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 Introduction 
 
      
 
    Courtney 
 
    He’s the boy at school who could ruin it all. 
 
    He’s the guy who would lead you down a dark alleyway, show you the time of your life, and then forget your name while you struggled to breathe. 
 
    And now, his eyes are on me. 
 
    Puck Jones is every woman’s dream come true, but for me, he’s nothing but a nightmare. 
 
      
 
    Puck 
 
    All through high school, Courtney has avoided me like the plague and I’ve never thought twice about it. 
 
    She wasn’t even on my radar until she went and turned those big blue eyes my way. She gave me enough attitude to knock me on my ass and now I can’t seem to keep my eyes off her. As the saying goes, I want exactly what I can’t have… 
 
    Someone should warn her that I always get exactly what I want. 
 
    No matter what. 
 
      
 
    WARNING: The Broken Hill Boys 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 based upon the supporting character from The Broken Hill High Series. For maximum enjoyment, it is recommended that you read The Broken Hill High Series before commencing Broken Hill Boys. 
 
    The Broken Hill Boys Series is made up of five Novellas, each approximately 30K words and written in Dual POV between the two main characters. 
 
    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 
 
    Courtney 
 
      
 
    Bodies grind up against me as I search out my best friend’s hand. Where the hell is she? One minute we were dancing among the sweatiest bodies known to man and the next, it was as though the crowd had swallowed her. She’s just…gone. 
 
    “Brylee?” I call out over the music, hoping she hasn’t wandered off or been stolen away by some dude with a man bun. After all, she has drunk way too much to be left out on her own at a party like this. If she has wandered off, then I better start searching. Brylee has a slight habit of snooping and getting herself into trouble at parties like this. 
 
    We start our senior year on Monday morning, so this party is our final goodbye to the incredible summer we’ve just had, and hello to another year of hell. 
 
    I guess ‘hell’ is taking it too far, but when you’re a student at Broken Hill High and have guys like the Ryder brothers and skanky cheerleaders to constantly watch out for, it’s not exactly a walk in the park. 
 
    Brylee’s hand comes shooting out and latches onto my arm with her red fingernails digging into my skin. I glance back to find her silently begging me to save her from being mauled by a bunch of too drunk football players. 
 
    I grab hold of Brylee and give her a hard yank, pulling her away from the man meat before leading her out of the room and into the kitchen. “Did you see that?” Brylee howls with laughter. “Those guys were so hot.” 
 
    “Those guys were not hot,” I tell her. “They were two seconds away from offering you a gang bang.” Brylee’s brow arches in curiosity and intrigue and I shake my head. “Don’t even think about it.” 
 
    Brylee is a good girl, and not just the ‘listen in class and make sure curfew is never broken’ kind of good girl. She’s a full-on academic whiz who’s been dreaming about getting into Yale her whole life. She's the kind of good girl who's plan B for school is freaking Harvard. Me? I’ll be lucky if I get into community college, but if I do, I’m sure it’ll be by accident. 
 
    As we make our way into the kitchen, I find Tora and Brooke currently acquainting themselves with the drinks table and they twirl around just as we reach them. “You made it,” Brylee says, throwing her arms around Tora before doing the same with Brooke. 
 
    “Of course, we made it,” Tora laughs. “As if we’re going to miss this.” 
 
    I can’t help but agree. After all, it’s not just the back to school party, it’s also the end of summer party hosted by Josh Henderson, the hottest quarterback Broken Hill High has ever seen. Half of the girls at school have been dying for their chance to get inside this place, and the other half, well I wouldn’t be surprised if they’ve already been. 
 
    Though right now, that lucky girl just happens to be Tora. Well, sort of. Josh seems to be hitting on her at every chance he gets, but for some reason, Tora just hasn’t made the move to make it happen with him. 
 
    We continue chatting as Tora and Brooke turn back around to start pouring everyone drinks and I look over the selections. I was supposed to be the responsible one tonight, but this is my last chance to really let loose before school starts. I’m sure Brylee really wouldn’t mind if we walked back to my place instead of driving, it’s only five minutes from here. 
 
    With that decision made, I go to reach around Tora for the bottle of Midori when a big body steps in my way and plucks the cup right out of Tora’s hand. She gasps and goes to hand the guy his ass when we all look up and see who it is. 
 
    Nate Fucking Ryder. 
 
    He’s crowned the king of Broken Hill High and has been a pain in Tora’s ass since we were twelve. Nate has always gone above and beyond to prove that he can make her life a living hell, but it’s not him who has my attention. 
 
    It's Puck Jones that steps into me, blocking me in between his tall frame and the countertop. He's Nate's just as fucked up best friend that I've been in school with since kindergarten. 
 
    Truth be told, I’m pretty damn sure I’m the only person in Broken Hill who still knows his real name. That’s just how long we’ve known each other, but I’m sure he wouldn’t remember. 
 
    Puck was the reason I didn’t run out of class in tears on my first day of kindergarten. He was the boy who could see that I was scared and took my hand. He walked in with me and sat with me the whole day, making me smile and giving me the confidence to be brave. 
 
    Ever since that day, he’s never spared me a second thought, but for some Godforsaken reason, I’m always extremely aware of him. 
 
    As if sensing my eyes on him, his gaze falls down to mine and his eyes narrow. He looks at me as though I’m some kind of stranger or a puzzle that he doesn’t care to work out, but all I know is that we’re locked in each other’s gaze, both unwilling to be the first to look away. 
 
    My cheeks begin to flush with the intensity of his eyes upon mine and something tells me that he knows exactly what he’s doing to me. 
 
    It’s like drowning in a pool of blue opal. Damn, I’ve never noticed just how blue his eyes were before. They’re startling and it’s impossible to look away, especially with that tanned skin and dark, messy hair that has me wanting to run my fingers through it. 
 
    What the hell is this and why is my heart racing so damn fast? 
 
    Puck Jones is a tall glass of hard liquor, completely and utterly dangerous, which is probably why most of the girls around the school are so into him. Though it’s not just him, it’s all five of the boys; Nate and his brother Jesse, their cousin Maxen, and of course Jesse’s best friend, Tyson. 
 
    Anger instantly sweeps over me and I find myself desperate to slam my fist into his gut for the little sad kindergartener who was left without a friend, but laying an unwanted hand on Puck Jones, or any of his friends for that matter, would not be wise. 
 
    These guys are not the kind to back down from a fight, even against a girl. No matter what, they always get their way and they always get what they want. 
 
    Before I have a chance to ruin my whole senior year, Nate’s shoulder charges into mine and I wobble back a step. His girlfriend, Ashley barks out a sharp laugh as Puck’s hand shoots out. He captures me around my wrist and steadies me on my feet, leaving my skin burning from his touch. 
 
    The words ‘thank you’ are on the tip of my tongue, but before they have the chance to be spoken, he disappears into the crowd, leaving me gasping for breath. 
 
    What the hell was that? 
 
    I’m left feeling breathless and as Brooke checks that Tora’s doing alright, I pour myself a hard drink and throw it back. 
 
    Sorry, Bry. There’s no doubt about it, we’ll definitely be walking home tonight. 
 
    Brylee cheers as the shot flows down my throat. Despite her goodie-goodie ways, there’s nothing she loves more than having shots at a party and letting loose, she loves it, even more, when we get to do it together. 
 
    Usually, we make a deal that one of us gets to drink while the other stays sober. It’s rare that we get to party together, but tonight, I’ve changed the rules and that’s exactly what we’ll be doing. 
 
    With Tora feeling better about her Nate encounter and no one picking up on my Puck one, we head back to the dance floor and make it our bitch. 
 
    The four of us have been friends all through high school but my friendship with Brylee goes way back to elementary school when I tripped on the playground and got covered in mud.  She tried to help me clean up, and in doing so, we both ended up worse than what I started. We've been inseparable since our lunchtime detention that day, making this whole Yale and Harvard thing so much worse. There’s no doubt in my mind that she’s going to get in, and I don’t know what I’m going to do with myself when that happens. 
 
    We dance until our legs get sore and even then, we continue on. The night is incredible and the liquid courage pulsing through my veins has made it possible for me to put Puck to the back of my mind. 
 
    Josh Henderson makes his appearance once he’s got Tora in his sights and we all laugh as he makes his way across the dance floor. A path seems to clear for him wherever he goes and I watch in amusement as the cheerleaders try grabbing for him. 
 
    Josh steps up in front of Tora and hardly gives her a chance to say hello before his lips are crushing down on hers with his tongue forcing its way inside her mouth. 
 
    I watch in disgust. That looks wet, like really wet. 
 
    Brooke, Brylee, and I watch the show each with a different expression on our face. Brylee watches on in awe, thinking just about everything is romantic while I cringe at the way Josh seems to be eating her face. I mean, Josh is hot, but what he’s currently doing to Tora definitely is not. Brooke laughs beside me before giving Tora an encouraging thumbs-up, always down for a little action. 
 
    There’s no way in hell Tora is enjoying that. My thoughts are confirmed not a second later when she pulls back from him and he grins down at her. He murmurs something I can’t hear over the music before disappearing back into the dancing bodies. 
 
    “What the hell was that?” Brylee squawks. 
 
    Tora shakes her head and I can’t help but notice the way she discreetly wipes his saliva off her face. “I have no idea.” 
 
    “Tell me it was better than last week?” 
 
    She shakes her head as Brooke falls into uncontrollable fits of laughter. “Holy shit,” she pants, wiping the tears that pooled in her eyes. “I think I just peed myself.” 
 
    With that, Brooke takes off and Tora groans as she watches her best friend walk away. “Shit. Can you guys go with her so she doesn’t get herself in trouble? I’m going to grab some fresh air.” 
 
    “No problem,” Brylee says moments before Tora turns on her heel and walks off in the opposite direction. 
 
    Knowing Tora will be fine, I grab Brylee’s hand and take off after Brooke. After all, out of the four of us, Brooke is the one who’ll end up bent over the pool table with a guy taking advantage of her as the rest of the senior class watches on with phones recording. 
 
    Not ten minutes later, we have Brooke safe and sound as the three of us find our way back to the drinks table. Just as we reach it and start pouring ourselves some more drinks, an arm swipes across the table, moving everything out of the way before Maxen Ryder, Nate’s cousin, pulls himself up on top of it. 
 
    He stands before the whole party with a beer in hand and nearly every person in the room screaming out, ‘chug, chug, chug.’ Not one to back down from the challenge, he throws back his beer as more are thrust up at him. 
 
    He gets through them when Brooke throws her arm over my shoulder and stares up at him. “Fuck, he’s hot,” she slurs before slapping a hand over her mouth and launching herself back to the bathroom. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
    Puck 
 
      
 
    I drop down into Nate’s matte black Camaro and instantly turn up the music as he hits the gas, making my body slam back into the chair. 
 
    Fucking Jesse. He should know better than to dare his brother to do stupid shit like this. 
 
    Tonight has been a fucking wild night. It’s an awesome party despite the fact that it’s being hosted by a douchebag like Josh Henderson. There are only a few days before school is due to go back so you bet your fucking ass that we’re going all out tonight. 
 
    Nate’s Camaro drives up over the curb and speeds towards the back entrance of Josh’s massive property. People dive out of the way, desperate not to be crushed under Nate’s tires, but he’s relentless. There’s no way he’s backing down from this dare, not now, not ever, especially when it was handed to him by his brother. 
 
    Josh’s manicured grass is ripped up under the tires and I put my window down as Nate flies through the backyard. Girls squeal out in terror as guys all-around bark out their approval. 
 
    Nate reaches the fire pit and within the blink of an eye, he’s spinning around it. The back of his Camaro whips around and I can’t help but laugh. I have to give it to the guy; he sure knows how to drive. 
 
    My hand flies out the window and I brace myself against the side of the car, watching as Nate smirks to himself. He might think he’s some kind of a hard ass, but there’s no denying that he doesn’t get a thrill out of this bullshit. 
 
    As the Camaro whips around I can’t help but notice the line of muscle that has formed near the back door of Josh’s home and I grin to myself. The whole football team has come to say hello, clearly not liking the fact that Nate is currently tearing the shit out of their quarterback’s lawn. 
 
    I grin, lifting my beer to my lips. Looks like I get to knock a few heads together tonight, but then there’s a good chance these fuckers will pussy out. They’re all about the show. They talk a big game, but when it comes down to it, they’ve got nothing. 
 
    As my eyes skim over the football players, I come to the end of the line, only to find one with his back to me. Josh Fucking Henderson. I’ve never liked that guy. He’s the very definition of an entitled ass. We all have money, but Josh is the fucker who had a silver spoon in his mouth since the day he was born. If he wants something, he takes it. I guess that’s why he currently has Tora Roberts pressed up against the brick wall of his home while she does her best to pull away. 
 
    I bark out a laugh knowing how this is going to go. “Looks like your girl is in trouble,” I tell Nate, unable to control the smirk across my face. There’s nothing I love more than fucking with Nate Ryder, especially when it comes to Tora Roberts. 
 
    Nate’s eyes flick to mine with his brows creased before following my gaze and taking in the sight. If anyone else was in the car with us, they’d assume I was talking about Ashley, the girl Nate’s been using to hold the others off, none would have the slightest inkling that it was Tora I was referring to, especially after the way Nate has publicly made her life a living hell. 
 
    No matter how much he denies it, me, Maxen, Tyson, and especially Jesse know all too well that he’s got a soft spot for her. He can’t lie to us when he’s talking about Tora, it’s all in his eyes. He’s been in love with her for years. 
 
    Fury seeps into Nate’s features as he presses down harder on the gas and the tires begin spitting up chunks of grass and mud as the engine roars. I laugh out. I fucking love this shit. 
 
    The sound of the engine finally draws Josh’s attention and a wicked grin spreads across Nate’s face. He doesn’t say a word, but he doesn’t need to. It’s written all over his face; game on. 
 
    Usually, I’d be giving Nate a lecture about fucking with Tora, but I honestly couldn’t give a shit tonight. I’ve drank way too much and all I can seem to think about is the way Courtney was staring at me earlier. 
 
    I don’t know why it fucked with my head so much. Screwing with Courtney is not a good move. Don’t get me wrong, she’s fucking gorgeous and I don’t doubt that she has some sort of magical pussy that would make me feel like a fucking king, but she’s bad news. 
 
    Courtney is the girl who wouldn’t give up the goods unless you’re promising a future to go with it, and honestly, I’m so far from interested in that shit. It was just the way she was looking at me…I don’t know, there was a fire in her eyes and it was almost like she had so much more she needed to say  
 
    No girl has ever had the audacity to do something like that and truth be told, I fucking liked it. No, I loved it. I’ve never been so lucky that Nate nearly knocked her the fuck over and broke whatever connection was between us before I had the chance to slam her up against the wall and take her right there for the whole fucking senior class to see. 
 
    Fuck me, what a mistake that would have been. She would have been a stage five clinger if I even laid one single finger on her. Actually, I did. I should have just let her fall, but I reached out to save her from tumbling to the ground and the second my fingers wrapped around her wrist, a bolt of electricity surged through my body. 
 
    Now, I don’t know about other guys, but that shit ain’t normal. Maybe I have been drinking too much tonight. 
 
    Nate’s Camaro comes to a stop and I throw myself out the door before finishing what’s left of my beer. I toss the empty bottle down into the fire that’s hardly alight and watch as Nate pulls out a cigarette and starts stalking his way towards Tora. 
 
    I smirk at the scene. That poor girl. Nate is a fucking bastard, but she does well to hold herself up. Maybe she’s strong enough for him, but it’s an answer we’ll never have. Any girl would be stupid to be with a guy who treated her like that. Nate would have to seriously turn things around if he wanted to have a shot with her. 
 
    I make my way back up toward the party when I feel those familiar eyes on me. I can’t help but glance up toward the house to see the whole senior class standing at the windows after having watched Nate destroy the backyard, and right in the middle of them is Courtney with her intense eyes on me. 
 
    Always on me. 
 
    That’s right, baby. Keep those eyes on me. 
 
    Shit. Why do I like that so much and why the hell do I find her so damn gorgeous? She’s fucking beautiful. 
 
    I’m no fool, I’ve been aware of Courtney since the day I first started school at five years old, just as I know that she’s been aware of me. Though, it’s a different kind of awareness. To me, she’s the untouchable good girl wrapped in a pretty white bow who could fuck it all up. To her, I have no doubt that I’m what her nightmares are made of. 
 
    I need to stay far away from her, not only for my sake but for hers. 
 
    I pass the line of football players, each of them puffing out their chests and doing their best to appear intimidating. I find it funny that as I continue moving towards them, each and every one of them pussy out. Even with their numbers, not one of them is willing to start something. They know that no matter what, we don’t lose wars. We start them and we end them every fucking time. 
 
    The footballers tuck their balls between their legs and slink away while I try to hold back a grin. There’s no better feeling in this world than having the fuckers in your life knowing they’ll never beat you. Call me a cocky bastard, but I know it’s true. 
 
    I make my way through the back door of the house and instantly have someone holding a new beer out to me. I take it without bothering to know where it came from and continue on my way before popping the cap and tossing it over my shoulder. 
 
    A hand falls to my chest as a petite blonde steps in my way. I let out a frustrated groan as I look down at the preppy cheerleader. “What the hell do you want, Phoenix?” 
 
    Her hand slides across to my shoulder and travels down until she’s gripping my hand. “Let’s dance.” 
 
    I shake my head, pulling my hand out of hers. “Baby, you and me; it was just an easy fuck. We’re not a thing.” 
 
    “Come on,” Phoenix says, stepping into me and attempting to press her tits up against my chest. I can’t help but look down. Phoenix has a nice rack and if she’s putting them out there to be seen, then I’m not going to look away. “Would you rather go upstairs?” 
 
    Lifting my hand, I trail my fingers across her collarbone before brushing them down the curve of her tit and taking her waist. Phoenix sucks in an excited breath as I pull her in closer. 
 
    She raises her chin, waiting. 
 
    I lean in close, letting her feel my body up against hers, knowing how desperately she wants it. Her tongue snakes out of her mouth, licking her lips in anticipation. I look into her eyes as her hand travels back up my body, coming to a rest against my chest. 
 
    A smirk crosses my lips and I let her see the intimidation in my eyes that instantly has her shrinking back. “I said no.” 
 
    I step around her, lifting my beer to my lips as I go. Phoenix squeals out behind me and a chuckle bubbles up my throat. “Fine,” she yells. “Have it your way, but I’m sure you’ll be regretting it when I’m fucking one of your friends tonight.” 
 
    I look back over my shoulder and laugh. “In that case, give Tyson a shot. He’s pretty loose tonight. I’m sure he’ll take pity on you and slip one in. He’s all for the desperate ones.” 
 
    Her face flames in anger as she clenches her teeth and huffs, but I honestly can’t be fucked wasting my time with it. Besides, I really need to take a piss and that shit is definitely more important than spending another second with Phoenix the walking STD. 
 
    I bypass the line waiting for the bathroom and step in front of the door just as it opens. I cut the line and barge my way through, making the three girls inside squeal and hurry out, though they’re more than welcome to stay. 
 
    After taking care of business and somehow misplacing my beer, I head back to the kitchen counter to find myself a new one. As I reach for a beer, a body is slammed into me and I look down at the girl to find Courtney’s best friend grinning up at me and her other friend laughing at the way she’s making a fool of herself. I’m pretty sure their names are Brylee and Brooke, but I could be wrong. All I know is that these are the girls who are usually hanging around Tora and Courtney. 
 
    “Whoops,” Brylee laughs, grabbing hold of me to stop herself from tumbling anywhere else. 
 
    Brooke steps around the other side of the table, grabbing shot glasses as she goes. “Here,” she says, slamming a glass down in front of me and then Brylee. “Let’s do shots.” 
 
    Courtney appears out of fucking nowhere, stumbling into Brylee’s side as she loops her arms through hers. She grabs the Vodka bottle and tears off the lid. “Are we doing shots, or what?” she calls over the loud music. 
 
    She doesn’t wait for a response before lifting the bottle to her lips and taking a swig. Brooke and Brylee cheer right along with her and I gape at Courtney as though I’m seeing some kind of stranger. 
 
    She’s fucking wasted. Who would have ever known that good girl Courtney had it in her? 
 
    A wicked grin stretches across my face. I like what I see and no doubt, I’m down to party with a drunk Courtney. 
 
    I grab the bottle of Vodka from Courtney’s fingers and her head whips in my direction. Her eyes widen for a fraction of a second and truth be told, she looks terrified, but there’s none of that shit tonight. 
 
    I lift the bottle to my lips and take a quick drink before glancing around the three girls. “First one to throw up loses.” 
 
    Brooke snatches the bottle from me with a challenge deep in her eyes. “You’re on.” 
 
    Three hours later, well and truly after the majority of the party has left, I’m standing in the middle of the dance floor with Courtney grinding against me and Brylee throwing up in the bushes with Tyson. Jesse and Maxen are chilling in the pool with a bunch of naked chicks after tossing them in, and Nate? Well, who the fuck knows where he is? 
 
    All I do know is that I’ve never had such a great fucking night and I’d bet that it has a little something to do with this sexy minx dancing up on me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
    Courtney 
 
      
 
    How is it two days later and my head still hurts? 
 
    Friday night was a huge mistake. What was I thinking of drinking like that? Don’t get me wrong, I’m no prude, but if I’m going to let myself get wild, then usually, it’s going to be somewhere a little more controlled; not a freaking house party where guys like Puck are lurking around, looking for their next victim. 
 
    I’m lucky nothing happened to either me or Brylee. I was supposed to be the responsible one, looking out for both of us so she could relax and have a few drinks. Somehow, we both ended up walking our dumb asses home at four in the morning after I spent the night rubbing my ass and tits up against Puck’s strong body and she spent it hurling her guts in the backyard with Tyson. 
 
    How fucking ridiculous. 
 
    I lean over to my bedside table and silence my alarm, dreading the day ahead of me. It’s day one of senior year, and I was a fool to allow it to start with a hangover that doesn’t want to go away. 
 
    I groan, throwing the blankets off me as I sit up in bed. Maybe a warm shower and a bit of food might help. Shit, who am I kidding? I need pain-killers and a strong kind at that. 
 
    I dig through my bedside table and find my pain-killers under all the crap that’s been accumulating over the past few years. I reach for my glass of water only to find it empty. 
 
    Just my luck. 
 
    I stare at the little pills with disgust. There’s nothing worse than swallowing these little lifesavers without water. Ugh, just the thought of them going down my throat dry makes me want to gag. I guess I have no choice but to get out of bed. 
 
    I trudge through my room and bypass my private bathroom. Mom decided that all the bathrooms in the house were due for an upgrade despite having them done only three years ago. How mom wants to spend her money is completely her business, it’s her house after all. My issue is that she decided to do them all at once rather than one at a time, meaning I now have to share the guest bathroom with my little brother, Matty. It’s frustrating as hell. The little dweeb has absolutely no respect for personal space, though he’s only eight so I guess that will come. I hope. 
 
    I make my way into the guest bathroom and bypass the whole filling up a glass thing. I drop the pain-killers onto my tongue before shoving my whole head under the tap and turning it on just a little too hard. 
 
    I choke as the cold water hits the back of my throat suddenly, spraying me and the bathroom entirely. If this was a telling sign of how my senior year was going to be, I'm going to be pissed  
 
    I’ve been looking forward to my senior year. It’s supposed to be one of the best years of my life and if it’s destined to go downhill…I don’t know what I’m going to do, but it sure as hell will suck. 
 
    Seeing as though I’m already soaking wet, I may as well get started on my day. I strip out of my now cold pajamas and step into the shower, basking in the feel of the hot water against my skin. 
 
    With it being the first day and all, I decided to go all out. I wash and condition my hair, scrub myself silly, and shave my legs until they’re as smooth as a baby’s bum. As I tilt my head back into the stream of hot water the bathroom door flies open, and in barges Matty without a care in the world. 
 
    A squeal comes tearing up my throat as I slap a hand over my tits and do my best to cross my legs and cover my lady bits. “Matty! What the hell are you doing? Get out of here. I’m trying to shower.” 
 
    The little turd scratches his ass before dropping his pants and taking a seat on the toilet as though he’s completely oblivious to my presence. “Are you kidding?” I shriek before his face morphs. “Are you…?” I suck in a horrified breath. “You better not be taking a shit right now.” 
 
    When he starts grunting, I grab the shampoo bottle and launch it out the shower door. “Get out of here,” I yell, struggling to keep myself covered. The shampoo bottle smacks him in the ribs and drops to the ground, splattering shampoo all up the bathroom tiles. 
 
    Matty looks down at the bottle as though he’s only just noticing it, leaving me gaping at the dork. Does he even hear me right now? 
 
    “MOM!” I yell as the slightest smirk crosses my brother’s face, which is exactly when the smell hits me. I gag, struggling to get my words out. “Get Matthew the hell out of here.” 
 
    “What’s going on in there?” Mom demands as her head pops into the bathroom and she starts looking around, trying to figure out what’s causing havoc in her guest bathroom. She presses her lips into an irritated, tight line. “Matthew, what on earth are you doing? How many times do I have to tell you that you’re too big to be barging in on your sister like this?” 
 
    Matty shrugs. “What?” he questions innocently, looking up at mom. “When you got to go, you got to go. Or would you prefer I found a bucket and did it in the hallway?” 
 
    I grab the conditioner and launch it at him. “Ugh! You’re so gross. Get out of here, you little turd.” 
 
    A wicked grin crosses his face. “Should I just snap it in half?” 
 
    He did not just say that. 
 
    My face scrunches up in disgust as I reach for the body wash. Mom attempts to diffuse the situation as dad steps through the doors. “Family meeting in the bathroom?” he chuckles as though he’s the funniest thing to ever grace this planet, but the second he realizes his son is in the middle of taking a dump, he spins around to avoid the horrendous sight, only to catch an eyeful of his daughter in the shower. 
 
    “Dad!” I shriek, feeling completely humiliated. 
 
    Dad scurries out of the bathroom quicker than how he’d entered. “Oh, dear God, My eyes! That was way too much of my kids for a Monday morning. Sorry, Court, if I knew you were showering, I never would have walked in,” he calls through the bathroom door. “Mathew; finish your business and get your butt out of there. Your sister is…becoming a woman,” he adds, making the words sound like some sort of disease. “She needs her privacy.” 
 
    Mom gives me an encouraging smile before discreetly stepping in front of me to give me what little privacy she can as we wait for Matty to finish destroying the guest bathroom. Though, she doesn’t do it without scrunching her face up at the smell that’s coming from her youngest child. 
 
    After the longest few minutes of my life, Matty finally picks himself up off the toilet and walks over to the sink to wash his hands and just when I think I’ll be safe, he reaches for his toothbrush. 
 
    “No way, buddy,” Mom says, hauling him out the door as he chuckles, knowing exactly how much of a pain he’s being. “Brush your teeth in the kitchen.” 
 
    Mom follows him out the door and I shake my head as the door closes. How is this my Monday morning? 
 
    I reach for my towel and wrap it around myself, not wanting to be in here longer than necessary as the smell is beginning to burn my nose. I mean, what could that kid possibly be eating to make such a foul smell come from his tiny ass? There’s no doubt in my mind that shit is acidic. He needs a doctor and fast. 
 
    With most of my morning now wasted, I get a move on. I grab a banana from the fruit bowl and silently thank my father as I find the coffee waiting for me on the kitchen counter; his way of apologizing for walking in on me in the shower. 
 
    I smile to myself as I walk out the front door and find my brand new Lexus glistening in the morning sun. Damn, this shit never gets old. Mom and dad got me this bad boy for my eighteenth birthday a few weeks ago and I still haven’t gotten over it. 
 
    To be completely honest, I kind of knew they were shopping around for a car, but this? I’ve never been so lucky. I was expecting something a little…less, not the most gorgeous Lexus on the planet. I mean, damn. The last two years of begging my parents for a car finally paid off and it paid off in a huge way. 
 
    I drop down into my car and listen as she purrs to life. After carefully putting my coffee down and making sure it’s not going to make a mess of my baby, I drive around the fountain in the center of my driveway and head down the hill to the road. 
 
    Knowing just how obsessed I am with driving my new car, I find Brylee standing outside her home, waiting for me. She gets in with a wide smile and I let her infectious attitude take away the annoyance that settled inside me after dealing with my little brother. 
 
    We get to school ten minutes later and just as I cut the engine, Brooke’s Mercedes pulls in beside me with Tora happily chatting away on the passenger’s side. 
 
    The four of us start making our way toward the entrance of the school and I can’t help but take in the vibe of the other seniors around me. It’s clear that everyone is pumped for this. We’re the new kings and queens of the school and we are going to dominate. 
 
    I feel a heavy gaze against my back and I can’t help but cast my eyes back over my shoulder and find my biggest regret of the weekend. Puck stares back at me with a grin playing on his lips and I hold back a groan. What was I thinking spending the night dancing all over him? Puck is dangerous. He’s not only one of the most popular guys in school with a bad reputation, but he’s the guy who will willingly play with a girl’s heart just to watch it crumble. 
 
    I turn straight back around. He’s staring at me like I’m some kind of game he isn’t sure that he wants to play, but what’s more, he’s looking at me like I’m his next meal and I don’t know what to make of that. It leaves a big question mark in my life. I like control. I like to know what’s going to happen before it does, and not knowing what Puck’s intentions are is really messing with my head. 
 
    Surely he would know that I’m not interested in being some guy’s bed buddy. I have standards and at the risk of sounding like a bitch, Puck certainly doesn’t meet them. He’s way too rough around the edges and he certainly isn’t the boyfriend type. He’s a dangerous game that I’m not willing to play, despite how fun it may be. 
 
    I try to focus on the girls’ conversation as we walk through the massive double doors of Broken Hill High. The doors close behind us, relieving me from Puck’s unwanted stare, but all it does is put us in the firing line for everyone else. 
 
    All the cheerleaders are gathered around, presumably waiting for their queen, Elle, with every single one of their eyes cast upon our group, more specifically Tora. There’s no doubt there’s going to be some sort of retaliation from Josh shoving his tongue down Tora’s throat. The cheerleaders deem Josh as their property. Actually, they deem all the football players theirs which is absolutely fine by me. I really don’t care for their school politics and drama, but Tora is dangerously toeing the line of insanity by getting involved with him. 
 
    We head down the corridor, bypassing the bitchy cheerleaders and losing Tora to her locker. Brooke falls off in the opposite direction and soon enough it’s just me and Brylee, side by side at ours. 
 
    I put in my combination for my lock and get busy sorting everything out for the first day of school. Brylee’s just a tad more organized then me and already has her shit waiting front and center, and no doubt, it’s probably color coordinate as well. 
 
    She tosses her handbag into her locker before scooping up her bag and shutting the door, while I busily scramble around, trying to work out what the hell I did with my binder. 
 
    Brylee looks up and down the corridor as though she’s trying to find someone and I look at her with a strange curiosity. “What’s up with you?” I grumble into my locker before finally finding what I need and pulling it out. “You’ve been awfully quiet.” 
 
    Bry’s face scrunches up before she takes another look around and cringes. Her eyes come back to mine after what feels like a lifetime. “Shit,” she sighs. “Promise you won’t say anything?” 
 
    My brows instantly shoot up into my hairline as the curiosity nearly kills me. “What?” I demand. “What did you do?” 
 
    She cringes again and I have to resist grabbing her shoulders and shaking her to get answers I’m so desperate for. “You remember the party on Friday night, right?” 
 
    My eyes close for a brief moment as I’m instantly reminded of my momentary lapse of judgment. “Yes,” I tell her with a sight groan. “Though I’m trying not to.” 
 
    “Well…I, um.” Her eyes flick back over her shoulder before glancing up the other end. Brylee steps into me, grabbing my arm and pulling me in closer to where she can whisper and still be heard. “Fuck, Court. I think I slept with Tyson.” 
 
    My hand slams down on my locker, desperately searching for something to grab onto so I don’t fall to the ground and embarrass myself on day one. “What the hell do you mean you ‘think?’” I shriek, staring at her as though she’s some sort of stranger. Brylee does not screw around like that at all. She’s generally the first one to speak out about what a filthy habit it is. “You either did it or you didn’t. How can you not know?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” she whisper yells. “I hardly remember anything from that night. The last thing I remember clearly was you grabbing a bottle of Vodka and then everyone shoving it down their throats. Everything after that is fuzzy, but what I do remember is sneaking off with Tyson.” 
 
    I bite down on my lip to stop myself from laughing, but the tears spring to my eyes and I can’t help myself. “That’s fucking hilarious,” I tell her. “So, you seriously don’t know if he fucked you in the bushes or not?” 
 
    She shakes her head. “No, and it’s not like I can just go and ask him. That would be way too humiliating.” 
 
    “Oh, Bry,” I laugh, throwing my arm over her shoulder and dragging her along beside me as we make our way back over to Brooke and Tora, though if we were smart, we’d wait a while as it looks as though Josh has found our girl and is currently trying to eat her face. “Do you want me to 007 the shit out of this for you?” 
 
    Her elbow comes slamming down into my ribs. “Don’t even think about it,” she seethes, knowing me well enough to know that I’m going to be doing everything I possibly can to figure out this little mystery. 
 
    We step in with Brooke as she scrunches up her face at Josh. “Ugh, get a room,” she tells them, though it comes off as more of a ‘get lost’ to Josh, which luckily for him, he does just that. 
 
    I fall in beside Tora. “Are you sure you want to keep messing around with their quarterback? Elle looks like she could tear you a new asshole right now.” 
 
    “It’s fine,” Tora says. “Nothing is going on with me and Josh. It’s just a little innocent flirting and a bit of making out.” 
 
    “Even though he had a blonde getting acquainted with his junk on Friday night?” Brooke grunts. 
 
    “As Josh just so kindly reminded me, we’re not dating. So, technically he can have whoever the fuck he wants sucking his dick. Hell, he can even suck a few dicks if he feels inclined to do so.” 
 
    Brooke gives Tora a tight smile. “You sure?” she questions before raising her coffee to her lips. 
 
    “Yes, I’m sure. Josh is just fun, and besides, in order to be anything more to him, I’d have to run around the school with a pair of pom-poms, cheering about school spirit, and that’s just not me.” 
 
    An image of Tora attempting to fit in with those girl flashes through my mind and I find myself unable to swallow the laugh that comes bubbling up my throat. “Oh, I can just see it now,” I tell her. “You’d be the worst cheerleader.” 
 
    “Shut up,” Tora says with a laugh. “Besides, Josh would make an awful boyfriend. He’d be super high maintenance and would constantly need his ego stroked.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Brooke scoffs. “You’ll be stroking more than just his ego.” 
 
    She’s not wrong. 
 
    The bell rings throughout the school and just like that, students begin scattering. Tora and Brooke head up one way with a promise to catch up later while Brylee and I turn on our heels and head down the other end of the hallway, desperate to get to our homeroom classes before it’s too late. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
    Puck 
 
      
 
    I lean up against the brick wall of Broken Hill High, watching through narrowed eyes as some freshman props himself against my Escalade, getting comfortable against the hood and taking a fucking selfie with my car. 
 
    What’s his fucking deal? Is he trying to claim it as his own for his lame as fuck social media account? Trying to appear as though he’s hard? I don’t know, but what I do know is that it makes me want to flatten his ass and send my fist flying into his jaw. 
 
    “Leave it, man,” Nate grumbles, noticing my clenched fist hanging by my side as he ashes his cigarette butt against the brick wall. “He’s not worth it. Just some dumbass kid.” 
 
    I know on some level that he’s right, but then, what kind of man would I be if I didn’t show the kid right from wrong on his first day of school? Who knows, maybe the fucker needs a little guidance in his life and I’ll be more than happy to volunteer. 
 
    “Dude, stop,” Maxen says. “He’s like fourteen. What the hell is wrong with you? You’ve been a fucking grouchy prick all weekend.” 
 
    “I’m fine,” I grumble, glancing away. 
 
    Maxen doesn’t seem to catch on to the point that I don’t want to talk about it and continues on. “Is it because of that wicked case of blue balls you’ve got? I saw you strike out with Phoenix at the party and then that Courtney chick was walking home, and if she was walking home, then she’s wasn’t in your fucking bed.” 
 
    Fuck me. He hit the nail right on the head. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 
 
    Tyson grins wide, unlike me, the fucker hasn’t been able to wipe the smile off his face all weekend and none of us can figure out why. “Bullshit, man. Courtney must have bruised your ego. I’ve never seen you try so hard.” 
 
    “Who the fuck is Courtney?” Jesse murmurs, joining our group just seconds before the bell rings. 
 
    Tyson turns to his best friend as the five of us start making our way toward the front entrance of the school. “She’s that friend of Tora’s that Puck was dancing with on Friday night. She left him with blue balls.” 
 
    I nail Ty in the arm. “I don’t have fucking blue balls.” 
 
    Jesse chuckles as he looks back at me. “Could have fooled me.” 
 
    I roll my eyes as we step through the big double doors. There’s no point arguing with either of them. All I’m going to achieve is to dig myself a deeper hole. 
 
    Jesse stops to talk to Tyson while Nate and Maxen take off in the opposite direction, leaving me to get on with my morning. 
 
    Not bothering to stop by my locker, I head straight to homeroom. After all, homeroom is the most important class of the day. All I need is my attendance taken for the day and as long as it’s down in the system, it’ll keep my mom off my back. 
 
    As I walk down the hallway to Miss Blakeley’s room, I find Courtney chilling outside of the new teacher’s room with her friend, Brylee. Her back is to me, leaving her ass wide open for the taking. Well, not really, but one day, I’ll be slamming into it over and over again as she screams out my name. 
 
    After realizing that maybe she’s not the good girl I always thought and that perhaps she has a bit of a wild side on Friday night, I figured there’s no longer any point in holding back from her. Maybe she can handle it after all. 
 
    My eyes travel down her back and find that perfectly plump ass just waiting for me to grab it, though I don’t. That would be borderline creepy, besides I grabbed it plenty of times on Friday night to remember the exact shape and feel of it in my hand, and fuck me, it was as close to angelic that I’ll ever get. 
 
    As if sensing my eyes on her body, Courtney’s head turns back over her shoulder and I watch as she sucks in a deep breath. She seems to straighten herself out and as her stare meets mine, an odd longing appears in her eyes, but it’s gone in the next instant. 
 
    A smirk crosses my lips. She’s thinking about my hands on her body just as much as I am, but unlike me, she has a little more self-control and tears her gaze away. 
 
    Yeah, fucking with Courtney is going to be fun. I take back everything I ever thought about her. She’s no longer the forbidden fruit that I’m not allowed to touch, she’s the perfect princess that I’m going to enjoy corrupting. 
 
    I keep on walking by. Let’s face it, no corrupting is going to be done right now, especially as her walls are firmly in place. A girl like Courtney is going to need a little time and maybe a bit of coaxing, but when she finally gets there and lets me in, she’s going to go fucking wild, and I can’t wait. 
 
    The warning bell for homeroom sounds just as I grab hold of the doorframe of Miss Blakeley’s classroom and swing myself through. I head straight to the back of the classroom and drop down into a chair, grinning to myself as I notice the less than impressed scowl on Miss Blakeley’s face. She’s clearly not excited to see me and to be honest, the feeling is mutual. 
 
    She’s an alright teacher where it comes to caring for her students and making sure they succeed, but when it comes to dealing with guys like me who don’t seem to want to be there, she can be a little brutal. Though, maybe a teacher like her is exactly what dickheads like us need. Someone to keep us checked and in line, and make sure we don’t derail. Maybe it’s teachers like her that are the ones that actually care and think that maybe there’s hope for us after all, and in my opinion, teachers like Miss Blakley are the good ones. That’s not going to change the fact that she probably doesn’t want to deal with me first thing on a Monday morning, but I’ll behave. After all, I have to spend all of my senior year starting the day off in her classroom. 
 
    The room fills up and bodies take all the chairs around me. I scrunch up my face as some kid from my old History class sits down beside me and turns to me with a smile. No. He’s fucking insane if he thinks I’m going to sit here and chat with him about his killer weekend playing online video games with some twelve-year-old boy across the country. 
 
    The door swings open once again and I can’t believe my luck when Courtney strides through the door with a welcoming smile for Miss Blakeley. 
 
    Fuck me, I’m constantly forgetting how damn beautiful she is. What I wouldn’t give to have that smile directed toward me. 
 
    Courtney begins scanning the remaining chairs and the second she sees me sitting in the back of the room, her smile fades from her face. 
 
    Maybe corrupting the perfect princess can start a little earlier than I had intended. 
 
    Courtney starts making her way across the classroom to the only available seat left in the room. I turn to the guy beside me, narrowing my eyes and give him the look that I know for a fact can bring grown-ass men to their knees. “Move,” I demand. 
 
    He turns at the sound of my voice and his eyes bug out of his head. He scrambles for his things and dives out of the chair, and in his desperation to get as far away from me as possible, he bolts across the room and launches himself into the seat that Courtney was just moments from taking. 
 
    She gasps at his sudden intrusion and she’s left standing in the middle of the room, wondering what the hell just happened. 
 
    “Come on, Courtney,” Miss Blakeley says. “Hurry up and take your seat so we can get started.” 
 
    Her mouth drops, clearly not loving being reprimanded by the teacher, but nonetheless, she swivels around to figure out where she should go. When she sees that the only available seat in the classroom is now right next to me, her features drop. I didn't even try to hide my amusement. 
 
    Courtney walks across the room slower than a toddler walking towards a doctor with a needle and I pull out her chair, unable to rein in the wide grin on my face. “Real mature,” she grumbles, dropping into the chair. I have a feeling she's being sarcastic and referring to the way I frightened the kid out of this very seat, rather than complimenting my chivalry." 
 
    “Don’t look so happy to see me,” I tell her. 
 
    Her glare flicks across to me. “I’m not happy to see you.” 
 
    “Could have fooled me. You seemed pretty damn pleased to see me on Friday night.” 
 
    “Friday night was a mistake,” she murmurs, trying to keep her voice low as to not draw any unwanted attention to the topic of conversation. “It was an error of judgment after way too many shots of Vodka, and it will never happen again.” 
 
    I slide my arm across the desk in front of her while I turn in my seat to face her front on, the move slightly caging her in. “And what if I want it to happen again…and again, and again?” 
 
    I watch as her chest rises and falls with deep breaths before she shoots daggers at me once again. “It’s never going to happen, Landon.” 
 
    Well, damn. The only person to use my real name is my mother. no one in school dared to speak that name since I was a kid, either that or they don't remember it. Courtney here seems to be the toughest chick or the dumbest chick around, but that doesn't explain why I liked my name on her lips so fucking much. 
 
    “What’s this chip on your shoulder?” 
 
    She looks back toward the front of the room, pretending to listen to Miss Blakely as she checks off the students’ names, but there’s no doubt about the fact that she’s still hyper-aware of me, she always is. “I don’t have a chip on my shoulder.” 
 
    My arm falls to the back of her chair as my eyes narrow on her, realizing that I’m a little more interested in her response than I have the right to be. “You’ve glared at me every single day since Kindergarten. Believe me, there’s one hell of a big chip on your shoulder, baby.” 
 
    “I’m not your ‘baby,’” she declares. “And if you really must know, it’s because you’re an ass.” 
 
    “Really? So, I was an ass all the way back in Kindergarten?” 
 
    Her chin raises as she focuses heavily on the front of the room. “Yep.” 
 
    I watch her a little closer, trying to figure out what I could have done in the past to piss her off when it clicks; the very first day of school. Courtney was upset, scared maybe. I’m not entirely sure, but that very first day, I walked up to her and took her hand, gently prying her away from her parents. She smiled at me and in that instant, I could have sworn we were best friend. And then it happened, Samuel Kingston came in with his big ass monster truck and I narrowed my eyes. My monster truck was bigger and I was damn well going to prove it. I marched over to that sucker, and made sure he knew that I was going to be the king of kindy. When I went to proudly boast about my win to my new friend, she was gone. What did it matter? She was just a stupid girl anyway, but deep down, it crushed my little five-year-old soul. I’ve never forgotten it and because of that, I never spoke to her again. 
 
    “Tell me this isn’t because I ditched you on our first day of school?” 
 
    Courtney’s head whips in my direction with her eyes as wide as saucers. She sucks in a surprised gasp. “You remember that?” 
 
    “I sure fucking do, babe, but you can’t seriously hold something against me that I did when I was five. That’s one hell of a grudge.” 
 
    “I sure fucking can hold it against you,” she snaps, once again setting herself apart from the other chicks at Broken Hill High. “You were an ass then and you’re an ass now. So, why in my right mind, would I ever give you the time of day again?” 
 
    I watch her for a brief moment before leaning forward in my seat. My fingers trail over the bare skin of her shoulder, giving me that same electricity that I felt on Friday night. 
 
    Her body tightens, telling me that she’s affected by my proximity, just the way I like it. “Because I felt the way your body reacted to mine when you were rubbing that fine ass of yours all over it. I felt the way your nipples hardened beneath your dress when you pressed your tits into my chest, and I saw the way you were silently begging me to fuck you,” I whisper. “You’re intrigued. Curious. You want to know what it would be like to dance with the devil and have him scratch that itch that’s been burning you up.” 
 
    Courtney grins, leaning back in her chair and turning her face into mine, close enough that if I moved even an inch, my lips would be on hers. “You think you’ve got us all figured out, don’t you?” she whispers in a tone that has my dick begging to jump out of my jeans to say ‘hello.’ “You talk a big game, Puck. A real ladies man. In fact, I think you could get any girl you wanted into bed, but you know what?” she continues, making me wait with bated breath, desperate to know what she’s about to say. “When it comes down to it, and comes time to actually satisfy a woman, I’d dare say that you’d fall short. You’re all talk, Puck. I bet you’d have absolutely no idea what you’re doing and I bet everything that I have that you’ve never made a woman scream and leave her begging for more.” 
 
    My hand curls around the back of her neck and she sucks in a breath, once again proving how affected she is by my touch. “Baby, that’s a dangerous game you’re playing,” I tell her, knowing damn well that she’s wrong and wanting nothing more in this world than to prove it. “Why don’t you come with me and find out?” 
 
    “Over my dead body,” she says, pulling away. 
 
    Miss Blakeley stands from her desk, cutting off my response. “Alright, now that all of you are accounted for, you have ten minutes to get to know the person sitting beside you as these will be your seats for the remainder of the school year.” 
 
    Hell yeah. Maybe Miss Blakeley isn’t so bad after all. 
 
    “What?” Courtney shrieks, flying up out of her chair. “No way. I’m not sitting next to this…this animal every single morning of my senior year. That’s not fair.” 
 
    “Tough luck, Courtney,” Miss Blakeley says, making a grin spread wide across my face. “Had you shown up to a little earlier, you could have chosen a seat more to your liking, but unfortunately, you didn’t.” 
 
    Miss Blakely sits back down, putting an end to the conversation which pulls a frustrated groan out of Courtney. She drops back down beside me and props her elbow on the desk, resting her chin on her hand with an unimpressed scowl marring her pretty face. 
 
    Courtney’s eyes flick toward me. “Don’t look so happy about this.” 
 
    My hands fly up in innocence as I relax back into my seat, kicking my legs out in front of me. “Hey, I didn’t say a thing,” I laugh, loving this unexpected and interesting turn of events. 
 
    Courtney slumps a little more in her seat, looking as though her whole world is coming to an end. She sits in silence for a minute or so and despite the way I like to watch her, I also love her snappy comebacks. 
 
    “So,” I start, “If you were home alone and you had to take a shit. Would you leave the door open or close it?” 
 
    Courtney’s head slowly turns to face me with her brows creasing in disgust. “Excuse me?” 
 
    “Blakeley said we had to get to know each other. I’m just doing what I was told.” 
 
    “And how does that question have anything to do with getting to know me?” 
 
    I shrug my shoulders. “The answer to that question would tell me a whole lot about a person, don’t you think?” 
 
    She scrunches up her face, shaking her head. “I can’t wait to hear your reasoning for this one,” she grumbles under her breath. 
 
    I grin. “Open door; you’re a risk-taker, someone who takes advantage of an opportunity. Closed door; you’re a pussy, someone who’s probably self-conscious and terrified of being caught with their pants down around their ankles. So, what’ll it be, Courtney? Door open or closed?” 
 
    The slightest smile graces her lips and I’m surprised when she actually entertains my questions and considers her answer. “Neither,” she finally says, gaining even more of my attention. I raise a brow, waiting to hear what she has to say. “Haven’t you heard? Girls don’t poop.” 
 
    I shake my head, unsure why I’m finding her so endearing. “Answer the question, babe.” 
 
    “How many times am I going to have to tell you not to call me ‘babe’ or ‘baby’ or any of those bullshit names?” 
 
    “Answer the question, sweet cheeks.” 
 
    Courtney groans again before letting her hand drop to the desk, unintentionally making her palm slap loudly against it. “Fine, I’ll answer your ridiculous question, if you answer one of mine.” 
 
    I consider her proposal for a moment before my curiosity gets the best of me. “Fine,” I tell her. “What is it that you’re so desperate to know about me?” 
 
    Courtney grins and her eyes become intense as she watches me closely. “You’re in a pool, does it float or sink?” 
 
    An unexpected, loud, booming laugh comes tearing out of me and has Miss Blakely glaring at me from across the room. “What the hell do you want to know that for?” I ask her, wondering how it’s possible for a chick to make me laugh like that. No girl has ever done that. 
 
    My reaction has the smile spreading wider across her face and it has something inside of me wanting to see it more. Courtney shrugs. “Call it an odd curiosity.” 
 
    “Alright,” I laugh. “In that case, yeah. You could say it drifts with the current.” 
 
    “And what about when a girl gags while giving head. You guys don’t seriously find that hot, do you?” 
 
    “Ahh…fuck yeah, we do. It shows determination, that you’re willing to go to extraordinary lengths just to get us off. What’s not hot about that?” 
 
    She shakes her head but now all I can think about is what she’d look like with her lips wrapped around my dick. “That’s gross.” 
 
    “Maybe, but you’re avoiding my question.” 
 
    The bell sounds and Courtney flies up out of her seat. “Well, would you look at that? Saved by the bell, huh?” She grabs her things and without another look, starts making her way toward the front of the classroom. 
 
    “You’re a door closed kind of girl,” I call after her, knowing her type all too well. 
 
    Courtney looks back over her shoulder as she reaches the door. “You couldn’t be more wrong,” she says, opening the door and as though trying to prove a point, she steps through and leaves it wide open. 
 
    Well, damn. She’s been proving me wrong and surprising me with every single move she’s made, and for some unknown reason to me, I like it way more than I should. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
    Courtney 
 
      
 
    ‘Does it float or sink?’ 
 
    What the hell was I thinking? What kind of well-respected girl with morals asks a guy like Puck Jones what happens to his dick when it’s in the water? Not to mention, following that question up with another as stupid as, ‘if gaging while giving head is hot?’ 
 
    Fuck. I must be out of my damn mind. 
 
    I’m stuck with the guy until the end of school and my only goal is to get him to leave me the hell alone, but asking ridiculous questions like that is only encouraging him. I don’t know what was wrong with me, but the second he started talking about the way I felt while dancing with him on Friday night, all I could think about was sex, and not just sex, but sex with Puck. 
 
    Damn. Sex with Puck…my God! That would be something else. I lied. I told him that I thought he’d be a dud in bed, but there’s simply no way. Girls all over the school throw themselves at him and I’m sure he doesn’t have the reputation he’s got by being a disappointment. 
 
    No, there’s just no way. Puck Jones would be dynamite in bed. 
 
    “Earth to Courtney,” Brylee says. 
 
    Why can’t I stop thinking about him though? Maybe I just need to get between the sheets with him and get it over and done with then we can both move on because he’s making it crystal clear that’s what he wants from me. Though he’ll probably crush me in the process and I don’t know if that’s something I could handle, but then, maybe I could. Puck isn’t exactly the type of guy I’d fall for. In fact, he’s the exact opposite. Maybe my heart would be safe. 
 
    Shit. Am I seriously considering sleeping with Puck? The guy is a walking STD for fuck’s sake. I need to get myself tested just from allowing him that close to me this morning and especially on Friday night. Who knows what kind of diseases I could have picked up from him after rubbing myself all over him like some desperate slut? 
 
    A pillow slams down over my head, jarring me out of my mind. “What the hell?” I demand, glaring across the bed at Brylee who’s busily shooting daggers my way. 
 
    “I’ve been trying to get your attention for half an hour and every last word I say keeps getting ignored. What’s going on with you?” 
 
    “Nothing,” I tell her, looking back down at my homework. 
 
    Bry closes her math textbook and leans back against the headboard of her bed. “Well that’s a load of bullshit,” she says. “You’ve been my best friend for years, Courtney. I know when something’s up, now out with it before I have to force it out.” 
 
    “Seriously, it’s nothing.” 
 
    Brylee grabs her phone off the bed and focuses as she begins typing something. “You have three seconds to start talking before I let Brooke know that you’re the reason she didn’t get the part of Wendy in the fourth grade Peter Pan musical.” 
 
    My eyes bug out of my head. “Don’t you dare. She’ll kill me.” 
 
    “Then you better start talking.” 
 
    I groan as I fall back to the bed and stare up at the ceiling. My hands come up to cover my face, wanting to hide my shame at what I’m about to admit. “I haven’t been able to stop thinking about Puck since…well, ever.” 
 
    “WHAT?” Brylee screeches, throwing herself to her feet. “What the hell are you talking about? I thought you hated the guy.” 
 
    “I do. He’s the worst kind of pig, but…I don’t know. He’s kind of hot and sexy in this super intense kind of way and it makes me want to tear off all of his clothes and screw him in a broom closet.” 
 
    Brylee’s mouth drops open as she stares at me as though I’m some kind of stranger. Her mouth closes and as she goes to say something, it simply falls open again. “I…I can’t believe what I’m hearing,” she says. “You can’t be serious. Do you realize that this is Nate Ryders’s best friend? Those guys are bad news. You need to stay away from him.” 
 
    “I know, I’ve been trying but we’re in the same homeroom class and he made it impossible for me to avoid him and now I’m stuck with stupid assigned seating, and what’s worse, he looks at me like I’m some kind of challenge or a game or…I don’t know, some shit like that.” 
 
    “You’re fucked,” Brylee says bluntly, “and not in a good way. He’s going to screw you over.” 
 
    “I know,” I groan. “How do I fix this? I can’t be crushing on Puck Jones. He’s awful and he’s going to play with my heart and then tear it to shreds.” 
 
    Brylee shakes her head as she drops back down on the bed. “Your heart isn’t the only thing he’s going to play with, and to be completely honest, it’s probably going to be the best sex of your life. I mean, Puck Jones…fuck. Did you hear what Katie Langston had to say about him after he slept with her at one of Jesse’s parties last year? Fuck, Court, if this really is going to happen, then be prepared for one wild ride.” 
 
    “Seriously? That’s the advice you’re giving me?” 
 
    “Hey,” she shrugs. “As you said, he’s going to break your heart no matter what you do and I think you’re right about that, so you might as well enjoy it while it lasts. Besides, the last guy you slept with was a two pump and dump loser. Don’t you owe it to your lady bits to see a bit of action.” 
 
    “My lady bits see plenty of action, thank you very much.” 
 
    Brylee rolls her eyes, knowing I’m lying, but it was worth a try, right? “Who knows, maybe you could get the inside scoop on all of those boys while you’re at it. I’ve always been curious about the five of them.” 
 
    I toss the pillow back at Bry and give her my best glare. “You’re really not helping.” 
 
    She shrugs. “If you can’t beat ‘em, join ‘em.” 
 
    I sit back up and let out a frustrated huff. “Can you just be serious for two seconds and tell me what you think about this?” 
 
    “Fine,” she says, tossing her phone back to the bed. “You know I’m a hopeless romantic and yes, the signs are all pointing in the direction that you’ll probably get hurt, but what if he’s the exception? What if Puck turns out to be the love of your life and you never know because you were too scared of getting hurt? I mean, is that really a way to live? So what if it doesn’t work out and he breaks your heart. At least you know you tried and you can move on without any lingering ‘what if’ questions. Besides, if he’s all about sex, then you can move on knowing you took advantage of a good situation.” 
 
    “So, you won’t fault me if I get into bed with him?” 
 
    “Nope. I’ll throw your pussy a little ‘congratulations on the pounding of your life’ party. Look at it this way. There are three different outcomes. One, he breaks your heart and you learn a lesson which will make you stronger. Two, you get really great sex, if only just once and you leave with a story to tell the grandkid. Or three, you find your forever and you’re the happiest and luckiest woman in the world.” 
 
    I look down at the bedspread. She has a point, but the idea of getting my heart crushed by a guy like Puck is terrifying. “Option number one is kind of freaking me out.” 
 
    “If it comes down to option number one then we eat cartons upon cartons of ice cream, cry it out, and plot the best revenge this school has ever seen. Then you move on. It’s that simple. You can’t be afraid to put yourself out there with the fear of being hurt. That’s no way to live your life. Think of all the incredible things you could be missing out on.” 
 
    I nod my head. “Fine,” I say with a sigh, “but when it turns out that he was only in it for sex, I’ll be saying ‘I told you so.’” 
 
    “That’s fine, but when you’re finished telling me that, could you also give me all the dirty details because one thing’s for sure, Puck would be all sorts of creative in bed.” 
 
    “You know what?” I tell her. “You’re on.” 
 
    With that resolved, my head falls back down to my homework and for the first time since stepping into my homeroom class this morning, I’m finally able to concentrate. 
 
    If Puck Jones wants to spend his mornings flirting and trying to get into my pants, then I’ll be ready for him. But one thing is for sure, no man is getting into my pants without working for it first. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
    Courtney 
 
      
 
    Alright. I need to pull on my big girl panties. 
 
    Shit, I’m not sure I own any of them. 
 
    Why is the idea of intentionally flirting with Puck Jones so freaking daunting? He’s just a boy. A very tall, wickedly charming boy who could tear me to shreds. See, no big deal, right? 
 
    Crap. I’m going to be sick. 
 
    Breathe, Courtney. You can do this. 
 
    Bry is right. This isn’t going to go anywhere and I should enjoy it while I can. It’s just sex and it’s not like I haven’t done it before. I mean, I’ve done it plenty of times with all sorts of questionable guys, though it’s not like I’m a whore or anything, I’m just not a prude. But Puck Jones. Fuck me, maybe I am a whore to have a guy like him in sight. I guess I really am if I plan on using him for sex. 
 
    Oh well, I guess whore status means I’ll fit in with the girls around here a little more. That’s a win/win in my book. 
 
    I take a deep breath as I ditch Brylee at her homeroom and continue down the corridor. What was I thinking? I can’t do this. I’m not the girl who intentionally flirts with hot guys, I’m way too shy to do that. I’m bound to embarrass myself. I’m not a stranger to flirting, in fact, I do it more than I know, the only issue is when I’m doing it, I’m usually not aware, but to intentionally go in there hoping to win the guy over; now that’s just insane. 
 
    Brylee makes sure to spank my ass as I walk away and I cringe when her voice rings loudly over the corridor so every student in the school can hear. “Go get him, tiger!” 
 
    Fuck, I could kill that girl, but the sound of her chuckles has my head shaking and a grin ripping across my face. 
 
    I don’t dare turn back in fears of someone realizing Brylee is talking to me and I get my ass down the hallway. I’ve been walking at a snail’s pace trying to prolong speaking with him, but if I take any longer, I’m going to miss the second warning bell and I’ll end up with a detention. Though Puck generally spends quite a lot of his time in detention so maybe hanging out there wouldn’t be too bad. 
 
    I look up ahead and watch as Puck makes his way from the other end of the hallway and swings himself into our homeroom. My heart races. Why does this seem so hard? 
 
    I can do this. I can do this. 
 
    It’s just one step after another, then it’s showtime. I can be charming. Sure, I can flirt the pants off of a guy, especially a guy like Puck. This should be a breeze. 
 
    After what feels like forever, I finally make it to the door of Miss Blakeley’s classroom. I can hear the soft chatter of the students inside as the hallway empties around me. I’m cutting it way too close to the second warning bell, and let’s face it, I’m not the type to purposefully get myself detention. I’m a good girl and I’m proud of the fact that I’ve managed to get through high school without getting myself in trouble like that. 
 
    My hand falls to my chest and I feel the rapid beat beneath my palm before taking a few slow breaths. When I finally think I’ve got myself under control, I drag my sweaty hands down my shorts and slap on a smile, only it feels awkward as fuck on my face. I must look like a fool. 
 
    The warning bell sounds and my eyes bug out of my head. Shit. I’m out of time. 
 
    I swing myself through the door only to find Miss Blakeley’s annoyed glare already on me. “Sorry,” I cringe. “It won’t happen again.” 
 
    “Mmmhmm,” she murmurs in disbelief somehow managing to make me feel like a piece of shit. “Get to your seat.” 
 
    I nod and scram only when I turn down the aisle and find the most intense blue eyes staring back at me, my world stops. Every thought exits my head as a goofy as fuck grin spreads across my face. I must look like an idiot, but suddenly the smile on my face doesn’t seem so fake. 
 
    A noise tears up my throat and comes out as some sort of snorty grunt that has embarrassment flooding me. What the hell was that? 
 
    Puck smirks at my shame and I want nothing more than to drown in a pile of my own embarrassment. I can only imagine what Brylee is going to say about this. 
 
    Shake it off, Court! It doesn’t get much worse than a snort. 
 
    I let out a discreet breath, trying to rid myself of the torturous butterflies swarming around in my stomach and get my ass moving toward my seat. I can start over once I get myself seated. Besides, no one said there were any rules as to how this was supposed to go. 
 
    I somehow manage to get to the back of the classroom gracefully without snorting or making a fool of myself and I give myself a mental round of applause. I’ve got this. I’m a badass bitch. This will be easy. 
 
    I drop my books for my morning classes on the table and try to ignore the way he leans back in his chair, making him look like some kind of Greek God with that tanned skin and dazzling blue eyes. “Morning,” he says in a low tone that has everything inside of me clenching. 
 
    Be cool, Courtney and for fuck’s sake, don’t snort again. 
 
    I pull my chair out and give Puck a warm smile. “Hey,” I say, trying to be cute as I drop my ass down to my seat, only I miss the fucking thing and go tumbling down to the ground with a squeal loud enough to alert the cafeteria ladies. “Fuck,” I shriek as my ass hits the floor with a thud that I’m certainly not prepared for. 
 
    Puck dives in after me, but the laughter tearing out of him tells me that I’ve more than ruined my chances for today. How fucking humiliating. 
 
    “Babe,” he howls, trying his hardest to rein in his laughter, but there’s no chance in hell, the guy is just moments from falling off his own fucking chair. “Are you alright?” 
 
    I pout up at him, hating how humiliated I feel. I mean, how is it possible for my morning to go so freaking badly? “Did everyone see that?” I murmur, wanting to climb under my table and never come out. 
 
    Seeing the embarrassment in my eyes, Puck’s laughter instantly ceases and he glances up at the other students before a look of pure terror stretches over his face. “What the fuck are you looking at?” he demands of the class. “Give her a bit of fucking privacy.” 
 
    Shame takes over me knowing they all saw, but I don’t doubt that the second my head pops up above the table that every eye in the room will be facing the front. Hell, probably Miss Blakely’s too. Nobody here would have the balls to go against Puck’s wishes, they couldn’t be that stupid. 
 
    Puck’s eyes fall back to mine. “Don’t worry, babe. No one saw a thing. You’re good.” 
 
    That warm smile that disappeared the second I realized I was falling comes straight back and despite how obvious he made it that everyone did, in fact, see my epic fail, I can’t help the warm fuzzies that sail through me at his attempt to protect my dignity. But the questions is – why the hell do I find that so endearing and comforting? 
 
    Puck offers me his hand and I gingerly take it, loving the feel of his warm skin against mine. He pulls me up off the ground as though I’m as light as a feather and within a second, his eyes are raking over my body with worry. “Are you okay? Did you hurt yourself?” 
 
    “I’ll be alright,” I tell him, grabbing hold of my chair and sliding my ass back onto it with a little more care than I had during my first attempt. I cringe as my weight settles on my ass and I don’t doubt he just saw that. “I can’t say the same for my dignity though.” 
 
    “It’s fine. Trust me, none of these assholes are going to say a word.” 
 
    “Thanks for helping me up,” I say with yet another genuine smile. “You know after you finished laughing.” 
 
    “I wasn’t about to let you sit down there for the rest of the day. Besides, it looked kind of painful. I can take a look at it if you want? Double check for bruising and all that, just to be on the safe side.” 
 
    I shake my head, feeling my cheeks flame. “Trust me, I don’t need you to check it to know that it’s going to be bruised. I’m pretty sure it already is.” 
 
    “Really?” he questions with a hint of panic in his tone. “Do you want me to take you down to the nurse for some ice?” 
 
    “No,” I laugh, imagining just how humiliating that would be, and especially on top of everything else that’s been going on over the past few minutes, ice on my ass would be the cherry on top. “It’ll be fine.” 
 
    Puck grins before nudging my elbow with his and I find myself doing it right back with a cheesy as fuck grin, and despite my worries walking into Miss Blakely’s room, I realize that there was absolutely nothing for me to fear. Flirting with Puck feels as natural to me as breathing. 
 
    Conversation flows between us and I find him flirting right back, constantly reaching out and touching me in some discreet type of way. He smiles as though he’s truly happy to see me and by the end of homeroom, I realize that maybe he’s not the asshole I’ve always assumed him to be. Maybe he’s something so much more. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
    Puck 
 
      
 
    I roll my eyes as I watch Nate watching Tora. He’s so fucking tormented by her. His whole world revolves around her and what’s worse is that he doesn’t even know it. At least, I don’t think he does. Though, if he does, it’s not something he’s bound to admit any time soon. 
 
    The past two weeks of school have been insane where those two are concerned. Somehow, he’s moved her into his home, he’s made sure she’s had enough lunch every day, been constantly aware of her, and now this. 
 
    I don’t even understand how tonight has even happened. One minute, we’re all showing up at Nate’s place, ready for an easy Saturday night, chilling with the boys, the next minute, there’s the biggest pool party Broken Hill has ever seen, and naturally, Jesse is the fucking king of it. 
 
    I sit with Nate, watching over the party, talking shit. Courtney showed up with Brylee a few hours ago and the girls have been sitting with Tora and Brooke ever since. Well, to be fair, it’s really only Tora she’s sitting with as Brooke has been making out with Maxen ever since he sat down at the end of her sunbed. 
 
    I’m not going to lie; I’ve struggled to keep my eyes off Courtney since the second she walked through the door. The past two weeks with Courtney have been surprising. Day one was fun, but day two was completely different. She was a whole new person who sat down beside me in homeroom. She flirted and laughed, her arm would brush past mine every chance it got, and fuck me, I’ve even started to think that maybe we have a bit of chemistry. All I know is that she’s not the shy good girl that I always assumed she was. 
 
    Who am I kidding? I think I might even like the girl. 
 
    I get excited when she walks through the door, I search her out in the cafeteria, and I even spend parties like this trying to keep track of her. 
 
    We were at a party at Maxen’s place last night which was probably a little wilder than any of us had planned for. Courtney came along with Brooke and Brylee and I thought last night was going to be the night where I finally got to seal the deal, but it was as though she was playing some sort of game with me. Every time I came near, she’d skip away and every time I’d look her way, she’d find another guy to latch herself onto. I fucking hated it. 
 
    I was acting like a jealous boyfriend and that shit didn’t sit well with me. I’m not the kind to obsess over a chick like this. She either wants me or she doesn’t, but I’m not playing her bullshit games just to find out. 
 
    I don’t know what to do with her, at first, it was all about staying away from the good girl, but she quickly proved me wrong. Then it morphed into having a little fun and getting her into bed, but now…I don’t know. I think that’s changing. 
 
    Any other chick, I’d have gotten it over and done with by now, but there’s something different about her. I know once I do it, whatever this flirtation we have between us is over, and I’m not sure I’m ready for it to end. 
 
    Maybe I even want more… 
 
    Nate grumbles something about dickhead jocks and I realize that Josh has joined the girls. I hold back a laugh at how Nate goes from relaxed to tense in the space of two seconds. Josh has been sniffing around Tora for weeks now and Nate can’t fucking handle it. 
 
    We watch as Josh tries to go in for a kiss and Nate’s hands ball into tight fists, he goes to stand but not a second later, Tora pushes Josh away and tells him to fuck off. Hmm, maybe the girl has a backbone after all. 
 
    Nate instantly relaxes and before I know it, the three girls are up off the sunbeds and dancing around the pool with the rest of the drunk chicks, flaunting their bodies in string bikinis. 
 
    “What’s going on with you, man?” I ask Nate as I grab my beer and bring it to my lips before thinking better of it after drinking a little too much last night. Besides, if I’m going to go talk to Courtney at any point tonight, I want to have a clear head. Her quick wit and snappy comebacks are not something to be frowned upon. She’s handed me my ass too many times over the past two weeks and when she attempts to do it again, I’m going to be ready for it. 
 
    Nate shakes his head, leaning back in his chair. “Nothing. I’m fine.” 
 
    “Right, so you’re just going to act as though watching Tora fend off dickheads doesn’t make you want to fuck someone up?” 
 
    “Don’t know what you’re talking about,” he grumbles, tearing his eyes off Tora to make his blatant obsession seem a little less obvious. 
 
    “You’re into her,” I state as though it’s a hard, well-known fact. 
 
    Nate scrunches up his face and shakes his head. “Nah, man. It’s not like that. We’re just…” 
 
    He lets the words trail off, probably having no clue what they are to each other. “Right, so the reason you’ve tormented her for the past five years is because the very sight of her makes your skin crawl, because you loathe the fact that she breathes, that you-” 
 
    “Alright, fuck. I don’t hate her, it’s not that. She’s…I don’t know, she’s Tora,” he hangs his head and lets out a breath as though the next words out of his mouth are the hardest words he’s ever spoken. “She’s fucking gorgeous.” 
 
    “Yeah, man. She is. So why the hell do you treat her like shit?” 
 
    Nate brings his beer to his lips and takes a long drink, watching her off in the distance. “It’s complicated. Don’t worry, you wouldn’t understand.” 
 
    I shake my head. He knows perfectly well that if he tried to explain it to me, that I’d have no issue understanding it. He’s just too pussy to admit to himself what’s really going on as it would mean that he’s already fucked up the one thing that he wants most in this world. 
 
    I go to call him out on it when Jesse's voice rings out over the party. I search around for him but after a quick glance, it’s clear his voice isn’t coming from anywhere on my level. 
 
    Nate and I look up and both instantly start shaking our heads in exasperation. Jesse and Tyson stand on the roof of the second story level, right above the pool, soaking up the attention of their adoring fans below who begin chanting, ‘jump, jump, jump, jump.’ 
 
    On and on it goes. There’s no doubt that the boys have every intention of jumping otherwise they wouldn’t have gone up there in the first place, but they’re both moronic showmen. They love the attention and the crowd loves them just as much. 
 
    Jesse grabs his shirt in each hand before simply tearing it from his body and every chick in the place goes apeshit. A grin splits across my face knowing that everyone is going to be talking about this stunt for weeks to come or until he gives them something else to talk about. 
 
    Nate gets to his feet as he pulls his phone from his pocket, already preparing to call emergency services. After all, it wouldn’t be the first time we’ve had to call and it’s certainly not going to be the last. “If I have to call an ambulance again, I’m going to fucking kill him myself.” 
 
    “Chill out,” I tell him. “Jesse’s made that jump a million times. He’ll be fine.” 
 
    “He fucking better be because I don’t want to be the one to have to explain this to my mother. She’ll have my fucking balls for this.” 
 
    Before Nate has the chance to put a stop to Jesse’s recklessness, he turns around launches himself right off the roof in a perfect, showstopping backflip. He crashes down into the water and has only a second to move his dumbass before Tyson is crashing down beside him. 
 
    The boys swim to the side as Nate and I watch them with impatience. Surely, they’re going to grow out of this stupid bullshit one day, but then, it’s more than likely they won’t. 
 
    As the guys get out of the pool and have their flock of groupies hurry around them to remind them how fucking awesome they were and fawn over how incredibly hot they looked doing it, I can’t help but notice someone stepping into view behind them. 
 
    “Hey, did you see that?” I murmur to Nate, indicating with a nod behind Jesse’s right shoulder. 
 
    Nate follows my gaze and his expression hardens as he takes in Jackson Millington, the biggest dickhead in Haven Falls. “What the fuck does he want?” Nate mutters, watching him carefully, only to realize that he’s brought half of the Haven Falls’ losers along. 
 
    Noah Cage, his twin sister Tully, and their friend Rivers are here, and I have to give it to them, they’re not so bad, not like the rest of the guys they go to school with, but it’s not like they were invited. None of them were. “Do you want me to get rid of them?” 
 
    Nate watches Jackson through narrowed eyes as Jesse and Tyson make their way over. “What’s going on?” Jesse laughs. “Did you see that? It was fucking awesome. I have to try that shit again.” 
 
    “Fucking stupid is what it was,” I tell him, making him scoff at my remarks. “Did you notice we had a few party crashers?” 
 
    Jesse nods, naturally already in line with what’s going on while Tyson raises a brow and turns to figure out who the fuck we’re talking about. “This dick just won’t give up,” Tyson murmurs. “Just let me at him. I’ll teach him what he gets for crossing into our territory.” 
 
    “No,” Nate says. “No one is doing anything. I don’t want a war tonight. Just keep an eye on him.” 
 
    “The fuck?” Jesse looks closer at his brother. “You sure, man?” 
 
    Nate nods. “Yeah, if we’re going to start a fight then it’s not going to be in our home where our things will get trashed and mom will be left to clean up after us. Besides, if the cops get called, we’re all going down. When a war does go down, it’s going to happen on their turf where the cops are most likely to turn a blind eye.” 
 
    “Good point,” Jesse says, turning so he can watch Jackson. “What happened to Max? Is he still fucking around with Brooke?” 
 
    “Mmhmm,” Nate grumbles. “I don’t know what he thinks he’s doing with that one. They’re not a good match.” 
 
    “Good match?” Tyson laughs. “Maxen doesn’t do ‘match.’ If anything, he’ll just fuck her for the night and never call her again.” 
 
    Nate presses his lips into a tight line and nods. “Yeah, you’re probably right.” 
 
    “Damnnnn,” Jesse grins, drawing out the sound and cutting off his brother. “Jackson brought a few midnight snacks with him.” He looks over at the rest of us. “Bet I could take them both off him.” 
 
    Nate shakes his head as I look back at Jackson and realize that Jesse is right, the two chicks with him are hot as fuck, but they’re not my type. My type is currently shaking her ass with a drink in her hand and looking like every man’s wet dream. “Leave the girls alone,” Nate says. “Besides, I’m pretty sure the blonde chick is his sister, and I told you, we’re not starting a war tonight, and fucking the dude’s sister is definitely starting a war.” 
 
    Jesse rolls his eyes before slinking away to grab himself another drink as me, Nate, and Ty drop back down into our seats. 
 
    As usual, Courtney catches my eye and I watch her move her body as she watches me right back. We must stay locked in this moment for ages before I notice Nate getting up beside me. I follow his gaze to see Jackson currently hitting on Tora and don’t doubt that Nate is well on his way to putting him in his place. Though he should be careful because he claims he doesn’t want to start a war, but making some sort of claim on Tora to get rid of Jackson very well could be starting a war, only that war would be with Tora. 
 
    As if knowing that shit is about to go down, Courtney and Brylee step away from Jackson and Tora and start swaying with the other dancers. I find it impossible to tear my eyes away from her ass, that is until she turns to face me, biting down on her lip and giving me the sexiest little smirk, knowing that my eyes were already on her. 
 
    How am I supposed to resist her? I need to taste her lips on mine. I don’t think I can wait any longer. If only she were ready. Every damn time I look at her, I see it in her eyes that she wants to play. She wants to dig her claws in and never let me go, but that’s not me. She might think she’s okay with a one-time thing, but she’s not. She’s a relationship girl and until she’s ready to put her emotions aside, I won’t be touching her. Though, that doesn’t mean I can’t let her rub that perfect body of hers all over me and show her the best damn night of her life. 
 
    I throw back what’s left of my drink and rise out of my chair. Courtney’s lips pull up into a smile and her eyes shine with excitement. 
 
    She’s so damn beautiful, but fuck, she knows what she’s doing to me. I want her more than I’ve ever wanted someone before. She’s a little firecracker, wild and fun, and I don’t doubt that same personality is going to shine through while between the sheets. 
 
    I don’t know what it is or where this need to act like a fucking dickhead comes from. Why the hell am I so scared to allow myself to be with someone? To be with her? The word ‘commitment’ makes me feel constricted, like a weight is baring down on my chest and I find it impossible to breathe. Maybe it’s the way I’ve watched my mom in an unhappy marriage my whole life, or maybe it’s the way that I can’t seem to ever finish something I’ve started. Whatever it is, it’s turned me into this guy who finds it physically impossible to let someone in. Why the hell is this chick challenging that? But more importantly, why do I want her to? 
 
    I stride toward her just as a body moves in beside her. She gasps for a moment and flinches away from the touch and it takes me all of two seconds to realize that it’s Noah Cage, one of the guys from Haven Falls. 
 
    He doesn’t look like he’s trying to make a move or anything, but he’s still got his hands on the merchandise and right now, it’s not sitting well with me. 
 
    Some chick that I’m pretty sure was trying to fuck Tyson over the summer break appears out of nowhere, latching onto Noah’s arm and attempts to pull him away. Noah groans and it’s as though this chick wants to have some kind of claim over him, and it somewhat reminds me of how Nate is with Ashley, she’s just some chick hanging around to keep the others at bay. 
 
    Noah shakes her off as I step up to Courtney and slide my arm around her waist. Her back straightens and as much as I want to revel in the feel of her warm skin against mine, I have something else that needs to be dealt with. 
 
    Noah looks at me, trying to work me out and I don’t doubt that this kid is dangerous, but he’s also not the type to come into someone else’s party and start shit unless that someone had done something to deserve it, and right now, I don’t think we have beef with these guys. “This one’s taken,” I explain, hoping I don’t have to put this guy in his place. 
 
    Luckily for him, his hands fly up and away from Courtney. “Sorry man.” 
 
    With that, Noah swiftly bows out, leaving me to deal with Courtney after I just spoke the few words which are bound to have her saying a few right back. Courtney turns in my arms before taking my hand from her waist and physically removing it. “This one certainly is not taken,” she reminds, using that same attitude that has me wanting to bend her over the bar and fuck her within an inch of her life. 
 
    I take hold of her waist once again, this time not giving her an option to remove me. “I know you’re not taken, but that fucker doesn’t need to know that.” 
 
    Courtney studies me for a moment before raising her chin to meet my eyes. “I don’t need you to save me, Puck.” 
 
    Fuck me. Why do those words ring so loudly within me? 
 
    All I want to do is save this girl and right now, I have absolutely no idea what that means, all I know is that I want to kiss her over and over again until we’re struggling to breathe. But I can’t. I won’t. Not yet at least. I can’t allow myself to fall down that trap and let her suck me in. 
 
    “I’m not here for a lecture, babe,” I say, knowing exactly how much she hates it when I call her that. I pull her in hard against my body and drop my lips to her neck, kissing the softest skin and loving the feel as she melts into me. I trail my lips up her neck until they’re hovering beneath her ear. “It’s a party, forget about everything and dance with me.” 
 
    Courtney’s fingers clench into my shirt and I feel her grin against my shoulder. She slides her hands up my chest and begins moving her body against mine, though something tells me it’s got something to do with her body’s natural reaction to me rather than what her brain is telling her to do. “This isn’t a good idea.” 
 
    My hand slides down her back until my fingers are slipping into the waistband of her shorts and able to feel the top of her bikini bottoms. “This is the best damn idea I’ve had all day.” 
 
    Courtney shakes her head, but she’s unable to mask the smile on her face. “You’re a dork, Puck.” 
 
    “And you’re a tease, babe.” 
 
    Courtney laughs, not once denying my claim as she turns in my arms and plasters her back against my chest, holding my arms tight to her body. She dances against me, grinding herself against me as I do the same, and despite how desperately I want to take her upstairs and show her exactly what I want to do with her, I also don’t want to step away from this moment. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
    Courtney 
 
      
 
    I walk through the door of the cafeteria on Monday afternoon with Brylee while my stomach growls for something to eat. I was in a mad rush this morning after Matty decided to take the longest shower of his life before taking a good half an hour sitting on the toilet. I swear, that kid has some serious issues with his bowels. 
 
    I ran out of the house without my breakfast this morning and made it to homeroom just as Miss Blakeley was excusing us to get to the first class of the day. I stood at the front of the room for all of two seconds before the students in the room swarmed through the door, shoving me through with them. 
 
    I saw Puck for about three seconds before being shuffled off to my first class, and by ‘saw,’ what I mean is that I laid my eyes on him from far across the room which kind of sucks as I was hoping to talk to him this morning. I have absolutely no idea what’s going on between us and to be completely honest, it’s freaking me out. 
 
    I’m not that girl who does things on a whim, despite what Puck might be thinking. I like a little control in my life with maybe just a touch of unpredictable surprise, and Puck, well he’s certainly a surprise, a big one at that. I don’t know what to expect from him or what he wants, but as the days go on, it becomes startlingly clear that I want him more than I could have ever known. 
 
    What was I thinking to be hating on him so much over the past twelve years? I mean, sure, he puts on this big act that he’s larger than life, but when it comes down to it, he’s actually kind of sweet and not to mention, he has a caring side. 
 
    He’s become protective of me over the past two weeks. Every time we’re at a party, he’ll be the one to fly in and save me whenever another guy gets too close, but I don’t need saving. I can more than handle myself. He likes to be the guy who refills my drink, he likes to be the one to ask how my day is going, and without a doubt, every morning during homeroom, he gives me this smile that has the butterflies swarming around my stomach. 
 
    I’ve never been so confused. Puck isn’t known to be the kind of guy to not screw around with girls. In fact, I wouldn’t be surprised if nearly all the girls in school have already been with him. He’s made it kind of obvious that he likes me, and if that’s true, then why the hell hasn’t he made a move? 
 
    Am I looking at this all wrong? Does he maybe only like me as a friend or does he just enjoy the flirting every morning? I’m starting to see myself as a fool. I must be reading all the signs wrong because surely if he wanted something more from me, he would have made the move. He doesn’t strike me as the type to hold back when he’s interested, so I’m confused as to why he would now. 
 
    Brylee and I find Brooke and Tora busily picking out something to eat in the cafeteria and I scrunch up my face. We have a great school and an even better cafeteria, but I’ve never been one for food that I didn’t see getting cooked. It’s an irritating little quirk and makes going out for dinner with the family kind of difficult, but I’d rather be safe than sorry. 
 
    There are all sorts of crazy people out in the world and I hear way too many stories on the news to bother risking my life for someone else’s negligence or mistakes. Besides, I kind of enjoy cooking so it’s not that bad. 
 
    Tora turns around as I grab an apple and take hold of the stem then twist it until it tears free. “What do you say about sitting out in the sun today?” she suggests, looking past my shoulder at the table of boys currently fucking around. Though Nate doesn’t seem to be there so I’m not sure what her problem is, but Puck is and I can’t really be bothered spending my whole lunch break thinking about this again, especially right now as I feel the heavy, intense stare of his bright blue eyes piercing into my back. It’s become the norm lately and I’m starting to realize that I don’t exactly hate it, not like I used to over the years. 
 
    I give a non-committal shrug as Brylee does the same. Brooke agrees, but the longing look she sends towards Maxen tells me that she’s really not keen on the idea. Majority wins though, and unfortunately for Brooke, that means we’re heading outside. 
 
    The girls and I walk out into the fresh air and take a seat in the grass overlooking the football field. A few of the guys are playing around, kicking the ball though I have absolutely no interest in watching, so I lay back in the grass and soak up the sun. 
 
    Brooke launches into her recap of what’s been happening with Maxen over the past few days and I do my best to zone out. I’m all for her finding something special with the guy if that’s what’s actually happening, but right now, all it’s doing is making me think about what’s not happening with Puck. 
 
    Damn it. I feel like I can’t even talk about it. Tora has so much going on with Nate and her nanna, Brooke is crazy fawning over Maxen, and well Brylee she’s so chill about it that if I even bring it up, she gives me the ‘haven’t you fucked him yet? What are you waiting for?’ speech, and as much as I love her support on the topic, it makes me feel like there’s something wrong with me and leaves me wondering why he hasn’t made a move? 
 
    Toward the end of lunch, Josh comes striding over with Elle, both insistent to start something with Tora after things got a little shady for her at the pool party. She shut Josh down in a big way and I’m pretty sure Tora threw her drink all over Elle as well and seeing the sickly-sweet smile on Elle’s face right now, it’s clear that they have some sort of twisted plan of revenge. 
 
    The four of us stand up and face them head-on. They have to be stupid if they think Tora will be going anywhere with them but it turns out that we don’t need to worry about it as Jesse comes in and steals Tora away before Josh and Elle even get a chance to start thinking about putting their plan into action. Though he did mention something about a secret of Elle’s that he has to use against her if she was to keep fucking with Tora and from the horrified expression on her face, I’d dare say our Tora is safe from their evil clutches. For now, at least. 
 
    With Tora being dragged away, Brooke shoots a text through to Maxen, waits about three seconds before getting a reply and races off, probably to meet him in his car or a broom closet to re-enact their sexcapades from the weekend, and in the blink of an eye, it’s just me and Bry. 
 
    I watch as Brylee gets to her feet and I gawk at her in disbelief. “Don’t tell me you’re leaving to go screw some guy in a broom closet too?” 
 
    “I wish,” she scoffs before letting out a breath. “I need to pee, but you’re welcome to come if it will make you feel better.” 
 
    “Why thank you,” I tell her, getting to my feet and looping my arm through hers. “It’s been such a shitty day.” 
 
    “Really?” Bry grins. “You didn’t get enough intense stares from Puck during homeroom?” 
 
    “No. I missed homeroom.” 
 
    “Was Matty taking over the bathroom again?” 
 
    I let out a frustrated groan. “Yes! I swear, that little dweeb does this shit on purpose. He knows how much he gets under my skin. It’s as though he waits every morning until he hears my alarm and then scrambles out of his room for the bathroom. He probably thinks he’s a freaking genius.” 
 
    Brylee laughs as we walk through the doors of the senior girls’ bathroom. “Ahh, Matty. I love that kid.” 
 
    “Good,” I say, stopping at the row of sinks and looking at my reflection in the lipstick stained mirror. “You can have him then.” 
 
    “No way in hell,” Brylee says over her shoulder as she walks around to the stalls. “I love him, but there’s no way I could handle that kind of energy every single day.” 
 
    I let out a deep sigh. Damn, I was kind of hoping that on some level that might have worked. Don’t get me wrong, I love my little brother with every fiber within me, but he’s an asshole. Always has been and I don’t doubt that he always will be. 
 
    I take in my reflection and realize that I look like an absolute mess and get busy fixing up my hair. I pull it out of its elastic and start braiding it. My hair is pretty thick and I inherited my mom’s brunette waves so generally by the end of the day, I have little ringlets falling all over my face. 
 
    After quickly braiding my hair, I tie the elastic at the bottom and throw my thick mane back over my shoulder before falling against the wall to wait. There’s nothing worse than going to the bathroom with Brylee. She’s so freaking chatty that she always ends up finding someone in there and having a good conversation while forgetting that the rest of the world is still turning. Usually, I have to walk around to the stalls and find her, but she still has a minute or two before I’ll be forced to go looking. 
 
    I slip my phone out of my pocket and bring up my Instagram, letting myself get carried away with a new video posted by Chris Hemsworth. I hear the sound of the door opening, but keep my eyes down on my phone. After all, Chris is currently in the middle of working out and there’s simply nothing better. 
 
    A body crowds me and I gasp out as two perfectly warm hands take my waist. “What are you doing?” I grin as I look up at Puck who steps right into me, keeping me pinned against the wall and making the butterflies go batshit crazy again, just as they always do when he’s around. “You realize this is the girls’ bathroom, right, or was I right in assuming you don’t have a dick?” 
 
    Puck watches me in silence, shaking his head at my running commentary, but the amusement shines brightly in his bright blue eyes. 
 
    I swallow back as his intense stare has the laughter draining out of me. “What are you doing, Puck?” I whisper again, this time demanding an answer as I raise my chin so I can look more clearly into his eyes. 
 
    “I don’t know,” he finally says in that deep rumbly voice that has me wanting to beg him to keep me forever. His hand moves from my waist and slides up my body until it’s curled around the back of my neck. He leans in and I suck in a breath as my heart races. “I shouldn’t be doing this. I keep telling myself to stay away, but all I can think about is the taste of your lips. It’s fucking driving me insane, babe.” 
 
    Is this really happening? 
 
    His eyes focus heavily on mine as I remind myself to breathe. It’s as though he’s going in slow motion. Inching toward me bit by bit, slowly torturing me with the promise of what’s to come. 
 
    Please don’t stop. 
 
    Maybe he’s trying to talk himself out of it, thinking of all the reasons why he shouldn’t be doing this, but the second his lips find mine; I know this is right. 
 
    My hands slide up his chest and around the back of his neck, holding him close to me as his lips move softly against mine. It’s almost as though he thinks I’m fragile, that I’m precious and he’s afraid of breaking me, but he should know by now that I can handle just about anything he throws my way. 
 
    I melt into him and pull him in tighter as a moan travels up my throat, giving me away. Puck’s knee slips between my legs as his hand slides right around my waist, holding me just as I’ve been dreaming about. 
 
    I open up for him, letting him know that I’m ready for more and he doesn’t disappoint. Puck’s fingers tighten on my skin and I pull him in impossibly closer, slipping my hands right around his neck until the inside of my elbows are hooked against his warm skin. 
 
    Puck’s tongue slips inside my mouth and I do everything in my power not to become a puddle of mush at his feet, but it’s hard. This is the best damn kiss I’ve ever had. Soft yet intense in all the right ways. 
 
    His knee raises and presses against me and a gasp slips from between my lips. As he lets me find my bearings, he drops his lips to my neck and devours the sensitive skin as though it’s the sweetest thing he’s ever tasted. 
 
    Electricity pulses through me and has me grinding down on his knee, desperate for more. I can only imagine how incredible ‘more’ would be with him. I was only teasing when I accused him of being a dud in bed, and this right here is all the proof I’ll need. Puck is a man who knows exactly what he’s doing. I don’t doubt that he could even make me come right now. 
 
    I sure hope that’s where this thing between us is going. If just his kiss is this good, then maybe I should just give in and let him have me any way he wants. Brylee’s right. Who cares if I get hurt in the process? I’ll come out of this knowing I had some of the best sex of my life and have someone to compare every other guy to. 
 
    I run my fingernails up through his dark hair and he pulls back, sending a wave of devastation through me. Puck leans his forehead against mine. “Fuck, babe. You taste better than I thought you would.” 
 
    My chest rises and falls, desperate to catch my breath as I welcome my brain to snap back into reality. “I don’t understand you,” I murmur. “What was that?” 
 
    Puck gives me the goofiest, lopsided grin that has warmth spreading all through me. “I think it was a kiss.” 
 
    A soft laugh bubbles up my throat. “I’ve been kissed before and that was no kiss, but that’s not what I meant and you know it.” 
 
    Puck shakes his head, pressing his lips into a tight line as his hand drops from the back of my neck. He trails his fingers down my arm until they’re lacing through mine and making my heart race faster than ever before. “I don’t know what that was,” he tells me honestly. “I saw you come in here and I couldn’t hold myself back anymore. I had to kiss you.” 
 
    My brows pull down in confusion as I watch this incredible man before me. “I don’t understand,” I tell him. “What do you mean you couldn’t hold yourself back anymore? Why are you holding back?” 
 
    His eyes close for the briefest second and as he opens them once again, regret shines in their depths. He presses his lips to my forehead before pulling me in and holding me tight against his chest. “I don’t do relationships, Courtney, and I don’t have to be a genius to know that you don’t let guys fuck you in a bathroom and then leave. If I…if we were to do this, there’s no doubt that I’ll hurt you and despite how badly I want to take you to bed, I can’t do that to you.” 
 
    I pull back, looking up at his face, making sure I’m understanding this correctly. “What are you saying? That this isn’t going to happen? Because if it’s just a little fun, then I’m fine with that.” 
 
    “No, you’re not, Courtney. You might think you’re up for a quick fuck just to scratch that itch and get it over and done with, but you’re not, and I’m not willing to hurt you like that. I don’t know how the fuck it happened, but I care about you too much to crush you like that.” 
 
    I shake my head, unsure why I feel like I’m about to lose something that I never had. “I think you're overestimating how I feel about you.” 
 
    He gives me a wolfish grin and I realize that I’m lying right through my teeth, though I think he knows that too. Hell, he says he doesn’t want to hurt me but is he aware that he already is? 
 
    “You can’t lie to me, babe. I see it every time you look at me. You want more and I can’t give that to you. We need to stop this…whatever it is.” 
 
    I take a breath and drop my arms from around his neck while pulling my fingers from his. I place a hand on his chest and gently push him back a step, trying to give myself a little space and appear so much stronger than what I’m feeling. “I don’t think it’s possible to stop something that never began.” 
 
    Hurt flashes in his eyes which leaves me even more confused when he slowly nods his head and walks away. 
 
    I sink back onto the wall, begging myself not to cry. That fucking stung. The past two weeks I’ve talked this up in my head, I’ve allowed myself to think that this is something more than what it is. I’ve allowed him to worm his way into my heart despite my better judgment, and I was right all along. Puck Jones was going to hurt me and that’s exactly what I allowed him to do. I guess I’m just lucky that he pulled the pin before he got any closer. 
 
    “Well, shit,” comes a voice from the other end of the bathroom. I turn to find Brylee standing at the end of the corridor, clearly having witnessed everything that just went on. “That was fucking brutal.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I grunt, unable to get any other words out as my eyes begin to fill with tears. 
 
    Brylee’s eyes widen in horror as she races toward me. “Fuck. Don’t cry, Court. Did you really like him that much?” 
 
    “I…” she throws her arms around me and I bury my face into her shoulder. “Yeah, I think I did.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
    Puck 
 
      
 
    I have never felt this fucking sick inside. What have I done? 
 
    I told her that we were never going to happen and it felt like the right thing at the time. I had to let her go. I had to make her see that it wasn’t right. I had to cut her loose before I allowed her to get too close. And then she dismissed me and everything shattered. 
 
    I fucked up. 
 
    What was I thinking racing in there after her? I should have stayed away and thought it through, but knowing that she was so close and would willingly give herself up to me like that was something I was incapable of holding myself back from. 
 
    It was perfect. Every tiny little movement, every little moan, every breath. It was so much more than I thought it was going to be. Courtney has destroyed me for other women and I haven’t even gotten her in bed. All I know is that a kiss like that would be enough to make grown men weep. 
 
    Fuck, I sound like a little pussy. 
 
    Why did I have to hurt her like that? I told her no and as the words came out, I could see her breaking. I was right to do it though. I’m not her prince charming. I’ve never been one to chase a woman and promise her the world. I get in and I get out. It’s that simple. Had I let it continue, I would have just hurt her more. 
 
    I hope she’s okay. She looked crushed. 
 
    When she said that it’s not possible to stop something that hadn’t begun, something clicked inside of me and I felt that she was wrong. While nothing official has happened between us, I feel like we’ve already developed some kind of relationship. She was wrong, something had begun between us and it left me feeling as though we’d just broken up. 
 
    Over the past few weeks, I’ve learned more about Courtney than I have in the past twelve years. I know how she likes to smile when things aren’t going her way, I know the little crease that appears between her brows when she’s concentrating really hard, and I know the way she presses her lips together as she considers asking me a question that’s bound to shock the absolute shit out of me. 
 
    I love the way she laughs at the ridiculous things we discuss during homeroom and I love the feel she leaves on my skin when her arm brushes past mine. 
 
    No, she was wrong. Something had begun here and surly, she must know that. Maybe she said it to make herself feel better or maybe she was trying to hurt me like I’d done to her, whatever it is, I hated the sound of the words coming from between her lips. 
 
    I sit in homeroom on Tuesday morning. I’d gotten here as early as I could, wanting to take advantage of the precious minutes I have beside her. I don’t know what to tell her. I can’t take back what I said and I shouldn’t, but I need to know that she’s doing alright. 
 
    I hurt her. I hurt the first girl who ever wormed her way into my life. I hurt the only girl I’ve ever felt something for. 
 
    I must be a monster. 
 
    Who does that shit? I should have been selfish. I should have grabbed her with both hands and given it a real shot. I could have tried to make her happy and I could have tried to give her the world, but I chickened out. I should have just swallowed my pride and been the man who does everything in his power to give his woman everything she’d ever needed. 
 
    Fuck. His woman? Where the hell did that shit come from? I cannot be thinking of Courtney as my woman, especially so soon after turning her down. All that’s going to do is confuse the shit out of both of us. 
 
    But being her man…that would entitle me to all sorts of shit. I would be able to swoop in and save her whenever the hell I wanted, I could kiss her just like I did yesterday completely guilt-free, but what’s more is that I could be with her any time of the day and it would be okay. 
 
    I’m digging myself a dangerous hole. I shouldn’t be thinking about this shit. Courtney is not my woman just as I’m not her man. 
 
    The minutes tick by without her sitting beside me and as second warning bell rings, Courtney finally walks through the door. Miss Blakeley gives her a scowl, but as she was technically in the room when the bell rang and probably because she’s generally a good student, Miss Blakeley leaves her alone. 
 
    Courtney starts making her way toward the back of the classroom, not once lifting her eyes to me. Every day over the past few weeks, apart from that first day in homeroom, she’s walked in and given me a beaming smile, but today…nothing and it doesn’t sit well with me. 
 
    Have I taken her smile away? 
 
    Up until today I always knew that no matter what, when I walked into homeroom, she'd be there. Seeing her eyes on me and her smile spreading wide across her face was the one guarantee I had in my life. I feel like absolute shit that they’re both absent. I did this and I need to fix it…but how? 
 
    She takes her seat beside me and instead of dropping down carelessly and taking up as much room as she possibly can, she sits down at the very edge, almost as though she can’t get far enough away. 
 
    Kissing her was better than I possibly thought it could be, but if this is the outcome, then it wasn’t worth it. I hate not having her eyes on me, I hate that she isn’t throwing ridiculous questions at me, and I hate that she looks so broken. 
 
    I sit and watch her for a moment as she keeps her eyes trained forward. The silence is killing me. “Hey,” I murmur, sliding my hand along the backrest of her chair. My thumb brushes over her shoulder and she flinches away from my touch, making something twist inside my gut and has me feeling like the biggest ass. “Are we cool?” 
 
    Courtney shrugs, trying to brush it off as though she doesn’t care, but the torture is written all over her face. “Yeah. Why wouldn’t we be?” she says. “Everything is…cool.” 
 
    I’ve never heard such a big fucking lie. 
 
    “You’ve hardly said a word,” I point out, trying to lighten the mood or at least get some sort of smile out of her. “Usually, I struggle to get you to shut up.” 
 
    “Noted, so what’s your problem then?” Courtney’s eyes briefly flash toward mine and devastation lies within their depths. “You struggle to get me to shut up and now I have. You got exactly what you wanted.” 
 
    I watch her for a silent moment. She’s talking about so much more right now and I guess that she’s right. I wanted to taste her lips on mine and I took it, I did get what I wanted and now I’m left wanting so much more. 
 
    My thumb brushes over her shoulder once again. “Come on, babe. Can we at least talk about this?” 
 
    Courtney swivels in her seat, turning to face me to give me the full effect of her anger. “Sure, we can talk. I’ll start.” 
 
    Shit. 
 
    “Yesterday, you said you could tell how I felt, see it in my eyes and all that bullshit. You said you could tell that I wasn’t the kind of girl up for a quick fuck, and if that’s true, then why the hell did you kiss me knowing nothing would ever come from it?” She seethes with an attitude that I didn’t realize she was capable of, but then why not? She’s surprised me with everything else she’s done over the past few weeks. “Are you just an impulsive, opportunistic dickhead, or do you just not give a shit about stomping all over a girl’s emotions like that?” Courtney shakes her head. “You know what? Don’t bother. I already know the answer.” 
 
    Fuck. Fuck. FUCK. This is not good, but she’s right. I took advantage of an opportunity when I shouldn’t have. Who knew that something so incredible could turn out so disastrous? 
 
    I hate to ask, but the curiosity is getting the best of me. “And what’s that?” 
 
    She stands up, just as the bell dismissing us from homeroom rings loudly through Broken Hill High. “That you’re everything I’ve always assumed you were. You’re an asshole, Puck, and I’m done. I won’t let you weasel your way into my life anymore.” 
 
    With that, Courtney grabs her things and walks out the door, leaving me staring after her, realizing that no matter what, I have to make this right. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10 
 
    Courtney 
 
      
 
    This sucks. 
 
    The past two weeks have been hell on Earth. Spending my days as though I don't care about him has been harder than anything has the right to be. 
 
    I miss him despite the fact that I sit next to him every single morning. Puck Jones is the worst kind of monster a teenage girl could have. He's the kind who takes your heart, makes you feel as though he's about to give you the world, and just when you think you're going to have it all, you end up crushed. 
 
    I should have known. In fact, I did know, yet I was stupid enough to fall into his well-placed trap. What a fool I’ve become. I should be stronger...or should have been able to tell him no. I should have been able to hold myself back from his wicked charm, but I couldn't. Those few weeks with him were perfect. They were more than I ever thought Puck could ever offer me until it wasn't. 
 
    For weeks I’ve sat next to him ignoring the way my body craves his touch, ignoring the way my heart races every time he walks through the door and ignoring the way his smile reminds me of everything that I've lost. It's too damn hard. 
 
    But then, did I really ever have him in the first place? Did I ever really have the right to call him mine? No, probably not. Puck has always been the unattainable bad boy, and I was a fool to think I could nail him down. 
 
    There's just one thing I don't understand. While the flirting, the smiles, the 'accidental' brushes of his fingers across my skin are all gone, there's still one thing that remains; Puck is incapable of leaving me alone. During homeroom, he pulls out my chair, in the cafeteria, his eyes are on me, and at parties like right now, he gets insanely jealous when another guy even looks my way, let alone when one approaches and shows a little interest. 
 
    I don't know what this is. Perhaps he likes me more than he's letting on or perhaps he's just afraid that this is something so much more than what he ever pictured for himself, but whatever it is, it's making it impossible for me to even attempt to move on. I mean, how could a girl move past the fact that the man who makes her heart race treats her like an angel worth protecting? 
 
    Is it possible to fall in love with someone in as little time as only a few weeks? No, that's insane. I couldn't have fallen in love with him during that time. At the start I hated him, he was the guy that I couldn't stand being near and now I'm craving his attention almost as much as I'm craving giving him mine. 
 
    I don't know what to do. I've never felt so insanely lost before. Me and Puck...it should be so simple, but he insists on making something beautiful a tragedy. 
 
    I grab Brylee from making a big mistake with some random guy and get our asses out of here. The past few hours of watching random girls attempt to drape themselves over Puck is too hard to continue watching. He's managed to dodge each one with a less than impressed scowl on his handsome face, but eventually one is going to come along who catches his eyes and when she does, I don't want to bear witness to it. 
 
    Brylee groans about not wanting to leave, but the second we step out into the fresh air and she hurls all through the garden bed, she has a change of heart. 
 
    I don’t know how I put up with her on the way back to her place, but once she steps out of my car, I speed away as though the sound of her too chirpy voice is going to follow me. Brylee is a chatter no matter what the occasion, but add a little alcohol to the mix and getting her to shut up is an impossible task. Don’t get me wrong, usually, I love her chatter, but it’s been a shit few weeks and all I want to do is get home to bed. 
 
    I drive down the road, forcing my eyes to stay open. It’s only a few minutes between here and home so before I know it, I’ll be finished with this day and be free to spend the rest of my weekend mopping around in my room. 
 
    The road blurs into an endless line of streetlights with the occasional car zooming past on the other side. I turn up the music and try to get lost in the beat. It works for all of two seconds before a loud ‘POP’ has me swerving off the side of the road and nose-diving my car up onto the curb. 
 
    My heart races. 
 
    Please don’t tell me I’ve run over something…or someone. I swear, I didn’t see anything. Though, maybe it was something small; a cat or a dog, or…shit. I can’t have just killed some little kid’s pet. What kind of a monster would that make me? 
 
    I look up and down the quiet street making sure there’s no one around as this is how all the scary movies start. One second, you think you’ve hit something, the next you’re screaming out, running up the quiet street with an ax-wielding clown chasing behind you. No thanks. That’s definitely not how I’m hoping my night finishes. 
 
    Confident that I’m not about to be taken out by some escaped prisoner, I push open my car door and have a good look around. What the hell could it have been? There’s nothing here. This street is as empty as Puck’s soul. 
 
    Though, if I hit something, there’s a good chance it could be stuck beneath my car. With a cringe, I lean in through the open car door and fish around for my phone before turning on my flashlight app and getting down on my hands and knees. 
 
    I shine the light under the car and have a good look around, but can’t see anything when I hear the faint sound of air escaping. My brows furrow. What could be making that noise? 
 
    It hits me. My tires. 
 
    My eyes bulge out of my head as I quickly shine the light on all four of my tires. I go from one to the next. Nope. Nope. Nope….fuck. I didn’t hit an animal, I blew a tire. 
 
    How the hell am I supposed to get home now? 
 
    I look over the tire with a sinking feeling in my gut. There’s no way I’ll be able to change this on my own. This is so out of my comfort zone. Even if I googled it, I doubt I’d be able to work it out. Hell, I’m probably not even strong enough to lift the spare out of the back let alone undo the bolt things that hold the tire to the car. I’m pretty sure they’re called nuts which makes absolutely no sense to me. I mean, why? That’s utterly ridiculous. 
 
    I’m screwed. 
 
    With a sigh, I pull myself up off the ground and walk around to the back of the car. I start searching around for the tool kit and spare tire that are hidden under the flooring of my trunk space and it takes me no time at all to realize that this job is definitely out of my scope of capabilities. 
 
    I start going over my options as I drop back down into the driver’s seat and close the door to keep out the cold. I could give dad a call and get his ass down here in the dead of night, he'd hate being woken up but would probably be happy to know I wasn't just sitting on the side of the road alone. Though, he’s been at a conference in the city for the past few days so I’ll have to wait an hour or so. My other options are to either walk my dumbass home and sort it out in the morning, or I could climb in my car, lock the doors and go to sleep with the intention to deal with it in the morning. 
 
    Shit. These options suck, but there’s one clear winner. 
 
    Dad. 
 
    I let out a breath and suck it up. I want nothing more than to get home and crawl into bed and unfortunately, the only way that’s going to happen is to call for back up. I look down at my phone and start scrolling through my recent contacts list and go to press his name when a sharp knocking sounds at my window. 
 
    I scream in terror as my heart leaps right out of my chest. Please, no. I don’t want to die. My head whips around to find a shadow of a man leaning towards my window. My eyes bug out of my head. My feet are too sore to have to spend the next few hours running away from this creep. 
 
    The man leans in closer and I finally get a clear look at his grinning face. 
 
    “HOLY FUCK!” I yell, grabbing hold of the door handle and pushing my way out of the car, making him hurry back to avoid getting smacked in the face. My hands slam against his rock-solid chest. “You scared the shit out of me, Puck. What the hell do you think you’re doing creeping up at my window in the middle of the night?” 
 
    “Me?” he laughs, trying to grab hold of my hands to stop me from hitting him again. “You’re the idiot sitting on the side of the road. Do you have any idea how dangerous this is?” 
 
    “It’s not as though I’m doing it for fun,” I snap as I will my heart to stop racing. “I got a flat tire. Trust me, I’d give anything to be home in bed right now.” 
 
    “No, shit,” Puck says, looking over my car a little closer. “Why didn’t you change it?” 
 
    The frustration of the situation comes slamming right to the front. “Don’t you think I would have if I could?” 
 
    Puck looks me over in consideration and while I hate the look on his face and how he seems kind of disappointed, I can’t help but feel a shitload safer with him here right now, despite how much I want to tear his head from his body. 
 
    Puck lets out a sigh before walking around the back of my car and opening the trunk. “No,” I say, shaking my head as I follow him behind the car. “You don’t need to do that. I was about to call my dad.” 
 
    “Don’t be ridiculous,” Puck tells me. “There’s no point in getting your dad when I’m already here. It’ll take me five minutes and then you can go home.” 
 
    I’m not going to lie, the idea of not having to call dad to come and fix my fuck-up does sound pretty damn good, but having Puck being the hero that comes to save my ass isn’t exactly sitting so well with me. I’d dare say he’s even getting hard over the thought. 
 
    “Fine,” I grumble after way too long. “But keep in mind that you’re offering and I’m not asking.” 
 
    Puck steps into me, pressing me against the cool metal of my car as an amused grin plays on his lips. “What’s that?” he murmurs low, making his chest rumble against mine. “You don’t need me to save you?” 
 
    I shake my head, trying to keep strong but with him standing so close, all I can think about is that kiss that absolutely rocked my world. “No, I don’t, but I’m not stupid. I’m not about to tell you no when it could make my night a shitload easier. Think of it as me taking advantage. You know, kind of like the way you did to me.” 
 
    Puck’s playful expression changes into something a little more serious. “Babe,” he says, taking my waist. “You know I never meant to hurt you. It’s been killing me that you haven’t been talking to me these past few weeks.” 
 
    “Don’t,” I say, pressing my hand against his chest and trying to push him back. “I can’t do this again. Can we please just…focus on the tire and forget this ever happened?” 
 
    “Courtney,” he whispers. 
 
    I look up into those bright blue eyes that have kept me captivated since the beginning of senior year and will myself not to cry. “Please?” I beg. 
 
    Puck watches me for a beat with hurt flashing behind his eyes as he refuses to step away despite my hand on his chest. After what feels like a lifetime, he dips his head and steps away, leaving me gasping for air. 
 
    How does it still hurt like this? We weren’t even together. 
 
    Puck instantly gets to work. He gets the spare out of the back and finds a little bag of tools that I probably couldn’t have found in a million years. I bring up my flashlight app once again and try to help him the best I can. 
 
    Each nut removed from the tire gets tossed on the road behind him and I swiftly pick it up, knowing if they get lost, I’m probably even more fucked than when I started. I hand him tools while he chats and flirts and I try my best to hold back my smile. 
 
    This is nice. It shouldn’t be, but damn it, it is. 
 
    Puck gets the flat off the car in record timing and I watch him in awe. How is it boys just know how to do this shit? Is there some kind of ‘how to be a boy’ textbook that they keep hidden from the female population? Who knows, but watching him do this out of pure kindness has me desperate to ease the ache building between my legs. 
 
    Puck gets the new tire onto the car before grabbing a wrench. Seeing that he’s ready to put the nuts back on, I lean in to hand him one when he turns to find them. My forehead slams hard into his, instantly bringing tears to my eyes. “Oh, fuck,” I screech, throwing my hand to my head. 
 
    Puck’s eyes go wide. “Shit, babe. Are you alright?” he demands, getting to his feet, only in doing that, it forces me back a step and naturally, I trip over the damn curb. 
 
    A gasp sails out of me as I fall back to my ass. Puck dives for me. His arm curls around my waist as he tries to break my fall. He comes down on top of me, but the added weight has my ass slamming down onto the concrete, no doubt leaving a nasty graze. 
 
    “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” I cry as Puck stares down at me in horror. 
 
    Puck searches my face with his eyes constantly coming back to the lump I feel already coming out on my forehead. “Are you okay?” 
 
    I nod, letting my head fall back into the grass as I mentally take note of each of my body parts and apart from my ass and forehead, I think I’m actually doing alright. “I think so,” I tell him. “But the same can’t be said for my ass.” 
 
    “Trust me, babe,” he says with a grin slowly spreading across his face. “Your ass is more than fine.” 
 
    I burst out into laughter as my hand comes up and rubs against my sore head. “Seriously though, how bad is it?” 
 
    Puck shakes his head ever so slightly as though my question is absurd. His eyes drop to mine with a tenderness that would knock me on my ass if I wasn’t already there. “It’s fucking perfect, Courtney.” 
 
    I place my hand against his strong shoulder and instead of pushing him away like I should, my hand skims across the back of his shirt until it’s wrapped around his neck. 
 
    His eyes drop to my lips and I see the hesitation in his eyes, but after knowing just how good his kiss can be, I can’t possibly deny myself the opportunity. I pull him down to me, raising my head off the ground to meet his just so I can close the gap quicker. 
 
    Our lips crush down on each others with fierce desperation which has me positive that I must have hit my head a little harder than I thought. This seriously can’t be happening. The only logical explanation for this is that I’m imagining it, but hell if I’m imagining it, I’m not about to do something stupid and wake myself up. 
 
    His lips on mine are euphoric, but more than that, it feels right. What the hell have I been doing holding back from him these past few weeks? I should have been going after what I want instead of running scared. How could Puck deny that this isn’t meant to be? 
 
    My hand slips up the back of his shirt and explores the strong muscles of his back and damn, I’m not disappointed. He’s just as sculptured as I had always thought he’d be. Puck takes my waist as my legs fall open and hook around his hips and within the next second, he’s lifting me off the dirty ground and laying me down in the backseat of my car, not once taking his lips off mine. 
 
    Puck’s lips dive to my neck and a gasp comes sailing from between my lips as my back arches off the backseat of my car, pressing up into him. 
 
    My fingers dig into the tight muscles of his back as one of his hands slip under the hem of my shirt and skims across my skin, raising goosebumps and making me want him more than I possibly knew. “Puck,” I breathe. “What is this?” 
 
    He shakes his head. “All I know is that I can’t stay away from you anymore.” 
 
    I look up, meeting his lust-filled eyes. “I don’t want you to.” 
 
    A softness creeps into his expression and a million messages pass between us before his lips drop back to mine, but this time, it’s not the raging desperation from before, this is something different, something a little…more. Whatever it is, it has me needing him in a way I wasn’t prepared for. 
 
    Unable to help myself, my fingers play with the fabric of his shirt before I throw caution to the wind and start pulling it up his back. He shrugs the shirt over his head and the second my hands come down on his bare skin and feel what should have been mine all along, electricity pulses through me. 
 
    Puck props himself up on his elbow, looking down at me as though he’s never witnessed anything quite so beautiful. “Are you sure about this?” he murmurs, watching me adoringly. “We could wait and I can make it…I don’t know, special for you. It doesn’t have to be like this.” 
 
    “You mean a random screw in the backseat of my car?” 
 
    He grins. “Well, yeah.” 
 
    A small chuckle comes bubbling up my throat as I shake my head. “No,” I tell him. “I’m not that girl who gets lost on sentiment. As long as you don’t treat me like a stranger afterward…” I let my sentence fall flat. I don’t need to explain myself with him, he just gets it. 
 
    Puck stares down into my eyes. “Never,” he murmurs, watching me as he slowly dips his head back to mine. His lips find mine and newfound energy pulses between us, a new kind of desperation that has me wondering again if it’s possible to love him. 
 
    As he rids me of my shirt and begins cherishing my body as though I’m some sort of queen, all thought leaves me. It’s just me and him, and the backseat of my car. 
 
    Clothes are torn away, bodies grow sweaty, names are whispered between the sweetest kisses I’ve ever had, and then finally, his fingers lace through mine as he pushes up into me. My legs wrap around his hips and as his lips find my neck, he draws back out and repeats, over and over again, pushing my body to its absolute limits until I’m screaming his name and unable to believe just how good this is. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11 
 
    Puck 
 
      
 
    I am fucking obsessed. 
 
    Everywhere she goes, I fucking know it. Everyone she talks to, I want to know what’s being said. Everything she needs, I want to be the one to provide. 
 
    I’m so fucking lame. I’ve turned into Nate with his pathetic desperation to impress Tora. 
 
    Maybe I’m falling for her. It’s the only thing that makes sense to me right now, either that or I’m turning into some fucked up stalker who can’t leave the girl alone. All I know is that she’s the most beautiful woman I’ve ever laid my eyes on, and that doesn’t just mean her appearance. She’s beautiful inside and out and what fucker would be stupid enough not to grab hold of that and never let go? 
 
    I was such a fool over these past few weeks, allowing her to get away like that. What was I thinking? I’ve never made such a big fucking mistake, and if she’s as smart as I think she is, she’ll hold it against me. 
 
    It’s been a few weeks since that night and while the air has certainly cleared between us, I’ve wanted nothing more than to do it all over again, though maybe next time not in the backseat of her car. I don’t know what happened that night, one minute I was replacing her tire and the next, I was pushing up into her and showing her just how good it can be. 
 
    It wasn’t my usual style though. Normally with a girl, it’s about getting in and getting out, usually up against a wall at some random party, but this was different. I couldn’t do that to her, the backseat of the car was already bad enough. I wanted her to know that I respected her and I was worried that she’d think less of me by allowing it to happen like that, but she insisted it was okay, and the way she’s continued watching me over the past few weeks with stars in her eyes tells me that she meant it. 
 
    Things since then have been better than I could have imagined. We’re back to how things were at the beginning, only better, and this time, I won’t be letting her slip away. 
 
    I would give anything to have something further happen between us since that night, but the past few weeks have been a shit storm where it comes to our friends and asking her out right now just seems…heartless, but don’t be fooled, the second it’s right, I’m making her mine. I don’t know what it is about her, but all of a sudden, I don’t give a shit about the rules I’ve lived by over the past few years. I want to make her mine. I want to be her everything just as she’s quickly becoming to me. 
 
    Jesse and Tyson peel out of the school parking lot with a promise to go and crash the girls’ coffee date at Carter’s Coffee House while Maxen dives into the passenger’s seat of Nate’s Camaro. I walk back over to my car before climbing in and considering my options for the afternoon. I could go back to Nate’s place and hang out with them or I could try and get Courtney alone. 
 
    I grin to myself as I pull out my phone. 
 
    Puck – Want to ditch the girls and go somewhere just you and me? 
 
    Courtney – Hmmm…tempting, but what’s in it for me? 
 
    Puck – Anything you want, babe. 
 
    Courtney – I thought I told you that I wasn’t your ‘babe.’ 
 
    Puck – Yeah, you are, and it’s about time you got used to it. 
 
    Courtney – Fine. 
 
    Courtney – You’ll have to pick me up from Carter’s though. I don’t have my car. 
 
    I grin wide. Nothing would make me happier. 
 
    Puck – Be there in 10. 
 
    Courtney - <3 
 
    I try not to act like a fucking dickhead grinning at my phone, but fuck it. It’s just me here and if I want to be a fucking pussy over the chick that’s currently making me want so much more in life, then that’s exactly what I’m going to do. 
 
    I drop my phone into the cup holder and press the push start for the engine, only the fucker cuts out. Now, I’m no fucking expert like Nate, but I know that shit ain’t supposed to happen. My Escalade is only a year old and it’s never had issues. 
 
    I give it a second and third try only to get the same bullshit result. I grab my phone again and pop the hood before climbing out. 
 
    After putting the hood up and studying the sight before me, I let out a sigh and send off a quick text. 
 
    Puck – Running late. 
 
    Courtney – Take your time. The girls and I haven’t finished gossiping about you guys yet! 
 
    I roll my eyes and bring up Nate’s number before holding the phone to my ear. 
 
    “What’s up, man?” Nate says after the second ring. 
 
    “Something is fucking up in my car. She won’t kick over,” I explain, staring down at the engine and trying to figure out if even the slightest thing is out of place. 
 
    Nate huffs in confusion. “What do you mean ‘she won’t kick over?’ That shit is practically brand new.” 
 
    I shake my head as I look over the engine. “I don’t fucking know, man. Nothing looks out of place.” 
 
    “Shit,” he sighs. “I’ll be right there.” 
 
    Nate ends the call and I slide my phone back into my pocket so I can start working this puzzle out. I lean over the engine, hating this bullshit. The one time I organize to do something with Courtney, this happens. What are the fucking chances of that? 
 
    A shadow creeps up behind me and as I turn to see who it is, a fist pummels towards my face. My head flies back and before I have a chance to right myself, a second and third guy are on me. “Fuck,” I grunt, curling my hands into balls of rage. 
 
    Fists and heavy booted kicks come at me from every angle, not giving me even the slightest chance to defend myself and I’m left wondering what the fuck is going on. I haven’t started shit with anyone lately. 
 
    I barely have a second to figure out who these fuckers are before my head is slammed into the side of my car with a force that I’m not ready for and I go down like a sack of shit with my body aching from head to toe. 
 
    Blood pulses heavily through my ears and it’s the only sound I hear, but something must be coming as the three guys stop their assault and take off like bats out of hell in the blink of an eye. 
 
    It’s then that I see the familiar rims of Nate’s Camaro screeching to a stop beside my limp body. Doors are opened and before I know it, Nate is hovering over the top of me screaming something, but I can’t make out the words as my mind slowly slips into a welcomed unconsciousness. 
 
      
 
    ---------- 
 
      
 
    “Mom, I’m fine,” I groan for the twentieth time, hating that she won’t just let this go, though I suppose that’s all a part of being a mother. 
 
    “Don’t sass me, Landon Jones. I birthed you, so if I want to ask how you are a million times over then that’s exactly what I’m going to do and you’re going to sit through it with a damn smile on your face.” 
 
    I roll my eyes, not bothering to fight her on it. After all, what my mother wants, she usually gets and I don’t doubt that right now is not any different. I couldn’t imagine what it would be like getting a call from your son’s best friend explaining that he’d been jumped. 
 
    My mom is one of the strongest women I know and right now, she’s holding herself together and just reminding me how incredible she is. Though, that doesn’t mean I miss the way that her eyes have been red-rimmed since the second she walked in. 
 
    It’s been a shitty few hours, waking up in the hospital to find my body broken, bloodied, and bruised. I’ve been pumped with all sorts of pain meds, but the pain is still real and with every flinch or turn of my head, I’m reminded of it. All I want to do is get out of this damn hospital bed and go and find the fuckers who did this to me and then, I’ll be repaying the favor. No one gets away with this shit. Hell, I wouldn’t be surprised if the boys are already out there searching them out. 
 
    “You know,” mom says, using that tone that tells me she’s about to start meddling in my business. “There was a lovely girl out there who sat by my side the whole time.” My brow raises as she turns to my dad. “What was her name again?” 
 
    “Umm,” he grumbles, not paying attention to anything that’s going on around him while he continues checking his emails. “I don’t know. Courtney or something like that.” 
 
    “Courtney?” I question, focusing on mom. “Is she out there? Did she sit with you?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. All your friends are out there. They haven’t moved since the second you were brought in.” 
 
    Well, fuck. Courtney sat with my mom. 
 
    Emotions overthrow me and I have a hard time hiding it from my parents. “Do you think you could go and get them? I’m sure they’re dying to get out there and figure out who did this.” 
 
    “Ok, honey,” mom says, getting up and giving my ankle a squeeze. “But I don’t want your friends going out there and starting any trouble. We should be letting the police handle it. I know those friends of yours will do just about anything to protect the people they love, but you can’t ask them to put themselves at risk like that.” 
 
    I sure can and I will. 
 
    “Mom,” I say, fixing her with a look that tells her she’s being silly. “You know these guys just as well as I do. Do you really think there’s any way they’re about to sit back and let the cops handle it?” 
 
    Mom sighs as she grabs dad’s elbow to bring him back to the present. “I suppose. I’d just hate to see any of them wind up in trouble.” 
 
    “They’d probably love it if they end up in the slammer,” I tell her. “At least Jesse and Ty would. You know what they’re like about bragging rights.” 
 
    Mom shakes her head and drags dad out of the room, giving me only a moment to myself before the doors are barged and Jesse forces his way in front of the group. “Fuck, man,” he says as he looks me over. “How’re you feeling?” 
 
    “Been better,” I grumble as everyone crowds around the bed to get a good look at the damage, though out of everyone here, there’s only one person who’s got my attention. 
 
    Courtney steps up to the side of my bed, staring down at me in horror. “Fuck,” she curses under her breath making me want nothing more than to take her fear away. “Who did this?” 
 
    A small smile pulls at my lips as I attempt to help her feel at ease. “You sat with my mom,” I murmur, reaching out for her hand and ignoring the pain that shoots through my arm at the movement. 
 
    Courtney takes my hand greedily while being careful not to jostle me as I feel the eyes of all my friends watching us closely, making me realize that we haven’t actually said anything about this thing between us, though if they were smart, they would have figured it out by now. Anyone would have been able to see how I feel about her just by looking at me with her. 
 
    “Of course, I did,” Courtney whispers as a blush creeps over her beautiful face, making me wish I could reach out and pull her into my arms. I hate that she’s spent the last few hours worrying about me. 
 
    Nate clears his throat, stealing my attention away from my girl. “Puck,” he says giving me that tone that says it’s time to get down to business. “Who was it?” 
 
    I let out a sigh, feeling like shit that I wasn’t able to work it out. I should have been better than that. “I don’t know,” I tell him with regret. “They hit me from behind. I don’t really remember much more than that.” 
 
    “Fuck,” Nate curses. “Whoever the fuck it was better watch out.” 
 
    “No,” I demand, wishing I could sit up and face him man to man. “This one is mine.” 
 
    “Fuck that,” Maxen says. “You can hardly fucking move. Your arm is broken, man. You won’t be throwing punches any time soon. Just leave this shit up to us.” 
 
    I let out a frustrated huff and look up at the ceiling, slowly counting backward from five to rein in my anger. “I guess I don’t have a fucking choice then.” 
 
    Tora goes through my options and explains how I should be talking to the school and despite how badly I don’t want to do that, I don’t doubt my mother has already made the call. In fact, I should be going over what happened as the cops will probably be here soon to take my statement. 
 
    Nate grows fidgety beside Tora and now that he’s satisfied I’m not about to die, he’s more than ready to get this shit handled. He looks across at Jesse and then to Max before turning to Ty and making me groan once again. “I know that look.” 
 
    “You’re good if we go?” Nate says with a cringe. “We’ll stay if you want.” 
 
    As much as I’d like them to stay, I also want to know who the fuck did this, and if anyone is going to get the answers, it’s my boys. “No,” I sigh. “Go. I want to know who did it and I want them to pay.” 
 
    Nate nods and a moment later, the boys start heading for the door, leaving me to suffer through an endless gossip fest with the girls. These chicks are cool and all, and I’m thrilled to have Courtney here with me, but fucking kill me. Listening to this shit is worse than getting jumped. 
 
    Tora gets a call from Nate after a few hours who explains that they got absolutely nothing and with night falling, my parents send everyone home, but Courtney hangs back, silently waiting until the door closes, finally giving us the first bit of privacy we’ve had all day. 
 
    She steps into me, running her fingers down the bruising across my jaw. “Are you really okay?” she murmurs, still looking horrified that this has happened. 
 
    I reach up and catch her hand in mine, ignoring the pain that shoots through my arm. “I’m fine,” I tell her, squeezing her hand. “Better than fine.” 
 
    “You’re a shitty liar, Puck.” 
 
    “It made you smile though.” 
 
    Courtney rolls her eyes but has a hard time wiping the grin off her face. “I kind of hate you. You know that right?” 
 
    “Uh-huh. You hate me so much that you let me fu-” 
 
    “Shut up! Shut up! Shut up!” she laughs, covering her ears and pretending as though nothing happened, though she can’t deny it, no matter how hard she tries. That moment was fucking perfect and I’ll be there to remind her every moment of every day. 
 
    “You know, I don’t think I’ve ever felt a chick come so hard. You were squeezing me so-” 
 
    “PUCK!” Courtney shrieks in embarrassment, throwing herself down on the bed beside me and slapping her hand over my mouth. “Will you stop? Someone could walk in and hear you.” 
 
    “Let them hear,” I tell her, curling my good arm around her waist and pulling her in tighter. “It was fucking incredible and you know it.” 
 
    A pink flush spreads over her cheeks and she looks away, unable to handle this intensity between us. “I think I should probably go so your mom can stop pretending that she’s holding it together.” 
 
    I shake my head despite the way it makes the pain scream in the back of my neck. “You’re not going anywhere, not yet, babe.” With that, I tug on her waist until she falls down into me. 
 
    Courtney blanches as her hands shoot out to catch her fall, but I’ve got her. There’s no way I’m letting her get hurt, not now, not ever. 
 
    I bring her down until her face is hovering just above mine. Desire grows in her eyes and for a moment, I fear that she’s going to chicken out, but she closes the gap. She brings those rosy lips of hers down on mine and gives me the softest kiss I’ve ever felt, and I know that without a doubt, the second I can, I’ll be making her mine. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12 
 
    Courtney 
 
      
 
    Fuck, I hate hospitals. They’re an endless reminder of bad times for me. First, there was my aunty who suffered through the burn unit after a horrendous house fire when I was a kid, then my grandfather passing of liver failure two years ago, and now Puck. 
 
    I don’t know what’s going on with me, but I haven’t been able to leave his side since the second it happened. To be honest, I’m surprised his parents haven’t kicked me out, but even if they did, I don’t think I’d have the strength to leave. 
 
    I hate seeing him like this and all it’s done is prove to me that I was right – I am falling in love with Puck Jones. In fact, I think I’m well and truly already there. He’s captured me in a way I was never expecting and it scares the absolute shit out of me. 
 
    Puck has said it a million times; he’s not the commitment type, but his actions over the past few weeks have proved otherwise. I’m certain that I’m in love with him and I’m pretty damn sure that he feels the same way. He holds my hand every chance he gets and makes sure I’m seated right beside him, always in reaching distance. He gives me these bright, beaming smiles that make my heart race, and every time we’re alone, he somehow gets his lips on mine. 
 
    He’s sweet in a way that I didn’t realize he was capable of, but he’s also fiercely protective in a way that shocks me to the core. Growing up, I hated this guy. I was positive that being with someone like him would be the worst thing I could ever do, but I’m realizing that I’ve never been so wrong. 
 
    Last night he was discharged from the hospital and I was worried that visiting hours for me would cease, but his parents have welcomed me into their home and allowed me to stay by his side. Had that been my parents with a guy like Puck, they would have told him to stay far away from their little girl, but Puck’s mom and dad are different. Maybe I’m the ‘good girl’ they’ve always hoped would be able to rein in their troubled son, whatever it is, I’ve never appreciated it more. 
 
    I drop down onto Puck’s bed, crossing my legs as I prepare to start searching through the endless options on Netflix, knowing there’s no way in hell we’ll actually end up watching it as his tongue would probably be somewhere around my tonsils. I know we're just hanging out and we’re nothing official, but for some reason, I’m really struggling to keep my hands off him, despite the fact that he’s trying to recover from some pretty nasty injuries. 
 
    Puck’s hand slides across the bed and around me until his fingers are brushing across the curve of my ass. “What’s going on?” he murmurs into the quiet room. “You’ve been extra quiet today.” 
 
    I shrug my shoulder and let out a breath. “It’s nothing.” 
 
    “Babe,” he says a little more firmly to make a point that he’s not fucking around. “What’s bothering you?” 
 
    I roll my eyes at his newfound need to always know exactly what’s going on with me. “It’s Bry,” I tell him. “She reminded me that she should be hearing back from colleges soon and it’s just kind of hitting me that she won’t be here much longer.” 
 
    “Why’s that? Where’s she applying?” 
 
    “She wants Yale, but Harvard is her backup.” 
 
    “Shit. They’re hard places to get into.” 
 
    “I know, but if anyone can do it, it’s her. She’s not just a pretty face, you know? Brylee is going to take the world by storm and I hope she gets in, but it’s just going to suck without her here.” 
 
    “Hey,” he says, giving my ass a firm squeeze. “I plan to be stealing all your spare time anyway so really, there’s nothing to worry about.” 
 
    I roll my eyes, but can’t help the grin that stretches across my face, making me look like a love-sick idiot. “Really, now?” I laugh. “You think you have what it takes to be able to hold my attention and make me forget that I’m missing my best friend?” 
 
    “Babe,” he says with a grin of his own. “Don’t pretend that you don’t already know just how fucking good it can get. You don’t need to worry about forgetting Brylee, you need to worry that I’ll have you forgetting your own fucking name.” 
 
    “Big talker,” I laugh. “You’re pretty damn confident there. How can I be sure you didn’t just have luck on your side that night? After all, you were lucky that I let you anywhere near me. Maybe you were just lucky that you hit all the right spots.” 
 
    Puck grabs me and pulls me in hard against his side, making me fall back to his bed in the process. “You want to test that theory? I’ll show just how fucking ‘lucky’ I can be.” 
 
    “Stop,” I laugh. “I’m not screwing you while you’re in pieces.” 
 
    “Come on, Court. I’d hardly call it pieces. I’m not even that hurt. I’m fine.” 
 
    “You’re the furthest thing from fine,” I point out. “Besides, you can hardly move and I’m not risking climbing on top only to break you some more or have your mother walk in wanting to help shower you or some bullshit like that.” 
 
    “I’m more than capable of showering by myself,” he tells me with a roll of his eyes. “Though, you’re welcome to join me if you want.” 
 
    “You’re such an ass,” I remind him for the tenth time today. After all, fending him off has become quite normal over the past four days. Who would have known that getting jumped and being stuck in the hospital for three long days would have that effect on a guy? 
 
    My phone chimes on the bed beside me and I reach to scoop it up. I get comfortable in Puck’s arm while being careful not to hurt him with my movements, though that doesn’t seem to be something that bothers him. Maybe he’s some kind of machine that doesn’t register pain or maybe he’s just trying to act tough for the sake of appearing like some kind of fearless leader. 
 
    I bring my phone up and open a text from Brylee. 
 
    Brylee – HOLY FUCK! Shit is going down at that Haven Falls party. Apparently, Phoenix just outed Tora for having an eating disorder! How fucking crazy is that? 
 
    My mouth drops open. What the actual fuck? 
 
    Courtney – That’s insane. Phoenix is an idiot. I don’t believe it. Besides, Tora is fine. I think we’d know if she was sick! 
 
    “What’s going on?” Puck murmurs, nudging my thigh. 
 
    “Phoenix is starting trouble at the party in Haven Falls,” I explain, shaking my head while letting out a frustrated groan. I mean, haven’t we all had to handle enough shit over the past few days? The guys have been desperately searching for some answers to put Puck’s mind at ease about who did this shit to him. They’ve practically interrogated everyone at school and now have expanded their search into Haven Falls. We couldn’t possibly deal with any more bullshit, but apparently, Phoenix thinks otherwise. 
 
    I really feel for Puck through. It’s been hard keeping him in bed over the past few days. He wants nothing more than to get out there and find the dickheads who hurt him and give them what they deserve, but with a broken arm, bruised ribs, and injuries from head to toe, he’ll be stuck here for a while. He just has to have faith in his friends that they’ll come through for him, but then, I guess it’s just not the same as doing it yourself. 
 
    Brylee responds with her usual chatter and I instantly get distracted while Puck takes over control of Netflix, but to be honest, I don’t know how long this is going to last. Puck doesn’t strike me as the kind of guy to lay in bed for weeks on end watching movies. Eventually, he’s going to get bored and force his way out of his home, despite doctor’s orders. 
 
    I’m not surprised when the opening credits for ‘Transformers’ appears on his big ass television. I mean, fast robot cars with guns, Megan Fox, and a kickass robot war, and this movie has easily got to be every guy's fantasy. Don’t get me wrong, I’m definitely into dudes, but that one scene with Megan Fox leaning over Bumblebee’s hood. Damn. I’m down for that. 
 
    Just as I knew it would, ‘Transformers’ completely sucks us in and it’s not until Tyson dives through Puck’s bedroom door that I realize we’ve been watching the movie in complete silence for at least an hour. “What the fuck?” Puck grunts as Tyson comes barreling in. 
 
    For some unknown reason, I find myself jumping away from Puck as though what we were doing is somehow taboo, but the next words out of Tyson’s mouth have me forgetting all about it. “We fucking got them,” he cheers as though he just had the best fucking night of his life. 
 
    “Who?” I demand. “The guys who got Puck?” 
 
    “Damn straight,” Tyson says proudly, grinning at Puck like he’s waiting for a medal. Puck stills, watching Tyson intently, desperate for information. “You should have fucking seen us, man. We took them down. Those fuckers won’t ever show their faces again.” 
 
    “Who was it?” Puck demands as he tries to get up into a sitting position while getting frustrated that he still doesn’t have the answers he’s after. 
 
    “You’re not going to fucking believe it,” Tyson says with a sparkle in his eye as though he’s about to make Puck work for the answer. 
 
    “Tyson. Just fucking tell me already.” 
 
    Ty sighs. “Josh Henderson and two of his fucking goons from Haven Falls. Brooke and Tora overheard them discussing it at the party. Apparently, they had some kind of plan to knock us all off one by one.” 
 
    My eyes widen in horror as I reach forward and grab hold of Puck’s hand. How can people be so horrible? Nate and Tora have had issues with Josh in the past and while Puck isn’t completely innocent, he certainly didn’t do anything to deserve this. 
 
    “Fuck,” Puck spits. “Josh Henderson? Are you fucking sure?” 
 
    “Yeah, Nate got every last detail out of him. He was the fucker who did that number to your ribs.” 
 
    “It doesn’t make any fucking sense. I haven’t done shit to Josh. I’ve fucked up a few of the Haven Falls guys over the past few years, but nothing to this extent,” he says, indicating down his body. 
 
    “I know, man,” Tyson agrees. “Josh said Jackson was the one who put them up to it. Said he paid them to do it.” 
 
    Puck’s brow arches as he watches Tyson for a silent moment. “Nah,” he says, shaking his head. “That’s bullshit. Jackson is a fucking dickhead but think about it. Josh is from Broken Hill, he has money, and Jackson is a lowlife from Haven Falls without a cent to his name. He couldn’t possibly have come up with the cash to convince Josh to go up against us, let alone two others. Jackson didn’t do this. This is Josh trying to weasel his way out of a bad situation.” 
 
    Tyson cringes. “Well, shit. If you’re right, maybe we fucked up…just a little.” 
 
    “What’s that supposed to mean?” I question anxiously. 
 
    Tyson scrunches up his face and looks back at Puck. “Nate didn’t take a second to think it through like you did. He just acted.” 
 
    “Fuck,” Puck sighs. “What did he do?” 
 
    “He sort of set fire to Jackson’s car. Though, I’m surprised you don’t know about it already. You should have been able to hear the explosion from here.” 
 
    “What?” I shriek with wide eyes. What kind of people have I just got myself involved with? Maybe I should have gone to this party after all. It sounds like the best fucking party of the year, though I don’t think anything could have really beat Jesse’s birthday a few weeks ago. Now that was a good party. 
 
    Puck is quick to jump to his best friend’s defense and shrugs his shoulder. “Oh well, Jackson deserved that shit after he ran Nate off the road the other week. An eye for an eye, right?” 
 
    Tyson just grins. “There’s more.” 
 
    “What? How is there more? What the fuck was going on at that party?” 
 
    “Phoenix,” Tyson declares. 
 
    “Oh, you mean, outing Tora about her eating disorder? Yeah, we already head about that.” 
 
    “No, not that,” he says, shaking his head and making me sit a little straighter. There couldn’t possibly have been more bullshit going down tonight. “Phoenix is Jesse and Nate’s half-sister. She blurted it out in front of everyone and Tora lost her shit and started beating her ass. There’s probably a fucking video going around somewhere.” 
 
    “Are you kidding me?” I shriek, pushing up onto my knees as my eyes bulge out of my head. “There’s no way!” 
 
    “Scouts honor,” Tyson says with a chuckle, dropping down onto the end of Puck’s bed and letting us know that’s the end of the gossip he’s been dying to share. He lays back onto the bed and looks up at his hand, opening and closing his fist. “I swear, you fuckers should have been there. It was an epic night. Though, I think I fucked up my hand knocking that dickhead out.” 
 
    I shake my head, unable to catch up with everything that’s been said, but Puck apparently doesn’t have the same issue as he grabs his phone, presses a few buttons, and brings the phone to his ear. The call rings out as he drops his hand back into his lap. “Nate’s not answering,” he informs us. 
 
    “No shit,” Tyson grumbles. “He’s probably just working out that his dad was screwing Phoenix’s mom while cheating on his. Jesse isn’t going to handle this well.” 
 
    “Wait,” I say, looking around at both the boys. “Didn’t Jesse get with Phoenix before school went back.” 
 
    Tyson grins while Puck looks as though he’s about to be sick. “That’s fucking disgusting.” 
 
    “I know,” Ty laughs. “I have a feeling there’s going to be a few fights in our future though because there’s no way I’m letting the fucker live that one down.” 
 
    I shake my head and turn back to Puck who seems to be going way too quiet for his own good. “Are you okay?” I question as Tyson falls victim to ‘Transformers.’ 
 
    His thumb brushes over the back of my hand as he watches me. “I think so,” he finally says. “For now, at least, but this isn’t over. I know the boys got what payback they felt necessary, but I won’t stop until I feel that fucker’s face beneath my fist.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “Yeah, babe. I can’t let him get away with this. The second this cast is off my arm; I’m making Josh Henderson my bitch.” 
 
    I grin wide, unable to understand why the hell that turns me on so damn much. “Okay,” I tell him. “But you better get him good because I’ll be standing there waiting with the frozen peas for your hand, and I don’t do that kind of shit for just anyone.” 
 
    Puck pulls me in, right to where I was before Tyson came storming in here, taking all of my worries away. He rolls onto his side so he can hover above me. “Have I told you how fucking beautiful you are?” 
 
    I shake my head. “I don’t think so,” I grin, “but feel free to do it again.” 
 
    Puck lowers his face to mine. “You’re going to be more trouble than I can possibly handle.” 
 
    “And is that a good thing or a bad thing?” 
 
    “I guess we’ll have to wait and see.” 
 
    With that, Puck’s lips come down on mine and every piece of my heart falls right into place. This is where I’m meant to be, and all I know is that when Puck and I finally resurface for some air, Tyson is nowhere to be seen. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 13 
 
    Puck 
 
      
 
    Why do I feel so nervous? My fucking hands have been sweating all day. 
 
    It’ been two weeks since I was jumped and during those two weeks, Courtney has stayed right by my side and I can’t go on any longer without making this right. She’s my girl, my future, and my whole fucking world and not making this official with her has been driving me insane, but I haven’t wanted to do it until I could stand up and be a man she could be proud of, and lying in bed unable to move doesn’t exactly scream ‘capable.’ She deserves so much more than that. 
 
    The past few months with her have been an endless road of ups and downs, but during that time, she has snuck her way into my life and shown me a life filled with possibilities that I was blinded to before. Suddenly I want things for myself that I’ve never dreamed about and it’s all because of this beautiful woman who had the balls to call me out on my bullshit. 
 
    Who would have known that I’d find the girl I want to build a life with at eighteen? I know my mom sure as hell didn’t and to say she’s thrilled with this relationship is a major understatement. She absolutely adores Courtney and while that’s incredible news, I kind of hate it as it means every time she comes around, my mother steals her away and Courtney is too nice to say no. 
 
    I walk into the cafeteria and my heart instantly stops. There she is. Fuck, she's beautiful. Over the past few months, I have fallen completely in love with her and today, I'm going to find the balls to actually tell her. 
 
    On some level, I think she knows. She has to. It's as clear as the sky is blue. Courtney is my girl and every fucker around here knows it except for her and it's about time I take her fears and concerns away. I'm sure she probably thinks I'm standing by my claim of being the non-committal type, but she couldn't be more wrong. In fact, as usual, I can't wait to prove her wrong. 
 
    I've never been in love with someone before and man, I don't know how to describe this feeling. It's empowering. It makes me feel alive while at the same time I feel like a complete pussy, but what's more, I think I like it. 
 
    Touching her is like heaven and seeing her smile is like the best kind of drug, but that laugh...fuck. Don't get me started on her laugh. It's fucking beautiful. 
 
    By nature, I'm not a nervous guy. I'm the 'roll with the punches' kind of guy, yet Courtney has me all choked up and for the first time in my life, I don't have a clue what I'm doing. 
 
    My phone chimes in my pocket and I welcome the distraction. Anything to delay what I've got planned. 
 
    Nate - Done it yet, Romeo? 
 
    Puck - Fuck off! I'm waiting for the right time. 
 
    Nate - Fucking pussy! 
 
    Nate - You're Puck Fucking Jones. You don't wait for shit to come to you, you take it. Now, man the fuck up and take what's yours. 
 
    Puck - I fucking hate you! 
 
    Nate - You got this! 
 
    Fuck me. I've never been so happy to have my best friend currently serving a school suspension. If he was here to witness this, I'd never live it down. But one thing is for sure, the bastard knows how to get in my head. 
 
    I throw back what's left in my water bottle as though it can somehow help me find my balls and I let out a shaky breath. Nate is right, I've got this. 
 
    I push back from my seat while tossing my empty bottle back over my shoulder and listening as it clatters into the trash can behind me. I can’t believe I’m about to do this. There are so many ways I can go about this yet I decided on the worst one. Not to mention, if she says no, it’ll be public record that Puck Jones got shut down. 
 
    This is the exact reason why I don’t like doing this. 
 
    The cafeteria is packed and as I step up onto the table and look down at my subjects, they instantly start cheering and hollering out, causing all sorts of commotion. 
 
    I have Courtney’s full attention before I’ve even said a word and a wide grin stretches across my face as she begins shaking her head, knowing exactly what’s coming. “Oh, no,” she murmurs to herself as she sits amongst her friends. I don’t hear her words, but I read it as clear as anything on her lips. 
 
    With her eyes on mine, I find my insecurities fading away and can’t wait to get this shit done so I can get her out of here, only a few people in the back aren’t giving my girl the respect she deserves.  “Oi,” I yell, gaining every single person’s attention. “Shut the fuck up.” 
 
    Within the blink of an eye, Courtney’s cheeks are flaming bright red as the cafeteria falls into complete silence. So quiet in fact that I hear Jesse’s groaning beside Tora. “What the fuck is this daft cunt doing?” 
 
    “Shut up,” Tora whisper-yells, scolding him so I don’t have to. “He’s trying to be romantic.” 
 
    “It ain’t working,” Elle chuckles. 
 
    I roll my eyes as a wide grin spreads across my face. “Courtney,” I say, proudly, making sure every fucker in the room knows exactly who this is for. “I’ve been trying to figure out a way to do this for the past few weeks and every time I come up with something, I chicken out like a fucking pussy. But not anymore, babe.” I explain as excited chatter starts from every direction of the cafeteria, but one fierce look from Jesse, Maxen, or Ty and they all shut up. “You stood by me through some pretty fucked up shit and it’s about time that I start acting like a fucking man and admit, whether you know it or not, that you’re my girl.” 
 
    Tears well in her beautiful blue eyes and I quickly get to my point before her emotions become too much and she ends up crying in front of the school. I mean, I’m down to embarrass her in front of everyone with a little teasing, but she will never feel humiliated ever again, not if I have something to do with it. 
 
    “Court,” I say, letting my confidence come out in waves as I allow this to come to an end, but don’t get me wrong, the fear of rejection is still pulsing strongly throughout. “Be my girlfriend.” 
 
    Courtney stands and just when I think she’s about to tell me yes, she crosses her arms over her chest and flashes me a wicked smile that has me instantly growing hard. “I don’t know,” she says, playing with fire. “I heard you liked getting your butthole fingered, and that’s a hard pass for me.” 
 
    I can’t help but grin back at her challenge as the room looks back and forth between us. “If anyone’s butthole is going to be fingered, it’s going to be yours,” I tell her, letting her know that playing with fire is dangerous and sometimes, you’re bound to get burned, and she should know that no matter what, she’s not going to get away with it even if she’s mine. The fact that she’s testing the waters though, that tells me that this is going to be a ride worth taking. “Now put me out of my fucking misery. Are you going to be my girl?” 
 
    Courtney’s tough girl act slips as she lets out a sigh and a smile cuts across her face, blowing me the fuck away. “Oh, I guess so,” she finally says with a blush staining her cheeks. 
 
    Unable to keep away, I jump down from the table and hurry across the cafeteria as the students around me break into all sorts of chaos. I scoop Courtney up into my arms as laughter tears from within her, though I hardly give her a chance to catch her breath before my lips are crushing down on hers, right where they belong. 
 
    Knowing she’s not going to let me get away with kissing her too much in front of the entire student body, I pull back and grin down at her. “I’m just warning you,” Courtney says as her hand slips into mine and I lead her back to the table with her friends. “If you put your fingers anywhere near my butt, we’re done.” 
 
    “Trust me, babe,” I tease with an excited grin, knowing exactly how she’ll react. “You’ll love it.” 
 
    Courtney blanches and I laugh as Maxen and Ty make their way over to our group, though I don’t have the patience for sitting and chatting as all I want to do is get this girl alone. “You know,” Courtney says, leaning into me. “We’re going to have to watch kids every day trying to copy your lead and fail miserably every single time.” 
 
    I let out a sigh. “I know.” Unfortunately, that’s the kind of shit that comes with the territory. When you’re seen as one of the popular guys at school, every move you make becomes something worth copying which means that over the next few weeks, we’re going to have the pleasure of watching dudes publicly put their hearts on the line and in most cases, get them shattered before the whole school. 
 
    I dip my head and nuzzle my face into her neck, loving how she tilts to allow me more access. “Do you want to go somewhere just you and me?” 
 
    Courtney turns into me and smiles wide before nodding and letting me help her up. Her hand remains right in mine and I can’t help but love the feel of her soft skin as I lead her out of the cafeteria. 
 
    I don’t know where I’ll take her, maybe back to my place or maybe I should jump straight in and head to a restaurant, but as we pass a supply closet, she shocks me to the core and pulls me in behind her. 
 
    Courtney’s hands fall to my chest and I instantly take her waist before our lips are crushing down on one another’s. 
 
    Nothing has ever felt so right. 
 
    She reaches for my shirt and I grin against her lips as I allow her to remove it. I didn’t realize she was quite so daring, but I’m not about to tell her no. I’ve been dying to get another taste of her and if that time has come then I’ll be sitting back and enjoying the ride. 
 
    My shirt is dropped to the ground as I tear hers over her head and feel her skin beneath my fingers. It’s so fucking smooth, it’s intoxicating. Her hands fall back to my body, exploring and claiming every fucking inch. 
 
    Courtney’s bra comes next and I can’t help but travel my eyes over her perfect body. When I had her last, it was the middle of the night and while I could enjoy her beautiful body, I couldn’t exactly see it like the way I can right now. 
 
    Desperation shoots through both of us and she unbuckles my belt as I grab her skirt and pull it high over her hips. She frees me from the confines of my jeans as I tear her thong down her long legs. 
 
    Courtney’s fingers wrap around my length, gripping tight and making me groan as I kiss her neck and take her waist. I pick her up onto a shelf and step into her as her legs wrap securely around my hips, drawing me in and begging me to touch her. 
 
    Who the hell am I to deny a beautiful woman what she needs? 
 
    As much as I’d like to take my time and worship her body, I don’t think either of us has the patience right now. Courtney’s nails dig into the muscles of my back as I guide myself to her entrance and find her more than ready to go. 
 
    I press into her, relieving the ache that we’ve both had growing since that night in her car. I seat myself deep inside her and her head falls to my shoulder as a low moan pulls from within. “Puck,” she breathes. “I need more.” 
 
    I grin against her skin as I start to move, giving her exactly what she needs as our bodies grow sweaty between one another’s. In. Out. Fast. Slow. Everything she needs, my woman gets. 
 
    Feeling her nearing the finish line, I press down on her clit and rub tight, little circles, loving the way her body responds to my touch. Courtney’s legs pull me in tighter as her nails dig deeper. “Fuck,” she pants. “I’m going to come.” 
 
    I press harder on her clit and she bites down on her lip to keep from screaming out as her orgasm rocks through her. She squeezes down on me and I come hard, and despite needing to still, I keep myself moving so she can ride it out. 
 
    My hand curls around her back and trails up to her neck, holding her close as we each work on catching our breath. I press my lips to her forehead and not a second later, she raises her head and beams up at me with a glow that knocks me the fuck away. “You know how beautiful you are right?” I murmur against her skin. 
 
    All she does is smile and it’s more than enough for me as I look down into her big eyes. “I don’t know what it is about you, Courtney, but you’ve got me making an ass of myself at every step. I fucking love you, babe.” 
 
    Courtney’s eyes widen in shock and she watches me for a brief, silent moment. “Really?” she whispers. “You do? Are you sure?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I laugh. “How could I not be sure?” 
 
    Joy shines through her eyes and I find myself kissing her once again. “I love you too,” she murmurs between our kisses, the words getting scrambled between crushed lips. 
 
    When I finally give her a chance to collect herself, I duck down and grab her clothes before handing them over and watching as she puts herself back together. “Do you have to watch me dress?’ she laughs, clasping her bra behind her back. 
 
    “Damn straight, I do,” I tell her, putting myself back inside my jeans and fixing my belt. “You’re fucking gorgeous. I don’t want to miss even a second of it.” 
 
    Courtney rolls her eyes and a flush spreads over her cheeks that has me wanting to do it all over again, but not wanting to rush her and take things somewhat slowly, I scoop my shirt up off the ground instead. 
 
    “You know,” Courtney says as she hoists herself down from the shelf, putting herself right in front of me as she grins up at me, taking my hands in her. “You didn’t need to go to such extremes. I would have still said yes if you asked me without the whole school watching.” 
 
    “I know, but it was necessary,” I explain. “I’ve spent years being the guy who never had a girlfriend and I built a reputation on it, then a few weeks ago, I hurt you when I told you we weren't going to happen and it killed me when I realized that I was trying to protect some ridiculous part of whom I thought I wanted to be.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” she whispers. 
 
    “That’s not who I am anymore. Maybe it never was and I wanted to prove that to you. It’s important for me that you know that I'm all in and I wanted to show you that. Now every girl in this place knows that I'm yours and every guy knows that you’re mine. There’s no going back for me, Court, I’m all in and what better way of proving it than declaring it in front of the whole school?” 
 
    “All in?” she questions with hope. 
 
    “All fucking in, babe,” I tell her. “Now, what do you say I take you out for lunch and take you back to my place so we can do that all over again?” 
 
    “My, oh my,” she teases, reaching for the door handle. “I never realized you were such a romantic.” 
 
    “Shut up,” I laugh, watching as she steps out of the supply closet with a wide grin. I follow behind her, watching her ass as she walks before tugging on her arm and pulling her back in beside me. 
 
    “You know,” she murmurs low to keep our conversation private. “We could skip the whole ‘lunch’ thing and go straight back to your place…” 
 
    I raise a brow, looking down at her. “You sure, babe?” 
 
    Courtney shrugs as a mischievous grin spreads across her face. “I mean, as long as there’s pizza in it for me afterward then I’m down.” 
 
    “Fuck me,” I laugh. “You’ve got yourself a deal.” 
 
    And just like that, I lead her straight down to my car and spend the rest of my afternoon showing her over and over again just how much she means to me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Epilogue 
 
    Courtney 
 
    Six Years Later 
 
      
 
    I curl Decan into my arms, looking down at my son with such adoration. He’s going to be two next month and I’m not going to lie, it’s been challenging. Decan is hard work. He’s like a little fireball of energy that just doesn’t stop going, except for times like this where his temperature is soaring and he’s screaming out in pain. 
 
    It kills me to see him like this. His big blue eyes that look so much like his daddies are filled with unshed tears and all he wants to do is crawl into bed beside me so I can hold him until the pain settles. 
 
    I get up off the couch, propping him on my hip as I go, knowing that there’s no way in hell he’s about to let me leave him behind. I make my way into our messy kitchen that’s been begging for a clean since last night when Decan’s fever first hit and I get him some pain-killers, hoping that this can help him settle into his afternoon nap so I can get a bit of work done and possibly clean the house while I’m at it. 
 
    I’ve been an interior designer for the past few years and just as I graduated college and went to find a job, I found out I was pregnant which is when Puck suggested starting my own business. It was hard at first, but I quickly worked it out, and I’m not going to lie, working from home has been incredible, especially when Decan was first born. 
 
    After fighting with Decan for a few minutes and tricking him into taking his medicine, I head back over to the couch and rock him in my arms until he falls into a much-needed sleep. I place him down in his little bed and stand back while watching him sleep. 
 
    He’s so damn precious. 
 
    He snores lightly and I find myself smiling down at my little guy. He’s so much like his daddy. The hair, the eyes, the mannerisms. No one could ever deny that this was Puck’s baby. 
 
    Arms circle my waist and those same butterflies that I would get all the way back in high school start fluttering around as I lean back into Puck’s wide chest. I still can’t believe that we’re here. At the start, of my senior year, I never would have expected that the guy with the sexiest scowl would one day become the father of my baby, but here we are, six years later and stronger than ever. 
 
    “How’s my little guy?” Puck murmurs, rubbing his thumb back and forth over my skin as he drops his head and presses a feather-soft kiss to my neck. 
 
    “He’s getting there. It’s not as bad as it was last night.” 
 
    “I hate seeing him like this.” 
 
    “I know,” I agree, silently taking a deep breath and slowly letting it out. 
 
    Puck’s arms tighten around my waist, knowing just how much my heart is hurting, having to see my son going through such a tough time. “I love you so much, Courtney. You’re an incredible mother to our son, you know that right?” he murmurs, trying to keep his voice low as to not disturb Decan. 
 
    “Thank you,” I smile, absolutely loving the compliment. “I love you too.” 
 
    “You know, I’ve been thinking…” 
 
    I let out a sigh. It’s never good when he starts a sentence like that. The last time he said that we ended up with a jet ski and then he bought me a pink one just so I wouldn’t feel left out. “Go on…” I grin, slightly curious as to where his mind has been taking him. 
 
    “I think we should get married.” 
 
    Wait…what? That’s not what I was expecting. Not even slightly. 
 
    I turn in his arms and gawk up at him. “What?” I grumble, pulling Decan’s door closed behind me so I don’t wake him. “Are you insane? Where the hell did that come from?” 
 
    He just grins. 
 
    “Really? You choose now to shut up?” I say with a roll of my eyes. “What ever happened to not needing a piece of paper to prove that you love me?” 
 
    “I realized that once again, I was wrong. I want to tie myself to you in every possible way, I want to give you the world, but more importantly, I want to make you my wife and watch as you walk down the aisle in a white gown, knowing that it’s me you’ll be walking to.” 
 
    “It’s always you that I’ll be walking to.” 
 
    His eyes soften as he leans in and gently brushes his lips over mine. “What do you say, babe? Will you marry me?” 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    He nods. “Yeah. I am. I want to make you my wife and I want to be an example to our kids that they don’t need to be afraid of commitment because sometimes, it’s the best damn thing that’ll ever happen to you.” 
 
    I beam up at the love of my life. “Are you confused? We only have one kid,” I remind him, realizing that I didn’t actually answer his life-changing question. 
 
    Puck shakes his head. “I don’t want to be that creepy guy who knows way too many details about his woman, but your period is two weeks late and I’d bet every last cent I have that you’re pregnant again.” 
 
    My brows draw down. “Nah,” I tell him, thinking it over. “I’m not pregnant. I’d know if I was.” Though he is right, my period is two weeks late and the only time that’s ever happened was when I fell pregnant with Decan. Usually, it comes like clockwork. 
 
    “Why don’t you go and check?” Puck suggests, discreetly pulling me toward the bathroom with excitement in his eyes. He was nervous as shit when Decan first arrived, but he quickly fell in love and proved to the world that he was an incredible father and ever since he’s been hinting at having another. “It wouldn’t hurt to check.” 
 
    He has a good point. 
 
    I let him pull me along and before I know it, Puck is shoving a pregnancy test into my hands as I struggle to push him out the bathroom door. 
 
    How did this become my afternoon? One minute I’m taking care of my sick baby while contemplating doing the dishes and the next, I’m wondering just how much my future is going to change. Will there be a baby number two and a big white wedding? Who the hell knows? 
 
    I finish peeing on the stick and place it up on the vanity, getting déjà vu from when I did this with Decan. “Okay, you can come in,” I tell him, knowing he’s waiting right by the door, letting the anticipation eat him up. 
 
    Puck comes storming in, looking around like a lost boy until I point him in the direction of the test. He hovers over it, watching the results impatiently. I laugh at his excitement. Having a second baby would be incredible, and if I’m already pregnant, then even better. 
 
    “This shit is taking forever.” 
 
    “It’s only a few minutes. Just be patient.” 
 
    Puck groans, but gives in and turns to me with a wide smile, knowing there’s only one topic that can possibly take his mind off the pregnancy test. “You never answered my question.” 
 
    I give him a blank stare, holding back a grin as I tease him. “What question?” 
 
    Puck lets out a frustrated huff, clearly letting me know that his emotions are riding high right now. “If you’re going to marry me or not?” 
 
    I let the grin break free as I throw my arms around him. “Of course, I’m going to marry you,” I tell him, holding him tight as he hands me the world on a silver platter. “How could I not? You’re everything to me and I’ve been dreaming about calling you my husband for six years now, though, there’s only one question.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” he says with a smile, wrapping his arms around my waist and spinning me around. “And what’s that?” 
 
    “Whether there will be two page boys or one?” 
 
    Puck releases me in an instant before grabbing hold of the pregnancy test and bringing it right up to his face in his desperation to see the result. He looks back at me. “Baby, you better be fucking ready for this because there will be two.” 
 
    My mouth drops. “Are you serious? We’re having another baby?” 
 
    “Fuck, yeah, babe,” he cheers, throwing the test over his shoulder and hoisting me up into his arms once again. “You’re fucking pregnant!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Where to Next? 
 
      
 
    Jackson – Broken Hill Boys (Novella 2) 
 
    www.amazon.com/gp/product/B082MMDFM3 
 
      
 
    Elle 
 
    He’s the guy with the world against him and I’m the girl they all love to hate. 
 
    Our reputations suck for two very different reasons and where he’s working to do something about it, I’m working to keep my head down and not draw attention to myself. 
 
    Falling for Jackson would be a mistake. 
 
    Falling for him would put me right back in the public eye, somewhere I swore I’d never be again. 
 
    But what can I say? I’m a sucker for trouble. 
 
      
 
    Jackson 
 
    I wasn’t expecting to find a girl like Elle. She surprised me and without a doubt, she’s my end game. 
 
    Long blonde hair and the softest, big, blue eyes; she’s what dreams are made of, but on the inside, there’s so much more. She’s hiding something – something she’s ashamed of. 
 
    I need to know her more than I need to breathe, and one thing is for sure, I won’t stop until she’s mine. 
 
    She thinks I’m trouble, and she’d be right, but maybe trouble is exactly what she needs. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Thanks for reading! 
 
    If you enjoyed reading this book as much as I enjoyed writing it, please leave a review. 
 
    www.amazon.com/gp/product/B082MQDTSD 
 
      
 
    For more information on The Broken Hill High Series, find me on Facebook or Instagram – 
 
    www.facebook.com/sheridananneauthor 
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