violet would have been making for me and Tully. “I could kill them,” Tully grumbles. 
 
    “Don’t worry. Noah can leave you out here all night, but he doesn’t have the heart to leave me here,” I tell her. 
 
    “Yeah,” she laughs to herself as cars zoom past on the street, “that little pussy whipped bastard.” 
 
    The boys don’t show their pretty faces again and luckily for them, we have more than enough to chat about while the cars zoom past us on the street. We make our revenge plan and only stop going over the finer details of our payback when Noah strides into the garage as though he doesn’t have a care in the world. 
 
    I clear my throat loudly, demanding his attention from out near the street. “Can I help you?” he questions, not looking up from the engine of his car while he desperately fights a smile pulling at the corners of his delectable lips. 
 
    “No,” I smile sweetly. “But I can help you.” 
 
    He looks up with mischief in his eyes. “Trust me, with your hands taped somewhere around your ass, I highly doubt you could give me anything I want right now.” 
 
    “Ewwwww,” Tully groans. “I don’t want to hear that shit.” 
 
    I ignore her behind me and give Noah my best man-eating smile. “You sure about that?” 
 
    He scoffs, looking at me as though I haven’t got a clue. “Uhhh…yeah.” 
 
    “Why don’t you come over here then?” 
 
    Noah narrows his eyes on me, but the intrigue is too much for him to bear and has his feet sailing through the garage door and across the yard towards me. He walks right up to the lamp post and stands directly in front of me, bringing his forearm up and resting it above my head so he can lean into me. “You know,” he murmurs, brushing his lips across mine, “I think I like you like this.” 
 
    “Like what?” I question. “Reliant on you?” 
 
    “No,” he smiles. “Unable to run away.” 
 
    I catch his lips in mine, loving their softness as it’s such a contrast to the rest of his tight body. “I’m not going anywhere,” I say in a whisper, knowing Tully probably doesn’t want to be hearing our lovey dovey crap. 
 
    Noah’s lips smile against mine. “You mean, you’re not going anywhere until I manage to fuck it all up.” 
 
    I laugh into him. “I don’t think you have the ability to fuck this up.” 
 
    Tully scoffs, forcing a grin out of me and a groan from Noah. “Knock it off,” he tells her. 
 
    “I’ll knock it off when you cut us free,” she shoots back. “And you better do it fast cause I need to pee.” 
 
    “Tough luck,” he chuckles with an evil little smirk, making me thankful that I didn’t grow up with him. I mean, living with Noah as a kid would have been torture. Poor Tully, she probably deserves a medal for all the pranks and stupid shit he would have done to her. It’s a miracle they’re so close. 
 
    I nod towards the garage to where his car still sits with the hood wide open, wondering if he’s preparing his car for another race or if there’s something else he’s up to. After all, he still hasn’t let me in on the big secret and it’s really starting to grate on my nerves. Maybe he’s just trying to protect me from the truth, knowing I’m not going to like it, or maybe there’s a different reason altogether. Who knows? “Are you racing again tonight?” I ask, fighting a cringe and hoping for a straight forward answer. 
 
    “Yeah, maybe. Haven’t really decided yet.” 
 
    Red flags start popping up everywhere and my eyes flick up to meet his. “Why not?” I question, way too on edge. 
 
    “Because I’d rather bury myself in you.” 
 
    “Ohhh,” I laugh as a wave of relief washes over me. Maybe I jumped the gun by freaking out just now. You know, just a little…or maybe a lot. 
 
    “Come on,” Tully gags. “Give me a fucking break.” 
 
    I let out a heavy sigh, once again ignoring the girl at my back. “Sounds great, but I doubt that would be happening when I’m taped to a lamp post. I mean, you’re talented, but you’re not that talented.” 
 
    Noah’s eyes travel down my body as though he’s deep in thought. “I could cut a hole in the tape. I’ll make it work.” 
 
    “You’re gross.” 
 
    “And you’re fucking beautiful, but you don’t see me complaining.” 
 
    The sound of the front door opening has everyone whipping their heads around to find the twins’ mom, gawking at us from the front porch while Rivers chuckles to himself behind her. “Noah Anthony,” Violet demands, pulling out her ‘mom’ voice which manages to tear a wide-eyed, terror induced gasp out of me despite the fact I’m not the one being yelled at. But then, I guess having Noah as a kid, that’s the kind of thing she’d need to be a pro at. “You told me the girls had gone out.” 
 
    My eyes snap to my inked up, liar of a boyfriend. “You lied to Mumma bear? You’re in deep shit now.” 
 
    Noah laughs, not terrified of his mother’s beastly roar in the slightest. In fact, I’m sure he probably thinks it’s cute. “Please,” he scoffs. “I’ll get out of this still being her shining star.” 
 
    “Suck up,” Tully murmurs. 
 
    “Brat,” he shoots back. 
 
    Violet huffs, storming forward after the shock of seeing us tapped to the pole wears off. “Both of you morons shut up,” she demands before turning on Rivers, clearly knowing he was in on this too. “Get that damn knife out of your pocket and finally put it to use. I want my girls free in less than thirty seconds, got it?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” Rivers grins with a mischievous glint in his eyes, letting us all know he’ll do it in no less than thirty-one seconds. 
 
    Rivers steps forward and pulls out a pocket knife, and even though Violet had just said it was there, I still find myself in a little shock. I hadn’t realized he carried a knife around, and while I shouldn’t be surprised about it, I sort of am. 
 
    Rivers gets to work freeing us and I don’t miss how damn careful he is cutting the tape and removing it off Tully’s skin. Noah steps forward and gets busy helping to free me while a strange smile pulls across Violet's face. "What?” Noah questions, eyeing her warily as he pulls the tape from my skin, practically waxing my arms in the process. “You only look like that when you want something.” 
 
    Violet cringes before letting out a breath, finding some kind of resolve within herself. “Your grandfather called,” she starts, making both Noah and Tully groan, though Violet ignores them and continues. “He’s not doing so well and would like to see you both for dinner.” 
 
    “What?” Tully sulks. “When? Not tonight?” 
 
    “Yes, tonight.” 
 
    “No way,” Noah says. “I have a race tonight.” 
 
    “Don’t start me on your racing,” Violet warns. “You’ll have to cancel because I told him you’ll both be there. Your father and I will be going too, so it’s up to you if you’re going to come with a smile on your face or a bad attitude. Either way, both of your frustrating little selves will be there, whether you like it or not.” 
 
    “Mom,” Noah and Tully groan in unison. 
 
    Violet shakes her head, not giving in to their guilt trips. She turns to Rivers and then to me. “You’re both welcome to come if you’d like,” she looks to Rivers. “Let’s be honest, you probably don’t have much going on,” she flicks her eyes back to me. “and your dad needs to bond with Aria. So, the invitation is all yours.” 
 
    I look across to Noah who violently shakes his head, looking horrified. "Don't do it, babe. Save yourself the pain and agony.” 
 
    “He couldn’t be that bad?” I question, referring to his grandfather. 
 
    “He’s worse,” Tully grumbles. 
 
    I look to Violet who simply smiles, not once denying their claims. “I, um…I’ll have to pass. Thanks for inviting me though.” 
 
    “My pleasure, sweetheart,” she tells me, looking up at Rivers. “What about you, big shot?” 
 
    “I’m with Henley,” he grumbles. “No way in hell I’ll be sitting through another dinner with your dad,” he tells her, then adds as an afterthought. “No offense.” 
 
    Violet laughs as she gives Rivers a fond smile. “None taken,” she tells him. “Believe me, if I could get out of it too, then I would. I’m just glad that now I have these two idiots to take the focus off me. Watching them squirm under his scrutiny is always so fulfilling for some reason.” 
 
    I can’t help but laugh as she turns on Noah. “Make sure you shower first,” she tells him, indicating towards the grease on his hands. “How is it you always get so dirty?” 
 
    With that, she disappears back inside, leaving the boys to help Tully and I get out of these damn sweatpants. “So, what are you going to do?” Tully questions as she places a hand on the lamp post to steady herself so we can manage it without any fatalities. 
 
    Rivers shrugs. “I don’t know. I heard some junior is having a party that some of the Broken Hill kids are planning on crashing. I might head over there and check it out.” 
 
    I get smacked with the memory of my phone call with Kaylah over the weekend and wonder if it’s the same party she was planning on going to. I mean, now that I’m apparently not going to the races and Noah and Tully are out for the count, I guess I could tag along. I haven’t seen Kaylah in a little while and it’s great partying with her again, you know, as long as I don’t get myself high this time. “You mind if I come with you?” I ask Rivers, finally freeing my legs from the confines of the sweatpants. 
 
    Noah’s eyes bug out of his head as Rivers shrugs his shoulders, not giving a shit who tags along with him. “What? You’re not going to a party without me,” Noah all but roars. 
 
    I turn on my overprotective boyfriend. “You bet your sweet ass I am,” I tell him with a grin. “Do I need to remind you that I can handle myself?” 
 
    “Do I need to remind you that only a few weeks ago you were jumped by a bunch of bitches?” 
 
    “Not fair,” I argue. “I was blindsided. You know perfectly well that I can handle my own.” 
 
    He watches me for a long, drawn out second and I wonder if the pissed off vibe shooting from him is aimed at me or if it’s because he’s just missed his chance to race and has been dragged into dinner with his grandfather. 
 
    “Fine,” Noah breathes, “but don’t drink. I don’t like the idea of you vulnerable and drunk at a party with guys we don’t know.” 
 
    “Do we need to revisit the whole ‘I can handle myself’ thing?” 
 
    “Do we need to revisit the whole ‘you accepted a joint from Spencer and got high at the last party’ thing?” he shoots back at me, mimicking my tone. 
 
    Damn it, I hate it when he’s right, but I hate the cocky grin that spread across his face when he knows he’s won more. I roll my eyes, not wanting to get into this again. “Fine, you have yourself a deal. I won’t drink.” 
 
    He visibly relaxes before turning towards Rivers with a proud, irritatingly sexy smirk. “Watch her like a fucking hawk.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    I walk into the party with Rivers at my back and his hand on my elbow. “Don’t fucking wander off,” he warns me, taking in the packed bodies and red Solo cups that are already littering every available surface of the house, telling me that this party is going to get wild. 
 
    I have a feeling if Noah knew that tiny little fact, he’d be right here, trying his hardest to drag me out kicking and screaming, but I’m all good because Rivers isn’t a rat. Well…sort of. He’ll let me have my fun as long as I don’t take things too far, but then he’ll tell Noah all about it afterward. 
 
    Rivers leans in behind me so he can speak in my ear without needing to scream. “Just be careful, alright. This is Monica’s party.” 
 
    I spin around as fast as lightning. "What? You never said anything about it being Monica’s party.” 
 
    “Didn’t think I needed to,” he says with a deep confusion pulling down his brows. “Shit like that doesn’t bother you.” 
 
    “I’m not saying that it bothers me,” I explain. “Just…a heads up would have been nice. You know, that way I know if I need to dodge any fists.” 
 
    “Please,” Rivers scoffs, seeing an opening through the bodies and forging forward, dragging me along. “I thought dodging fists got you hot.” 
 
    I grin up at the big guy before me. “It sure as hell does,” I admit. 
 
    As we make our way through the party, getting stopped by people desperate to say hi to Rivers, I can’t help but look around, though instead of looking around at what’s going on at the party, I’m looking around for the girls who thought they had the right to storm into my home and beat the ever loving shit out of me. 
 
    It’s only been a few weeks and even though the cuts and bruises have faded, the attack is still fresh. Even more so now that I have Aria at home with me. I mean, what if she had been there and saw that? What if she’d been hurt? 
 
    I can’t let bullshit like that happen ever again. Fuck, if dad knew what had gone down while he was gone…shit, I don’t even know how he would have reacted. I’m not going to pretend that I know what it’s like to be a parent, but I can assume finding out your home was invaded and your seventeen year old daughter got jumped while you were working doesn’t sit well. 
 
    My eyes trail through the bodies and I make myself a promise that if I see any of the cheer skanks who dared lay a hand on me, I will finish them. I don’t have Noah as my voice of reason holding me back and feel like some kind of wild animal who just slipped off her leash. 
 
    Tonight is mine. You know, considering Rivers doesn’t feel the need to stand in my way. Usually, he’s the one to fight first and ask questions later, but I can’t help but think of the conversation I had with him about this. He thinks it’s best to be a calculating bitch about it and get payback in a way they wouldn’t see coming, but I can’t help the overwhelming need to just… finish them. I want to see them hurt just like they did to me. I want to see them laying on the ground, unable to move or even call for help with tears streaming down their faces because that’s the kind of twisted bullshit they put me through. 
 
    Yeah, calculating bitchiness isn’t my thing. Violence is. Besides, I’m from Haven Falls, that’s got to count for something. 
 
    Rivers tears my attention away from the bodies as he brings me to a stop in front of a drinks table. He bends down and scoops two beers out of a cooler before passing one to me. “Here,” he grumbles. 
 
    “Huh?” I grunt, taking the ice cold beer from him despite the fact that I can’t stand the shit. I mean, it tastes like piss…not that I know what that tastes like. “I thought I was on an alcohol ban for tonight.” 
 
    Rivers shrugs his shoulders. “I’m not your keeper, Henley. That’s Noah’s job. Do whatever the fuck you want, just don’t overdo it. I don’t want to be the one to explain to Noah that I let it happen.” 
 
    “Got it, dude,” I grin, holding the beer up for Rivers to clink his against.  
 
    He grins down at me, shaking his head as though being seen with me is the most embarrassing thing to ever happen to him. Nonetheless, he clinks his beer against mine and starts leading the way out the back door. 
 
    After getting bumped into and elbowed for the fifth time by the hundreds of bodies cramped into this too small house, I hook my hand around Rivers elbow and let him drag me out behind him. “How did Monica get this many people to come to her party anyway?” I grumble as we finally break out into the night. “Isn’t she still down the bottom of the social ladder?” 
 
    “Technically, yes,” Rivers says over his shoulder. “She’s been climbing her way back up, a little too quickly for my liking,” he adds. “It’s actually her little brother’s party and she’s just taking advantage. And trust me, most of these people are only here because it’s the only party in Haven Falls tonight and rumor has it that Jesse Ryder is going to be here.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I tell him as he walks towards a few deck chairs that have been placed around a little fire. The chairs are all taken, but the second the people occupying them see Rivers heading their way, the chairs are quickly vacated and offered up to him as though they were in the wrong to be sitting in them in the first place. 
 
    I shake my head. I will never get used to that kind of pull. I mean, it’s freaking awesome having people jumping at the chance to do your bidding. Though, I guess that’s more what it’s like with Tully. Noah and Rivers add the fear factor to it and the people of Haven Falls wouldn’t dare cross them.  
 
    “Henley,” a high-pitched squeal comes from behind me. I spin around to find Kaylah barging her way through the crowd, with a girl who I’m assuming is Tora and Jesse walking up behind them, though naturally, he doesn’t need to barge his way through the crowd, it just seems to part for him like the red sea. 
 
    Within seconds, Kaylah slams into me, throwing her arms around me and sending us off balance, wobbling back into Rivers who has to steady us before we eat dirt in front of a crowd who would most likely trample us while we’re down. 
 
    “How are you?” I screech, squeezing Kaylah with everything I’ve got as Tora and Jesse catch up to us. 
 
    Jesse steps in behind her before she has a chance to respond and nods at Rivers. “Yo, what’s up?” he murmurs as though he’s too cool for the party, but I guess he sort of is. 
 
    Rivers just nods back without saying a word and just like that, Jesse drops down in the seat beside him which is probably where the two of them will stay, far enough away from everyone that they can actually relax without people begging for their attention. Just the way they like it. 
 
    Kaylah draws my attention back as she grabs the girl beside her, pulling her in. “Have you met Tora?” 
 
    “Can’t say that I have,” I tell her, giving the girl who seems larger than life a welcoming smile. I mean, she’s Nate Ryder’s girlfriend. News like that travels far and wide and comes with the utmost respect of every female around. She did the impossible, nailed down the one guy that everyone wanted. Except for me though, I was batshit crazy about Jackson Millington.  How idiotic. 
 
    “Nice to finally meet you,” Tora says with an amused grin. “It’s about time I put a face to the name. Kaylah is always talking about you and I was starting to think she’d made you up.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t put it past her. She has a habit of talking shit.” 
 
    “Hey,” Kaylah warns. “Tonight isn’t going to turn into another ‘tease the shit out of Kaylah’ night, got it?” 
 
    “Fine,” I laugh. “What are you guys doing here anyway?”  
 
    Kaylah leans in so she doesn’t have to yell. “Jesse needed to set things straight with Rowland,” she tells me, referring to Monica’s little brother who’s getting a little too big for his boots. “He was apparently causing some shit down at the races last week.” 
 
    “Oh, really?” I question. “Why didn’t you tell me that? You know he’s Monica’s little brother, right?” 
 
    “I did tell you,” she argues. “On the phone. I said Jesse had to come handle some shit,” she grunts, looking at me like I’m crazy. “You didn’t know this was Monica’s place?” 
 
    “No, I had no idea this was her place until I was already here. If I’d known, I would have sharpened my claws before I came,” I tell her. “And for the record, you never mentioned a name on the phone.” 
 
    Kaylah’s face scrunches up as Tora looks on in confusion. “What are you talking about? Why do you need to sharpen your claws?” 
 
    I look at her blankly. Is she nuts? She was the one to come and help me after Monica and her band of hussies beat me up in my living room. “Ummmm…because of the whole getting jumped thing.” 
 
    “What?” Kaylah shrieks. “That was her?” 
 
    “Wait, wait, wait,” Tora says, stepping in closer. “You mean to tell me that you got jumped by the chick who owns this place?” 
 
    “Yeah, her and her friends,” I laugh despite the fact that not a damn thing is funny about it. “Why else would I need to sharpen my claws?” 
 
    “Well, shit,” Tora, grunts, slamming her drink into Jesse who fumbles around to catch it before it spills all over her. She starts unhooking her earrings. “Let’s go cut some bitches.” 
 
    “Whoa,” Kaylah says, reigning in Rocky. “We’re not beating up anyone.” 
 
    “Hell yeah, we are,” Tora says. “Your girl got jumped by these people. What did you expect was going to happen?” She turns back to me. “You want to take them out one by one or as a group? I’m down for either. I could really use a good smackdown.” 
 
    “Fuck, Tora,” Kaylah groans, turning back to Jesse. “Can you do something about her? She’s about to go rabid on these high school bitches.” 
 
    Jesse stands and steps up behind me, wondering what the fuck is going on over here, but Tora cuts off whatever he was about to say, and I applaud her efforts. No one in Broken Hill or Haven Falls would ever get away with cutting off Jesse Ryder. “No,” Tora demands. “We’re doing something about this. Henley is one of your closest friends. You’ve said it a million times, she’s like a sister to you, that makes her family to not only you but to me too and I’m not about to sit back and let this go unhandled.” 
 
    “Wait,” Jesse cuts in, looking at Tora. “What the fuck is going on? If you come home covered in blood, Nate is going to have my balls.” 
 
    Tora grins wickedly. “What Nate doesn’t know can’t hurt him.” 
 
    Jesse groans and curls his hand around the back of his neck. “I’m a fucking goner.” He turns to Kaylah. “Nice knowing you, babe. I want a live band at my funeral and my ashes scattered in Nate’s bed so the fucker can’t sleep a wink without thinking of me.” 
 
    Kaylah winks. “You got it.” 
 
    Tora groans. “There’s no need for dramatics.” 
 
    “Look who’s talking,” Jesse snaps back at her. “You’re the one about to go batshit crazy on some chicks you don’t even know.” 
 
    “Easy fix,” I say, stepping forward, more than good to go ahead with the plan. “I’ll give you a quick introduction before we fuck up Candice’s nose job.” 
 
    Tora grins wide. “I like you.” 
 
    “I got to admit,” I tell her, “you’re growing on me too.” 
 
    “Fuck me,” Jesse says, falling back into the chair beside Rivers before looking up at Kaylah. “I’m signing out. They’re your problem now. But be warned, Nate will hold it against you if anything happens to his girl.” 
 
    I look over Tora before looking back at Kaylah. “She can handle herself.” 
 
    “Damn straight, I can.” 
 
    With that, Tora loops her arm through mine and drags me away, giving me only the slightest chance to latch onto Kaylah’s hand and pull her along with me. “You bitches aren’t serious, right now?” Kaylah seethes. “I can’t get in a fight. I can’t even throw a punch at my brother without hitting myself in the face.” 
 
    I let out a sigh. “As much as I want to put them in their places, it’ll never work here. There are too many people. We’d just get knocked around and it’ll turn into a brawl.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Kaylah agrees. “The last Haven Falls brawl that broke out, someone got glassed, remember?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I laugh, remembering the way the bodies were slammed around and the cops were desperately trying to pull kids off one another. The beauty of living in Haven Falls. “That was a good party.” 
 
    Tora grunts. “What kind of messed up town is this?” 
 
    Kaylah rolls her eyes, ignoring Tora. “Alright,” she says, kind of getting on board, “what’s the plan now?” 
 
    Tora shakes her head as though the answer is as clear as day. “We’re in the devil’s lair. Now, we dig up dirt and make her takedown that much better.” 
 
    Kaylah visibly relaxes as though the thought of having to throw a punch was weighing on her little mind. “Ok, I can get down with that plan.” 
 
    “Then what the hell are we waiting for?” I laugh. “Let’s find the skeletons in her closet.” 
 
    Without even a moment of hesitation, the three of us head for the stairs while Kaylah quickly glances around, making sure we’re not about to be sprung heading in the one direction that seems to be off limits in the house. I’d dare say we’re good though, this party is too big for anyone to notice three girls discreetly slipping up the stairs. 
 
    We hurry down the hallway and poke our heads into every room while Tora shakes her head. “Rookie error,” she murmurs. “They should really get locks for their doors if they’re going to have parties like this.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, not everyone in Haven Falls can really afford those little luxuries like you Broken Hill people.” 
 
    “Please,” Tora scoffs. “You can pick up a lock for like, two bucks at the hardware store.” 
 
    “Really?” Kaylah muses. 
 
    “BINGO!” I call, finding the right door and pushing my way through while cutting off Kaylah’s ramblings about locks.  
 
    Tora closes the door behind us before switching on the light and giving us a good look at the lion’s den. “Oooh,” she says, walking over to Monica’s dresser and picking up her hairbrush. “We could plant a hair at a crime scene. That will fuck her up in all sorts of way.” 
 
    “Ok, genius,” Kaylah laughs. “Where the hell are we going to find a crime scene worthy of a DNA sweep? Know of any murderers in need of a fall guy tonight?” 
 
    Tora rolls her eyes. “Geez, it was just a suggestion. I don’t see you throwing any out there.” 
 
    “If you two don’t shut up, I’ll be the murderer looking for a fall guy.” 
 
    Kaylah pokes her tongue out at me and we get busy searching Monica’s room. After ten minutes, all we’ve managed to come up with is a Doritos obsession, a double headed dildo, and nude photos of herself with Candice using the dildo which I’m all for using against them, but Kaylah apparently has an issue with slut shaming. So, the search continues. 
 
    On the other hand, I hadn’t realized how…adventurous Monica and Candice were with each other. I wonder if it’s an experimenting phase or they’re bi because I sure as hell know they both like dick…a lot. 
 
    Though as a side note, I guess being on the cheer squad has some advantages as they’re both incredibly flexible. 
 
    “Noah would really get a kick out of this picture,” I muse as I slide it into my back pocket. I mean, Kaylah might be against it, but I sure as hell am not. Besides, if I don’t find any other dirt then this is my back up plan. 
 
    “He’ll more than get a kick out of it,” Tora laughs. “I can only imagine what Jesse would say if he was here right now.” 
 
    “Ugh,” Kayla grumbles as she searches through Monica’s closet. “He’d probably want to sniff the dildo.” 
 
    “Gross,” I boom out with laughter. 
 
    The door handle wiggling has the three of us gawking at one another before each of us dive for the open closet, squishing ourselves in and pulling the door closed just as the bedroom door opens. 
 
    I peer through the gap in the closet door and listen as a dude who I think is Monica’s brother, Rowland, comes striding in with two girls. I have to crane my neck around to see their faces and smirk to myself realizing that one of them is Candice and the other is one of the girls who had jumped me. I think her name is Tiffany, but I could be wrong. 
 
    Rowland closes the door behind them and dims the light as Tora wriggles around to see out the gap. “Who’s that?” she whispers as Rowland places his hands on each of their lower backs and leads them over to the bed. “Is that Monica?” 
 
    I shake my head, cringing as Candice and Tiffany start making out and Rowland steps into them, instantly going for the boob grab. I mean, no class at all. You can’t just dive straight in for the grab. “No, that’s the girl from the picture and that’s Monica’s brother, the other is just along for the ride.” 
 
    “What?” she chuckles under her breath. “Her brother is going to fuck her girlfriend in her bed?” 
 
    “Looks like it,” Kaylah squeaks beside me. 
 
    “Shit. Haven Falls is dirtier than I thought,” Tora whispers as the two girls sit down on the end of Monica’s bed with Rowland standing before them. Candice reaches for his jeans and I glance away, unable to watch. “Hats off to you guys,” Tora continues. “Haven Falls has finally found something they’re better at than Broken Hill.” 
 
    I roll my eyes, knowing she has to be wrong. I mean, those rich dudes get up to all sorts of shit because they can pay their way out of it. 
 
    Kaylah smothers a laugh and it has me curious to look up. “Oh, geez,” I groan, finding both the girls working together to suck him off. 
 
    “Is it wrong that this is turning me on?” Kaylah laughs. 
 
    “Nope,” Tora says, clearly in the same boat. 
 
    I mean, the longer I watch… 
 
    The girls take turns getting naked while still working Rowland and I have to admit, it’s like a choreographed dance that they’ve clearly perfected. This is not their first time. 
 
    Rowland scrunches his hand into Candice’s hair as Tiffany lays back on the bed, and not a minute later, he finishes over her chest with a hard grunt. 
 
    He steps back from the girls and I gawk as he turns side on. “Wow, he’s got a fucking python in his pants. Who would have known?” 
 
    “Stop,” Kaylah laughs, trying her hardest to keep quiet. 
 
    How did this happen? One minute we’re snooping through Monica’s room, the next we’re watching a sexy as hell threesome go down from the closet with Monica’s little brother and best friends. I mean, does this make us dirty pervs? 
 
    Candice starts making out with Tiffany as if to tease Rowland and it doesn’t take long for hands and legs to start going places. It seems Rowland is preparing himself for round two. After all, it’s his turn to return the favor. Twice. 
 
    I guess we’ll be stuck here for a while. 
 
    Rowland dives into the bed and I take my opportunity to keep digging before the three of us bust out of here and ask to be let in on the action. 
 
    I pull my phone out of my pocket and start snooping around the papers in the bottom of Monica’s closet while tuning out the moans and groans coming from the bed as both the girls get eaten out. 
 
    Shit. I’ll definitely be stopping by to see Noah on my way home tonight as apparently, I have an itch that needs to be scratched now. 
 
    Not a few minutes into my searching, I pull out a big black notebook and flip it open before scanning over the pages while my whole world begins spinning around in ecstasy. Game fucking changer. 
 
    I pull out the pages of the book and fold them up before sliding them into the back pocket of my jeans with the picture and grin to myself. Monica is going down and I won’t even need to break a nail to do it. Apparently, Rivers can be right after all. Who would have guessed? 
 
    After twenty minutes of watching the horn dogs on the bed getting a good spanking, the amusement had drained out of it and the three of us are starting to feel a little too cramped.  
 
    “I’m ready to bail,” Kaylah says while Tora agrees with a grunt. 
 
    “How the hell are we supposed to get out of here without those three knowing we were in here?” 
 
    Kaylah grins and pulls out her phone. “Just give me one second.” Tora shakes her head, but not once does she try to stop Kaylah as she shoots off a quick text. 
 
    Not even thirty seconds later, the door is kicked in, making the three of us jump and the three on the bed scramble around as Jesse walks in with a proud as fuck grin plastered on his face, looking as though springing dickheads like Rowland mid threesome gives him life. 
 
    “Fuck, he’s sexy,” Kaylah all but moans. 
 
    Rivers walks in behind Jesse, shaking his head but I see a definite enjoyment in his eyes.  
 
    “What the fuck?” Rowland spits, grabbing a pillow and covering his junk, making Jesse walk forward with a cocky, arrogant smirk. 
 
    “Get the fuck out of here. You and I have some shit to deal with.” 
 
    Rowland swallows, and I swear, he looks as though he’s about to pass out at the thought of having to handle shit with Jesse Ryder.  
 
    Rivers eyes rake over Candice and Tiffany, though I don’t doubt he’s seen it all before. “Didn’t know you swung both ways,” he says, nodding his head in approval. “Nice.” 
 
    “Why don’t you come finish us off?” Candice slurs, pushing her tits up, trying to entice him in, and I don’t doubt, had he not known that we were in the closet, he probably would have done it. 
 
    He winks at the girls. “Sorry, girls. Time for you to get dressed.” 
 
    “What?” Candice screeches. 
 
    “You heard me,” he roars making the girls jump into action. “Get the fuck out.” 
 
    Shit. I forget how terrifying he can truly be, and I don’t even think that was close to how bad it can get. 
 
    The second the girls are gone and Jesse has led Rowland out of the room with his dick dangling low between his legs, Rivers walks over to the closet and pulls it open. “I don’t even want to know,” he tells us as Kaylah darts around him, probably to go and grab Jesse so he can satisfy the burn between her legs. 
 
    I shrug my shoulders. “Hey, at least I didn’t cut a bitch.” 
 
    “True,” he smiles proudly. “There’s always that.” 
 
    We waltz out of the closet and out into the hallway where we find Jesse with Rowland slammed up against the wall and Kaylah behind him. Tora stops and Rivers pushes me on. That is clearly Broken Hill business that I have no place getting involved in. 
 
    As we head down the stairs, a slim, pissed off body steps in front of me. “What the fuck do you think you’re doing up there?” 
 
    All I can do is smile at the bitch. “Gotcha now, Monica,” I tell her, feeling the heat of my evidence in my back pocket. “It’s game time.” Without a second glance, Rivers and I step down around her and head straight out the front door. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 15 
 
      
 
    Tully groans as she looks out the front windshield of her Jeep before glancing back at me. She repeats the process at least three more times before I snap. “What is it?” I demand, knowing I can only take so much more of this, and besides, we’re nearly at Aria’s school and if she’s doesn’t say what’s on her mind now, she never will. 
 
    “I…” she glances back at Aria in the backseat before cringing. “Rivers and I…sealed the deal.” 
 
    “WHAT?” I screech, desperately wanting to throw myself across her Jeep and shake her. I mean, we’ve been talking all freaking morning and this is only just coming out now. What the hell? Aria laughs at my outburst and I thank the heavens above that she has absolutely no idea what we’re talking about. “Are you serious, right now? You guys actually…sealed the deal?” 
 
    Her beaming smile is confirmation enough. “WHAT!” I screech again. “Holy shit. I was not expecting that first thing on my Monday morning. Was it like…? How was it?” 
 
    Her smile is so damn big she can’t even answer my questions.  
 
    “So, are you guys…together now?” I question, probing for answers and still wondering why I haven’t got them yet. 
 
    She shrugs her shoulders and the smile begins to slip away. “I don’t know,” she tells me. “We haven’t exactly had a chance to talk about it, you know? It only happened last night.” 
 
    “Ok, but how do you feel? Did you get the impression that something more was happening? Or was it just…” my eyes flick back to the back seat before I spell out the word, “s-e-x?” 
 
    “Trust me, with him it’s not just s-e-x. It was, wow. I can’t even…he made me feel…I mean, my legs are still shaking.” 
 
    “Why are your legs shaking?” Aria laughs from the backseat making both mine and Tully’s eyes go wide. 
 
    “Oh, um…” Tully stumbles out. “I went for a really big,” wink, “long run yesterday and it lasted all night. My whole body is so sore,” Tully explains to my little sister as my mouth gapes open, catching her double meaning. 
 
    “Ugh,” Aria cringes. “I don’t want to run if it makes me sore.” 
 
    “No, that’s right. No running for you,” I tell her as Tully pulls up at Aria’s school.  
 
    I hop out of the Jeep and help Aria down before quickly walking her in and making sure she’s alright with the teacher. I haul ass back out to Tully’s Jeep and practically fly over the side, desperate to get in and get the real details that I’m actually after now that Aria’s innocent little ears are well out of range. 
 
    “Spill it,” I tell her. “I want every last detail.” 
 
    She grins at me before pulling away from the curb and starting the journey to Haven Falls Private. “Ok,” she says. “So, it started yesterday afternoon. You and Noah were busy fucking around doing who the hell knows what, and Rivers and I were just sort of chilling out back, sitting on the stairs, soaking up the sun, and talking.” 
 
    “Talking?” I repeat. “Talking about what?” 
 
    “’Bout everything,” she tells me. “Us, and whatever this thing between us is.” 
 
    “And?” I prompt, wishing she could talk just a little bit faster. 
 
    “And then I find a pair of balls somewhere and told him that he’s my end game and that he’s not just some guy I’m crushing on. That whatever it is that I’m feeling for him is more than real. You know, we kind of went deeper than the usual bullshit and I could feel us connecting on a different level…and, I don’t know. Out of all my moments with him, that’s one of my favorites.” 
 
    I press my lips together, forcing myself not to cry over how brave she was. Putting herself out there like that wouldn’t have been easy. “What did he say?” I question, wishing I had a bowl of popcorn to make the moment perfect. “You know after you laid it all out for him.” 
 
    “That’s when he started looking for an escape,” she grins. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    Tully pulls up at a red light and takes a second to look over at me before scoffing at the memory. “He started spouting all the usual crap about how we can’t be together because of Noah and how he’s not good enough, but the conviction wasn’t there. Usually, when he says it, it tears me down, but this time, he wasn’t even trying to push me away. It was like he didn’t even believe what he was saying.” 
 
    “What do you think about his reasons?” 
 
    “They’re complete bullshit and that’s exactly what I told him. Actually, I really don’t know where my balls came from, but all of a sudden, I couldn’t hold it back anymore,” she tells me. “I told him how Noah would probably have the shits about it, but in the end, if we were happy, he’d be happy. As for him not being good enough, that’s…I can’t even comprehend how he could possibly think that. Out of all the guys I know, he is the only one, apart from Noah, of course, who would lay his life down for me. If he’s eating at my place, he always makes sure I have enough before he digs in, he always checks that I’m ok. He’s there when I’m hurting. He beats the shit out of boys who dare break my heart. He’s just...” she lets out a deep sigh. “I know he has a shady background and has got himself into some…questionable things, but how could he possibly think he’s not good enough? He’s everything.” 
 
    “You told him all that?” I murmur, watching the pain behind her eyes. 
 
    She slides her gaze to me as a soft smile plays on her lips. “Well, I sort of summed it up. I mean, I didn’t want to sound like a stage five clinger.” 
 
    “Good plan,” I laugh. 
 
    “Right?” she chuckles as she pulls into the student parking lot of Haven Falls Private. She parks her car but she’s not nearly close to finishing her recap of her night. Besides, we have plenty of time so I’m expecting all the juicy details. 
 
    “I’m kind of struggling here,” I tell her, failing to understand how him pushing her away ended up with them in bed together. “So, how does it go from talking to sleeping together?” 
 
    The soft smile on her lips turns into a beaming grin. “Well,” she says. “As you can imagine, him trying to push me away kind of sucked, so I got up and went to go back inside, but he caught my hand and told me not to go. I don’t know, but the look in his eye…it sucked for him just as much as it was sucking for me. So, I stayed.” 
 
    “Come on,” I groan. “Stop being stingy with the details.” 
 
    “Fine,” she huffs with a wicked, excited grin. “I didn’t just stay, I found my balls for the third time and straddled him so we were face to face, and then I just…kissed him.” 
 
    “Whoa,” I howl. “Who would have thought when it comes to Rivers that you were the one to have to make the move?” 
 
    “Don’t get me wrong,” she laughs. “He’s kissed me a few times, but not like this. This meant more. It’s like the walls between us were finally coming down, and when we finally went inside, you and Noah were gone and it was just us and well, I’m not one to skip out on an opportunity.” 
 
    “Oh, you dirty, dirty girl,” I laugh before my eyes widen with curiosity. “Was it actually pierced?” 
 
    A grin rips across her face as her cheeks turn bright red. “Holy shit,” I gasp. “It is, isn’t it?” 
 
    She looks up at me and she can hardly contain her excitement. “Oh, my God, Henley. It’s so fucking good. I mean, he has ruined me for all other guys. When he moved inside me…Damn, it was incredible. I’m swearing off all other men unless they have a piercing. Shit, babe. So. Fucking. Good.” 
 
    My mouth drops open before I physically have to close it. “Are you shitting me? He actually has it pierced?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “Whoa. Who would have guessed?” 
 
    Tully shrugs her shoulders. “It’s always the dark, mysterious ones you have to watch out for.” 
 
    I shake my head, still a little in disbelief as I jump down from her Jeep and meet her around the front of the car. I can’t help but look across and notice that Noah’s car isn’t here yet, but I’m not surprised. He’s never here until the bell is just about to ring. “So,” I say as we make our way up to the main entrance. “Where does it put you two? Was it just a once off or are you going to see how it goes? Take it slowly?” 
 
    “I have no idea,” she says with a deep sigh. “He didn’t give me anything to go on so I’m assuming we’re maybe a thing and going to take it slow. I’m hoping for the best.” 
 
    “Fingers crossed,” I tell her. “You two are so clearly perfect for each other. He’d be an idiot not to give it a try.” 
 
    “Damn straight,” she grins. 
 
    We walk through the door of Haven Falls Private and make our way down to our lockers, only I don’t quite make it to mine before Candice slams her shoulder into mine, making me drop all my shit on the floor. 
 
    I don’t dare dive after it. Before this is over, she’ll be the one on her hands and knees picking them up. 
 
    “Watch where you’re going, whore.” 
 
    “Oh, how very original,” I smirk, stepping into her to let her know that today, I’m not backing down from anything.  
 
    Her eyes widen a fraction and I realize she hadn’t intended for my inner she devil to come out and play. She assumed I’d shrug it off, get down on my hands and knees, and make a fool of myself picking my shit up off the floor. She picked the wrong bitch to mess with today. 
 
    “What are you waiting for?” I ask her. “Pick this shit up.” 
 
    She scoffs at me with a slight panic in her eyes as she quickly glances around at the crowd of students who are dying to witness the first Monday morning fight, as no doubt, somewhere else in this school, there will be another one.  
 
    “Excuse me?” Candice says, propping her hand on her hip and jutting out in a pathetic act of intimidation, but I see through her eyes, she’s petrified of being taken down off her pedestal, especially by someone like me who she doesn’t deem worthy. 
 
    Too late, Sista! Little does she know, I’m about to own her ass. 
 
    “Oooh,” Tully laughs at my side, already knowing what I know. “I’d suggest you listen to the woman. After all, you wouldn’t want what she knows getting out.” 
 
    Candice’s eyes flick back to mine. “What the hell is she talking about?” 
 
    “Oh, nothing,” I grin. “Just a little photo of you and Monica having a little too much fun with a double headed dildo that I found in her room on Friday night. You know, just moments before you came storming in with Rowland and Tiffany.” 
 
    Her eyes widen in shock before she starts shaking her head. “No, that’s not possible. You’re lying. There was no one in Monica’s room on Friday night and we didn’t take any photos of…that.” 
 
    I shake my head and laugh. Even if I didn’t have a photo of it, she’s basically just admitted it. “Well, clearly someone has taken a photo of the two of you together because it’s currently sitting somewhere that you can’t find it. You could have the whole squad come and tear my place apart and you still wouldn’t find it. So, ask yourself this. Am I lying or am I not? Because you sure as hell know that Monica wouldn’t spill that information to me. For me to know something like that, I would have had to go searching for it. Seems little Monica likes a souvenir of your dirty little deeds together.” 
 
    Candice’s face turns white, clearly realizing that I’m not bluffing. “What do you want?” she lowers her voice. 
 
    I smile sweetly. “A few things, actually,” I tell her. “First, you’re going to get down on that dirty ass floor and pick up my shit. You’re going to make sure it’s all clean and then you can place it nicely inside my locker. Second, and most importantly, you’re going to treat me with respect. If I get even one sideways glance from you between now and graduation, I will blast that picture all over social media. You will be ruined.” 
 
    “Decisions, decisions,” Tully teases beside me. “Choose wisely.” 
 
    “I…” her eyes flick around at the crowd of students once again. “I can’t pick up your stuff. Not in front of all these people. They’ll know something’s up.” 
 
    “Well, they’ll certainly know something’s up when they all see your photo,” I laugh before letting out a heavy sigh. “I’m not usually one for blackmail, but I have a feeling you’d do the same to me if the shoe was on the other foot.” 
 
    Candice swallows. “Please.” 
 
    I consider giving in, but then I think back to her fist slamming into my face. Her shoes in my ribs, and her nails clawing at my arms. Then I’m reminded of how pathetic I felt having Kaylah and Jackson finding me like that, weak and broken.  
 
    That will never happen again. 
 
    “On your hands and knees, Candice,” I tell her, stepping in to lower my voice. “Just this one thing and you’re off the hook. I don’t give a shit what you do with yourself after this. You’re not my target unless you do something to make me feel otherwise. I’ll leave you the hell alone if you do the same for me. If not, the photo goes out. Take your pick and make it fast, I have places to be.” 
 
    She swallows again before hanging her head and dropping to her knees before me, making every single student in the hallway suck in a gasp. 
 
    Haven Falls has a new queen now. 
 
    Candice straightens out and walks towards my locker, knowing exactly where it is after the millions of times she’s poked rotten eggs or dog shit through the little gaps. 
 
    I follow her and put in the combination, opening it up and watching as she delicately places my things inside. “I really am sorry,” I tell her, for no one else’s ears. “It’s sick that Monica has taken a photo of a private moment like that, and had you not done what you did to me and treated me so fucking poorly over the last few years, I probably would have brought it to you to burn, but instead, this is what you get. Just remember, you keep the fuck away from me and be a civil human being and you’ll get your little porn photo back at graduation. If not… well, you wouldn’t want that, now, would you?” 
 
    Candice’s expression hardens, clearly not liking being backed into a corner, but she’s not about to risk what would happen if she was to fight it. “So, if I’m not your target, I’m assuming Monica is?” 
 
    I look over my shoulder, taking in the cheer skank in question, loving that she’s seen just how easily I’ve taken down the queen of Haven Falls Private and love the fear pouring out of her eyes even more. She knows without a doubt that she’s next. 
 
    All I do is grin and Candice takes that as confirmation before realizing that whatever the hell this is between us is over and quietly slinks away as victory spreads through me. One bitch down, one to go. 
 
    Candice Fucking McGillies, I own you. 
 
    I walk away from my locker and meet Tully at hers with a shit eating grin. “Today is going to be awesome,” I tell her. “You know when you can just feel it in your gut?” 
 
    “Yeah,” she agrees, raising her eyes to take in Rivers walking through the entrance of the school at the opposite end of the hallway. His eyes meet hers and I wait for the inevitable smile to light up both their faces. Tully beams at him, her cheeks even flushing, but Rivers…his eyes drop away and guilt flashes deep within them. 
 
    Oh no. Not good. 
 
    Tully’s whole demeanor shatters. She sinks back, her shoulders drop, she sucks in a breath and starts shaking her head. “No, no, no,” she murmurs to herself, keeping her eyes locked on him. “Don’t do this to me. Don’t break me, Rivers.” 
 
    She drags me forward in her desperation to talk to Rivers and within the blink of an eye, she grabs his arm, slings him into the closest classroom, and slams the door behind us, locking me inside with them when whatever is about to be said clearly needs to be a private conversation. 
 
    I go to step back out the door and Tully stops me with a simple look. “Don’t fucking move,” she yells at me before jabbing her finger into Rivers' chest. “I fucking knew it,” she seethes. “How could you do that to me? I knew it, the second I let you touch me, you were going to shred me to pieces.” 
 
    His eyes flick to mine, clearly realizing that I know exactly what went down last night before he focuses back on Tully with nothing but guilt shining through his dark eyes. “Baby, I’m sorry,” he murmurs, wrapping his hand around hers on his chest. “I just…I can’t. You and me, it’s not a good idea. To be with you would mean to destroy you and I can’t do that.” 
 
    “I fucking knew it,” she repeats, absolutely devastated, “but if this is how you want to play, then that’s what we’ll do,” she adds, drawing in a breath and fighting tears, but in the end, the tears more than win. “Screw you, Rivers. I’m through with you. We’re done.” 
 
    With that, Tully pulls back her shoulders, runs a hand across her face, wiping the tears that sprung from her eyes, and storms out the door with a new resolve to make his life a living hell. 
 
    I stare after her, unsure of what to do.  
 
    “What did she mean?” Rivers questions with panic, watching the space she just left from. “What did I just do?” 
 
    I let out a sigh, absolutely hating being in the middle of this. “She going to make you hurt. She’s about to make you regret it.” 
 
    “Regret what though? Touching her or not being with her?” 
 
    “Both,” I cringe. “She’s going to make you wish you never laid eyes on her.” 
 
    Rivers lets out a deep breath before running his hand through his dark hair, looking absolutely shattered, though I don’t know if it’s because he can’t have what he wants most in this world or because he just hurt the woman he’s most likely in love with. Probably both. “Fuck,” he curses, “she’s never going to forgive me.” 
 
    I shake my head knowing Tully is way too stubborn for that shit. “Sorry,” I tell him. “She’ll love you as the friend you’ve always known and that will probably take time, but you’re going to have to work your ass off to get anywhere near her heart ever again.” 
 
    With that, I walk out the door, wondering how the hell I’d just gotten the whole ‘today is going to be awesome’ thing so freaking wrong. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 16 
 
      
 
    Tully has skanked around with just about every guy she can get her hands on and it’s driving Rivers insane. 
 
    She absolutely loves it. Not the skanking around part, it’s the dramatic reactions she pulling out of her man, and I say her man because he so very clearly is. The two of them are just too idiotic to see it. Well, maybe they do see it, but Rivers is too stubborn to take her from the girl who stands beside him in our pack to the woman of his dreams. 
 
    It’s ridiculous, but what’s even better is that Noah is so blind to it all, it’s actually quite amusing. Don’t get me wrong, he can tell that something went down and he’s assuming that it was a fight just like they always do. He would never guess that they actually went there. 
 
    I don’t know how he’s going to react when he actually finds out, but it’s put me in a weird position. Tully told me about Rivers in confidence and what kind of friend would I be if I went blabbing to her twin brother? But on the other hand, he’s my boyfriend and he’s going to feel betrayed if…no when he finds out that I’ve known all along and didn’t say anything. 
 
    Though, my honest opinion is that it needs to come from Rivers. He’s the one who’s going to be on his knees begging for forgiveness for defiling his sister. Tully will get a head shake from him, maybe the silent treatment too. I will get a bit of hurt and a huge wave of guilt thrust upon me, but Rivers, he will get the absolute shit beat out of him. It’s not going to be pretty. 
 
    The silver lining here is watching Tully throw herself at all these guys, laughing and flirting but always keeping them at arm's length. She reels them in, lets them pull her into their chests so they feel like the big man she pretends they are, she laughs and throws her head back, and the second Rivers storms off in a rage, the game is over. Tully steps back from the guy, gives him a polite smile, and swiftly returns to my side where she grins, proud of her accomplishment. 
 
    I don’t think she’s actually gone far with any of the guys, just a little flirting and maybe let them nibble on her neck a little, but as far as I’m aware, she’s kept her legs closed which certainly isn’t the Tully I know and love. Maybe after having Rivers all up in her business, she wants to keep it sacred, who the hell knows? 
 
    All I know is that if these two keep it up, it’s eventually going to go somewhere that neither one of them can come back from and that scares the crap out of me. 
 
    We sit on the beach, soaking up the sun, right by the waves so we can be close to Aria playing in the water as the boys did their disappearing act again this morning. I mean, there’s only so much of this being kept in the dark I can handle. The longer this not knowing crap goes on, the worse it makes my head spiral with ridiculous ideas. 
 
    God, it’s annoying.  
 
    I hate the unknown and the fact that it’s something he’s holding back from me just makes it that much worse. I guess it kind of makes me feel a little better about not telling him that Rivers made his sister feel all sorts of incredible with his piercing. 
 
    I mean, a piercing. I still can’t believe it. Every time I look at the guy, it’s all I can think about. I wonder how Noah would feel about getting one of those. Nah, no way. He wouldn’t have the balls to let some random person shove a needle through the tip of his dick. I mean, he’s hard as fuck, but when it comes to his manhood, he’s extremely protective. Tully must have nailed him a few too many times as a kid. 
 
    Aria’s high-pitched squeal steals my attention and my head whips around to the water, reminding me that I need to be doing a better job of supervising her in the water. I’m still trying to get used to this whole ‘parenting’ thing. I’m getting better, but let’s be real, I have no business looking after children. 
 
    A sigh of relief pours out of me as I realize she only squealed because the guys a little further up the beach threw their ball a little too close to her. It was an innocent accident that they’re currently apologizing profusely for, but that doesn’t stop Aria from letting them know exactly what she thinks about the close call. 
 
    “Ahhh, and there’s my opening,” Tully says, grinning across at Aria talking to the group of guys who all look to be roughly our age or maybe a smidge older.  
 
    “What are you talking about?”  
 
    “I need a date for tonight. Someone to come and pick me up from my place would be best.” 
 
    I roll my eyes, wondering when all this bullshit will end as she gets up off the sand and dusts off her ass. I get up as well, grabbing my phone and wallet as I go. “Are you good to keep an eye on Ari?” I ask. “I’ll go and grab us some lunch.” 
 
    “Oh, sure,” she smiles. “Looks like she’s about to invite herself to play football with the guys. You know, you should really talk to her about stranger danger.” 
 
    “I know,” I groan. “She’s so embarrassing. She talks to everyone and doesn’t give a shit what she tells them. She told some random woman at the grocery store that I was wearing a bright pink thong and she knew that because she was hiding under my bed while I was trying to get dressed, hoping to scare me.” 
 
    “Shit,” Tully laughs. “I freaking love that kid. Lily used to do all sorts of stupid shit like that. It used to drive Noah crazy.” 
 
    “I bet,” I tell her with a fond smile. “Alright, I’m out of here. I’ll be back in a bit. Oh, and please don’t let my sister drown while you’re busily flirting with Mr. Steroids over there.” 
 
    “Got it, boss.” 
 
    I take off up the beach knowing that my little Squirt is as safe as can be with Tully. Hell, she’s probably safer with her than what she is with me.  
 
    I head up to the good burger place that sits right near the beach. It’s the best burger place in Haven Falls, but that title means that on weekends and afternoons, it’s absolutely packed. So, I’m not surprised that for a Saturday lunch, the place has a line that shoots straight out the door. 
 
    I let out a frustrated groan while trying not to be too bratty about it. It’s not the store’s fault that they’re so damn popular, and it’s not their fault that they’re the only place that sells a good burger in all of Haven Falls. If you want to avoid the queues, you have to make the drive into Broken Hill and get an ordinary burger, but naturally, they add fancy ass fries instead of the good, normal kind that the people of Haven Falls crave. 
 
    I pull my phone out and text Noah as I wait, wondering where the hell he is. Usually, the boys don’t disappear in the middle of the day, especially on a Saturday. 
 
    Henley – What’s going on? 
 
    He texts back almost instantly and I find myself grinning down at my phone like a moron.  
 
    Noah – How do you feel about ditching Rivers and Tully for the night? They’re fucking downers lately and I wouldn’t mind getting you alone. 
 
    Henley – You’re on. 
 
    Noah – Where are you guys? We just got home. 
 
    Henley – Ari dragged us to the beach again. She doesn’t like coming here as much without you guys though. 
 
    Noah – Point out the obvious, why don’t you?! 
 
    Henley – Dick. 
 
    Noah - Don’t go anywhere. We’re coming down. 
 
    Henley – K. I’m getting lunch. Are you guys hungry? You better warn Rivers – Tully’s been making new friends again. 
 
    Noah – Shit. He bailed. 
 
    Noah – Fucking starving. But not for food. 
 
    Henley – Manwhore! 
 
    Noah – See you in a bit. 
 
    I can’t help but smile as the usual butterflies start fluttering around in my tummy every time I know Noah’s making an effort just to be around me. I’ll never get bored of it. To me, Noah Cage is larger than life. He’s the pack leader and the man that is quickly stealing every part of my heart, body, soul, and mind. I’m all his and I’m pretty damn certain that he’s feeling the same thing. 
 
    After another fifteen minute wait, I get to the front of the queue and finally put in my order, making sure to get exactly what Noah likes, just to be a kick ass girlfriend, cause I’m awesome like that. 
 
    I’m handed a number and I shuffle off to the side and mind my own business as I wait for our food to be prepared. I can’t help but watch the busy kitchen. Burger patties are being flipped like pancakes, hot stoves occasionally shoot up with impressive flames before the cooks get it under control, but the noise coming from that kitchen is ridiculous and is enough to tell me that I don’t want to be a chef. I don’t think I could handle that. 
 
    I stare off into space, waiting for my number to be called when the phone of the big guy standing beside me goes off obnoxiously loud. I can’t help but glance up at him as he pulls the phone from his pocket.  
 
    First, I notice the gold chains and big ass rings hanging off his wrist and fingers. I follow the arm up and take in the silk shirt which is way out of place for Haven Falls and as my eyes roam over the guy’s face and take in the unapologetic porn star mustache, I finally realize who the hell I’m standing next to. 
 
    Anton Mathers, the one guy in Haven Falls you don’t want anything to do with. I mean, my mortality rate drops by shitloads just standing next to the guy. I wouldn’t be surprised if a car drives past and opened fire just to take the fucker out, not giving a shit who they have to sacrifice on the way. 
 
    This guy is the prime example of dodgy. No one actually knows what he’s involved in, but my guess is drugs. The cops do raids on his properties all the time but can never get him for anything, meaning the rest of us are left out in the dark, not really knowing what’s going down in our town. There are whispers of all sorts though. Money laundering, gun smuggling, drug labs. It’s ridiculous. 
 
    Anton answers his call and I try my hardest not to listen. Usually, I wouldn’t mind listening in on a conversation of the people around me. Call me nosey, I don’t care, but listening in on one of Anton’s conversations means you could end up overhearing something that you really wished you hadn’t. 
 
    My only issue is that the guy is obnoxiously loud and I don’t doubt the guys in the busy kitchen could probably hear his phone call, word for word. 
 
    “I don’t give a shit,” Anton roars down the line, balling his hands into fists and slamming them down on the counter before him. “Get it done. You have one hour. Miss your deadline and I’ll start going back on my word.” 
 
    Oh shit. Someone’s in trouble. That’s definitely not a place I’d want to find myself. 
 
    “I don’t care how you get it done, just do it,” he says. “I’ll even give you my boys, but it’ll cost you.” 
 
    He goes quiet as he listens to whatever the guy on the other end is saying and I thank my lucky stars when the guy behind the counter calls my number. I rush forward and give him a grateful smile for giving me a reason to move away from Anton. 
 
    I’m just slipping my hand through the handle of the bag when Anton’s voice rings arrogantly loud through the store once again. “I’ll text you their numbers. Pay ‘em good and they’ll do just about anything.” 
 
    Silence as I walk to the doors to leave. 
 
    “Yeah, the kid with the tatts and his friend,” Anton confirms to the guy on the phone, unknowingly making my world crumble. 
 
    He couldn’t mean Noah and Rivers, right? Noah’s the only kid in Haven Falls covered in tatts. I mean, others have tattoos, but none of them are ‘covered’. It’s too coincidental and everything starts falling into place. 
 
    ‘Pay ‘em good and they’ll do just about anything’ 
 
    The reason they keep disappearing. 
 
    The reason Noah can afford a car that no one else in Haven Falls could even dream about. 
 
    The reason he refuses to open up about what it is he does. 
 
    He works for Anton Fucking Mathers. 
 
    I suck in a breath as the realization hits me. 
 
    I rush back down to the beach, my mind a mess of twisted theories mixing around with what I’m silently begging not to be true. What does he do for Anton? Run drugs? Steal cars and sell them for parts? Money laundering? Fraud? Fuck, the list goes on and on.  
 
    Anton has his toes dipped in every fucked up pool around. Hell, I’m pretty sure the last raid on one of his warehouses was because the cops were tipped off about a gun smuggling ring. I’m even sure I heard he was running some underground fighting clubs. 
 
    I fucking hope Noah isn’t involved in that shit. Underground fighting sounds like something he’d be involved in, but there’d be more evidence if that were it. He’d be coming home in the middle of the night cut up and bruised. I mean, he’s a good fighter, but no one is that good. 
 
    This is so much worse than I could have ever imagined. 
 
    Noah stands beside Tully, watching Ari, in some kind of heated argument, probably after he dragged her skank ass away from that group of guys. I don’t know if I let out some sort of battle cry or the rage coming off me is enough to alert him of my presence, but he turns and gives me one of the heartbreaking smiles that usually would have my knees weak, but not now. 
 
    Noah’s face falls and he hardly has a chance to register the look on my face before I storm into him, throwing the bag of food down at Tully’s feet, and slamming my hands into his chest, forcing him back a step. “Is it true?” I demand. “Do you work for Anton?” 
 
    Surprise overtakes his features as he sucks in a breath, his eyes focused heavily on me, which is enough to tell me exactly what I need to know. “How fucking stupid could you be?” I all but scream at him. “Anton Fucking Mathers? You realize who he is right? What he’s involved in?” 
 
    “Spitfire,” Noah says, reaching out to me. 
 
    “Don’t ‘Spitfire’ me. I can’t fucking believe you. Are you trying to get your ass thrown in jail?” I look across at Tully who’s watching us with bated breath and it hits me that she knew this all along. I mean, I know that she knew, but she really knew. She knew exactly what these idiots were up to and that makes her just as bad, especially as she would continuously tell me to trust them, saying it wasn’t ‘that bad.’ “What do you do for him?” I demand, slamming my hands into his chest once again. “Steal cars? Run drugs? Hired fucking muscle?” 
 
    He hesitates and it’s damn clear he doesn’t want to tell me what I already know. 
 
    “What is it?” I cry. “Be fucking real for once, Noah.” 
 
    He lets out a heavy sigh and I shrug him off when he tries to reach for me again. His eyes drop, unable to keep looking at me, but whether that’s because he wants to mask a lie or because he’s ashamed of what I know…I don’t know. 
 
    “Everything,” Noah murmurs. “Whatever he needs. I do.” 
 
    I fall back a step, looking at the man before me as though he’s some kind of stranger. My head shakes, unable to comprehend what I’ve just been told as images of Noah getting around Haven Falls doing drug deals and jacking cars rush through my mind. 
 
    His phone goes off in his pocket while we stand, staring at each other. He lets it ring out, but when the caller immediately calls right back, he cringes and slips his phone out of his pocket, holding it to his ear and answering in short, one word replies. 
 
    I listen to his conversation and it’s clear he doesn’t want me knowing who’s on the other end but at the same time, it’s so damn obvious. 
 
    Noah ends the calls and looks at me with pools of regret and guilt within his eyes. “I have to go.” 
 
    A breath escapes me. “Are you fucking kidding me?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Henley,” he sighs. “Believe me, I wish things were different, but this is how it is.” 
 
    Noah steps into me and hastily presses a kiss to my forehead before disappearing up the beach, leaving me behind feeling more lost than ever with way too many questions and accusations flowing through my head. 
 
    I turn on Tully. “How could you not tell me that?” 
 
    “I…it wasn’t my place to say.” 
 
    “Do you have any idea how dangerous this is? What they’re doing?” 
 
    “Believe me, I know exactly what they’ve got themselves into. Do you really think they listened to me when I told them to get out? They can’t. It’s not like they want this. They sold their souls and now they’re living with the consequences of that.” 
 
    “What the hell do you mean they sold their souls?” 
 
    She just shakes her head. “Why don’t you go home and cool off a bit?” she suggests. “You need to talk to Noah about this shit, not me. I’ll watch Ari for you.” 
 
    I pull in a deep breath, hating even more that she’s dismissing me, but she’s right. Yelling at her about something that’s out of her control isn’t helping anything. I look across at Ari to see her eyes already on mine, filled with concern and just a little bit of fear. Regret pulses through me. I bet she saw me push Noah. 
 
    “Shit,” I whisper. 
 
    “She’ll be alright,” Tully murmurs. “I’ll bring her home in a bit.” 
 
    I nod my head as the tears start to fill my eyes. With one last look at Aria, I turn on my heel and walk away. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 17 
 
      
 
    I stand in the foyer of the biggest mansion I’ve ever been in. I mean, what kind of rich bastards have enough money to have a foyer in their home? This shit is ridiculous. 
 
    But one thing’s for sure I seriously underestimated Broken Hill’s ability to throw a party. 
 
    It’s Kaylah’s eighteenth and just as she had told me, Jesse has offered up his home for the best damn party Broken Hill and Haven Falls have ever seen. Kaylah’s birthday is kind of like finding that happy medium for both towns to come together and actually get along. 
 
    All her friends and family from Haven Falls are here and all the new people in her life from Broken Hill are here. Though, apparently, they didn’t really need an excuse to come over here. Since Jesse became top shit at Broken Hill High, his home has turned into the place to be. 
 
    Jesse owns Broken Hill, but tonight Nate is here and it’s going to be fun watching the boys fight for control. You see, while Jesse owns Broken Hill, Nate is their King. Just as Noah is for Haven Falls. 
 
    I walk through the big foyer, still gawking and feeling like a bit of a loser too. The place is absolutely packed. This many people wouldn’t even fit inside my school, yet this is just a regular Friday night party for these guys. 
 
    I seriously underestimated them. 
 
    Usually, walking into things like this, I wouldn’t be alone, yet here I find myself as the loner I used to be. I haven’t spoken much to Noah all week. Hell, I don’t even think I told him I was coming here tonight, but he’d have to be stupid to not figure it out. Sometimes I think he knows me better than I know myself. 
 
    As for Tully, I don’t really know what happened to her tonight, but I’m sure she’ll turn up here at some point. If I had to take a wild guess, I’d say she’s in the middle of cursing out Rivers for the millionth time this week. 
 
    Those two have been a little unbearable and I feel like things are quickly falling apart. Noah and I are on the rocks. I’ve seen him a bit, but things feel different…strained. While Tully and Rivers are so close to saying or doing something they’ll regret. 
 
    I think maybe a few drinks and a good time tonight will do wonders for my soul and hurting heart. Hell, it might even help me to feel something good, even if it’s just helping me forget. 
 
    I follow the sound of the music through the house and end up walking down a massive open hallway into yet another huge room. A smile rips across my face. Kaylah wasn’t exaggerating. Jesse had wanted to make a massive indoor Slip ‘N Slide that goes from the top of the stairs, right down to the bottom that shoots out the backdoor, and that’s exactly what he’s done. 
 
    My smile only widens when Jesse stands at the top with a few of the other guys from Broken Hill, each of them half naked and looking like any girls’ version of a wet dream. 
 
    Jesse yells out a battle cry and before I know it, jumps and slides the whole way down the staircase on a surfboard. 
 
    “What the fuck?” I laugh as I watch this moron fly down the stairs on a Slip ‘N Slide like a damn pro. I mean, is he trying to break his neck? 
 
    “Tell me about it,” a familiar voice says from behind me. 
 
    I turn around and throw my arms around Kaylah. “Happy Birthday,” I squeal. “Sorry, I’m a bit late.” 
 
    “There’s no such thing as ‘late’ tonight,” she tells me, looking back at Jesse as he flies out the backdoor and falls off the end of the Slip ‘N Slide, tumbling into a roll and knocking the people watching at the end over like bowling pins. “Can you believe these guys?” she laughs. “I swear, this is just asking for trouble, but do you think I could convince them it was a bad idea? Hell to the freaking no.” 
 
    “Don’t stress,” I laugh. “They’ll realize it’s a bad idea when someone shoots through the window.” 
 
    She groans and rolls her eyes, watching as Jesse’s best friend follows him down the stairs. “Puck already did go through the window,” she tells me “That just made them laugh and see if they could do it again.” 
 
    “Geez, I’m so happy my boys seem to have a little more brains than yours.” The second the words are out of my mouth, I realize they’re a lie. My boys don’t have brains, far from it. 
 
    “Yeah, I wish,” she says over the loud, pulsing music. “Where are your boys and Tully? I thought they were coming.” 
 
    I shrug my shoulders. “Beats me,” I tell her. 
 
    “You still not talking to Noah?” 
 
    “Kinda,” I grunt, dropping my eyes. “We talk, but it’s not the same. I haven’t been over there as much as I usually would.” 
 
    “Sounds like we need to get you wasted.” 
 
    “Sounds like a damn great idea.” 
 
    Kaylah grins proudly and drags me across to the biggest bar I’ve ever seen, and I mean, it’s not just a drinks table like you see at all the movies, this is a legitimate bar, with little chairs and everything. Jesse really went all out for his girl on her birthday. It’s actually kind of sweet and makes me want to hate her at the same time.  
 
    I wish me and Noah had something like this. Well, I guess that's not fair, up until last week, we did have something like this. He’s my world but now when I look at him all I can see is Anton Mathers and picture all the shit he would have done for him.  
 
    How dirty are his hands? Is there blood on them? 
 
    Kaylah orders me her signature cocktail from the guy they’ve hired to tend the bar and before I know it, I can hardly remember my own name as we shake our asses on the dance floor, screaming out the lyrics to every Katy Perry song we know. 
 
    This is exactly what I needed. 
 
    Kaylah introduces me to a few of the girls she’s become friends with at Broken Hill. Tora comes and says hi and I stumble over an introduction as I meet her boyfriend, Nate. I mean, he’s wicked hot, but nothing compares to Noah’s green eyes and the ink covering his body, despite the fact that I’m livid with him right now.  
 
    I meet some other guys, Puck, Tyson, and Maxen, then this chick Brooke, but by the end of all the introductions, I have a hard time remembering who’s dating whom and how they all know Kaylah. 
 
    I shrug it off because a massive grin rips across my face. “Jackson,” I squeal, so freaking happy to see him again. 
 
    He barges his way past Jesse and pulls me into a massive bear hug. He kisses my cheek before introducing me to his girlfriend, Elle, and I pull her right in, feeling like she’s already part of my family. 
 
    As I watch Jackson with Elle, I can’t help but feel so freaking happy for them and realize that all those years I spent being boy crazy over him were a waste of my time. He was never meant for me just as I was never meant for him. I know my place now and that’s right by Noah’s side, even if it means beating a little bit of common sense into his thick head. 
 
    Tully shows up just after midnight and I storm over to her, pulling her in and demanding every ounce of her attention. “Where the hell have you been?” I question. “And what happened to your brother? I haven't seen him all night.” 
 
    She shrugs her shoulders. “Who really cares what he’s doing? I need a drink.” 
 
    I resist telling her that I’m the one who cares what he’s doing and I hope to whatever god that exists above that he’s somewhere sulking about us rather than doing another job for Anton. “Come on,” I tell her. “You have to see this bar.” 
 
    We squeeze our way through the massive crowd that lingers at the backdoor, watching the people idiotically coming down the Slip ‘N Slide, and I have to tear Tully’s attention away. She’s been feeling a little reckless this week, but I’m drawing the line at an indoor Slip ‘N Slide. 
 
    “What’s up with you?” I ask before ordering us each a drink. 
 
    Tully’s eyes cut away. “Nothing,” she says, not ready to talk about whatever’s bugging her, but I shrug it off and instead, take my new drink eagerly and watch in amusement how Tully instantly throws hers back before ordering another and requesting a few shots to go with it. 
 
    I guess we’re getting a little messy tonight. 
 
    “Is that Monica?” Tully questions, looking over at the furthest corner of the yard and taking in the girl who has been watching me like a hawk all night. 
 
    “Yep,” I tell her, popping the ‘P’. Monica had no choice but to come tonight. Her not showing up would be admitting defeat after struggling to claw her way back up the social ladder the past few weeks, but little does she know, I’m about to knock her the fuck down. 
 
    Monica has kept her eyes on me everywhere I go. She knows something is coming and the fact that she doesn’t know what it is making her paranoid, which naturally, is extremely satisfying to me. 
 
    Candice showed up tonight which I wasn’t surprised by. She’s working hard to save face after my little stunt last week. When she walked in tonight, she even managed to give me a smile. It was forced and I don’t doubt that it nearly killed her doing it, but I respect the effort and appreciate that she’s stuck to her side of the bargain and left me the hell alone. Maybe she has a little more common sense than I gave her credit for. 
 
    I have to admit, watching Monica hurry to her side when she got here tonight was pretty damn funny, especially when Candice shrugged her off and walked the other way.  
 
    “Is this still going down tonight?” Tully asks, throwing back a shot of Tequila. 
 
    “Depends,” I grumble. “Will you still be able to walk in another few minutes?” 
 
    “Uh huh,” she murmurs. “I’m good now. Just needed to feel the burn, besides, if I can’t kick Rivers’ ass tonight, then I need to find someone else to go down and there’s no one better than Monica.” 
 
    “Good,” I tell her. “Because honestly, I was going to do this with or without you.” 
 
    “Geez, thanks,” she grumbles. “Great friend you are.” 
 
    All I can do is grin. “My pleasure.” 
 
    I stand up and climb on top of the bar stool, looking over the top of all the dancing bodies, trying to find the one face that somehow has become a crucial part of my payback plan. 
 
    Candice looks up and I wave my hand in the sky to get her attention. Her eyes lock on mine and the second I give her a firm nod, a seriousness ripples over her face.  
 
    Next up, I search out Kaylah and grin excitedly as I find her standing amongst her whole Broken Hill crew. I bring my hands up and circle them around my mouth. "It’s go time,” I yell over the top of the crowd. 
 
    Kaylah laughs excitedly while Tora pumps her fist in the air. Her boyfriend, Nate, bends down and says something in her ear and I watch as Tora points me out and explains something, probably the whole ‘Monica’ situation. Nate’s back stiffens before his eyes lock on mine. He gives me a firm nod, and just like that, I have Nate Ryder and the whole of Broken Hill on my team. 
 
    They start towards me as Candice does the same with everyone she and I asked to come along tonight. 
 
    This is going to be fucking epic. 
 
    Just as I drop down from the stool, a muscly, tattooed arm curls around my waist. “What the fuck is going on?” 
 
    Shit. I probably should have let him in on the secret.  
 
    Oh, well. Too fucking late now. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 18 
 
      
 
    I push out of Noah’s arms, hating how desperately I want to stay safely wrapped up in them. I have to remind myself how angry I am with him. “Monica’s going down and it’s happening right now. Either get on board or fuck off,” I tell him, letting the fact that I’ve had no idea where the hell he’s been all night fuel my anger. Seeing Rivers stroll through the back gate at the same time that Noah just happened to show up doesn’t exactly help their case. They were out together which means they were doing a job. 
 
    I walk away and Tully instantly falls in beside me. As if sensing that something’s about to go down, Rivers falls in beside Tully and Noah because he would never let the three of us step into any kind of situation without him, so he steps into my other side just as I knew he would. 
 
    The four of us walk towards the back of the property as a pack, but for tonight, this pack has a new leader. I don’t turn to look at Noah. I know exactly how he would feel about not being front and center. The fact that he doesn’t know the plan or what I have to take her down, that’s probably making it a shitload worse. 
 
    Noah’s like me. He likes control and he likes being the one in charge. The unknown doesn’t sit well with him, and I don’t doubt we’re going to have words about this when it’s all over. But first, he’s going to sit back and watch me take her down because he knows that’s what I need to finally move on from this. 
 
    After all, he might hate it, but Noah always has my best interests at heart. It’s a part of the reason why I’m falling for him so hard. So, he needs to sit back and watch his queen work. 
 
    As we walk towards the back of the property, I curse how damn big it is. The further we get, the quieter the music becomes, or maybe someone is turning it down. 
 
    Shadows fall to both sides of me and I glance across to my right to find Nate Ryder standing front and center before every damn Broken Hill High student at the party. He has Tora, Jesse, and Kaylah at his sides with the boys I had met earlier making one hell of a show of force. Nate nods my way and I quickly realize that he’s a man of little words, but it doesn’t faze me, the fact that I have his support right now speaks volumes. 
 
    Looking to my left, I find Candice. She doesn’t look happy to be there, but with the whole cheer squad standing at her back, she has no choice but to stand with them. Besides, I’ve spent my whole week working my ass off to ensure that each of those girls knows exactly why they’re here, and believe me, they’re more than happy to stand by me, especially if it means Monica going down. They’ve been waiting for this even longer than I have. 
 
    The whole party comes to a standstill and I have I have no idea how we swung a private room, but if I had to guess, I’d say the boys had something to do with that too. Though a brief flash of guilt flares through me. This is supposed to be Kaylah’s eighteenth and here I am, about to steal the limelight, but if I take the wicked grin pulling at her lips as she tries her hardest to appear tough, I’d dare say she doesn’t mind. 
 
    Though I have a sneaky feeling that being with a guy like Jesse, she would have to get used to sharing the spotlight. But that’s alright, growing up with me, we were always having to share it. She can handle it. 
 
    As the massive group surrounds Monica into the back corner of the property, she becomes a timid little rabbit, nothing like the proud cow we’ve all come to know. Though, no doubt having at least three hundred people staring at you, waiting for you to fall wouldn’t exactly be the best feeling in the world. Yet, I can’t find it within me to give a shit how she feels. 
 
    Her eyes remain locked on mine despite the three hundred locked on hers. She knows I’m running this show and she would be foolish to assume otherwise. 
 
    Monica straightens her shoulders and steps forward as though she has some sort of chance in hell. I smile, there’s the Monica we all know. Feigning confidence when her whole world is literally standing against her. 
 
    I take another few steps, putting myself well and truly in front of the massive group, though Tully, Rivers, and Noah step forward with me, but also hang back just a little, letting me have complete control of how I take her down. Though don’t get me wrong, I still feel the daggers coming off Noah. He is one, unhappy, tatted up man, but he won’t dare let anyone else in on that secret. That’s mine and mine alone. 
 
    I raise my chin, letting Monica know it’s go time and a hush falls over the crowd, bringing along a suspense that has her shaking in her cheap ass boots. 
 
    Standing before her, staring her down with the world at my back is already enough to satisfy my needs, but I’m not stopping until I’ve gone for the kill.  
 
    People in the crowd lean in, anxiously waiting for the show to get on the road, and who am I to make them wait any longer?  
 
    “The day you decided to fuck with me, the day you forced your way into my home and touched me, was the day you sealed your fate. You fucked with the wrong person, Monica. You’re done,” I tell her, waving my hand around at all these people. “Each and every one of these people are here to watch you fall because at some point you’ve hurt them, you’ve made them feel small, or to be honest, they probably just think you’re a bitch and like seeing bitches get their asses handed to them.” 
 
    Monica’s eyes flick around the group, taking in the individual faces with a calculated grace as though this isn’t her first showdown, but I can promise that it’s the first one she’ll lose. 
 
    “No,” she simply says as her eyes sail over the cheerleaders gathered around Candice. She focuses her eyes back on me with a renewed confidence that I’m excited to knock back down. “I’m good.” 
 
    “Oh,” I laugh, reaching into my back pocket and pulling out the pages I’d ripped out of her notebook from the bottom of her closet. “Why do you say that? Is it because of this?” I ask, holding the paper up so she can clearly recognize the silver pen she’d used on the black paper.  
 
    Her eyes widen a moment. “How did…” she trails off, realizing she’s showing weakness. 
 
    “You see,” I tell her, cutting off whatever she was going to ramble on about. “All this time I couldn’t work out how the hell you had all these people constantly falling at your feet when you’re such a bitch, but they had no fucking choice. You blackmailed them. You dug up any kind of dirt you could and used it against them for a fucking social status.” 
 
    Monica crosses her arms over her chest, not in the least ashamed of herself. “So, what? You think because you stole a few pages from my notebook, that it’s all over. That their secrets are yours now and you hold the power. That you win?” 
 
    I bark out a sharp laugh. “Not at all,” I tell her. “I know how people like you work. I’ve spent the last few years on the other end of your bullshit. Don’t you think I know how you work?” Monica’s eyes narrow, her cocky confidence starting to slip away. She looks across to the cheerleaders once again before coming back to me. “You know,” I continue. “Your little brother is a dirty, dirty boy. Impressive, but dirty. He owed a friend a favor and let’s say he enjoys coming through, especially if it means his own little secrets get to remain hidden.” 
 
    Monica’s chest begins to rise and fall a little quicker, one of the only signs that she’s starting to panic as she finally sees where I’m going with this. I take a step closer, enjoying the way my pack steps with me followed by Nate’s crew and then the rest of the crowd. “The beauty of someone in your position is that everyone knows everything about you. Where you go every day, your locker combination, all your little hiding spots. I wasn’t so stupid as to think you wouldn’t have evidence on every little claim on these papers,” I say, waving around the papers that have every one of the cheerleaders’ dirty little secrets scrawled out in her cursive handwriting. 
 
    Monica sucks in a breath and I continue. “The top of your closet. Your locker. That little jewelry box on your dresser. Everywhere we looked, we found the evidence to back up each of these dirty secrets and guess what, they’re all gone. You no longer own any of these girls and believe me, they’re done being a pawn in your fucked up world. It seems you’ve created yourself a little army of enemies. Only, they no longer serve you.” 
 
    “Come on,” I hear whispered on my right. I glance across and find Tora desperate for the kill and I see that same fire in her eyes from last week and know she’s ready to cut a bitch. She’s ready to swing some fists and won’t stop until she has. 
 
     I grin as I turn back to Monica. She clearly heard Tora and there’s a panic in her eyes. 
 
    I step forward and love how everyone steps with me once again in one hell of a show of intimidation which seems to be working like a charm. “You’re done, Monica,” I repeat. “You can’t go anywhere without running into an enemy. Everywhere you go there will be someone else ready to lay your ass down for the shit you held over them. You used these people to do your bidding. They missed opportunities, they missed living in peace, always looking over their shoulder terrified of what you held over them. But not anymore. They’re free and they want blood.” 
 
    Jesse speaks up in a whisper. “Done. Done. Done.” He repeats it over and over again. Kaylah joins in and it quickly becomes a chant. The whole Broken Hill side chant with them before the Haven Fall students do too.  
 
    I step forward as the chanting gets a little louder, a little faster. Everyone steps with me.  
 
    I search out the eyes of that impressive boy from last weekend and nod his way. Rowland cringes before walking forward with a cringe. As he clears through the bodies, I seek out the box that should be in his hands and I’m not disappointed. “Is it all there?” I question as Monica sucks in a betrayed gasp. 
 
    Rowland nods before looking to his sister. “Sorry, Mon. Had to make a decision. You know how it is.” 
 
    With that, he hands the box over to Rivers and swiftly disappears, not wanting anything more to do with this.  
 
    I feel the cheerleaders’ heavy gazes on the box and let out a sigh when Rivers pulls out a lighter. It’s nearly finished. 
 
    Monica charges forward, knowing her whole world would be destroyed if that box of evidence goes up in flames. She’ll no longer have anything to hold, she’ll lose her power, her popularity. Her dignity. 
 
    I step in front of her, halting her movements before nodding at Rivers. 
 
    With a flick of his thumb, a flame stands tall and he lights the box up like a bonfire before placing it on the ground for everyone to watch burn. 
 
    “No,” Monica screeches out, diving for the box. 
 
    I push her back as the chanting continues. “You’re done,” I tell her for the third time. “Look around you, Monica. You’ve got no one.” 
 
    “Let me at her,” Tora says. 
 
    I can’t help but laugh. 
 
    Monica’s hands turn into fists at her sides and I feel Noah step in closer to my back, ready and prepared to pull me away if this turns into a fight, but I’d hate it if he did. I’d love nothing more than to feel my fist slamming into the side of her face and my shoes digging into her ribs, just as she did to me. But apparently, I have a little more self control than that. She’s going to get her own, one of these people are going to get blood and when that happens, I’ll be happy because Monica would know that it was me who unraveled her little web of disgust. 
 
    With the box mostly destroyed, the cheerleaders don’t care about standing around, waiting their turn to get a piece. After all, they don’t exactly like me. I mean, they’ve shown a little respect over the past week as the plan came into place, but now it’s over and to them, everything goes back to normal. Monica was one of theirs and they’ll deal with her how they see fit. 
 
    They move forward and Monica takes her chance. She shoots off to the right, rushing past the Broken Hill kids. “Go, little birdy,” Jesse says to Tora. “Go be free.” 
 
    Tora takes off after Monica with a wicked grin and the cheerleaders right behind her. She catches up to Monica and the whole crowd booms out with laughter as Tora crash tackles her to the ground with a handful of platinum blonde hair between her clenched fist. 
 
    Nate instantly punches his brother in the arm. “For fuck's sake,” Nate groans. Not a second later, he hurries over to Tora, peeling her off Monica and letting the vultures have her. 
 
    The second Nate starts dragging Tora back up to the group, her eyes lock on mine. She winks and holds up her hand, showing off the hair that she ripped from Monica’s head. “You’re welcome,” she tells me. 
 
    With that, the music comes blasting through the speaker and Tully lets out a howling laugh. “That was fucking awesome,” she booms, grabbing Rivers shoulders and launching herself up into the air. 
 
    It’s finally finished. Monica is finished and I never have to worry about her destroying Noah or touching me ever again. 
 
    So, why the hell doesn’t it feel better? 
 
    I step away needing a second to myself, but before I can get far, Noah’s warm hand curls around my elbow and he storms off, dragging me along behind him, struggling to keep up with his long strides. 
 
    He pushes in through the back door of the Ryder mega mansion and within the blink of an eye, he’s ripping open a hallway closet and throwing me inside before following me in and slamming the door behind him. Now, don’t get me wrong, nothing is better than being locked in a confined space with Noah Cage, but something tells me this isn’t going to go down how I’m hoping. 
 
    “What the fuck was that?” he roars, slamming his fist into the closed door, desperately trying to relieve the anger pulsing through his body. 
 
    “What the hell are you talking about?” I yell. “I was handling my shit. Just like you handled yours. You knew this was coming. Hell, I’m surprised you aren’t fucking jumping up and down because I didn’t beat the living shit out of her.” 
 
    What’s his problem? I just rocked. I kicked ass out there. He should be beaming just as much as Tully, if not more. 
 
    “Fuck, Henley,” he spits, getting in my face. “We don’t handle our shit like that. We don’t get two whole fucking schools involved in our business. We handle our shit like a fucking pack. No one in, no one out. We sure as hell don’t block each other out when we go for the fucking kill. How was I supposed to have your back when I don’t know what the hell was going on? How was I supposed to protect you? 
 
    I slam my hands into his chest, pushing him back out of my face back. “You’re one to talk, Noah,” I tell him. “You threw her a fake baby shower in the cafeteria. How’s that not getting other people involved?” 
 
    “That was us four against her. I put on a fucking show, but not a damn soul apart from ours knew the truth of what was going on. We’re a pack, Henley. When other people start doing favors for you, they start expecting shit in return.” 
 
    “That little show you put on in the cafeteria, that was all you and Rivers so don’t come at me with this ‘pack’ bullshit because you don’t truly believe it yourself. We’re the furthest thing from a pack,” I yell at him. “You want to be a pack, then start acting like one, start by being honest. How am I supposed to have your back when you’re not telling me what the hell is going on with you?” 
 
    “Is that what this was all about?” he questions in shock. “You didn’t tell me about this because your knickers are in a twist over the Anton bullshit?” 
 
    “No, Happy fucking coincidence. I kept it from you because you’re never fucking around,” I yell at him. “All week you’ve been avoiding me because you’re terrified of talking about your shit and hearing how disappointed I am in you instead of being there for me. You could have told me what to do, I needed you this week and you weren’t there. Physically or mentally.” 
 
    “That’s bullshit.” 
 
    “No. Bullshit is you dragging me in here to yell at me over handling Monica like a fucking boss.” 
 
    Noah shakes his head. “We don’t bring others in on our shit,” he says again. “We’re a fucking pack for a reason.” 
 
    I step into him, raising my chin so my lips hover just in front of his without actually touching. “It’s not nice being kept in the dark, is it?” I question. “Believe it or not, it wasn’t intentional. I did what I could with what I had because for the first time, I felt like you didn’t have my back. Sure, you would have beat the shit out of anyone who made the wrong move, but you and me, we’re not on the same page right now and I more than hate it,” I tell him, sucking in a break and dropping my forehead to rest against his chest. “Monica broke me when she touched me and I’m not about to apologize for putting her down in front of the world. She deserved nothing less.” 
 
    Noah winds his hand up behind my neck and holds me to him, letting out a resigned sigh. “I’m sorry,” he murmurs, holding me a little tighter. “I didn’t like seeing you front and center like that and I sure as hell didn’t like not knowing how it was going to play out. There’s a reason I always take point on shit like this.” 
 
    “I had it handled, Noah. I don’t need you to protect me,” I whisper into the dark closet. 
 
    “Trust me, I know that. You’re the strongest person I’ve ever met, but this need to protect you is not something I can just turn off. No matter what, I’m always going to try and save you from the ugliness of this world, even if it is from a cat fight.” 
 
    “But I like cat fights,” I smile up at him, hating that even with how close we are right now, there’s still a distance that I’m struggling to close. 
 
    He shakes his head, clearly not ready to forgive me. “Can I just…take you home?” 
 
    I shake my head right back at him. “But I haven’t had a turn on the Slip ‘N Slide yet.” 
 
    “This isn’t the fucking county fair, you know?” 
 
    “What’s the matter?” I shoot back at him. “You scared of a little water?” 
 
    “No,” he scoffs. “I’m scared of you killing yourself for stupid shit like that.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I laugh. “You’re chicken.” 
 
    I step around him to reach for the door handle when Noah grabs hold of my waist and holds me against the wall. “You know,” he murmurs, pressing his body against mine, trapping me in place. “I don’t know what it is, but when I see you all fired up like that…fuck, Spitfire, it does things to me.” 
 
    I raise my chin to look him in the eye. “You’re not about to screw me in a closet.” 
 
    His head ducks and a second later, his warm lips are on my neck. “Yeah, I am.” 
 
    I tilt my chin, hating my traitorous body as I allow him more access. “No, I’m too angry at you,” I tell him, curling my arms around his body and digging my nails into the strong muscles, hating that his shirt is in the way. 
 
    How can he get me so hot so quickly? It’s not fair. 
 
    Noah pulls back just a bit and it’s enough to help me regain control of my body, but not once does he let go of me. He cocks an eyebrow. “Angry sex?” 
 
    I shake my head, holding back a smile. “Make-up sex?” I suggest. 
 
    He shakes his head. “You and I have way too much shit to sort out before we can have make-up sex.” 
 
    “Hmmm,” I murmur, sliding my hands up the front of his shirt and feeling the tight ridges of his abs. “What about ‘You can’t possibly get enough of me and need to remind me who’s boss’ sex?” 
 
    Noah groans low and I feel it rumble through his chest. “Fuck, that sounds good.” 
 
    “Then what the hell are you waiting for, Noah?” I tease, pressing my chest into his. “Come and take what’s yours.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 19 
 
      
 
    My phone blares to life on Noah’s bedside table and I groan into the night. Who the hell would dare wake me from my sex-induced coma at…hell, what time is it? Noah and I only went to bed at one. I reach over and grab my phone off the charger, squinting as the bright light attempts to blind me. Shit. It’s three in the morning. 
 
    This better be important. 
 
    I bring the phone to my ear as a yawn rips out of me. “Hello,” I grumble, rolling over and stretching my arm out over to Noah, only his side is cold and empty. 
 
    Wait. Where the fuck is Noah? 
 
    “Spitfire.” 
 
    “Noah?” I grunt, flying up out of bed. “Where the hell are you?” 
 
    “Shit, babe. Promise you won’t get mad.” 
 
    “Mad?” I all but yell before remembering that his parents are asleep down the hall. “I’m already beyond mad. Do you make a habit of sneaking out of bed after I’ve fallen asleep?” 
 
    He curses to himself. “Babe, can we just…can you yell at me later?” he sighs as though he really couldn’t give a shit how pissed off I am right now. “I really need your help. We’ve been arrested.” 
 
    “Arrested?” I shriek. “What the fuck, Noah? What for?” 
 
    “Babe, just…please. I’ll tell you all about it when you get here. I don’t have time to explain it all right now. I need you to come bail us out.” 
 
    I shake my head, completely dumbfounded. How is this even happening? One minute, we’re spending an incredibly hungover Saturday together, and now I’m about to sneak out of his house to bail him out of jail. What the fuck is this? And what the hell for? No doubt this has something to do with Anton. I mean, what other reason would he have to sneak out of bed in the dead of night? 
 
    “Fuck,” I curse as the anger takes over. “This is not ok, Noah,” I tell him. 
 
    “I know, but Spitfire,” he murmurs down the line. “Keep it quiet, ok? The last thing I need is my parents and Tully finding out about this.” 
 
    I shake my head before ending the call, not bothering to let him know I’m on my way. He knows me well enough to know I’ll be there and I swear, he better have his tail between his legs when I get there or there will be hell to pay. Who am I kidding? There’s already going to be hell to pay. 
 
    I pull myself out of Noah’s bed, throwing the blankets off a little harder than necessary and sending them halfway across the room. Fuck it, Noah can fix it when he gets home. That rat bastard. 
 
    I grab one of his hoodies and pull it over my head before finding my sweatpants that got tossed across the room this afternoon before we crashed down into his bed.  
 
    Things haven’t been easy over the past week, especially with all the shit that went down with Monica yesterday. He hasn’t forgiven me for keeping him in the dark and I haven’t exactly been forward with an apology about it. Then add the Anton bullshit and it’s been a complete mess. 
 
    Luckily for us, the physical side of our relationship seems well intact. Noah and I are just…compatible. We’ll get past this all this bullshit and when we do, we’ll be free to soar once again. It’s just a bump in the road, though I guess you could say it’s a fucking ditch now that he got arrested. That fucking idiot. Who would be stupid enough to get arrested? 
 
    Though, maybe it’s about racing. No, it wouldn’t be that. He’s too careful when he races. It’s definitely the shit he’s doing for Anton. Besides, the races weren’t on tonight. 
 
    How am I supposed to actually bail him out? I’m not over eighteen. Does that even matter? Does it cost? Fuck. I am not equipped for this. What was he thinking? 
 
    I do a quick google search. 
 
    Great. Looks like I need some cash, a ride, and a shitload of patience.  
 
    I ransack Noah’s room, knowing he must have some sort of cash hidden around here from the bullshit he does with Anton, and I’m not surprised when I find it. 
 
    I grab a stack of cash and then double it because no doubt Rivers is in there with him. 
 
    I go to leave when I realize Noah probably took his car before he got arrested and dad’s old pick up is at home, happily not working once again. I mean, it’s about time for that truck to go, but dad can’t seem to part with it. 
 
    With a cringe, I take the keys for Tully’s Jeep and hope she can forgive me when she finds out about this. Though, I have a feeling she wouldn’t mind. She’d be more pissed that Noah wanted this kept from her, once again proving that there are cracks in his ‘pack’ theory. 
 
    I haul ass down to the cop shop and make my way through the door, hating how the drive over here was more than enough time to build me up into a rage. I find an officer at the front desk and give him the boys’ names. 
 
    The officer looks up and I can’t help but notice how young he is, and damn, he looks pretty damn good in that uniform. “Ah, yes. You’re here for the two idiots caught stealing a car red-handed.” 
 
    My mouth drops open and the sudden thoughts about how cute he is shrivel up and die. “Excuse me?” I stutter out. “Did you just say…?” 
 
    “Stealing a car?” he smirks, pleased that I seemed to be shocked by this information. “Yeah. They tried to run too.” 
 
    I shake my head as the information overwhelms me. “So, what now?” 
 
    “They’re still getting booked so it looks like you’re in for a little wait. I’ll process their bail and then they’re free to go.” 
 
    “So, that’s it? They won’t get charged?” 
 
    The officer lets out a breath and leans forward. “Look, I really shouldn’t be telling you this, but if my gut feeling is right and these two were doing this under… someone’s instruction, then I have a feeling the charges will mysteriously disappear.” 
 
    My eyes widen. “Really?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Trust me, this isn’t their first time being locked in the slammer.” 
 
    “What?” I shriek. 
 
    The officer smirks once again and the need to question his professionalism fares through me, but I keep my mouth shut. After all, he’s giving me information that I sure as hell wouldn’t have gotten from Noah or Rivers. 
 
    “Yep. Now, go get yourself comfortable. I need to start processing this if you intend to get home before the sun rises,” he tells me before indicating towards the left hand side of the room to a door. “There’s tea and coffee through there if you need it.” 
 
    I wander off and help myself to a coffee that tastes like shit before making myself comfortable. 
 
    I wait for nearly two hours, pleased that I have my Kindle app on my phone, otherwise the wait would have been excruciating.  
 
    Noah walks out with Rivers behind him and I walk forward, ignoring both the boys. I find the officer at the front desk and give him a grateful smile. “Thank you,” I tell him. “Is there anything else I need to do?” 
 
    “Yeah,” he says, handing me two identical release forms, the only difference being the photo’s attached and the names printed at the top. “Sign these and you’re good to go.” 
 
    I do as I’m asked as Noah leans against the counter staring at me, probably hating that I’m refusing to look at him. I slide the release forms back to the officer and dig my hands into the pockets of Noah’s hoodie. 
 
    I go to walk away when the officer calls out to me. “Miss?” he says, drawing my attention back. I stop and turn to find him watching me with curiosity and interest which naturally puts Noah on edge. “You ever feel like dating someone who has their shit together, just let me know.” 
 
    “I…,” my mouth slams closed. How do I even respond to that? “Um, thanks.” 
 
    Noah all but growls beside me. His arm comes over my shoulder and I’m pulled into his side. Hell, I’m surprised he doesn’t whip out his dick and start pissing all over me to mark his territory. 
 
    Fucking men. 
 
    I shake my head, push Noah’s arm off my shoulder, and storm out the door, more than ready to get into the privacy of Tully’s Jeep and scream at the two idiots who thought it was a great idea to steal a car. 
 
    Yet, when I get in the car and pull away from the curb, the words refuse to come. 
 
    We sit in silence as I drive and it’s not until we’re halfway home when Noah finally speaks up. “I’m sorry,” he murmurs into the quiet car. “I know that’s not exactly how you had intended on spending your night.” 
 
    I snap. 
 
    My hand shoots out and I whack him across the chest. “Are you,” whack, “a fucking,” whack, “idiot?” My eyes shoot up to the rearview mirror, taking in Rivers in the backseat looking extremely uncomfortable. “That goes for you too.” 
 
    He gives me a tight smile but remains silent as Noah attempts to catch my hand so I can’t hit him again. “You stole a fucking car. What the hell were you thinking?” 
 
    “We had no choice,” Noah defends. “We had to. The job came in and we had to go.” 
 
    “In the middle of the fucking night? You just snuck out of bed, hoping I wouldn’t notice, and then went to steal some poor asshole’s car?” 
 
    Noah cringes and doesn’t respond, just leans back in his chair, letting out a heavy breath. 
 
    “Ummm,” Rivers careful voice comes from the backseat with a cringe, looking even more uncomfortable than he had before. “I know now isn’t a great time and you two seriously have some issues to work out, but I need you to pull over. I’m going to shit myself.” 
 
    “What?” I demand, glancing up at him again. “You’re shitting me, right?” 
 
    “No,” he grunts. “I’m about to be shitting me.” 
 
    “Fuck, Rivers,” I cringe in disgust. “Just wait ten minutes. We’ll be home soon.” 
 
    “Henley, I swear, if you don’t fucking pull over right now, you’re going to be the one explaining to Tully why there’s shit all over the backseat of her Jeep.” 
 
    “Damn it,” I growl, pulling over to the side of the road and slamming on the brakes a little too hard, but I think the boys get it – I’m fucking pissed off. 
 
    Rivers basically jumps from the Jeep and scurries off into the bushland beside the road and I secretly wish that he would sit his ass down on a porcupine or have a snake cross his path while he’s trying to take a dump. 
 
    The silence in the car is so freaking loud. 
 
    Without Rivers here, it’s like our issues are staring us in the face and neither of us is ready to talk about them, but we have no choice. The quieter we remain, the more they begin to tear us apart. “I really am sorry,” Noah murmurs beside me, reaching out and trying to weave his fingers through mine. I pull my hand away, way too pissed off for a gesture like that. “I’ll pay you back.” 
 
    “Don’t need to,” I grumble, staring straight ahead out the windshield to where the Jeep’s headlights shine on the dirt before us and watch the mosquitoes and bugs dance through the light. “I found your stash. You bailed yourself out. If anything, Rivers now owes you.” 
 
    I watch through my peripheral as Noah presses his lips together and slowly nods his head as the silence begins to grow again. “Come on, baby. Don’t hate on me,” he begs. “This is killing me. I fucking love you and I hate that you’re so mad at me.” 
 
    My mouth drops open and I turn to stare at him in horror. “You say it now?” I demand. “After all the times you could have told me that you love me, you do it now? Right when you need to butter me up, hoping I forgive you? Are you trying to make this worse?” 
 
    “I…I’m fucking lost, babe. Help me out here.” 
 
    “You can’t do that. You can’t tell me you love me to try and worm your way out the shit you dumped yourself in. Own what you did so we can move on.” 
 
    “I do fucking own it. I know what I did and I don’t fucking like it. It’s not exactly something I want to keep being reminded about. I did what I had to do and I got caught. Fuck. I’m sorry you got dragged into it, but it’s fucking over. Can’t we just move on?” 
 
    “This isn’t over, Noah. It’s far from over,” I yell back at him. “You stole a fucking car because some douchebag told you too. Can’t you see how fucking wrong it is? Why the hell do you let him dictate your life like that? I just…I can’t understand why you do this. Why do you work for a man like that? Is it about the money? Because you make more than enough racing.” 
 
    Noah scoffs and shakes his head. “It’s not the fucking money, Henley,” he says, hanging his head. “I made a fucking deal with the devil and now I’m living with it.” 
 
    “What’s that supposed to mean?” I demand. “You can’t keep giving me these half answers. I need to know who the hell I’m getting myself involved with, Noah. Stop keeping me out in the dark.” 
 
    “Fuck, alright,” he yells, running his hand through his hair. “Anton gave me the money for Lily’s treatment. My parents couldn’t fucking afford it and she was dying. Is that what you need to hear? I was eleven and desperate, so I went to the one person who I knew could help us. I didn’t know what the hell I was getting myself involved in, but I did, and now he fucking owns me.” 
 
    I suck in a breath as I stare at Noah in shock. “Are you…” I struggle to find the words. “I don’t know what I’m supposed to say to that,” I tell him honestly. “You’re eighteen. Haven’t you paid him back enough?” 
 
    Noah slowly shakes his head. “I owe him my fucking life,” he tells me. “He paid for Lily’s treatments for over a year. Don’t you get it? Even if I wanted to leave, I can’t. I’m indebted to him. He gave us an extra year with Lily that without him, we never would have gotten. She was going to die without it. She was dying and he saved her for another whole year.” 
 
    The emotions overtake me and I quickly climb across the front seat of Tully’s Jeep and straddle Noah’s lap. I bury my face into his neck and let him hold me as fucking tight as he needs. “I’m sorry,” I whisper. “If I’d have known…” 
 
    “Don’t,” he says. “I should have told you ages ago. It’s just…I’m not proud of needing his help. Mom and dad had exhausted all other options and we were just sitting back watching Lily waste away. I knew they’d never ask someone like Anton for help, so I did it instead. I sold my soul to him to have those last twelve months with my sister, and fuck, Henley, I’d do it over and over again.” 
 
    “I know you would,” I tell him, raising my head from his neck and pressing my lips to his. “I’m sorry I yelled at you.” 
 
    “I more than deserved it,” he admits. “I’m sorry I told you I love you. I’ll remind myself never to do that again.” 
 
    I hit his chest as a smile pulls at my lips. “Don’t be an idiot,” I tell him. “Just do it at the right time.” 
 
    His eyes sparkle as he watches me. “Noted,” he grins. “But next time this happens, try not to look so damn fine. I was worried I was about to be charged with assaulting an officer.” 
 
    “To be honest, I was a little worried about that too,” I let out a sigh as I watch this broken man before me. “Do your parents know about, you know, it all?” 
 
    He shakes his head. “No, and I don’t want them to. I think dad has his suspicions about how the money came to us, but he doesn’t know it was me who went to Anton and he sure as hell doesn’t know I’m working for him now.” 
 
    “And Tully?” 
 
    “She knows enough to keep off my ass about it, but Lily was her sister too, and she would have done the same damn thing.” 
 
    I let out a bated breath, finally understanding Tully’s hesitation in talking to me about it. "Ok.” 
 
    “Ok, what?” 
 
    “Ok, I’ll back off. I understand why you’re working for him and I get it’s something ingrained within you that you owe him, but just know that I don’t like it. He’s a dangerous man and it terrifies me that something could happen to you, and tonight is the perfect example of that.” 
 
    Noah nods, understanding where I’m coming from. “I’ll be more careful,” he promises. 
 
    “And don’t keep secrets,” I prompt. “I don’t like you going out and me not knowing what you’re doing and what kind of people you’re dealing with.” 
 
    “I won’t keep secrets,” he promises. 
 
    “Ok,” I tell him. “I can live with that.” 
 
    “Good,” he sighs before crushing his lips to mine. 
 
    I pull back before he can take advantage of me in Tully’s car. “There’s just one thing I don’t understand,” I murmur. “How’d Rivers get involved with him?” 
 
    Noah scoffs. “Rivers was involved with him long before I was.” 
 
    “What?” I laugh. “Now you’re lying.” 
 
    “Nope, scout’s honor,” he says. “How’d you think we became such good friends?” 
 
    “School?” I suggest the obvious answer. 
 
    “Nope. Anton threw us together on jobs. Who would suspect the two little kids fucking around on their bikes to be drug mules?” 
 
    My mouth drops open in shock and I stare at him in wonder. “And all this time I thought you were a good little boy.” 
 
    Noah presses up into me. “A good little boy, I am not.” 
 
    My lips crush down on his and before I have a chance to rip his shirt from his body, a figure walks out in front of Tully’s Jeep. Noah barks out a laugh and I spin around on his lap to find Rivers standing before us, holding his shoes and missing a sock. 
 
    “Gross,” I groan with a laugh as I imagine the kind of hell his missing sock just went through. 
 
    “Not a fucking word,” Rivers says, walking around the side of the car and climbing in the back. “If Tully ever gets wind of this, I’m going to fuck you both up.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 20 
 
      
 
    I sit under the boardwalk in the place that used to be mine and Kaylah’s, but lately, it’s just been mine. I squish my toes into the cool sand, loving how smooth it is under here compared to the sand out near the shore that always seems to be littered with crap. 
 
    It’s peaceful under here. 
 
    No one even comes down here, they prefer to be up the top, on the actual boardwalk. Not me and Kaylah. This was our haven, the place we could come to unwind, and after the crazy week I’ve had, I more than need to unwind. I need to let myself move on and start looking forward to the future. 
 
    I can’t help but wonder what happens now. Monica will probably leave, that is if she can convince her parents that it’s the right thing for her, otherwise she’s up shit creek without a paddle. Noah will keep on keeping on with Anton. Rivers too, but hopefully they’re a little smarter about what they do. 
 
    Tully and Rivers…who knows? 
 
    Me and Noah…well, let’s just hope things keep heading up. Our talk last night helped to make me see a little clearer. He seems to have forgiven me about the Monica thing, not that I believe I was in the wrong, but yeah, maybe I should have let him know that shit was about to go down. 
 
    “Hey,” a voice calls, startling me out of my own head. I flick my eyes up and see Tully waking towards me with her shoes in her hand. “I thought I’d find you down here.” 
 
    “Really?” I question in surprise. 
 
    “Uh huh,” she says as she plonks down into the sand beside me. “Everyone knows you come here.” 
 
    “How the hell do they know that? I only ever came here with Kaylah and I didn’t tell anyone.” 
 
    Tully shrugs unapologetically. “We were curious and followed you one night,” she admits. “I’ve got to admit, I was pleasantly surprised. I thought you were going home to sulk, but instead you brought us all to the beach.” 
 
    “Huh,” I grunt, not sure how I feel about my secret being out of the bag. “Don’t get any ideas,” I tell her. “This is my spot. You can’t start using it whenever the hell you feel like it.” 
 
    “Hey, don’t worry about me,” she laughs. “I have my own secret spot.” 
 
    “Really? Where?” 
 
    Tully scoffs. “Like hell I’d tell you. It’s a secret unlike yours. We’re not all stupid enough not to notice when we’re being followed.” 
 
    “Shut up,” I laugh. “But you do realize this means I’ll be following you everywhere you go now.” 
 
    “Bullshit. You’re too busy with your tongue down Noah’s throat to realize when I sneak off.” 
 
    I grin. She’s probably right. “What are you doing here?” I ask, scooping up a handful of sand and curling my hand around it, watching as the tiny little grains pour out from the bottom of my fist before doing it again. 
 
    “Nothing, just thought I’d come and cheer you up.” 
 
    “I don’t need cheering up,” I tell her. “Everything is fine.” 
 
    “You can’t bullshit a bullshitter,” she tells me. “Something’s up with you and we’re not leaving until I get to the bottom of it.” 
 
    “Seriously?” I groan. “Everything is fine. Noah and I were a bit rough, but now we’re good.” 
 
    “No, it’s not about Noah,” she tells me, studying me intently. “It’s something else. Start talking.” 
 
    I look across to her, hoping a glare would help her to see that I’m all good, but she doesn’t budge, not even a little. “Fine,” I groan. “The Monica thing is still bugging me.” 
 
    “What?” she demands with a high-pitched squeak getting everyone’s attention from the beach. “That’s ridiculous. She deserves what she got and more. She beat you up and told my brother he was having a kid. Hell, I would have got in on that action if Rivers wasn’t holding me in his steel, freaking grip. I mean, just once I would have liked to feel her face beneath my fist.” 
 
    “You did feel her face beneath your fist,” I remind her, referring to how she pummelled her in the student parking lot at school, right after Noah took her down.  
 
    “Yeah, that clearly wasn’t enough,” she tells me. “Please don’t tell me you feel guilt over it?” 
 
    I shake my head. “No, not guilt. I…I don’t think I can explain it. I guess, I just thought it would feel better. She hurt me and all I’ve thought about for the past few weeks was making her suffer and when it finally happened, I couldn’t give a shit. I mean, don’t get me wrong, it was great watching her go down, but I thought it would make me feel better.” 
 
    Tully reaches across and takes my hand before curling into my side. “It doesn’t work like that,” she tells me. “Not for people who have a good conscience. For people like Monica, hurting others and watching them being torn down is what gives them life. They thrive off other people’s pain. But people like you, it doesn’t work that way. Seeing others suffer, no matter if they’re good or bad, it doesn’t sit well with you and that just goes to show that you have a bigger heart than you even realize. You did what you needed to do to move on and that’s it. It wasn’t supposed to feel good. It wasn’t supposed to get you hot. It was supposed to show Monica that she can’t fuck with the people of Haven Falls and get away with it, and that’s exactly what happened.” 
 
    I let out a heavy sigh. "Where would I be without you?” 
 
    “Probably tied up in a basement somewhere for Noah to use as his sex slave.” 
 
    “Ewwww,” I laugh, but then…being tied up by Noah doesn’t sound so bad. 
 
    “Do you feel better?” she questions with hope. 
 
    “Only a smidge.” 
 
    “Well, would it make you feel better to know that Rivers ruined me for other guys? I can’t cum anymore.” 
 
    I spin around to face her better. “What? What do you mean you can’t cum anymore?” 
 
    “I can’t cum,” she repeats. “Every time I try to get off…nothing. Nada. No sexy time. No ‘gasm train. No scream out, earth shattering, toe curling, sex for me.” 
 
    “What?” I laugh. “Why the hell not?” 
 
    “Because all I can think about is him. Every time I…you know, his stupid face pops into my head and, usually, that was the only thing that would work for me, but now all I can think about is how much better it was when he was the one doing it, and, you know… the piercing. Then… it just doesn’t happen. I haven’t cum for weeks. It’s fucking killing me. I need to get off.” 
 
    “Well, your brother does this one thing and it gets me-” 
 
    “Stop,” she screams. “I cannot hear what my brother does to get you off.” 
 
    “Sorry,” I laugh, shrugging my shoulders. “I was just trying to help.” 
 
    “That’s not the kind of help I need.” 
 
    “Well, it’s not like I’m about to offer to do it myself.” 
 
    Tully lets out a frustrated groan and slams her hands down in the sand. “I tried with someone else. It didn’t work.” 
 
    “Wait. What? You slept with someone?” I grunt out. I mean, she’s no stranger to sleeping with random guys, but since Rivers, it’s kind of been a ‘no go’ zone. 
 
    She scrunches up her face as guilt comes over her. “Yeah. I was just so mad at Rivers for pushing me away and I just needed to hurt him like he hurt me.” 
 
    “Does he know?” 
 
    She shakes her head. “No, and I don’t intend for him to find out. I mean, I know I’ve been putting on a show of flirting with every guy I find, but he knows it means nothing. I was just trying to get under his skin and I figured he’d come around eventually, but he never did and it was killing me.” 
 
    I wrap my arm around her. “I’m sorry,” I murmur. “I couldn’t imagine being in your position. It must really suck.” 
 
    “It sure does,” she sighs. “I just…out of all the guys I could have chosen, why did it have to be Spencer?” 
 
    “What?” I shriek. “You slept with Spencer?” 
 
    She cringes before a laugh slips out. “Yeah, at Kaylah’s party last weekend. I got there before you did, and I’d just had another fight with Rivers, and it just…. Arghhhhhh. I can’t believe I did it again. Spence was there trying to avoid Candice and we were just talking and drinking and before I knew it, we were up in Nate Ryder’s bedroom fucking. I mean, you’d think being in his room would be enough to get me off, but nothing. I’m fucking broken. Rivers broke my pussy.” 
 
    A deep scoff comes from behind us that has Tully shooting to her feet. I spin around to see Rivers standing right behinds us with nothing but a deflated look on his face. “That’s fucking perfect,” he mutters, looking at Tully with a deep betrayal. “And here I thought I was coming to apologize for being such a dick these past few weeks. Good fucking job, babe.” 
 
    Tully sucks in a breath, her eyes filling with unshed tears as Rivers turns on his heel and walks away. 
 
    And just like that, whatever hope was growing inside Tully is crushed. A heartbroken sob comes tearing out of her and she looks down at me with the tears finally starting to fall.  
 
    I’m about to pull her back down to the sand and wrap her in my arms when she takes off down the beach at a near sprint. “Tully?” I call after her, but it’s no use. She needs to be alone. 
 
    I look back up at where Rivers had walked away to find him looking after her, still with that same devastation on his face. He goes to go after her before hesitating and changing his mind. Not a second later, he’s gone, making me realize that whatever they had is completely gone. 
 
    They’re done.  
 
    Tully and Rivers have run their course and it breaks me even more because all this time I had thought that out of anyone, they were the couple that would make it. I thought they’d fight through all the bullshit and somehow come together, realizing where they belong, but now, I don’t think there’s a way back for them. 
 
    Now I fear both their hearts are hurting and they’re both too stubborn to find their way back to one another. 
 
    Knowing this, I pull myself up out of the sand and dust off my ass. I suddenly have an overwhelming need to find my place in Noah’s arms and let him know that no matter what, I’m not going anywhere. 
 
    There’s something that’s been swirling around inside my brain and seeing the struggle that Tully and Rivers have been going through, makes me realize that I’m a damn fool for holding it back. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 21 
 
      
 
    I slam my way through Noah’s front door to find him walking up the hallway and into the living room. His eyes roam over me, making sure I’m alright as the way I just stormed in here would make anyone think otherwise.  
 
    “What the fuck is going on?” he demands, hurrying to me and pulling me into his warm arms. “Rivers just stormed through here as though he was about ready to kill someone, Tully just hung up on me, telling me to go fuck myself, and now you're busting your way through the door as though the fucking Angel of Death is after you.” 
 
    “I’m fine, we’re fine,” I rush out. “They’re…fine.” Or well, mostly fine. I mean, they’re not physically hurt and I guess that’s all that matters right now. Their lives aren’t in danger and their hearts will eventually stop hurting, but Noah doesn’t need to know all that. 
 
    Though, I do suppose Spencer's life is in danger. Damn, I could just imagine what Noah would do if he was there to overhear that little conversation too. Shit would hit the motherfucking fan. 
 
    Noah runs his hands up and down my arms. “If you’re fine, why the fuck do you look so freaked out?” 
 
    I suck in a breath. “I don’t look freaked out,” I defend, “I look fucking badass.” 
 
    Noah rolls his eyes, trying to appear unaffected, but let’s face it, he can’t pull it off. “Yeah alright,” he grins, bringing his lips down on my neck. “You looking fucking badass and sexy, and damn near dangerous.” 
 
    I tilt my neck, loving how his warm lips feel against my skin. “Are we alone?” I murmur, scrunching his shirt between my fingers and desperately needing to feel his skin against mine. 
 
    His response is his hands winding down my body until he’s lifting me from under my ass. I wrap my legs around his waist as his lips meet mine. 
 
    I’d dare say we’re alone. 
 
    Noah walks us down to his room, kicking the door closed with his foot behind us before crashing down onto his bed. He sits up against the headboard with me straddled on his lap, feeling every bit of him as he grinds up into me. 
 
    His desperate kisses meet mine and it’s like a fight for dominance – who can take charge and run the show, but when it comes down to it, Noah will always win, and let me tell you, he always lets me win before he brings home the grand prize. 
 
    I distantly remember that I wanted to tell him something, but as for right now. It’s going to have to wait until my brain isn’t so foggy, besides, this is so much better than whatever crap was going to come pouring out of my mouth. 
 
    Noah reaches for the hem of my shirt and drags it up my skin, painfully slow. 
 
    He watches me as he works, his eyes heating with every inch of skin he reveals. It’s like a hidden treasure that he’s been longing for and has worked his ass off to get, and now finally, it’s all his and he doesn’t want to rush a single moment. 
 
    My shirt finally comes off over my head and it’s like I can breathe again. His warm hands come down on my skin, claiming it as his own as they roam over me. 
 
    I press my body more firmly into his, needing more. I need to see the tattoos and feel his burning skin on mine. I just need him, all of him. 
 
    Sensing that desperation within me, he leans forward off the headboard and my hands instantly shoot down, grabbing his shirt and ripping it over his head. None of that slow, torturous bullshit for me. I know what I want and I want it now. 
 
    Noah’s lips lift into a grin against mine, loving that raw, animalistic craving I have for him. One hand claims my waist as the other slides up my back and fingers the hook of my bra when that reminder shoots through my head again. 
 
    I wanted to tell him something. No, I need to tell him something, and this time, I don’t think I should hold back. 
 
    I’m done holding myself back. 
 
    “Wait, wait, wait,” I hurry out, desperate to put a pause on this little show before he removes my bra, as the second that happens, there’s no chance for talking. That’s game time. This is just the warm-up. 
 
    Noah’s sensual assault on my body comes to an alarming stop. “What’s wrong?” he questions with concern, as after all, I’ve never dared stop him in the middle of this before, and I mean, why the hell would I? The way he touches me and brings my body to breaking point is too damn good. It’s like one of those old school kettles. He works me, boils me up until I can’t possibly take anymore, and then suddenly I’m screaming the house down, letting the whole world know I’m finished. 
 
    I pull back slightly as his hand falls away from my bra strap, landing softly on my waist, though with the size of his hands compared to my waist, he’s still very much claiming me without even realizing.  
 
    His eyes study mine, wondering what the hell is going on and what could possibly be so important to ask him to stop. I pull back to get a better read on him, and honestly to give myself a bit of space. His lips hover just in front of mine and biting down on that juicy lip is way too enticing. 
 
    So, instead, I bite down on mine, unsure how to even do this. 
 
    My heart hammers away as my body calls for him. He places his thumb just below my lip and releases it from the confines of my teeth. “What is it, Spitfire?” he murmurs into the now too quiet house. 
 
    I let out a shaky breath as my hands come down on his strong chest. “Tully said something to me a little while ago.” 
 
    “Wait,” he cuts me off. “You’re thinking about my sister right now?” 
 
    I playfully slap him across his chest but momentarily get distracted by how good it felt. “No, you idiot. Shut up.” 
 
    He grins back at me, always loving how easy it is to get a reaction out of me, but thankfully, he does what I ask and zips his lips, patiently waiting for whatever I need to say. “She told me that I love you and for the past few weeks, it’s confused the shit out of me.” 
 
    I watch as he straightens a little, the playfulness slipping from his eyes and being replaced by a seriousness that knocks me off my feet. His thumb runs back and forth over my waist, momentarily distracting me before he brings my attention straight back. “And?” he prompts, nowhere near ready to let this conversation go.  
 
    “And it seems your sister is right,” I tell him. “I’m so freaking madly in love with you that I can’t even see straight. When you’re around, it’s like you call to me, I can’t help but move to your side. My body is so in tune with yours, and I swear, my heart beats a little faster every time you’re around.” 
 
    Emotion fills his eyes as he watches me with a joyful smile teasing his lips. That cocky sureness that drives me wild comes over him and he squeezes my waist a little tighter. “You love me,” he says, but it’s no question. It’s a damn, way too sure of himself statement. 
 
    “Yeah,” I tell him. “I do.” 
 
    He leans in and softly brushes his lips against mine. “I know, Spitfire,” he murmurs against them. “I worked it out weeks ago, and for the record, I fucking love you too.” 
 
    My heart fills with joy, finally hearing the words. I mean, after he got arrested didn’t count. My brain is choosing to ignore it. “You’re sure?” I question. 
 
    “Never been so sure of anything in my life,” he tells me. 
 
    I chew on my bottom lip again. “So, how the hell did you know that I did when I hadn’t even worked it out?” 
 
    Noah brings his hand up and trails his knuckles down the side of my face, making my face tilt into his touch. “That night in the kitchen, you know, the day you got hurt. You were an open book. It was written all over you and it was exactly what I needed to keep me there. I was so ready to go and take Monica down, but you needed me and I couldn’t bear the thought of leaving you like that.” 
 
    “You loved me then, too?” I don’t know if it’s a statement or a question, but I put it out there as a question, just so I can hear him say it again. 
 
    “I think I loved you from the second you poured your lunch all over me,” he admits. “And I really am sorry for blurting it out in the car like that the other day. I didn’t intend to try to take away from its meaning or use it as a tool against you to earn your forgiveness, but I was desperate. I saw you slipping away. You’ve never quite been that mad at me and I didn’t know if that meant I was losing you,” he takes a breath and focuses in on my eyes, making sure I hear him clearly. “I need you. You don’t need me, you’re strong and independent. You can handle yourself without me, but me without you is nothing but a lonely man. You give me something to live for, something to push myself towards. With you, I see a future I could never see before.” 
 
    “For the record,” I breathe. "I need you more than you could know.” 
 
    Those fingers weave into my head and he pulls me in, holding me close to him as we take in the moment. A heavy sigh leaves me as I think about exactly what he said. I was mad at him. I’m always mad at him over something and that constantly leads to us fighting. It’s either him angry at me or the other way around and that couldn’t possibly be healthy. 
 
    I squish my face into his chest, loving the steady rhythm of his heart. “Are we bad together?” I ask him, impatiently waiting for his response. 
 
    Noah’s hands come up and take possession of my shoulders, pushing me back so he can look me in the eye. “What the hell are you talking about?” he demands, that deep concern from earlier marring his face once again. 
 
    “We always fight. Every chance we get. That couldn’t be a good sign, right?” 
 
    “Spitfire,” he sighs. “I fucking love fighting with you. Watching you get all worked up, knowing that it’s me who did it, that it’s me in your head driving you insane. It’s like an inferno building inside you and when you explode…fuck, babe. It gets me off. Nothing is sexier than you speaking your mind and putting me in my place. Every time you yell at me, I see the little she-devil shining through your eyes and it reminds me of that girl I first met in the cafeteria. You were mine even then.” 
 
    “Are you saying you push my buttons on purpose?” 
 
    He grins back at me. “Sometimes.” 
 
    “You’re an ass.” 
 
    “Don’t pretend you didn’t know that from the very start,” he says. “Besides, you like makeup sex just as much as I do.” 
 
    I can’t help but lean into him once more, my lips coming down on his. “You know what other kind of sex I like?” 
 
    He doesn’t respond. He doesn’t need to. 
 
    Noah’s hands come up and my bra disappears quicker than I could even blink. “You’re so fucking beautiful,” he tells me, taking me by the waist and lifting me off his lap. 
 
    He lays me down on the bed and comes down on top of me, his lips instantly on mine. Though, the reckless, passionate, crazed animals from before are no longer here. He slows it down. His fingers brush over my skin sending goosebumps sailing right over me. His lips find my neck. His hands squeezing and touching every inch of my body. 
 
    This is no longer about screwing and getting off for a good time. This is more. 
 
    This is Noah Cage showing me how damn much he loves me. 
 
    Clothes get tossed aside. 
 
    Underwear is slipped down my legs. 
 
    Noah is freed from the confines of his jeans. 
 
    Before I know it, Noah is pushing up into me with a raw gentleness that has my eyes rolling to the back of my head. 
 
    It’s pleasure in its purest form and it’s simply the most beautiful experience of my life. This isn’t Noah wanting me to feel good, this is the pack leader, falling to his knees before the woman he loves as though she’s his oxygen. 
 
    This is a man making love to his woman with a silent promise of forever, and I swear, there’s no place on earth I’d rather be. 
 
    I wrap my arms around him, my nails digging into his warm skin as I hold on for the ride of my life. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Thanks for reading! 
 
    If you enjoyed reading this book as much as I enjoyed writing it, please leave a review.  
 
    www.amazon.com/dp/B07T5D6CNQ 
 
      
 
      
 
    For more information on The Haven Falls Series, find me on Facebook or Instagram –  
 
    www.facebook.com/SheridanAnneAuthor/ 
 
    @Sheridan.Anne.Author 
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