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    Introduction 
 
      
 
    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. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    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. 
 
    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 
 
    Jackson 
 
      
 
    The girl drops the handkerchief and I hit the gas, desperate not to let Nate Fucking Ryder make a fool of me once again. 
 
    I’ve got this. 
 
    Dust spits up behind my tires and my car jolts forward, sending me flying backward into my seat as the music drowns out the sound of the chanting crowd who have come to see if their king will finally be defeated. 
 
    And that king? Yeah…it’s not me. 
 
    Nate sits in his Camaro beside me, both of us increasing to speeds well beyond acceptable for a dirt track, but the fucker is talented. He knows exactly what he’s doing on this track. We’ve each raced it at least a hundred times and know it like the back of our hands, but tonight, this is different. 
 
    We’re not racing to win despite what everyone might think. No, this is much bigger than that. Nate and I have been at war for two long fucking years and tonight, this is finally a chance to find our winner. Hell, this shit isn’t even about racing. Winner takes the fucking throne and the war can finally be over. I don’t know how I’ve let this bullshit go on so long, but here we are trying to settle this once and for all. 
 
    I put everything out of my mind and focus on the track before me. Nothing else, just me, the road, and beating Nate Ryder. 
 
    The first corner approaches and it’s a question of who will go first. The corner is only big enough for one and something tells me Nate will go to the ends of the earth to get around it before I do. Which generally, I’m down for the challenge, but forcing my way around that bend will surely result in needing a new paint job and unlike Nate, I don’t have the spare cash to throw at my car, not like these rich kids from Broken Hill do. 
 
    Going against my better judgment, I back off and let Nate take the corner first. I don’t look across at him and I don’t doubt there’s a wicked grin on his face. I just gave him the upper hand and winning it back is not going to be easy, especially against a guy like him. Nate might be a douche, but he knows how to race. 
 
    Nate sails around the corner in front of me with the back end of his Camaro spinning out and spitting up rocks and dirt at my windshield, making it nearly impossible to see the track before me. I keep going though. Nothing will dare stop me from winning the lead back. 
 
    I fly around the corner behind him, keeping right on his six, only able to see where I’m going from Nate’s taillights. My back tires spin out just as Nate’s had and I do what I can to maintain control of my car. I can’t say I’ve ever done this track so fast before, and I’m not going to lie, it’s certainly a rush, especially with the eyes of every senior and junior from both Haven Falls and Broken Hill in the crowd. 
 
    Nate exits the corner, pressing down on the gas and I take off after him. We have a slight straight coming up, though it’s not enough to get around him, but if I push my car hard enough, I could certainly catch him. 
 
    I turn my music up, keeping myself in the zone. Nothing will stop me. I will beat Nate Ryder. I won’t dare back down. 
 
    I repeat my mantra over and over again, keeping myself focused. I can’t lose. I won’t lose. It’s simply not an option. Besides, I was the one who challenged him to this race. How would I look if I come out second best? In fact, I’m a firm believer that there is no second best. There’s either winning or losing and losing isn’t in my nature. 
 
    I keep right up on Nate’s ass, so fast that the dust spitting up from Nate’s car travels right under mine and comes out behind me making a huge cloud that follows us around the track. I spy the next corner approaching and I tighten my hold on my steering wheel. My knuckles turn white. 
 
    I need to be careful here. Nate’s a good fucking driver, but driving behind someone at speeds like this isn’t for the faint-hearted. One small touch of his brake could have me slamming right into the back of him. This isn’t just about racing. This is about precision and that unknown has me holding back as we hit the second corner of the track. 
 
    Just as he had the first, Nate sails around the corner with ease. His back tires slide around the dirt as he fights to keep control of the corner, but I hardly have a second to admire his skill as my car takes the corner just inches behind him. 
 
    My car sails out, just as Nate’s had but I take the corner too wide and am forced to re-adjust. “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” I grunt as I work on keeping myself on the track. If I was going any slower, I could take the risk, but at this speed, my back tires are bound to hit the edge of the track which would have me slamming into a concrete barrier and surely spinning out. 
 
    I’m down for a fucking challenge and love a bit of adrenaline, but I’m not suicidal. 
 
    With Nate still exiting the corner, I have no other choice but to step on the gas and cut this corner short. I try to force myself on the inside of Nate’s Camaro, clenching my jaw as I fight for control, but this is not looking good. 
 
    Nate fishtails as he finishes drifting around the corner, but the momentum from my fuck up has me jolting forward and slamming into the back of his car. “Shit,” I roar, trying to pull back, but it’s too fucking late, the damage has been done. 
 
    Nate’s car spins out of control and I watch in horror as it sails toward the edge of the track. We get hits like that all the time, but not at these speeds. 
 
    My car sails past him but I keep my eyes trained on his ca. 
 
    I’m hoping for the best, but my gut is telling me this isn’t going to end well, especially as the people around him begin running for their fucking lives. 
 
    This spin is too wild. It’s uncontrollable and the only way to stop something like this quickly is by slamming into something else. The damage though…this could be devastating. This could be the difference between life and death, and this is on my fucking shoulders. 
 
    It’s as though it’s all happening in slow motion. One minute he’s spinning, once, twice, three times, the next, his back tire hits a rock and sends his Camaro launching high into the air. 
 
    I slam on my brake as I watch the horrendous sight before me. “No, no, no,” I yell. This is not fucking happening. Please, God, don’t tell me I just fucking killed Nate Ryder. 
 
    The crowd falls into silence and I don’t doubt their hearts are racing just like mine. 
 
    What the fuck have I done? 
 
    My car skids across the dirt, finally coming to a stop meters away as Nate’s car flips for the third time before coming to a stop. 
 
    There’s nothing but silence. The music from my car is still screaming at me, but I hear nothing. 
 
    There’s a beat of disbelief before people begin running and I do what I can to get out of my car as fast as possible. I need to know I haven’t just killed Nate Ryder. I might fucking hate him, but I swear to God, I wanted a clean race. All I wanted was to prove that I was the best, and now I’ve fucking killed him. 
 
    No. What have I done? 
 
    “No, no, no, no,” is chanted through my head as I race toward the devastation, but I don’t get there. Hands pull at my arms as other bodies slam their way past me, forcing me away from Nate’s Camaro. 
 
    I’m pulled back. What’s happening? 
 
    I try to tear my arm free, but it’s impossible. I need to check on Nate. I need to know he’s alright. 
 
    I need to know he’s alive. 
 
    “Hey,” my sister’s voice comes cutting through into my unconscious mind, pulling me from the dream that seems to resurface every few nights. “Wake up, dickhead. You’re dreaming again.” 
 
    Fuck. It’s just a dream, though that doesn’t change the fact that it really happened. 
 
    My eyes peel open into the early morning and I scrunch up my face at the already open blinds that have the sunrise flowing brightly into my room. I wipe my hand over my face, nowhere near ready to wake up. “Ten more minutes,” I tell her. 
 
    Kaylah grabs the pillow off my chest and nails me with it right in the stomach, making the breath escape me. “No. I can’t be late. We have to leave and I mean now, so get your lazy ass out of bed.” 
 
    Now? 
 
    I reach over and grab my phone off the charger before lighting up the screen. Fuck. “8:13? What the fuck, Kaylah. Why didn’t you wake me earlier?” I throw myself out of bed and grab a shirt before tearing it over my head and scrambling around for my jeans and keys. 
 
    “I’m not your mother, asshole. You already have one of those. Besides, you’re eighteen. You’re old enough to set an alarm like everyone else and start taking responsibility for your actions.” 
 
    Well, if that wasn’t a stab then I don’t know what is. 
 
    I roll my eyes at my sister as I barge my way out of my bedroom and hurry into the bathroom to piss and brush my teeth. She’s been hating on me in a big way for over two months now and I don’t know how much longer I can take her attitude, though I’m trying. I kind of deserve this one. 
 
    After taking care of business, I open the bathroom door to find Kaylah waiting impatiently with her arms crossed over her chest and an irritated look on her face. “Hurry up,” she snaps. 
 
    “Jesus Christ, Kaylah. Give me two fucking minutes.” 
 
    “I don’t have two minutes.” 
 
    I ignore her before walking into the kitchen and searching through the cupboards for something to eat when Kaylah grows annoyed and tears off a banana from the bunch and slams it into my chest. She steals my car keys from my pocket and turns on her heel before stalking to the door. “Guess I’ll take myself.” 
 
    My eyes bug out of my head. No way in hell. 
 
    “Over my dead fucking body,” I seethe, racing after her. “I only just got that car.” 
 
    Kaylah spins around with a glare. “That can be arranged.” 
 
    I ignore her comments and tackle my keys out of her hand as mom scolds us from the living room. “Get the hell out of here. I’m not paying all those damn fees for you two idiots to be late.” 
 
    Kaylah glares at me, more than ready to make the rest of my morning a living hell and I give in, grabbing my shoes from the front door. “Fine, but even the slightest bit of attitude from you and I’ll leave you on the side of the road and you can walk your ass to school.” 
 
    Kaylah grins as though she’s won some sort of competition and strides out the door, knowing perfectly well that she’s done everything in her power to inconvenience me this morning. Don’t get me wrong, this is all a show to get payback for my big fuck up and prove just how pissed off she is. 
 
    Usually, my sister is a fucking angel. I absolutely adore her, but she has a mean streak when she needs to and she knows exactly how to get what she wants, just like she’s doing right now. I miss the Kaylah from two months ago. The one who would make me breakfast in the morning and tell me all her secrets. 
 
    I hurt her in a big way and I deserve her hostility. Had I known the outcome of my actions, I never would have done it, though that seems to be my motto lately. Kaylah is the most important thing in my world. She’s my baby sister and I love her with everything that I have, but I’m scared that this time, I pushed her too far. I fear that I won’t ever have the same, carefree, loving relationship that we once had. 
 
    I need to fix this and I need to do it fast, but I can see that she’s not ready, not even close. 
 
    Realizing I’m out of options, I follow her out the front door and drop down into my Charger, prepared and ready for the next twenty minutes of complete and utter silence while I silently die inside. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
    Jackson 
 
      
 
    The last few months have fucking sucked. 
 
    After the accident with Nate, everything went to shit. How could I have known that was going to happen? If I did, there was no way I would have raced him that night, and what’s worse, the dickhead and his band of followers think I did it on purpose and haven’t given me even the slightest chance to prove my innocence. Though, it’s not like I’ve made it any easier for myself. 
 
    I moved to Broken Hill High a little while before the accident, knowing it was a bad idea. Unfortunately, the football program here outweighs the one at Haven Falls by miles. I may have been the glorified quarterback there with colleges watching me, but I knew in the long run that Broken Hill High was my best option. So far in the grand scheme of things; I was right. But where it comes to the social aspect of being here; I couldn’t have fucked up more. 
 
    Haven Falls Private has been at war with Broken Hill High for years, and me stepping foot onto their turf automatically made me an outcast. I proved myself in the first two weeks and worked my ass off on the football field, earning my position as the quarterback and the new golden boy of Broken Hill, but that didn’t extend to everyone. 
 
    Over the past few months, I haven't been able to stop butting heads with Nate and his crew, making convincing them that I’m not the enemy a big fucking challenge. 
 
    After the accident, they were certain that I’d done it on purpose. It didn’t help that Nate and I were constantly at each other’s throats before that and I’d publicly made a point of hitting on his girl. 
 
    He was fine, by the way, so fine in fact that he made a point of making my life difficult. 
 
    Following the accident came Josh Fucking Henderson. The bastard dropped me in it big time. Being in Nate’s position comes with enemies and Josh Henderson is at the top of the list. He attacked Tora and got himself kicked off the team and out of the school which in turn opened the position for me to take. His vendetta against Nate and his friends drove him to jump Puck, and once Nate caught up with him, the opportunistic bastard claimed I’d paid him to do it. 
 
    I’ll never forget that night, shit hit the fucking fan and it ended with a boom. The boom being my car of course, but it’s not like I could hold it against him. Nate warned me, an eye for an eye and he came through. He took my car from me just like I’d done to him. 
 
    I tried to clear that one up a few times but in the end, Nate Ryder and his boys are going to believe what they want to believe. They’re the act first and listen later kind of guys and unfortunately for me, I was on the losing end of that one. 
 
    I still don’t know if they ever figured out the truth, but to be honest, I don’t particularly care. Josh got his head kicked in by Nate and the second he was able to walk again, I gave a repeat performance. After all, the fucker cost me my car. 
 
    Had it been anyone else who set fire to my car, I would have gone after them, but it was my actions that caused Nate to lose his beloved Camaro, so I took the loss and ever since then, I’ve been working my ass off to afford my new Charger. 
 
    I pull up in the student parking lot of Broken Hill High and roll my eyes as my sister grabs her things and lets out an irritated huff at having to put up with me this early in the morning. God, I fucking love her, but she’s really been giving me a hard time since I messed up her friendship with her best friend, Henley. 
 
    I did the unthinkable and slept with my sister’s best friend. To be fair though, while I did fuck things up in a big way, Kaylah is the one making it worse by not forgiving either of us. I can’t imagine what Henley is feeling right now, especially considering Kaylah and I transferred to Broken Hill only a few days after it happened. Henley must feel so alienated right now and to make matters worse, Kaylah has refused to speak to either of us. Though, she has no choice when it comes to me. We live in the same house and I’m making it impossible for her to ignore me. 
 
    Kaylah gets out of my Charger and walks ahead. “You can’t ignore me forever,” I remind her. 
 
    “Shut up, dickhead. I can and I will,” she says over her shoulder, getting looks from the few girls around her. 
 
    I jog to catch up with her, throwing my arm over her shoulder, knowing just how much she hates it. “Come on. When are we going to talk this through? I’m your big brother and Henley’s your best friend.” 
 
    “Exactly my point,” she seethes, trying to keep her voice low. “She was my best friend and you screwed her. Both of you betrayed my trust. How am I supposed to trust you again? I’m at a new school thanks to you and now I’m too freaking scared to get close to any of the girls here because all I can think about is that you’re going to try and get them in bed the second my back is turned.” 
 
    “Who knows, maybe they’ll try and get me in bed,” I tease, earning myself a sharp glare. I let out a sigh. “What’s the big issue? I’ve been with your girlfriends before and you’ve never had a problem with it.” 
 
    Kaylah jams her elbow into my ribs before pushing me away and making my arm fall heavy at my side. “She was my best friend. Henley was the one person I could trust not to fall for your ridiculous charm and you couldn’t just let me have this one thing.” 
 
    “It’s not like I intentionally went out to sleep with her, it just sort of happened. It was a one-time thing.” 
 
    “Oh, great,” she says, throwing her hands up dramatically. “Well, I’m glad you ruined our relationship over a one-time thing. I hope she was worth it.” 
 
    Damn it. 
 
    Kaylah stomps off towards the entrance of Broken Hill High and I give her space to calm down. Going after her now will only result in a full-blown, sibling argument that I really don’t want to happen in the hallways of our new school where we each have our own battles to face. 
 
    I’m left behind in a cloud of doubt as I dawdle up to the entrance. I really fucked things up this time. Though being a fuck up just seems to come naturally to me. 
 
    Maybe it’s time to start turning things around. While everything is going great on the field, everything else is a disaster and what kind of man will I be if I let this shit continue? Despite the accident with Nate being just that; an accident, I’m still not proud of myself. I should have fought harder to clear the air, instead, I allowed it to spiral out of control into this monster that I can no longer handle. 
 
    I walk the corridors of the school, saying ‘hey’ to all the guys on the team who want to stop me and tell me all about the killer party we attended last night after winning yet another game, but dealing with Kaylah has a mood settling over me. I wish I could make things right with her. She’s my sister and although I royally screwed things up, she has to forgive me at some point…right? 
 
    I throw my things in my locker and try to prepare for my day. If I’m going to turn things around, then I need to start by mending bridges and what better way than to start with one that I’ve well and truly burned. 
 
    Being at Broken Hill High, I’ve quickly realized that there is never a shortage of drama, and without the football team to keep me grounded, I sure as hell would have found myself in worse trouble. 
 
    One thing’s for sure though, there’s one chick around here who can’t seem to keep herself away from trouble. Tora Fucking Roberts. She’s Nate girlfriend and because of that, she’s become an interest of mine. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not interested in stealing her away from Nate, but I’ve certainly been enjoying messing with her to get under his skin. Maybe it’s time for that to end. 
 
    All things considered; Tora is a cool chick. She’s strong, loyal, and protective and she would stop at nothing to make sure her friends and family are safe. 
 
    I feel for Tora though, firstly, she has a boyfriend like Nate. He’s an A-class douche. At least, to me he is. Everyone else around here looks at him as though he’s some kind of king. He’s the hero of Broken Hill High and I just can’t get on board with that, but secondly, I feel for her because she was involved in one hell of a terrifying fire. In fact, it’s her first day back. 
 
    There was a party at Broken Hill Lake and after Tora managed to weasel her way under Nate’s skin, they had it out in the boat shed. They’d been gone for all of two seconds before the place went up in flames. 
 
    It all happened so quickly. One minute, I was helping myself to a beer, the next, bright orange flames were taking over the boat shed. Everyone ran. All differences were put aside as we quickly realized the door had been locked and the windows were unbreakable. We tore that fucker to pieces and eventually got them free. 
 
    Despite how I may feel about Nate, I wouldn’t wish that on anyone. It was easily one of the most terrifying moments of my life which only speaks volumes about how they would have been feeling at that moment. 
 
    Knowing she’s due back today, I peer down the hall and find Tora standing by her locker, busily trashing all the flowers, bears, and RIP signs that have been left in her honor. I don’t know who was dumber; the person who came up with the rumor that she was dead or the person who believed it and spread it around the school. It was ridiculous. I caught Jesse hundreds of times trying to explain to people that they were fine, but no matter what, people are going to believe what they want to believe. 
 
    Tora hands the bag of trash off to one of the teachers who I haven’t bothered to learn the name of and I find myself smirking as I walk towards her. I drop my shoulder into a locker and grin down at her, making it impossible for her to ignore me. 
 
    Here goes. Day one of operation ‘mending bridges.’ 
 
    Tora groans as she realizes who’s standing before her, but I don’t let that stop me. “Well, you don’t look dead,” I tell her, gracing her with a smile that I’m sure looks more like a smirk, but hey; old habits die hard. 
 
    Tora lets out a frustrated huff before pretending to make herself busy so she doesn’t have to look up at me. “What do you want, Jackson?” she grumbles, trying to sound annoyed, but it comes out as more of a friend talking to another. 
 
    “I’m just checking you’re okay,” I question. “I saw the fire from the party.” 
 
    Tora huffs before turning and looking up at me through narrowed eyes. “Really? Lost any jackets lately?” she questions. 
 
    What the fuck is she talking about? 
 
    I scrunch my face in confusion. “What?” I grunt though it takes me only a moment to realize that she’s accusing me of something and a brief flash of anger sails through me. If she thinks I had anything to do with that fire then I’m going to be pissed. I handle my problems with my fists, not bullshit like endangering people’s lives. Some may question me, but truth be told, even I have limits that I won’t cross. 
 
    Tora’s eyes remain narrowed on me for a moment longer before the hard glare begins to fade. “Nothing,” she says, letting it go. “I’m fine.” 
 
    I nod, moving in a little closer. “Good. I was worried about you.” 
 
    “Are you kidding me, right now?” she snaps, raising a pissed off brow and making me hold back a chuckle. “Are you have bipolar or something? One minute you’re using me in your twisted games to get at Nate, and now you suddenly care if I got hurt or not?” 
 
    I grin down at her. “I’ve told you this a million times; I’m not the asshole you keep assuming me to be. Yes, I have a problem with your boyfriend. Me wanting to kick his ass isn't going to change, but that doesn't mean I have a problem with you too. I think you’re a cool chick, Tora. I didn’t like hearing that you got hurt. You didn’t deserve that.” 
 
    Tora looks taken back for a moment before slowly nodding her head. “Um…thanks,” she finally says, clearly unsure of what to make of the situation. 
 
    Not wanting to overwhelm her, knowing that she’s bound to get all sorts of people approaching her today, I nod and rake my eyes quickly over her body, double-checking that she is in fact ‘fine.’ I give her a tight smile before realizing that I’ve probably overstayed my welcome, not that I had any in the first place. “Yeah,” I say, shoving my hands in my pockets and turning away. 
 
    I walk away before looking back over my shoulder. I guess that went mostly well. She didn’t curse me out or anything so that’s a good sign. 
 
    A small body slams into mine and I launch out to catch the girl before me. “Shit,” I gasp, catching her just in time before she goes falling to the ground, only to realize she’s fucking stunning with her natural blonde hair and bright blue eyes, though I have absolutely no idea who she is. “Sorry.” 
 
    The girl narrows her eyes on me as she pulls her handbag back up to her shoulder and shrugs out of my hold. “Be more careful,” she reprimands, somehow making me feel like a child getting an ass whooping from an angry parent, though I have no idea how she does it. The girl is tiny, and fuck, she has a body to kill for. 
 
    Before I can even ask her name, she’s gone, hurrying down the hallway and getting lost in the crowded corridor. I look back once again before deciding it’s a lost cause. A girl who looks like that is probably taken and I don’t do chicks who come with baggage. In fact, I stay far away from that shit. I’ve already got enough trouble in my life. I don’t need any pissed off boyfriends coming to teach me a lesson. Hell, I wouldn’t be surprised if she’s involved with one of Nate’s guys. All I know is that I’ve got to know more about her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
    Elle 
 
      
 
    My whole freaking chest hurts. Body slamming Jackson Millington first thing in the morning before I’ve had my coffee really wasn’t something I needed today. I didn’t realize he was so big, and damn, he smelled good too. 
 
    He’s the new quarterback of Broken Hill High so I shouldn’t have been surprised by how strong and tall he is. I had to tilt my head all the way up just to see his face, and my God, getting up close and personal with him was something I wasn’t prepared for. He has this sharp jaw that had me melting inside and eyes to die for, but more importantly, his hands on my upper arms, stopping me from falling face-first onto the ground had shivers taking over my skin. I couldn’t shrug him off fast enough. 
 
    I don’t know what’s wrong with me.  I've been a cheerleader for most of my life with many footballer friends over the years. They've all been in incredible shape, so I can't understand why seeing Jackson up close like that was such a shock. I should be used to this, though maybe I’m a little out of practice. After all, I’ve been out of the game for a few months now and my self-confidence has taken a major dive. 
 
    Who cares, right? I have absolutely no intention to have any guys in my life. I don’t want that kind of drama anymore. I’ve been doing my best to avoid social activities at all costs unless it’s partying with my girls and letting loose. 
 
    It’s still strange calling them my girls. Being a part of their group is sort of a new thing for me, but I’ve never been so grateful. I think I might even go as far as to say that these girls have saved my life. 
 
    Only a few short months ago, I was a stranger to the person I am now. I was the typical cheer captain. I didn’t care about anything or anyone but myself. I didn’t have respect for my peers, I had no real friends, and I used the people around me to further my own agenda. To put it bluntly, I was a bitch, like a hardcore, mean bitch who didn’t let anyone stand in my way. 
 
    Who knew that Jesse Ryder had the ability to take me down? Well, I guess if anyone did have the power to do that, it’d be Jesse or his brother, Nate. 
 
    I made some mistakes. Okay, I made a shitload of mistakes, each one of them worse than the last. My biggest mistake had to be allowing my body to be used by two men who didn't respect me. That has changed now and those two guys could even be considered friends, but at the time, they were just pieces of man meat who I used to make myself feel good. 
 
    Yep, that’s right, I had a dirty threesome with Tyson and Puck and while it was some of the best sex I’ve ever had, it was used against me and once the whole school found out, I was slut-shamed in a way that not even the cheer captain could withstand or overcome. 
 
    Overnight, I’d become the local whore and people around here treated me like it. 
 
    I don’t get what the big deal is. Sex is fun and threesomes are better. Half the girls here are doing it and all the guys are begging for it, yet I was the one crucified for it. Girls at this school have done far worse, girls like the one who just followed me into the bathroom. 
 
    Phoenix Reilly. 
 
    If anyone around here should be crucified for being a whore, it’s the girl who seduced a guy, knowing he was her half-brother. I mean, that shit is just sick, but because that guy was the famous Jesse Ryder, her indiscretions were excused for the juicy details of how he was in bed. I’ve never felt sorry for Jesse Ryder until now. 
 
    To say the girls on the cheer squad have their priorities screwed up is an understatement. At least Phoenix was demoted from being the captain, but that doesn’t explain why I was completely shunned. After all, what Phoenix did was so much worse than just some summer fun threesome. 
 
    I turn towards the sink and look at myself in the mirror, trying to ignore the way Phoenix does the same. I let out a sigh. She hasn’t slut-shamed me all morning so she must be running late on her schedule. After all, it’s impossible to get through my day without some sort of bullshit flying out of her mouth. 
 
    “Well,” Phoenix says, pulling out her lip gloss as she grins at me through the lipstick-stained mirror. “If it isn’t the runt of the litter.” 
 
    I roll my eyes as I turn on the tap and try to tune out her running commentary, though I’m not going to lie, the comment stings. She’s referring to the squad being the litter and me being the one who wasn’t strong enough to make it. “What do you want, Phoenix?” 
 
    “Isn’t nationals going to be so much fun this year?” she beams, though the sickly sweet glimmer in her eyes tells me she knows exactly what she’s doing. Phoenix gasps, holding her hand over her glossed lips. “Oh, wait,” she pouts. “You won’t be there.” 
 
    Fuck me. How was I friends with this bitch for so long? Though having Tora, Brooke, Brylee, and Courtney in my life, I now realize what it means to actually have real friends. 
 
    “Is there something you need?” I ask, turning to face her while crossing my arms over my chest. I raise a brow as though speaking with this skank is beneath me, but to be honest, it really is. I may not be the cheer captain like I used to be, but that doesn’t mean I’ve forgotten how to shut a bitch down. In fact, I was actually spectacularly good at it. 
 
    Phoenix’s eyes bulge, but she quickly reins in her shock. She hadn’t expected that. She thought I’d bow out like I’ve become so accustomed to over the past few months, but when you become predictable, that’s when you become an easy target. 
 
    Phoenix steps into me, trying to appear intimidating, but she should know this shit won’t work on me. I’ve been around it too long. Had she tried it on an innocent, sweet soul like Brylee, it probably would have worked, but this is an error in judgment that’s going to come back and bite her on the ass. 
 
    “You’re nothing,” Phoenix whispers. “All those years I stood in your shadow and now look at you. You’re a loser. I’m standing in your spotlight and there’s not a damn thing you can do about it. Your team is mine. Your friends are mine. Your life is mine. I own you.” 
 
    I step closer, meeting her challenge as I raise my chin. “You own me? I’ve never heard such bullshit. You might have swooped in and stole my position, but you were there by default. I was voted in, I earned it, you,” I scoff, “you just fell into it. They respected me, but they tolerate you. You’re the one with nothing, Phoenix. I have the world at my feet, and even without being on the team, you’re still walking in my shadow. You know it’s interesting how you go to all this effort to expose your relationship with Nate and Jesse, but where are they now? I don’t see your brothers standing by your side. In fact, if they walked in here right now, you know whose side they’d be standing on? Yeah, that’s right. Mine. You really fucked that one up, didn’t you?” 
 
    Phoenix’s eyes narrow on me as she shoots a sharp glare right into my soul, but she can’t hurt me, not anymore. “You don’t know what the fuck you’re talking about,” she warns. “You better watch your mouth.” 
 
    I grin. “Tell me, Phoenix, why is it the girls are still using my choreography? What happened to yours? Oh, that’s right. It was shit, just like you were as a captain. Geez, you certainly lost that crown quickly. I’ve never seen someone tumble down from the top quite so fast. Are you okay? That fall would have hurt.” 
 
    “You don’t know what you’re talking about,” she repeats through a clenched jaw. 
 
    “Oh, come on, Phoenix,” I laugh. “You and I both know that no matter what you do, you’ll never be able to take me down. I may not be on the team anymore, but I’m still a fucking boss bitch. Come at me all you want, but just know that I will be there to take you down every single time.” 
 
    “Watch yourself,” she murmurs low as the bell sounds, signaling the beginning of the school day. “You don’t want to start a war with me.” 
 
    “You’re the one who followed me in here and started this, and don’t act as though I don’t see right through you. You cornered me in here so you wouldn’t have an audience because you’re scared of me. You always have been because if anyone was going to steal your crown, it’d be me, but you know what? I don’t want it. It’s worthless and a joke, just like you are. So, no, Phoenix, I don’t start wars. You know me better than that. I finish them.” 
 
    With that, I turn my back and stride out of the bathroom, leaving her behind, hopefully, to never have to deal with again. 
 
    As I break out into the corridor of busy students rushing by, a grin splits across my face. Fuck it felt good to flex my metaphorical muscles and finally put that bitch in her place. 
 
    I hurry down to my locker and quickly grab what I need for my morning classes and find Brylee and Courtney. “What are you so happy about?” Brylee questions as Puck steps in beside Courtney and drops his arm over her shoulder, pulling her into his side. 
 
    “Oh, nothing,” I beam. “Just shut a bitch down.” 
 
    Brylee laughs as Courtney zones out and gets distracted by Puck’s loving attention. “Tell me it was Phoenix,” Brylee begs. “And why the hell didn’t I know anything about this?” 
 
    “Because she cornered me in the bathroom which now means I haven’t had a chance to go and get my morning coffee.” 
 
    “What did she say this time?” 
 
    “You know, just the usual.” 
 
    “And…?” Bry prompts. 
 
    “And this time I didn’t let her get away with it. You should have seen her face, Bry. It was freaking awesome. I don’t doubt that the second I walked out of there, a tiny little tear of shame slid down her twenty thousand dollar cheekbones.” 
 
    “Wait?” Courtney gasps, grabbing me by the arm and yanking me to a stop. “What do you mean twenty thousand dollar cheekbones? Did Phoenix get her face fixed?” 
 
    I grin, not even feeling bad for letting Phoenix’s summer activities out of the bag. “She had her nose fixed too.” 
 
    “You’re shitting me,” Courtney laughs. “What a waste of money. She looks no different.” 
 
    “I know,” I say, “She’s convinced that she looks fiercer, but if you look really close, her nose is crooked. She spent two weeks over the summer hiding out in her bedroom because she had two black eyes.” 
 
    Brylee shakes her head as she comes to a stop outside her homeroom. “I seriously don’t understand girls sometimes.” 
 
    “You and me both,” I tell her. “As much of a bitch that Phoenix is, she has a really pretty face and she’s going to end up ruining a good thing. She used to tell me that she wanted to get her boobs done, a softer jaw, and lip fillers. She already has fake nails, platinum blonde hair which is always breaking, and eyelash extensions. She’s going to look ridiculous by the time she’s thirty.” 
 
    “Well, let’s just hope she finds herself a husband who’ll put up with her shit and pay for all this to get done,” Courtney grumbles under her breath making Puck scoff in distaste. 
 
    Brylee shakes her head. “I’m sure we’ll see her on ‘Real Housewives of Broken Hill’ one day.” 
 
    Somehow, I don’t doubt that. 
 
    I leave the girls and Puck to get to homeroom and make it just moments before the warning bell, saving myself from yet another lunchtime detention. I take my seat and get comfortable before launching into a conversation with the few girls I’ve befriended in here. Only today, they don’t hold my attention long before a familiar body cuts through my vision and captures my curious gaze. 
 
    Jackson hovers outside my classroom window, talking to Coach Marsfield and I find it impossible to look away. He chats with his coach and it’s clear they both have incredible respect for one another. They laugh and chat and it doesn’t go unnoticed that Jackson doesn’t at all seem fazed by the fact that he’s missed the warning bell. Though, that could be a Haven Falls thing. 
 
    I find it impossible to look away. He’s so broad and handsome, and kind of scruffy too. He looks like the kind of guy who’d take you cliff jumping at Broken Hill Lake rather than the guy who wants to take you to sit in a dark movie cinema and cop a feel while no one is watching. 
 
    He looks fun and for some reason, I find that the most attractive quality. 
 
    Who am I kidding? This is Jackson Millington, the very guy who has made life for Nate and Tora a living hell. These thoughts are traitorous. Tora has managed to build me back up into a woman that I can finally be proud of and I wouldn’t dare betray her by checking out Jackson. 
 
    No, he needs to go on my ‘never going to happen’ list. Though, truth be told, there’s really no point in having a damn list. I’m a good girl through and through now. No boys for me until I’m finishing college, but then, what about my needs? Okay, scratch that last thought. I can have boys in my life for a little fun, but nothing serious. 
 
    Yeah, that sounds much better. 
 
    But still, Jackson Millington is off the table. No amount of spontaneous fun is worth the trouble a guy like him would bring. No, Jackson Millington is a bad boy through and through. He’s dangerous. Reckless. But more importantly, since the second I ran into him this morning, he’s had me thinking about things that no good girl should dare think about. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
    Jackson 
 
      
 
    Things are finally starting to look up. 
 
    I’m the king of Broken Hill High. Well, that might be a slight exaggeration. Truth is, I feel like a fraud. I’m the popular jock guy by default. If I wasn’t the new quarterback who secured win after win for Broken Hill High, I’d just be the new dude who chicks like to ogle in the hallways. 
 
    I don’t know how it happened and it certainly wasn’t my intention, but my being here has caused a divide between the students of Broken Hill High. It’s no secret that Nate has made some enemies over the past few years and with my arrival, they’ve all flocked to me as some kind of leader they’re hoping will take him down, but they’ve got me wrong. I’m not interested. I just want to play ball and graduate at the end of my senior year with a scholarship to make my family proud. 
 
    Though, I guess I understand where the wires have been crossed, especially as I somehow ended up involved in a fight with him only a few days ago. This is getting ridiculous. Every step I take somehow looks like a direct hit against Nate and his boys, when in reality, it’s anything but. 
 
    I’ve reeled in my douchebaggery ways and started to clean up my act. I even think I’ve started to form some sort of friendship with Tora and I’m quickly realizing that she’s a pretty cool chick. She no longer scowls at me in the hallways as I walk past which is pretty cool too. 
 
    Though naturally, my budding friendship with her couldn’t come at a worse time. Nate and Tora’s relationship has taken a dive and the more I’m seen with her, the more Nate’s convinced I’m trying to steal her away. Though what does it matter now that they’re over? 
 
    I really don’t know how this keeps happening. I take one step forward and somehow end up taking two back. I’m at that point where I’m ready to say ‘fuck it’ and give up on my plan to make things right. How much is it really worth to me? 
 
    I put the thoughts to the back of my mind. It’s Friday night and I couldn’t be more ready to let loose and have a good night. There’s a party later after the races and all I want is to forget all the shit that’s been going down at Broken Hill. Come Monday, I can work out a new game plan, but until then, it’s not my problem. 
 
    This shit has been bringing me down all week and I realized that maybe all I needed was a little bit of normal, hence why I’m at the races with my old crew from Haven Falls. I’m not going to sugar coat it, some of these guys are rough, especially Rocko, but some of them, if they put their heads down, could actually go somewhere in life. 
 
    Us kids from Haven Falls don’t exactly have a high success rate. Most of the guys will end up working dead-end jobs, some will join the ranks of mobsters like Anton Mathers and end up in prison, while others will try and try for years until the exhaustion of keeping up with the bills finally gets to them. That’s just Haven Falls. 
 
    Kaylah would disagree with me, but we were lucky mom got a promotion at work and has been able to afford to send Kaylah and I to Broken Hill. It’s our second chance at a good future. I just hope that Kaylah has the motivation to change the beliefs that have been ingrained in us since childhood and is ready to make a change. I want her to believe in herself and have a bright future, just like I know she’s capable of. She just needs to let go of this anger first and then she’ll be able to open herself up to a world of possibilities. 
 
    The boys cheer around me for Noah as he dominates the track, representing Haven Falls. Now that kid is going places. He’s got his head firmly on his shoulders and if he can get through junior and senior year without getting himself in trouble, he has a real chance of getting out of here. 
 
    Rocko finishes off his drink and throws his glass bottle down on the ground, despite there being trash cans all over the place. He talks shit with the boys and I zone them out, watching as Noah celebrates his win. 
 
    I should be down there. I haven’t raced in a while and I feel that familiar need pulsing within me. Maybe tonight is the night for me to get back on the track. I jump up off the hood of my Charger and start making my way down to the track as the next race is set up. I don’t know why I’m holding back from racing. The bullshit that happened with Nate isn’t going to happen again. I should just get back out there and get my car around the track. 
 
    I try to find Aaron to get a race set up when I notice a familiar R8 pulling in to race. I come to a stop. Is she fucking lost? What the hell does she think she’s doing? 
 
    Tora’s car sits at the starting line and she starts revving her engine as though she was born to be here and I start making my way toward her. She’s out of her mind if she thinks she’s about to race this track. It’s too dangerous. 
 
    I watch Tora through her windshield and watch as her eyes scan up the hill before coming to a sudden stop. I follow her gaze and find myself grinning as it all starts to makes sense. She’s doing this to get back at Nate for breaking her heart. Maybe this is some big show to prove that she doesn’t need him anymore. Who the hell cares? All I know is that suddenly I’m not so interested in holding her back. If this girl wants to race, then that’s exactly what she’ll do. 
 
    As if reading her mind, Nate comes charging down the hill and I laugh at the scene. Tora is strong-willed, but so is Nate and this is only going to end up a disaster. 
 
    Tora prepares for her race, but Nate puts himself right in the way of her car, making it impossible for her to hit the gas, not unless she feels like bowling him right out of the way, and something tells me that she’s not quite down for that. The two throw insults at one another and I realize that Tora doesn’t stand a chance, not unless she has a little help. So, I do what I do best and intervene. 
 
    I step out onto the track and Nate spots me immediately, turning on me with fury radiating from deep within. “You put her up to this,” he spits before racing forward. 
 
    I stand my ground as he barrels towards me in anger. He turns his back on Tora, confident she’s not about to do anything, but I send her a wink, letting her know that I’m down to help. 
 
    She raises a brow before a wicked grin spreads wide across her face and she gets the party started. 
 
    I keep Nate focused on me, more than willing to get my hands dirty if that’s what it’s going to take, but there’s no need as Tora gets things under control faster than I could have expected. 
 
    The handkerchief is dropped and Tora hits the gas, giving it everything she’s got. My eyes bulge out of my head. If she keeps going, she’s going to take Nate out and while she’s probably pissed off with him now, come tomorrow, she’d probably feel like shit about it. 
 
    I dive for Nate, throwing him off the track with just seconds to spare before Tora’s R8 comes sailing past at speeds that even make me uncomfortable. Dirt spits up under her tires and I throw my arm over my face, stopping the dirt from flying into my eyes. 
 
    “Fuck,” Nate grunts with wide eyes as she passes. He flies to his feet and races out onto the track in a panic. I get up off the dirty ground and before I can even find my footing, Nate’s fist is barreling down toward my jaw. 
 
    I groan on impact and despite how badly I want to return the favor, I can’t as by the time I recover, Nate’s back out in the center of the road, searching out his girl. 
 
    He watches intently as she disappears around the first corner and fear shines through his eyes. “If she gets hurt,” he says, not wasting a second to look back at me. “I swear to you, you’re fucking dead.” 
 
    Nate takes off at a jog surely to meet her at the finish line and I realize this isn’t a place I want to be. Yes, I just made this a shitload worse with Nate, but on the other hand, Tora gets to feel the adrenaline and excitement of being on the track. She probably needs this more than she knows and who am I, or even Nate, to hold her back from that? 
 
    I start heading back to my Charger, but I can’t help but watch her as she speeds around the track. She’s actually not too bad. Her technique is as shit as it comes, but she’s keeping up with her opponent and might even have a chance of winning this thing. Proving once and for all that Tora Roberts has balls of steel. 
 
    I find myself stopping to watch the show and laugh as I spy Nate at the finish line, more than ready to deliver a crowd-pleasing ass whooping. After all, getting involved in illegal racing isn’t exactly a good move, especially when it comes to good girls like Tora. That good nature of hers needs to be protected at all costs 
 
    Tora flies over the finish line and just as I knew she would, she does it like a fucking champion. Her car has hardly even come to a complete stop before people are screaming and shoving their way to get to her, but it’s Nate who’s at her door first. He tears it open and hauls her ass out of the car, but not a second later, she breaks free and starts running. 
 
    I go after her. “Tora?” She keeps going and I realize that she looks freaked out. I pick up my pace and finally catch up with her, grabbing hold of her elbow to slow her down. 
 
    She spins around, looking more than ready to lay my ass out. “Woah,” I say, holding up both hands in a show of innocence. “I didn’t mean to scare you. I was calling your name, but I guess you didn’t hear me over the noise.” 
 
    “Oh, um…sorry,” she grumbles, looking away. “I guess I owe you a thank you.” 
 
    I shrug. “No big deal. You wanted to race. Why should he get to stop you?” she gives me a small smile that doesn’t reach her eyes and I continue on. “Where have you been all week? Haven’t seen you at school.” 
 
    “Sick,” she lies. 
 
    “Right,” I laugh, shaking my head. “From what I just saw down on the track, I’m going to go ahead and say that’s a load of shit.” 
 
    Tora sighs and looks up at me. “What do you want, Jackson?” 
 
    “Let me drive you home.” 
 
    “I’m not going home and in case you didn’t notice, I have a car here already.” 
 
    “First off,” I say, indicating down toward the track where Nate is currently dropping down into her R8. “I believe your boyfriend is confiscating your car, and as for the party; Crystal Summers?” I question. She doesn’t respond, but her answer is pretty damn clear. “Come on,” I tell her. “Let me drive you there. You can let Nate sweat a little.” 
 
    Tora reluctantly agrees and by some miracle, I get her all the way to Crystal’s party without any extra drama. Well, there’s always drama with Tora, but the second I get her there, she’s crowded by Jesse and whisked away, never to be seen again. By that, what I mean is that she’s more than likely about to find the bottom of a Vodka bottle. 
 
    I walk through the doors of the party and have a look around. Crystal Summers is one of the cheerleaders and to be honest, this party is really lacking compared to some of the ones I’ve been to over the past few months. 
 
    Most of the guys on my team are here and have the cheerleaders in their sights, but I can’t find the energy to cross the room and spend the night with them. Instead, I find myself heading over to Crystal’s kitchen counter and grabbing a bottle of Jack before walking straight back out the door. 
 
    I think tonight is better spent on my own. 
 
    As I’m walking down the center of the car lined road, I can’t seem to keep my eyes off the tight ass in front of me. I mean, damn. That ass is fine. She’s blonde, petite, and in that skirt, I don’t doubt she’s a firecracker. Perhaps I won’t be spending the night alone after all. 
 
    I speed up my pace and as if sensing someone behind her, the girl looks back over her shoulder. “I have pepper spray,” she says in a panic, grabbing her purse and holding it tight to her body, but not a second later, her eyes come to mine and she relaxes. “Holy shit, Jackson. It’s only you.” 
 
    Only me? Wait. Do I know this chick? 
 
    I quickly catch up with her and get a better look at her face in the dark street before recognizing Elle, the girl I ran into a few weeks ago. I’ve been looking for her everywhere. I haven’t been able to get that gorgeous face out of my mind and here she is, looking just as beautiful as ever. 
 
    “Hey, where are you going?” I ask, suddenly not wanting to leave this party quite so soon. 
 
    Elle waves her hand around. “I’m tired. I had a big exam this week and spent way too many hours catching up on studies. I thought I’d be fine, but I’m too exhausted for all this.” 
 
    “Really?” I ask, keeping pace with her. “I haven’t seen you around school lately.” 
 
    Elle grins and it blows me the fuck away. She really is beautiful. “I know,” she laughs with a mischievous little sparkle in her eyes, making me want so much more. “I’ve been avoiding you on purpose.” 
 
    “What?” I rush out, staring at her in confusion as I try to think back over our brief encounter to figure out how I could have possibly offended her enough to warrant that. “What the hell did I do?” 
 
    Elle studies me a moment as her eyes light up with playful enjoyment, but that’s not what’s captured me. It’s the slight flush that spreads over her cheeks that makes her look like pure innocence, but something screams that she’s anything but. “Truth?” she questions. 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “Well, besides the fact that you’re more trouble than anyone I’ve ever known and Tora and Nate are my friends, making you public enemy number one…” she pauses for a beat, making the moment draw out. “You looked at me like you were picturing exactly how you were going to clear out a classroom and bend me over the teacher’s desk.” 
 
    I suck in a breath and slap a hand over my heart, feigning offense. “I would never,” I tell her. “I’m a gentleman.” 
 
    “Uh-huh,” Elle laughs as she stops in the middle of the road and turns to face me. “Alright, Mr. Perfect Gentleman. Back there when you were stalking me up the road,” she starts, hooking her thumb in the direction we’ve just come from. “tell me you weren’t staring at my ass and thinking about what you’d like to do to it.” 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    I give her a lopsided grin and shrug my shoulders, absolutely owning it. “Alright, you got me. I’m only a gentleman most of the time.” 
 
    “And the other times?” she laughs, picking up her pace once again. 
 
    “Oh, baby, I’m not sure you could handle that kind of information.” 
 
    Elle looks across at me before curiously narrowing her eyes on me. “You…you don’t know anything about me, do you?” 
 
    I shake my head. “I can’t say that I do, but I’m not going to lie, I’m kind of thinking I’d like to.” 
 
    Relief flashes in her eyes but it’s gone a second later. “You’re trouble, Jackson Millington. So much freaking trouble.” She stops by a white BMW convertible and unlocks the doors. “I have to go.” 
 
    Elle opens her car door and I find myself stepping into it and blocking her way. “Don’t go,” I murmur, unsure why I feel so desperate to keep her company. I hold up the bottle of Jack and give her my award-winning grin that always does the trick. “Stay, we’ll make a night of it and I’ll walk you home later.” 
 
    Temptation crosses her features as she looks between me and the bottle of Jack, and just when I think I’ve got her, she shakes her head. “No, I’m sorry, I can’t. I’m not the girl for you, Jackson. Find someone else to spend the night with.” 
 
    “Hey,” I say, reaching out and taking her chin between my thumb and forefinger, forcing her eyes back to mine. “Why are you running?” 
 
    Elle considers me a moment, but all I can focus on is the way my fingers tingle under the touch of her burning skin. Elle shakes her head, freeing her chin from my soft grasp as her big blue eyes grow fearful. “I’m just…I’m not right for you.” 
 
    What is this? Why am I so desperate for her not to go? 
 
    With that, Elle steps past me and drops down into her car. She takes off, leaving me wondering why the hell that hurt so bad. But one thing’s for sure, I need to know more about this girl. I just wish I could understand why. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
    Elle 
 
      
 
    “Oh, God,” I groan as Jesse Ryder waltzes into my homeroom without a care in the world looking like sex on legs with his cap on backward and his signature cocky smirk. He walks right up to me before sliding the belongings of the girl beside me along the desk only to plant his firm ass on it and stare down at me with a wide, cheesy as fuck grin. 
 
    He waits me out, seeing how quickly my curiosity will get the best of me, and naturally, I break within the first two seconds. “What do you want, Jess?” 
 
    Jesse grins proudly, feeling as though he’s won some sort of victory, but it doesn’t last long as Miss Williams sends us both an unimpressed glare. “Yes, Jesse. I’d also like to know why you’re disrupting my homeroom and not attending your own.” 
 
    The victorious grin is wiped from his face and instantly replaced with the panty-dropping one that seems to help him get away with murder. “You see, Miss Williams, a little while ago, I hurt Elle in a nasty way and while we’re chill now, I don’t think I ever got around to apologizing for being such a douche.” 
 
    “Watch your language, Jesse,” Miss Williams scolds. “But I’m sorry. Now is not the time for apologies. You can speak with Elle during lunch.” 
 
    Jesse flashes her the puppy dog eyes and I don’t doubt she’s a goner. “I cleared it with Mr. Harris. He’s cool with my invasion. Actually, to be honest, I just think he’s happy to have me out of his classroom.” 
 
    “I don’t doubt that,’ she grumbles with a roll of her eyes, falling victim to Jesse’s wicked charms before looking between the two of us. “Dare I ask what this is all about?” she questions. “If you say you hurt Elle in a nasty way, then perhaps barging in here and forcing her attention is not the right way to go about it.” 
 
    “It’s fine,” I tell her as a deep voice calls from the back of the room. “You don’t need to worry about that. From what I hear, Elle likes it when guys barge in.” 
 
    The room falls into snickers as my face flames with embarrassment. I see the regret in Miss Williams’ eyes. There’s no doubt she knows all about what cost me the cheerleading team, all the teachers do. They gossip more than the bitchy girls around here do, but from the look on her face, she feels for me, which only increases my embarrassment. Having the teachers know my dirty secret is even more humiliating than having just the students know. 
 
    I hang my head into my hands but before my eyes have even cast down to my lap, Jesse is up off the table and hovering protectively in front of me as he glares towards the back of the room. “Got something to say, mother fucker?” Jesse roars, demanding the attention of everyone in the room as he seems to double in size. “Say one more word about her and I’ll fucking drop you.” 
 
    The room falls to silence and I look up, wanting to watch the fear on the guy’s face, but Jesse is blocking my view and something tells me that he’s doing this on purpose. 
 
    Not a word is uttered as Jesse remains in a stare-off with the guy. “Alright, Jesse. I think you’ve made your point crystal clear,” Miss Williams says, trying to break the tension in the room. “Why don’t you take Elle outside and you can talk there.” 
 
    Jesse doesn’t move so I slide back out of my chair and wrap my fingers around his large forearm before giving him a gentle tug. “Come on. Jess. I’m fine.” Jesse narrows his eyes further before finally allowing me to pull him away. 
 
    Jesse grabs my things off my desk on his way past, assuming I won’t be coming back before leading me out the door and being a perfect gentleman by holding it open for me. 
 
    We walk aimlessly through the school, side by side, getting all sorts of looks from other students and teachers until we break out into the fresh air and find our way down to the bleachers overlooking the football field. 
 
    “That’s all on me,” Jesse finally murmurs. “Do you get that shit from people all the time?” 
 
    “Every single day,” I tell him, dropping down onto the cold metal bench of the bleachers. “But that’s expected when you’re a social outcast with a past.” 
 
    “You’re a social outcast because of me,” he reminds me, though the reminder isn’t needed, that night is etched into the front of my brain for all of eternity. 
 
    “You don’t need to apologize,” I tell him despite appreciating the fact that he’s doing exactly that. “All you did was air a little secret and the students did the rest. Besides, it’s not like what I did was that bad, most of the senior class has done it themselves.” 
 
    “You weren’t outcasted because of your secret,” he explains. “You were outcast because I was the one who aired it. I made it known that you were the enemy and everyone followed suit. I made it that way and I’ve regretted taking you down like that ever since.” 
 
    “Don’t,” I say reaching out and squeezing his knee. “I deserved it. You were right. I was the one who put the idea in Josh’s head to go after Tora. I thought he would just scare her a bit. I had no idea he’d go to those lengths and if I had, I never would have done it. But my actions have consequences and I think I’ve come out a much stronger person. This was good for me, Jess. The road to get here just sucked is all.” 
 
    “You know I’m sorry, right?” he murmurs. “I was trying to prove some kind of point in protecting Tora, but she wasn’t the one who needed protecting.” 
 
    “I don’t need protecting, Jesse.” 
 
    “Yeah,” he laughs. “You do.” 
 
    “I think I used to,” I admit. “You know, back when things were really bad, right after it happened, but it forced me to change. I was forced to re-evaluate my choices and realized that I was heading down a dangerous path. I wasn’t a nice person and my priorities were all fucked up, but I see the bigger picture now and I think I had to go down that rough road to be able to come out a better person in the end.” 
 
    “I think you’re right,” he agrees with a proud smile. 
 
    I beam back at him. “I have friends now, like real, down to earth, true friends and I have nothing to thank except for your douchebaggery ways.” 
 
    “Anytime,” he laughs before a seriousness comes over him. “That’s um…not all I wanted to talk to you about,” 
 
    I narrow my eyes at the second most popular kid in school, wondering what he could possibly want to talk to me about. I mean, wanting to discuss our differences is one thing, but having two separate things on his agenda is simply unheard of when it comes to me and Jesse. 
 
    “Spit it out, Jess,” I say when he doesn’t come right out and say it. 
 
    “It’s about Jackson,” he warns. 
 
    My brows furrow. “Huh? What about him?” 
 
    “Don’t shoot me for this, but I heard you and him were getting a little close on Friday night.” 
 
    “What?” I sputter, staring at him in shock. “What the fuck are you talking about? I talked to him for all of three seconds while I was trying to leave Crystal’s party. He walked me to my car and then I took off.” 
 
    “Really?” Jesse questions as a devilish smirk pulls at his lips. “I heard you guys were fooling around. Well, to be honest, I actually heard a few different variations of that rumor.” 
 
    “Let me guess,” I groan. “I’m perceived as a whore around here so I’m assuming it’s something about screwing in the bushes and letting him do whatever he’d like to me?” 
 
    “The back of your car actually, but yeah, you get the gist.” 
 
    I roll my eyes as I shake my head. “That’s ridiculous. Have you seen the back of my car? I can barely fit in there myself let alone getting naked in there with a monster of a guy like Jackson.” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s what I thought, but you’re small so I figured maybe you’d learned a few tricks that you could share with the class. You know, give me a few pointers on working with minimal space. I don’t know about you, but I like to move around when I’m getting down, you know what I mean?” 
 
    I glare across at Jess. “Seriously?” 
 
    Jesse nudges my shoulder. “Chill out. I’m teasing. I know nothing went down. I’ve been keeping my eye on you and I know you’ve been keeping clean. You’re like a born again virgin, it’s been that long.” 
 
    “Why am I not surprised?” I scoff, rolling my eyes. 
 
    Jesse shrugs unapologetically. “Look, all I’m saying is be careful. I’ve got a soft spot for you now and I don’t want to see you get in trouble and that’s exactly what would happen with a guy like Jackson. You know, he’s been asking about you, right?” 
 
    “What?” I grunt, raising a brow in curiosity. “Why?” 
 
    “I don’t know, Elle,” he says, getting up when the bell rings. “Just be careful, okay?” 
 
    Jesse waits for me to acknowledge him before bounding down the stairs of the bleachers and disappearing behind them, leaving me wondering what the fuck that was all about. 
 
    I get myself to my first class of the day and to be honest, I haven’t been this distracted since I was a cheerleader. On Friday night, I felt something between me and Jackson, despite how badly I didn’t want to. 
 
    Jesse’s right, he is trouble and I see it in the glistening of his deep eyes, but that knowledge doesn’t stop the way my heart races when he’s around. I’ve spent the last few weeks avoiding him like the plague solely because I know that he’s the kind of guy that would drag me into his trap and devour me, and that’s just not something I’m down for at the moment. 
 
    Besides, after all that threesome bullshit, it’s best for me to lay low and a public relationship with the resident bad boy is not the way to go. 
 
    My day drags and by the time lunch comes around, I couldn’t be happier. I grab something to eat and squish my way between Brylee and Brooke as Courtney and Puck remind the rest of us that we’re grossly single. 
 
    I slouch in my seat, leaning forward onto my elbow and sipping at my water when I feel his piercing stare. I’ve been getting it all day or maybe I get it all the time but only now I’m noticing it. I don’t know what this is but Jackson is seriously messing with my head. 
 
    I can’t help but meet his eyes across the cafeteria and when I do, a sexy as hell smirk cuts across his handsome face, making something pull inside me. Why is it that I so desperately want to run across the cafeteria and climb up into his lap and promise to be a good girl if he’ll promise to treat me like a bad one? 
 
    Shit. This is so not good. 
 
    Brylee flicks a french fry at Courtney and Puck and I can’t possibly be more grateful for the distraction. “Would you two knock it off?” she grunts. “I can hear the sound of your saliva moshing together and it’s making me want to barf.” 
 
    Courtney pulls back from Puck and narrows her eyes on her best friend before looking at the rest of us. “You bitches are so jealous.” 
 
    “Jealous of what?” Brooke snaps back, making my eyes go wide. What the hell is this about? These girls don’t get catty like this? This shit is usually reserved for the cheerleaders. “Every girl in school has already been with him.” 
 
    Fuck. Don’t bring this back to me. Don’t bring this back to me. 
 
    Puck holds his hands up in defense, pointedly not meeting my eyes to draw attention to the big target on my back. “Hey, what did I do?” 
 
    Courtney ignores him as she glares across the table at Brooke. “You’d know,” she snaps. “You’re the biggest whore around.” 
 
    “Guys,” I say, trying to find the peace, but apparently, it’s long gone and I let out a sigh. I was hoping for a better lunch to make up for the shitty, confusing day, but I guess that’s not going to happen. 
 
    “Says you? You’re the one with your tongue down your boyfriend's throat,” Brooke says, flying to her feet, but more importantly, why is Jackson still staring at me and why the hell does it have me clenching my thighs under the table? 
 
    Court gets to her feet too. “Well, at least my boyfriend doesn’t cheat on me.” With that, she grabs her phone off the table and storms out of the cafeteria, leaving me gaping behind her. 
 
    “Shit,” Puck grunts as he narrows his eyes on Brooke. “Did you really have to do that?” 
 
    “I didn’t do anything,” Brooke yells. “Brylee was the one who asked you to stop and that cow was the one who claimed we were all jealous. So, why don’t you go and run after your precious little girl and remind her that all this bullshit is on her.” 
 
    Brylee sighs as Puck shakes his head and gets up from the table, hopefully, to go and find Courtney. “What the hell was that?” Brylee questions. “Are you feeling okay?” 
 
    “No. If they want to make babies then they should go and do it privately.” 
 
    Brylee's lips pull into a tight line and it’s clear as day she’s pissed with Brooke, but then, Brooke is right, Brylee and Court are the ones who started this shit. Brooke just finished it. Court did take it too far, but that's when I realize that this is something more. Something is hurting Brooke and I’d bet anything that it’s got something to do with Maxen. 
 
    Those two have been going through a rough time over the past few weeks with a devastating break up after Brooke caught him cheating. She’s been hurting ever since, but she’s been trying to be strong for Tora as she’s going through a similar heartbreak. 
 
    Brylee gets up and hauls ass after Puck and Courtney, leaving me and Tora with a pissed off Brooke. “Alright, now that they’re gone,” Tora murmurs. “You want to tell me what the hell that was about?” 
 
    “You know what that was about,” Brooke grumbles, refusing to meet Tora’s eyes. “Courtney’s big mouth.” 
 
    “Brooke,” Tora scolds as I wonder if maybe I should make myself disappear. “Spill it.” 
 
    She lets out a frustrated groan and leans forward onto her elbow. “Maxen asked out that whore, Holly, today.” 
 
    “Fuck,” Tora curses. “You okay?” 
 
    I cringe before leaning in closer, hoping I’m somehow able to lighten the mood. “Okay, here’s the plan. I’ll hold him down while you two beat the shit out of him.” 
 
    Brooke lets out a big booming laugh and just like that, I know she’s feeling a shitload better, even though the hurt shines brightly in her eyes. 
 
    “Besides,” Tora continues. “Holly is a bitch ass skank. She went down on a linebacker last week. It’s only a matter of time before they cheat on each other. We can make it a game,” she laughs excitedly. “NO. A bet.” 
 
    Brooke grins. “You’re on. Twenty says she tries to fuck Tyson by the end of the week.” 
 
    Tora reaches out and shakes Brooke’s hand. “Twenty says she does ‘an Elle’ and tries to do them at the same time.” 
 
    My mouth drops in shock. She didn’t really just say that, did she? “Hey!” 
 
    “You going to deny it?” Tora grins, teasing. 
 
    I roll my eyes before glancing around and making sure no one is listening in on our conversation, though it’s not like what I did is a big secret thanks to Jess. “Don’t knock it till you tried it.” 
 
    “Ewwww,” Tora laughs as Brooke raises a curious eyebrow. “You two are such skanks.” 
 
    “Don’t give me that innocent bullshit,” I tell her. “You were with Nate Fucking Ryder for months. You can’t tell me that a guy like that didn’t want to get a bit…nasty in the bedroom.” 
 
    “I am so not talking about this with you guys,” Tora says, though she’s distracted by something across the room. 
 
    Brooke gasps as her eyes widen. “Tell me,” she begs. “What did you do?” 
 
    Tora gets to her feet before grinning down at me and Brooke. “You whores can get lost. I’m not spilling anything.” 
 
    Tora takes off and Brooke and I are left behind, calling after her and demanding her presence, but I quickly realize that she’s chasing Nate and Jesse out the door and where they’re concerned with Tora, Brooke and I are practically invisible. 
 
    I slouch back in my chair only to find Brooke focusing intently on me. “What?” I question, narrowing my eyes at her. 
 
    She grins wide. “Tell me more about this threesome. Suddenly, I’m very curious.” 
 
    A devilish grin tears across my face and I find myself glancing at Jackson before turning back to Brooke. “Well, what exactly is it that you want to know?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
    Jackson 
 
      
 
    I make my way up to the locker rooms after an early morning training session and do my best to shake out my legs. I went hard this morning and my thighs are killing me. We’re right in the middle of football season and so far, we’re killing it. The boys and I have been working our asses off. There’s no way we’re going to lose Thursday night’s game, not with the way we’ve been training. 
 
    The boys mind their own business and I do the same. We’re all fucking exhausted, but lucky us, we have another training session the second the end of school bell sounds. 
 
    “Yo, Jackson,” I hear from across the locker room as I peel off my sweaty uniform. 
 
    I look across to find Troy, one of the juniors standing awkwardly by the showers. “What’s up?” 
 
    “Was that um…your sister sitting out in the bleachers this morning?” 
 
    My brows furrow. Why the fuck does he want to know about Kaylah? “Yeah. What about her?” I question, hating what I already know what’s coming. I’m not going to lie, my sister is fucking beautiful and I absolutely hate it because fuckers like this are always snooping around her. With the early morning training session, she was forced to come along with me which also means she’ll be here late this afternoon.  
 
    I told her to go and study up in the library as it would be easier to concentrate, but truth be told, I was trying to avoid this bullshit. But what say do I have anyway? Kaylah decides what Kaylah wants to do and nobody can convince her otherwise. Apparently, it was a beautiful morning with a beautiful sunrise and how dare I try to take that away from her? Naturally, Kaylah sat out in the bleachers and watched our training session, no doubt not getting even the slightest bit of studying done. 
 
    Troy flinches at my tone and I scowl at him, hoping I can somehow scare the words into refusing to come out of his mouth, but apparently, the dickhead has a death wish and speaks them anyway. “She’s uh, kinda hot. Do you know if she’s seeing anyone or, you know, could you help a brother out and give me her number?” 
 
    My back straightens as every fucker in the room falls silent. “The fuck you just say?” 
 
    “Shit,” Matthews says, racing forward and putting himself between me and Troy, knowing damn well there’s about to be a blood bath in here. “He’s just fucking with you. Right, Troy?” 
 
    Troy has the guts to lie to my fucking face. “Oh, yeah, man. Just fucking with you,” he says with a lame, terrified chuckle. “Just fucking around.” 
 
    I keep my eye on the kid, knowing he’s bound to approach my sister at some point and hope he fully understands that if and when he does, I’ll have no other choice but to kick his ass. My sister won’t be dating a fucking low life like that, especially one who asks a girl’s big brother for her number rather than finding the balls to approach her himself and show her a little respect. 
 
    Matthews lets out a relieved sigh, realizing that I’m not about to beat the shit out of Troy before relaxing down onto the bench. “I have to admit it though,” he says, giving me a sideways glance. “Troy has good taste. Your sister is fine, but I overheard her talking to some guy yesterday saying that she was seeing someone.” 
 
    “Nah man,” I say, shaking my head. “I’d know if she was seeing someone.” 
 
    Matthews shrugs. “Yeah, I guess. She was probably just saying that to get the guy off her case. Chicks are always saying they're taken as an easy out.” 
 
    I scoff at his comments. “Have a lot of experience striking out, do you?” I ask, grabbing my things and heading to the bathroom to race through a quick shower. After all, the school bell is due to go in less than fifteen minutes. 
 
    Matthews instantly starts back peddling. “Nah,” he says. “Not me personally, I just heard they do that from time to time. I don’t have any issues getting chicks, man.” I don’t bother responding as I close myself off in the shower and get my ass ready for the day. 
 
    I fly back out of the locker room precisely four minutes later and grin as I walk into the main part of the school and see Tora by her locker with Brooke and Elle. 
 
    I can’t tear my eyes off her. God, she’s fucking gorgeous and it’s killing me that she’s keeping herself at arms-length. I’ve been giving her space and hoping she’ll come to me, but I’m quickly realizing that game plan fucking sucks. It’s about time that I make this happen. 
 
    Elle and I so clearly have some sort of chemistry and I’m done waiting to explore it. I want to know what this is and I want to know what the hell is holding her back. I’d understand if she was shy and needs me to make that move, but I don’t get that vibe from her. Something else is going on here and I want to figure it out. Hell, I want to figure her out. 
 
    I dump my shit in my locker before walking up to the girls. Tora and I seem to have sorted our differences but after I made a bad call and took her to a Haven Falls party, she’s been a little crabby. So this could be interesting. Even more so considering Nate is down the other end of the hallway. 
 
    “Hello, hello, hello,” I say, throwing my arms over Brooke and Elle’s shoulders, forcing my way into their circle and loving the feel of Elle being tucked into my side like that, but I keep my attention on Tora, not wanting to overwhelm Elle or make her think that I’m forcing myself onto her. 
 
    “Is there something you need?” Tora questions, giving me that signature attitude that she’s become so damn good at performing. Though, I kind of deserve this one. 
 
    “Nope,” I say with a wicked grin. “Just saw your boyfriend looking over here and thought I’d take the opportunity to get under his skin.” 
 
    At the mention of Nate, all eyes travel down toward him to find nothing but irritation etched into his face and I try not to laugh. I feel for the fucker…kind of. If he just asked me what’s up and gave me the time of day to talk things through, he’ll realize that I’m not trying to steal his girl away, in fact, my end game is something very different and it has everything to do with this blonde bombshell under my arm who seems to be leaning more and more into my side, welcoming my touch just as much as I am hers. 
 
    Tora looks back at me with a tight smile. “At least you’re being honest about it.” 
 
    I suck in a breath, feigning offense. “I’m wounded, Tora. I’m always honest, especially when it comes to pissing off Nate Ryder.” 
 
    Brooke pushes my arm off her shoulder and steps closer to Tora while Elle remains right where she is. “When are you and Nate going to call all this bullshit off?” Brooke questions. 
 
    “When are you going to forgive Maxen?” 
 
    “Never,” she snaps back. 
 
    Oh, geez. I am so not down to listening to the girls’ bullshit boy problems. 
 
    “Well, there’s your answer,” I tell them with a proud smile as the bell rings, hoping it’s enough to cut the topic short. “Now, what do you ladies say about me walking you to class?” 
 
    Tora turns back to her locker and pulls out her books. “We’re good,” she says, speaking for the group, but there’s one other who I’m still yet to ask. 
 
    I curl my arm around Elle and look down at her to find her big blue eyes already looking up at me. “And what about you?” I murmur low, loving the light flush that appears on her cheeks. 
 
    “Are you going to carry my books?” Elle questions, raising a brow and testing me as a slow smile spreads across her lips 
 
    “Do you want me to carry your books?” 
 
    Elle studies me for a moment, biting down on her bottom lip before something flashes in her eyes. “I do,” she tells me, making me wonder if we’re talking about something much deeper than carrying a bunch of books. 
 
    Elle’s hand finds mine and a determination comes shooting through her gaze and I realize that I wasn’t imagining this, she wants this just as I do, but there’s still something holding her back. 
 
    I smile down at her. If this is something she’s willing to at least try and explore, then I want to know how exactly I’m going to make that happen. “Lead the way,” I tell her before turning back and sending a quick, playful wink to Tora knowing just how annoying she’s going to find it. 
 
    Elle turns and starts making her way up the hallway. I hurry to keep up with her so that I don’t have to drop my arm from around her shoulder. “Were you being serious?” I ask her. “Do you want me to walk you to class or would you prefer to get out of here for a bit?” 
 
    Elle smiles up at me and once again, she knocks the breath right out of me. How is it possible for one person to have so much beauty? “I know a place, but first, I need coffee.” 
 
    Why is my heart racing like this? “You’ve got yourself a deal.” 
 
    I let my arm slip off her petite shoulder and keep my cool when she allows my fingers to trail down her arm. My fingers brush over the softest skin I’ve ever felt until they’re folding into hers, right where they need to be. 
 
    I lead Elle across the road and we walk for fifteen minutes until we’re entering Carter’s Coffee House. Elle practically dives for the counter, desperate to put her order in and I quickly realize that she’s one of those people who are unable to function without their coffee. 
 
    We talk about generic stuff as we wait for her order and just like the night of Crystal’s party, I find I like it more than I probably should. 
 
    “Alright, where to?” I ask as she gets her coffee in her hand and takes a sip before mentally drifting away with a look of complete pleasure, which has me growing hard. I mean, am I fucking jealous of a coffee right now? 
 
    Elle’s hand falls back into mine as I discreetly adjust myself with the other. “Follow me.” 
 
    We walk back towards the school and just when I think she’s about to step over the boundary line and take my ass back to class, she pulls me along, deeper into the trees before she proudly presents me with a small creek that runs along the back half of the school. 
 
    “Well, this is cool,” I tell her in awe, glancing around and watching the morning sunlight dance across the rushing water. 
 
    Elle beams and it’s as though she’s waiting for me to tell her just how good she did. “Yeah, this place is pretty awesome,” she tells me. “Phoenix and I discovered it years ago and now I just come here when…you know, when it’s all getting too much.” 
 
    “Wait,” I say, looking over at her with a curiosity that I’m not sure I’m entitled to. “That leaves me with so many questions.” 
 
    Elle cringes and I wonder if maybe she thought she could get away with throwing loaded comments like that out into the world and not have me wanting to ask questions. “Are you serious right now? You don’t actually know?” 
 
    I shake my head. “I’m not one for listening to other people’s gossip.” 
 
    “But still,” she laughs. “How long have you been going here? How is it possible for you not to know?” 
 
    I drop down onto a big ass rock and wave my hand around, gesturing for her to get on with her explanation. “I’m all ears,” I tell her with a grin. “So maybe start with why the hell you were hanging out with Phoenix. You realize who she is, right? She’s not exactly great company.” 
 
    Elle hesitates for a moment before turning to look at me, scrunching her face up with a cringe in the process. “I don’t want you to think less of me.” 
 
    “I don’t think that’s possible,” I tell her truthfully. 
 
    She watches me a moment longer before letting out a shaky breath. “Okay, well…a few months ago, I was at the top of this school. I was the cheer captain and to be completely honest, I was a real bitch. I was worse than Phoenix.” 
 
    “That’s not possible.” I shake my head. “There’s nothing worse than Phoenix.” 
 
    She considers me with a smirk. “Yeah, I guess you’re right. It’s not like I slept with one of my relatives.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I laugh. “That shit is seriously messed up. I can’t believe I dated her for those few weeks.” 
 
    “Wait. You were actually dating her?” 
 
    “Hey,” I say. “This is your story. We’re not here to learn about my fuck ups, just yours.” 
 
    Elle rolls her eyes and gets on with it. “So, over the summer, I was partying hard and letting loose before senior year, and one night, I think maybe I got a little too wild.” 
 
    I narrow my eyes with curiosity, picturing a wild Elle and realizing just how much I like it. “How so?” 
 
    She scrunches her face up and looks away, ashamed of what she’s about to tell me. “I sort of got naked with Puck and Ty.” 
 
    My brows fly up into my hairline and I find myself on my feet. “What?” I grin, looking at her in a new light. Maybe she’s not as innocent as I keep assuming. Pride beams out of me. “You’re down for that kind of shit?” 
 
    Elle’s cheeks flush and she refuses to meet my eyes. “I mean, well…I’m not going to deny it. It was fun, like a lot of fun.” 
 
    “Fuck me,” I breathe, unable to control the excited grin on my face. “We are not finished discussing this, but I’m far too curious how you went from that vixen cheer captain to this little innocent good girl.” 
 
    “Trust me, I’m far from a good girl, but I’m trying,” she tells me before letting out a breath. “So, at the beginning of senior year, Tora and I used to butt heads a lot and it got pretty nasty, to the point that Jesse stepped in and warned me that he’d take me down if I hurt her.” 
 
    My brows crease as I watch her, not liking where this story is going. “What did you do, Elle?” 
 
    “I…shit. It’s awful,” she warns me. “You’re not going to like it.” 
 
    “Let me be the judge of that.” 
 
    She nods before finally letting it out. “I was the one who gave Josh the idea to mess around with Tora. I thought he’d just pull her aside and freak her out a little, and after Jesse’s warning, I told him to back off, but he didn’t. He went out on his own and that’s…” 
 
    “That’s when he attacked her.” 
 
    Elle nods again, looking so desperately ashamed of herself. “I didn’t want her to get hurt. That was never my intention and when I realized what he tried to do…I felt sick. I was a monster and I hated myself for it.” 
 
    “Nate and Jesse retaliated, didn’t they?” I question, already knowing the answer as it’s exactly what I would have done. 
 
    “Of course, they did,” she scoffs. “There was a party and nearly everyone was there. It was freaking huge and I was in my element, which is when Jesse came through on his warning. He tore me to shreds in front of everyone and told them all about what I’d gotten up to over the summer…or well, what had gotten up me. It was humiliating. Everyone looked at me as though I was some kind of walking STD, and I guess I deserved it because I’m sure Tora was feeling even worse.” Elle lets out a sigh. “The fallout happened instantly. Jesse hadn’t even walked away before my squad turned their backs on me and alienated me. I went from the top to the bottom in a matter of seconds.” 
 
    “That doesn’t make sense,” I tell her, seeing way too many holes in her story. “Half the cheerleaders have been offering themselves up for fucking orgies in the locker room. Why are you getting blasted for a fucking threesome?” 
 
    “Because that was Jesse’s intention and when either one of the Ryder brothers speaks, everyone follows. He wanted them to treat me like trash and that’s exactly what they did.” 
 
    “Fuck,” I sigh, seeing the devastation in her eyes. I find myself moving across the pebbled ground and wrapping her in my arms. She smooshes her face into my chest and I realize that while this was a few months ago, it’s still hurting her deeply. “I could kill Jesse for doing that to you.” 
 
    “No,” she murmurs against my chest. “It turned out for the best. I was able to see what it was like being on the bottom and it made me re-evaluate the person I’d become and I was able to turn it all around. I guess sometimes you have to lose it all to gain something new. It’s forced me to look at the big picture and I’ve been working on shaping myself into the person I want to be.” 
 
    “You sure? I’m still open to kicking his ass.” 
 
    “No, Jesse and I have talked it through and we’re all cool now.” 
 
    “Okay,” I murmur. “So, tell me who this new version of yourself is because I’d really like to get to know her.” 
 
    Elle shakes her head before forcing her way out of my arms. “The new me is a good girl. Someone who doesn’t mess around with random guys and focuses on her grades. I’m not the easy chick whose going to fall into bed with you at the click of your fingers so if that’s what you’re after, then you need to go and find it with someone else.” 
 
    “As tempting as slamming you up against one of these trees sounds, that’s not why I’m here. I’m not lying, Elle. I do want to get to know you. You’re fucking gorgeous and I’d be a fool to run you off like that.” 
 
    Elle considers me a moment before dropping down on the rock I’d claimed earlier. “Alright,” she finally says. “I'll give you the benefit of the doubt and let you get to know me, but the road goes both ways. It’s your turn to spill the beans. You’re Jackson Millington. You’re bound to have an epic fuck up too.” 
 
    Now I’m the one cringing as Henley Bronx flashes through my mind. “You don’t want to know about my fuck up.” 
 
    The curiosity radiates out of Elle as a devilish smirk crosses her face. “Oh, but you see, now you’ve got me all intrigued.” 
 
    I groan, not wanting to open up about this, but after everything she just told me, it’s only fair. I take a deep breath and look up at Elle whose waiting with bated breath. “I made a bad judgment call, got drunk and slept with my little sister’s best friend who thinks she’s been in love with me for the last few years.” 
 
    Elle’s eyes widen in horror. “Holy fuck. Everyone knows you stay away from your sibling’s friends. Oh, my God, Jackson. How stupid can you be? What happened? Does Kaylah know?” 
 
    I cringe again. “Kaylah walked in.” 
 
    Elle bursts into uncontrollable laughter and falls down off the rock, wiping the tears that spring from her eyes. “Holy shit. I really needed that laugh.” 
 
    I glare across at her, wanting to rip her a new asshole for shitting all over my situation but also wanting to continue watching her laugh like that. It looked fucking good on her and I can’t wait to make her do it again. 
 
    Fuck, I want to kiss her. 
 
    “You know, this shit ain’t funny,” I tell her lightheartedly, not really caring that she’s finding humor in my downfalls. “Kaylah has had a chip on her shoulder since it happened and refuses to forgive me. Not to mention, it completely destroyed her relationship with Henley.” 
 
    “She’ll come around,” Elle promises. “I don’t know about her friend, but as for you, you’re her big brother and she can’t avoid you forever. Soon enough she’s going to remember all the reasons why she loves you so much.” 
 
    I scoff. “You think?” 
 
    “Oh, no,” Elle laughs, dusting herself off. “You’re fucked. She’s going to hold that against you until your dying days.” 
 
    I shake my head and grin at her while I find myself moving forward. Elle watches my advance, taking in every little movement and suddenly the humor is gone from her eyes. 
 
    I step into her as her hand falls against my chest and her back hits the tree behind her. Silence falls between us, only the sound of the birds in the trees and our heavy breathing can be heard. 
 
    My eyes drop to her lips and I can’t resist her any longer. I need to taste her lips on mine. 
 
    I dip my head, slowly moving toward her as she sucks in a breath and fists her hands into the fabric of my shirt. Just a little bit closer and I’ll be there. 
 
    My lips gently brush against the tip of her lip before she hastily pulls back. “No,” she panics with fear in her eyes. “Please don’t.” 
 
    I pull away, not wanting to frighten her. “What’s wrong?” I ask, searching her panicked eyes. 
 
    “I just…I. I can’t,” she pushes back on my chest, giving herself some extra room before stepping out around me. Devastation and regret flash in her eyes before a fierce resolve takes over. “I’m sorry. I can’t. I’m not that girl anymore.” 
 
    With that, Elle takes off at a run, disappearing into the trees and leaving me wondering what the hell just happened and how I’m going to make this right because one thing is for sure, I like this girl more than I possibly realized and now that she’s opened up and shown me what’s inside her soul, I’m left desperate for more. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
    Elle 
 
      
 
    I walk toward the student parking lot with my mind an absolute mess of everything Jackson. 
 
    What the hell was that? It was only a kiss. It’s not like he was asking me to get down on my knees and suck him dry while he stood with a rolling camera looking down on me, prepared and ready to hit upload on Pornhub. 
 
    He was sweet and showed me a side of himself that I didn’t realize he possessed and I think that panicked me more than the whole kiss thing did because I realized that Jackson Millington has the ability to change the game. He’s a heartbreaker and that’s dangerous territory. He’s smooth, he doesn’t hesitate when wanting to touch me, he doesn’t hold back his thoughts, and what’s worse, he makes me laugh more than I’ve laughed over the past few months. 
 
    I’ve never fallen for a guy before but if I was going to, it’d be someone like him. He makes my heart race and every time he looks my way, those damn butterflies take off like bats out of hell. If only there was some way to squish those damn butterflies, then I’d be absolutely fine. 
 
    Oh, hell. I should have just let him kiss me. It would have been so good. I don’t doubt that he has a magical tongue and I probably missed out big time. I wonder how he would have tasted. I bet he’s a minty fresh kind of guy, not one of those guys who taste like stale cigarettes. No, Jackson Millington is the type to give a girl the full experience and leave them wanting more. So much more. 
 
    As I make my way down to my car, the noise of the students using the field steals my attention. I can’t help but look over there to see the cheerleaders working on their routines for Thursday night’s game. Sorrow fills me. I should be there. They’re my girls and my team, not to mention, it’s my choreography. 
 
    The girls stop what they’re doing and take a quick water break, and as if sensing my eyes on the group, Phoenix’s sharp glare comes shooting towards me. Great, exactly what I need to finish off my afternoon. 
 
    Phoenix smirks as though she’s won something and I roll my eyes. She’s so damn pathetic. She hasn’t won a damn thing. She was demoted and kept on the team only because the guy she happened to screw was someone the rest of the girls have been desperately trying to conquer for the past two years. 
 
    I tune Phoenix out as I focus on getting down to the parking lot before I manage to get myself in any trouble, only movement catches my eye and I find myself glancing back toward the squad. Phoenix watches me as she strides across the field towards the football team and smirks as she places herself in front of Jackson. 
 
    I try to appear unaffected. What the fuck is she doing? 
 
    Phoenix puffs out her chest, making her tits look bigger than what they actually are before she drapes herself over Jackson, instantly putting me on edge. For her to go after Jackson that means she knows something is going on between us, but how? Unless she saw us walk out of the school together this morning, though it’s not like we were hiding the fact that we were hanging out. 
 
    I watch with bated breath, desperate to see what Jackson is going to do, but when he scrunches his face and looks down at her in disgust, something warms my heart. Jackson shoves her off him as though he could catch something just by being that close and instantly walks away, leaving me grinning like a fucking idiot. 
 
    Phoenix looks back at me with embarrassment shining brightly in her eyes before she storms back to the cheerleaders where’s she’s instantly reprimanded for leaving the group. 
 
    I laugh to myself. When I was leading those girls, I had them on a tight ship. They worked hard and made sure our routines were perfect, but watching them now, they seem sloppy and out of synch. 
 
    It’s a shame really. I miss being on the team after it’s been a huge part of my life growing up, but it’s also a relief to be able to focus on other things. With all the spare time, my grades have never been higher and I’ve even been considering studying dance in college or maybe doing something with my choreography skills. Who knows, maybe I could coach high school teams and give them kickass routines to make them look like the badass, boss bitches they are. 
 
    I get into my car but it's not until I put it in reverse that I glance up at Jackson, who's already looking at me. His face lights up and a goofy as fuck grin spreads wide over his face making me want to throw myself out of my car and run into his arms. 
 
    Shit, I’m really regretting not kissing him earlier. 
 
    I get my ass home and try to put him to the back of my mind as I get my homework done, but Brooke’s endless text messaging makes it incredibly hard. 
 
    Once I’ve caught up on everything I need to do, I venture downstairs and drop down onto the couch beside my sister, Chloe, who has her nose stuck in a book, most likely not even noticing me beside her. 
 
    I grab the blanket and pull it over my legs as I snuggle into the cushion and start scrolling through all my social media accounts. After Jesse outed me, looking at social media was the hardest thing in the world, but now that the dust has settled, things are finally starting to look up for me. In fact, they already have and I’m so much happier for it. 
 
    Mom busily cooks dinner and both Chloe and I groan. Mom has absolutely no skill when it comes to cooking, but every few nights, we’ll find her in the kitchen, desperate to prove herself. 
 
    An hour later, Chloe and I are choking on our dinner, but somehow make it through to the end before giving mom wide smiles and thanking her for a beautifully, yummy meal. 
 
    My little book nerd sister goes up to her room and locks herself away while I offer to do the dishes and give mom a break for the night. By the time I finally make it upstairs and close myself off in my room, it’s well past 8 pm and I’m exhausted. I get dressed in my pajamas and throw my phone down on my bed before laying down on the floor to do a few exercises. 
 
    I hear Chloe huffing in frustration in the bedroom next door and it’s not long until she comes barging through my door, demanding my full attention. “Do you care to explain why Jackson Millington is currently throwing rocks at my bedroom window? Do you have any idea how freaking annoying it is while I’m trying to read?” 
 
    I fly up off the ground, gaping at my sister as though she’s gone insane. “What?” I demand. “You’re not serious?” 
 
    “Yes, of course, I’m serious. Would you do something about it?” She says with a frustrated groan. “Because I’m only one more rock away from grabbing one of the little turds and throwing it right back at him. Maybe I’ll even aim for that ridiculous car of his.” 
 
    I roll my eyes at her dramatics as I make my way out of my bedroom. “What’s he doing here?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” she snaps. “I didn’t exactly shove my head out the window and ask what he wants. Besides, you’d have a better idea than I would. I wasn’t the one sneaking out of school today holding his hand.” 
 
    My eyes bug out of my head. “You know about that?” 
 
    “The whole school knows about that.” 
 
    “Shit.” 
 
    “Elle, seriously?” she demands. “Go and get rid of him.” 
 
    “But I’m in my pajamas.” 
 
    Chloe rolls her eyes. “So? It’s just an old shirt and a pair of cotton shorts. He’s a guy. He probably thinks they’re just normal clothes.” 
 
    Damn it. 
 
    I reluctantly make my way into Chloe’s bedroom before we both creep over to the window and peer out. “I see you, Elle,” Jackson calls, making me want to run down there and slam my hand over his big mouth. 
 
    I cringe as I stand front and center in Chloe’s floor to ceiling window and pry it open. Wind blows the curtains back at me and I push them aside so I can step out onto the small balcony. “What the hell are you doing throwing rocks at my little sister’s window?” 
 
    “Shit. Your sister?” he chuckles before wincing and holding his rock-filled hands up. “Whoops. Innocent mistake.” 
 
    “Jackson,” I groan. “Why are you here?” 
 
    He beams up at me and my heart races seeing that goofy grin. “I wanted to talk to you.” 
 
    “Have you ever heard of a cell phone?” 
 
    “Don’t have your number,” he fires back, making me wonder how long we can keep this shit going. “Besides, I wouldn’t be able to see that angry little crease between your brows if I was to text.” 
 
    I cross my arms over my chest. “I don’t get an angry crease between my brows.” 
 
    Chloe scoffs as Jackson laughs. “Yeah, babe. You do.” 
 
    “Jackson?” I snap, trying to keep him on track. “Why are you here?” 
 
    “Alright, alright,” he says, looking over the front of my house and studying it closely. “Call me cliché throwing rocks at your window to get your attention, but I really wanted to see you. I’ve been thinking about it all day and I don’t think our conversation from this morning is over.” 
 
    “Well, I’m sorry you drove your ass all the way over here, but it was definitely over.” 
 
    Jackson shakes his head, grinning once again before bounding forward. My mouth drops as I watch him plant a foot on the lower level window sill and catapult himself up. He grabs hold of the bottom of the balcony before using his momentum to throw himself up and over the railing, placing himself right in front of me. 
 
    “What the hell do you think you’re doing?” I screech, gaping at him in shock while unable to believe what I just saw. 
 
    He simply walks forward, snakes his hand around the back of my neck and crushes his lips against mine. 
 
    I melt. 
 
    My hands find his strong chest before one travels up over his wide shoulder and curls around the back of his neck. Jackson takes my waist as though it was specifically made just for him and he draws my body against his. 
 
    It’s perfect. Just as I knew it would be. 
 
    Every single thought, worry, and fear leaves me. I suddenly don’t give a shit that I’m trying this new ‘good girl’ thing and am supposed to be staying away from dangerous boys like this. I simply don’t care because this is way too good to pass up. 
 
    Jackson’s lips move against mine and an unexpected moan travels up my throat as the pleasure of his touch overwhelms me. 
 
    How could I have gone all this time without allowing him to touch me like this? I mean, this isn’t even sex, just an innocent kiss, but already it’s better than anything I’ve ever experienced, including the wild threesome. 
 
    Jackson’s fingers tighten on my waist before his tongue seeks entry and just as he knew I would, I allow him anything he wants. 
 
    Needing to get closer, I press up onto my tippy toes and hook my arm around his neck until his heated skin and the back of his hair are tickling the inside of my elbow. His arms snake around my waist, holding me tight and I feel as though I could die a happy woman. 
 
    A throat clears behind us and I reluctantly pull away as Chloe glares daggers at us. “Seriously? I’m all down for you two swapping spit, but does it have to be on my balcony where I’m forced to watch the whole thing? Like really, I’m trying to read.” 
 
    I look up at Jackson, unsure of what this means. He dips his head, gently brushing his lips over mine before stepping back. “Night, Elle,” he says in a deep, grumbly tone before launching himself over the railing and dropping down to the grass below. 
 
    What the actual fuck? Did that boy just come all the way here, scale the side of my house and throw himself over a balcony just so he could kiss me? 
 
    Holy wow. My heart. 
 
    I watch as Jackson jogs across the lawn and heads back over to his Charger. He opens his car door, looks back at me and gives me a panty-dropping smirk mixed with a wink that has my knees going weak. He drops down into his car and takes off, leaving me fearing for the trouble I’m about to get myself in. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
    Jackson 
 
      
 
    I lean up against my locker as my teammates chat around me, each of them pumped for this week’s game It’s going to be fucking wicked. We’re up against a bunch of guys from Aston Creek who have been slaying their season so far, but we’re about to put a stop to that. It’s going to be a hard game, but it's one I’m sure we can handle. 
 
    I didn’t join this team because I thought we were going to choke when the time came to shine. No, this team is going to the finals and I’ll be the one leading them there, no matter how much blood, sweat, and tears have to go into it. I don’t doubt all our hard work will pay off either. Hopefully, a good handful of these guys will end up with offers from incredible colleges that will lead them to even brighter futures. 
 
    The boys rave about how they beat the Aston Creek team last season and as they laugh about all the ins and outs of the game, I find myself zoning out and glancing down the hallway to the blonde who has just walked in. 
 
    A cheesy as fuck grin spreads across my face as I remember the feel of Elle’s soft lips crushed against mine, desperately moving against them, and taking everything she needs. It was perfection. So much more than I thought it would be. 
 
    I don’t think I’ve ever been so cliché in my life. All I needed was a boom box sitting on my shoulder and I would have been in a 90’s romcom. Though she’ll never admit it, something tells me that she appreciated the effort. Despite how damn beautiful she is, I doubt a guy has gone to efforts like that before. Hell, I wouldn’t be surprised if she’s never actually been swept off her feet 
 
    I hate that our moment was cut short by her sister, but it doesn’t matter because I intend to have many more. In fact, I might just go and remind her of it right now. 
 
    I go to push up off my locker when Elle drops in beside her friend and I fall back into the cool metal. Damn, maybe I’ll catch up with her later, but then…maybe I have another option. 
 
    I dig into the pocket of my jeans and pull out my phone before chuckling to myself as I know exactly how this is going to go down. 
 
    Jackson – You’re so fucking gorgeous. I can’t wait to get you alone and show you exactly what you’ve been missing out on. Maybe I’ll start from the top and work my way down. Do you like your neck kissed? How about those perfect tits? That tight pussy? Fuck baby, I can’t wait to get your taste on my tongue. 
 
    Elle digs out her phone and I watch as she opens the message and reads it. Her mouth drops open before a deep flush spreads over her cheeks. She quickly glances around, searching me out, but misses me, making it so much more fun. 
 
    Elle – Who the fuck is this? You’ve got the wrong number. 
 
    Jackson – Nah, baby. I most certainly do not. You know, watching you squirm and clench those thighs while reading that is worth the backlash that’s bound to come. 
 
    Elle – This better not be you, Jackson. 
 
    Jackson – The one and only. 
 
    Elle’s head snaps up and she takes a closer look around the halls of Broken Hill while trying to be discreet, not wanting Brooke to know that she’s currently getting dirty messages from the one guy her friends would deem unacceptable. Though, maybe that’s not the case anymore. I’m on much better terms with Tora and the girls, it’s just Nate I’m still having issues with, though the bullshit drama certainly has sizzled down. I don’t even think his boys are hating on me quite so much, but out of respect to their fearless leader, they haven’t gone and welcomed me into their loving arms. 
 
    Tora is always telling me that Jesse and I would really get along, but I seriously doubt that would ever happen. I mean, that’s just pushing the limits. I don’t have any issues with Puck or Tyson, but after knowing what they did with Elle over the summer, I’m starting to reconsider. Maxen though, he seems alright. It’s just Nate. 
 
    Elle falls back against her locker before bringing her phone closer to her face, but she’s struggling to mask her grin. She looks down the hall once again, but there are too many bodies between me and her. 
 
    Elle – I thought you didn’t have my number? 
 
    I laugh to myself. 
 
    Jackson – Shit! Did I say that? 
 
    Elle – … 
 
    Elle – You’re a dick! 
 
    Jackson – And you’ve got the softest lips I’ve ever kissed. 
 
    I watch her patiently and love the way she beams as she reads over the text. Her bottom lip is drawn in between her teeth and her cheeks lift into two perfectly round globes that make her look like an angel. That goddamn smile is everything. 
 
    Students flood the hallway and I want nothing more than to make them disappear so I can have a moment alone with Elle, but the shocked gasps and devastating heartbreak across every female’s face tells me that a fellow soldier has fallen. When I hear my sister’s name whispered on their gossipy lips, they finally get my attention. 
 
    “She’s such a whore,” one girl spits. “Why’s he with her anyway? She’s not even pretty.” 
 
    My eyes narrow on the preppy bitch. She better not be talking about my baby sister like that. I’ll fucking drop her ass, or at least, I’ll get one of these other chicks to do it. I’m not against kicking ass, but when it comes to a woman, I draw the line. 
 
    The girl’s friend replies. “What does it matter anyway? Jesse’s just fucking with her because of Jackson. He’ll dump her sorry ass in a few days and then he’ll be back open for business.” 
 
    “The fuck did you just say?” I roar, pushing off my locker and stepping right in front of the two girls, demanding not just their attention but everyone in the whole fucking hallway. If Elle couldn’t spot me before, I don’t doubt she has any issues now. 
 
    The girls gape up at me but the one on the right recovers quicker and looks more than happy to deliver the news. In fact, she looks downright thrilled about it. “That’s right, Jesse Ryder is getting naked with your little sister. I guess he’s lowered his standards or she’s finally stepping up and making a name for herself here. Either way, it needs to come to an end because Jesse is mine. I’ve been trying to get him in bed all year.” 
 
    I clench my jaw, balling my hands into fists at my side. “Jesse Ryder is dating my sister?” 
 
    “Not just dating,” the other girl says. “Apparently, they’re like a full-on thing now.” 
 
    I shake my head as the fury rips through me. I spin on my heel. There’s only one person here who’ll give me the fucking answers I’m looking for and one other who needs to explain himself. 
 
    I start my way down to Tora before leaning into her locker and demanding her full attention. She looks up at me and rolls her eyes, but the distaste that she used to have in her eyes is completely gone. Though right now, I can’t seem to care. 
 
    “Oh, the horror,” Tora says with thick sarcasm. “Please don’t beat me up or total my car.” 
 
    “Not funny,” I snap, trying to hold it together as Elle watches me closely, unsure what the hell is going on. “Did you know?” 
 
    “Know what?” Tora questions, narrowing her eyes at me. 
 
    “About Jesse and my sister.” A fond grin stretches wide over Tora’s face and just like that, I know it’s true. “Damn it, Tora,” I demand, slamming my fist into her locker as the anger overwhelms me. “Why didn’t you tell me?” 
 
    “What?” she scoffs. “Why would I? It’s not my business to be telling you who your sister’s been screwing.” 
 
    Fuck no. 
 
    “He’s screwing her?” I roar, making my voice bounce off every wall in the fucking school. “I’m going to fucking kill him.” 
 
    I push off Tora’s locker and start forcing my way down the corridor, shoving fuckers out of my way who are too damn slow to move on their own. Tora hurries after me and I don’t doubt that Elle is following right along. 
 
    “Stop,” Tora yells, grabbing hold of my elbow and tugging hard to get me to stop. “He really likes her.” 
 
    She’s fucking kidding, right? Is that shit supposed to make this okay? My sister will not be dating a guy like Jesse Ryder. He’ll make a fucking joke of her and crush her just to get at me. No, I won’t allow it. He can get at me all he likes, but Kaylah is off-limits. 
 
    “I don’t give a shit,” I tell her, dragging her along until she drops off my arm. “She’s too good for that piece of shit. No way is he going to defile my baby sister.” 
 
    “Jesse’s a good guy,” she says, defending his honor as though the prick deserves it. 
 
    “Bullshit,” I throw over my shoulder. “He’ll chew her up and spit her out like last night’s trash, and then guess who’s going to have to clean up the pieces? Me, that’s who. I’m not having it.” 
 
    “What the hell is happening?” Brooke asks before she starts walking backward to continue her line of questioning. 
 
    “Jackson just found out that Jesse is dating Kaylah,” Tora laughs as though she actually finds this shit amusing. “He wants to kick his ass.” 
 
    “Oooooh,” Brooke grins, grabbing Elle’s hand and pulling her along. “I’m not missing this.” 
 
    I storm into the junior hallway and instantly zone in on Jesse at the other end, fucking around at his locker and I grin to myself. I’m taking this bastard down once and for all. That is until a petite blonde catches my eye and I suddenly have a brand new target. 
 
    “Hey,” I yell, knowing my sister would recognize my voice and tone anywhere. 
 
    Kaylah’s head whips around and her eyes bulge out for a brief second, telling me that she knows exactly why I’m here. She quickly rights herself and slaps on her tough girl attitude before raising her chin in defiance. “What do you want?” 
 
    I step right up in front of her. “Tell me it’s not true.” 
 
    Kaylah raises a brow as she crosses her arms over her chest then follows it up by jutting out a hip just to be a bitch. “What’s not true?” 
 
    “That you’re dating that….that thing,” I spit in disgust, indicating down the hallway towards Jesse. Kaylah cringes and rage sails through me. “Shit, Kaylah,” I sigh. “Anyone but him.” 
 
    “Leave it alone,” she tells me. “I can date whoever the fuck I want.” 
 
    “Over my dead body. Don’t be such a fucking idiot.” 
 
    A hand slams into my chest and I’m pushed back away from Kaylah by a furious Jesse. “Hey,” he roars. “Leave her alone.” 
 
    I scoff as I look at the kid who’s about to meet his fucking maker, the one who assumes he can take my sister and do whatever the fuck he pleases with her. “Stay the fuck out of this.” 
 
    Jesse’s eyes flare as everyone around us starts calling out for a fight. I know the look in his eyes, I’ve seen it a million times before and I relish in the fact that he’s just as ready to go as I am. 
 
    A small body steps in between me and Jesse. “Cut it out,” Tora demands, putting her hands on each of our chests and trying to shove us away from each other. She looks towards Jesse. “Cool your jets. If I get another suspension for trying to break up another fight, Nate is going to have your balls. Besides, this is not a good way to impress Kaylah.” 
 
    I roll my eyes. “He doesn’t need to be impressing Kaylah.” 
 
    Tora groans, looking up at me. “You shut up. You’re not helping.” 
 
    Has she lost her fucking mind? As if I’m trying to help the situation. I am the fucking situation and Jesse’s face under my fucking shoe is my end game. “I don’t give a shit.” 
 
    “Yo, what the fuck is going on here?” Nate demands, inserting himself to where he doesn’t belong after giving Tora a curious glance. 
 
    “This piece of shit thinks it’s okay to fuck over my sister.” 
 
    “What?” Nate grunts as Jesse growls, “I’m not going to fuck her over.” 
 
    Tora looks to Jesse in shock. “You haven’t told him?” 
 
    “You knew?” Nate snaps back at her. 
 
    “Well, duh,” she scoffs. “Who do you think convinced him to find some balls and actually ask her out?” 
 
    “You did this?” I demand, hating that she was the one who thought it’d be a great idea to put the fucking idea in Jesse’s head that Kaylah was fair game. 
 
    “Hey,” Nate growls. “Don’t fucking talk to her like that.” 
 
    “Alright,” Tyson says, pushing his way into our tight circle and forcing Jesse back a few steps. “This is stupid. Cut the shit.” 
 
    “Agreed,” Tora says looking up at me. “You need to go find your sister and apologize for being such a douche,” she orders, making my eyes flick around the group of dickheads around me only to realize that she’s right; Kaylah is fucking gone. Tora glares at Jesse and continues before I even get a chance to respond. “And when he’s done, you need to apologize for being a douche. She’s not going to appreciate this shit. Trust me, no girl wants to put up with a guy who’s going to beat the shit out of her brother every Christmas.” 
 
    Fucking Christmas. Yeah, fucking right. Like hell I’d let it go on that long. 
 
    I glare down at Tora, thrilled to have someone to blame for this bullshit. “You need to fix this.” 
 
    “Fix it?” she scoffs. “Can’t you see this is good?” 
 
    “Don’t bother,” Nate grunts watching Tora with irritation. “Jess will fuck it up soon enough.” 
 
    “Are you kidding me?” Tora shrieks. “Your brother asked out a girl instead of screwing and leaving her. This is a big fucking deal. How can you not see that?” 
 
    “Anyone but her,” he scoffs. 
 
    My hands ball into fists once again. Did he just disrespect my baby sister? “What the fuck is wrong with her?” 
 
    “She shares your DNA,” Nate claps back. 
 
    “Jesus Christ,” Tora says, throwing her hands up in frustration as her face becomes red with anger. “Both of you dickheads stop. Be happy for them and leave it the hell alone.” 
 
    I shake my head before glaring at Tora one last time and stalking away. I’m done with this shit. If I stick around, Jesse is bound to get flattened and Tora’s right, I need to be sorting this shit out with Kaylah. 
 
    But now is not the time. I grab my stuff from my locker and fuck off out of here. Needing time to myself, I stop by the local football field and grab my old ball from the backseat of my car. Nothing beats time alone. If I was to talk to Kaylah now, we’re both bound to say things that are just going to make it worse. 
 
    I walk out into the middle of the field and with one solid kick, I send the ball sailing over the goalposts at the far end, hoping that I can somehow manage to find a little normal in this shit storm that seems to be my life. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
    Elle 
 
      
 
    I lean into my bathroom mirror and open my mouth like an idiot as I focus on applying an even layer of mascara when my phone starts going nuts on my bedside table. 
 
    I ignore it for a second and finish off my mascara before waltzing back into my bedroom and pulling my phone free from its charger. I find a text from Jesse and my brows instantly pull down. 
 
    What the hell could he want this early in the morning? I very rarely get texts from him and when I do, they’re either insults or asking for nudes. Though, now that he’s with Kaylah, I can assume this text is most likely an insult or yet another warning to keep away from Jackson. 
 
    After their little showdown in the junior hallway, there’s been a little tension between the two. Okay, that’s an understatement. They hate each other. It’s impossible to be in the same room with both of them and not feel the tension. Though, having said that, I don’t think Jesse’s warning is really warranted anymore. 
 
    Jackson seems to have fallen in with our group of friends and to be honest, I kind of like having him there. He’s like a slightly less annoying version of Jesse. Maybe it’s their similar personalities that have them butting heads so much. It’s sad really. If they could just get past their differences, they’d probably be good friends. 
 
    I light up the screen of my phone and open Jesse’s text. 
 
    Jesse – Get your ass down to the paintball arena. It’s Tora’s birthday and it’s going to be fucking EPIC!!!! 
 
    A grin stretches wide over my face. 
 
    Hell Fucking Yes! This is exactly what I’ve been needing. 
 
    Elle – I’m in. I’ll be there in 10. 
 
    Jesse – Bring me some snacks. 
 
    I hit delete on that last message and pretend I never received a damn thing. The fucker can get his own damn snacks. 
 
    I rush through the rest of my makeup and put my hair straightener away, opting for a messy bun instead. After all, if I’m spending my morning kicking Nate and Jesse’s asses, then I intend to be prepared and ready. 
 
    Hurrying out to my car, I unlock the beautiful thing and resist throwing myself over the top, deciding a little class is always best. I open the door and get in like a regular human being before driving just a little faster than the speed limit in my need to have a great day out. The sun is shining and it’s perfect weather to mess around with friends. 
 
    I pull up at the paintball arena, proud of myself for remembering how to get here. I’ve never actually done this before. I’ve never had the kind of friends willing to get themselves dirty, but things have changed and I couldn’t be more excited. Maybe I should have brought some warrior face paint and then the girls and I could really dress the part, but then, knowing Brylee, she’s probably already thought of it. 
 
    As I cut my engine, a black charger pulls into the lot and parks beside me with a grinning Jackson in the front seat and a scowling Kaylah beside him, most likely pissed off for having to deal with her brother at this time of the morning. 
 
    Surprise rocks through me. I don’t know why though. I should have expected him to be here, but for some reason, the thought hadn’t even entered my mind. I’m not going to lie though, I kind of like the idea of spending a fun day like this with him. I haven’t had the pleasure of having his lips on mine since that night at my place so maybe today is my lucky day and I’m going to get way more than what I bargained for. 
 
    Kaylah’s eyes come to mine and her scowl instantly disappears and I see a challenge brimming in her eyes. I grin to myself. That girl has one mission and one mission only. To take out her brother and I’ve never been so on board. 
 
    Kaylah and Jackson get out of his Charger and not a second later, Jackson’s arm falls over my shoulder before leading me towards our friends. 
 
    I don’t miss the way both Nate and Jesse narrow their eyes on him, but I couldn’t care less. Today is about Tora, not their bullshit rivalry. Besides, maybe it’s time for the Ryder brothers to realize that Jackson has become a permanent fixture in our group and they need to kiss and make up. 
 
    Jesse hardly gives me a second to say ‘Happy Birthday’ to Tora before he’s splitting us into two groups; boy verse girl. I step out from under Jackson’s arm and he has the audacity to look offended. “Game on, Casanova.” 
 
    His brows shoot up. “Oh, is that how it’s going to be?” 
 
    “Damn straight,” I laugh as Jesse pulls me back towards the group of girls, though I’m confused as to why he’s over here, though this is Jesse so I should have learned by now to never be surprised. 
 
    “You better not be fraternizing with the enemy,” he warns me. 
 
    I roll my eyes. This is going to be so much fun. 
 
      
 
    ---------- 
 
      
 
    I stand beside Kaylah, both of us with our guns ready and battle paint on. We’ve got this, but more importantly, we’re taking Jackson down and we don’t care how sneaky we have to be to make it happen. Hell, we’ll cheat if we have to, but neither of us will stop until the job is done. 
 
    The buzzer sounds and we all stand a little taller. “You guys ready?” Tora questions, looking around at each of us, eyes narrowed with her battle face on. 
 
    “Hell yeah,” Courtney cheers, fist-pumping the sky with her paintball gun. “I want to nail Puck right in the ass.” 
 
    “That’s the spirit,” Brooke laughs before a sly devilish tone takes over. “I’m going to nail Max right in the balls.” 
 
    “Ooooh,” Jesse cringes, grabbing his junk and probably reconsidering if this is a good idea. After all, it turns out that Tora has requested his presence on the girl team to be her human shield so she can take down her boyfriend and enjoy Jesse being shot up close and personal. 
 
    “Alright, ladies,” Tora says. “Let’s do this.” 
 
    The girls and I make our way out of our little hidey-hole and take a look around. The field has been set up with obstacles and targets, but I won’t be aiming for any of them as I already have a specific target in mind. 
 
    We all break into different directions. Kaylah sticks to me like glue and we dart behind a huge tree. Courtney and Bry hurry off to the left, also taking the ‘two is better than one’ approach while Jesse and Tora take off in a different direction. Brooke though, her determination is something that doesn’t come around often. She darts forward, going with a surprise attack and shocking us all. 
 
    With everyone now exactly where they want to be, this ultimate game of chicken can finally get started. 
 
    Kaylah and I get comfortable, peeking our heads out around our tree, patiently waiting for our target, only we don’t have to wait long as he darts across the field, roaring his battle cry. Kaylah and I burst into laughter as we realize that Nate most likely sent him out as bait. But who are we to let Nate’s grand plan down? 
 
    We take the bait. After all, it was offered up to us on a silver platter. 
 
    Kaylah and I take off after Jackson, guns out and ready as everyone else jumps into action. Paintballs fly and Jackson howls with laughter, knowing we’ll never be able to catch him, not with all his football training. 
 
    Jackson gets close to the arena’s edge and loops around, but in doing so nearly runs headfirst into Brylee. She screams out as he tries to dodge her, but when they both step the same way, they collide with an almighty crash. Jackson throws his arms out to protect her as they fall and I grin at how he never once raised his gun at her. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” Jackson breathes, realizing he’s in a bad situation. 
 
    Brylee scrambles to her feet before trying to get hold of her gun, but Kaylah comes shooting in, determined not to allow Brylee to take her prize. 
 
    Jackson fights to get to his feet but Kaylah surprises me with her motivation and throws herself at her brother, slamming a foot against his chest and forcing him back to the ground. He doesn’t have the same reservations for his sister as he did with Bry and goes for his gun. But Kaylah gets in there first, shooting three perfectly round orange paintballs at his chest. 
 
    Jackson groans with the impact while Kaylah cheers in victory, throwing her hands in the air while keeping her foot firmly against Jackson’s chest. “Fuck, yeah,” she hollers. “Who’s the fucking baddest bitch around?” 
 
    “You are, babe,” comes yelled from the other side of the arena, sounding a bit like Jesse, though somewhat muffled making me wonder what kind of situation he’s in with Tora. 
 
    I don’t think I’ve ever seen anyone’s chest as puffed out as what Kaylah is now as she throws her gun over her shoulder and struts back into the game like a fucking warrior queen. 
 
    I laugh at her confidence the look back down at Jackson to see his eyes already on mine and realize that Brylee is long gone. Where the fuck did she go? One minute she was here, the next…vanished. 
 
    “That’s really not how I thought all this was going to go down,” Jackson tells me with shame masking his features. 
 
    “Oh, really?” I ask, striding towards him as a plan begins forming which has a devilish smirk creeping over my face. “I’m curious. Did you really think you stood a chance against us?” 
 
    “Kaylah? No,” he says, shaking his head as he gets to his feet. “But you? Definitely.” 
 
    I suck in an outraged gasp. “I resent that.” 
 
    “Oh, really?” he says, mimicking my earlier comments. “And did you think you stood a chance against me?” 
 
    I grin moments before shooting three purple paintballs into his unsuspecting stomach. 
 
    Jackson’s mouth drops as his eyes bug out of his head. I’m screaming and taking off like a bat out of hell before he even gets a chance to really register what the hell I just did. “You better run, babe,” he roars, bounding after me. 
 
    Oh, shit. Oh, shit. Oh, shit. I did not think this through. 
 
    Howling laughter pulls from within me as my feet pound against the dirt. What was I thinking? Of course, I don’t stand a chance against Jackson. He’ll probably shoot me in the ass, but then, he might get distracted staring at it. 
 
    He’s a freaking quarterback and can practically run at the speed of light, so considering he hasn’t caught me and thrown me down to the ground yet just tells me he’s playing with me. Cat and freaking mouse. 
 
    I’m screwed. 
 
    I race around the arena, hating on myself for not keeping up with my training. It’s only been a few months since I’ve been off the team, but it’s more than enough to have my fitness levels sliding. The fact that it’s impossible to stop laughing really isn’t helping either. 
 
    I look back over my shoulder and blanch. He’s gaining on me and quick. 
 
    I spot a small shack up ahead and hope to whoever lives above that I can make it in time before this machine comes barreling down on me. “Try all you’d like, babe. I’m still going to get you.” 
 
    I scream out as I feel his fingers nip my butt and realize I’m doomed. I just need to get inside that shack and close the door behind me then I’ll be good. 
 
    Fuck. It’s never going to happen. Though knowing Jackson, he’ll let me get as close as possible before ending this. 
 
    Just as I thought, Jackson allows me to curl my fingers around the door handle and tear it open before his arms curl around my waist. Basic survival kicks in and I throw myself down, grazing my knees in the process. Jackson’s momentum has him flying right over the top of me and through the open doorway before he very ungracefully comes slamming down in the center of the shack. 
 
    A loud gasp has both our heads flying up and I gawk at the sight of a nearly naked Brylee with a very naked Tyson between her legs, and my God, I’d nearly forgotten how big that thing was. Way to go, Brylee. 
 
    “GET OUT!” she shrieks before fumbling around, trying to cover her bits. 
 
    Jackson’s wide eyes come to mine as Tyson grins proudly. I slap a hand over my mouth, trying to keep myself from bursting into a fit of giggles once again. Bry is probably embarrassed enough. She doesn’t need my laughter adding to it. 
 
    I throw myself back out the door and have Jackson come out behind me, tumbling straight into me in the process before he slams the door shuts it behind him. “Holy, fuck,” he laughs. “Did you see that?” 
 
    “How could I not?” I say as Jackson takes my hand and starts leading me away from the shack, hopefully far, far away, somewhere that I can burn the images of Bry and Tyson getting it on out of my head. Like seriously, when did this even become a thing? Are they a thing? 
 
    Jackson grins down at me. “Tell me you saw the size of-” 
 
    “Tyson’s dick?” I laugh, cutting him off. “Trust me, I know! It’s huge. It gives all new meaning to the term ‘anaconda.’” 
 
    Jackson gags. “If you’d let me finished, you would have heard me referring to Bry’s tits, not Tyson’s dick. As if I was looking at that.” 
 
    I shrug my shoulders. “Well, you should have been.” 
 
    He shakes his head, unable to stop grinning at me and I realize that without a doubt, I’m having one of the best days of my life, but more than that, Jackson Millington is getting under my skin and worming his way into my heart. 
 
    I think I’m in trouble; I’m falling for the quarterback. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10 
 
    Jackson 
 
      
 
    I’ve done the girlfriend thing before and quickly realized that it wasn’t for me. I like the single life. I like not having to deal with some chick’s drama and I like that I can screw around with whoever the fuck I want and not have to worry about my actions hurting someone’s heart. Except Elle has me reconsidering. 
 
    She dances with Courtney and Brylee, and fuck, she looks absolutely radiant. Her blonde hair is like a halo around her face and her bright blue, beaming eyes are like a window into her soul, a soul filled with nothing but innocence. Don’t get me wrong, I know she has a shady past and is known to get a bit wild, but that’s not who she is anymore and damn it, from now on, I want to be the one she gets wild with. 
 
    I have to do something about this, but what? She’s already said that she’s not interested in getting involved with someone, especially someone like me, but I’m not sure I can accept ‘no’ as an answer. 
 
    I find Tora getting a refill and decide a little female advice will probably go a long way. “Water?” I ask, throwing my arm over the birthday girl’s shoulders, knowing I’m going to have to warm her up a little to get the answers I’m looking for. “What the hell are you drinking that for? It’s your birthday, you should be finishing the night by hurling in the bushes. Give something for that douchebag of yours to clean up in the morning.” 
 
    “Can I help you?” she asks, popping a few ice cubes into her cup and taking a quick sip before moaning at the refreshing feel of the water traveling down her throat which is no doubt sore from all the screaming and laughing that’s been going on today. 
 
    “You good?” 
 
    “Yeah,” she beams up at me. “Is there something you need?” 
 
    I nod. “Yeah, actually, a few things,” I tell her, unsure how this first question is going to go, but unfortunately, I can’t help myself from asking. “For starters, you can tell me where the hell Jesse has taken my little sister. I can’t find her anywhere, and I swear, if I find out that he has her locked in his bedroom somewhere, I won’t be able to control what I do to him.” 
 
    “Okay,” she says thoughtfully. “Pick something else.” 
 
    My brows furrow. “What?” 
 
    “Let’s be honest,” she says with a tight smile. “Kaylah isn’t a little girl and if she’s managed to get Jesse’s attention, then that little girl you once knew is now a wild, foxy, minx. So, it’s probably best you don’t know where they are because I can guarantee that Jesse is probably buried balls dee-” 
 
    “Stop” I demand, my eyes widening at the horrors of her words. Does she realize this is my innocent baby sister who I used to help sneak candies from above the fridge when mom wasn’t looking? “I cannot hear this.” 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” she says with a teasing glisten in her eyes. “Now, what else do you need?” 
 
    I look over at the dance floor and realize that Tora’s question is right on. She’s a need, not a want. “Elle,” I say, oozing confidence. 
 
    “What?” Tora says, scrunching up her face, confused by my declaration. 
 
    “Look at her, dude.” I grab her by the shoulders and spin her until she’s got the perfect view of Elle dancing with Courtney and Brylee while making me ache with need. Tora nods, clearly seeing what I’m seeing. After all, she’d have to be blind not to. Elle is simply stunning. 
 
    “You realize she isn’t an object?” Tora says flatly. “If you want her, then you have to win her over and fast because she’s not going to stay single for long. I mean, every guy here is staring at her like she’s their next meal. In fact, you better get in there and save her from them.” 
 
    And there’s my issue. “How?” I whine, knowing better than anyone that Elle isn’t someone a man can just claim. 
 
    Tora shrugs, taking another sip. “Figure it out, dude. I’ve got my own problems.” 
 
    I let out a sigh before leaving Tora alone to enjoy her party, though it may have a little something to do with the fact that Nate’s eyes are piercing into the back of my head and if I stay here a second longer than necessary, I’ll end up at the bottom of the pool. 
 
    So instead, I sit back and watch my girl have the time of her life. She dances with her friends with a smile on her face that would bring any man to his knees. She does shots, she sings at the top of her lungs, and she pushes every asshole who dares come near her away. 
 
    She’s everything. Abso-fuking-lutely everything. 
 
    I can’t resist her any longer. I’ve got to have her. 
 
    Elle catches my eyes as I stride towards her and not once does she prepare herself to blow me off, as I reach her, my arms instantly circle her waist and I glue myself to her back so she can continue dancing. She looks back over her shoulder and grins up at me as her sexy little body grinds against me. “This is the best day.” 
 
    “Damn fucking straight, it is.” 
 
    A giggle bubbles up her throat and she turns back before letting herself get lost in the music. I’ve never quite seen her like this. Don’t get me wrong, I’ve seen her dancing at parties, but she’s always maintained some kind of control. Right now, she’s letting herself go and finally allowing herself to truly have fun, and fuck, I love it. 
 
    We dance and party before each refilling our drinks. There’s talking, laughter, ridiculous little dares, and at one stage, there’s even one hell of an adorable little snort that has her eyes bulging in embarrassment. 
 
    The night goes on and over the past few hours, she’s not once left my side. She sits on my lap with her fingers laced through mine and while it’s just me and her, I can’t help but need more. I want to be alone with her and tune out the rest of the world. 
 
    My fingers squeeze her waist. “Hey,” I murmur, nuzzling into her neck. “Do you want to go for a walk?” 
 
    Elle nods before silently jumping off my lap and tugging on my hand to pull me up behind her. We get lost in the crowd and finally come out the other end to where the music is just a distant buzz. 
 
    We end up walking out around the back of the pool house and as we approach the back door, I pull her towards it. “We can’t go in there,” she laughs, pulling back on me. “There’s about a 100 percent chance that there’s an orgy going on in there and if anything, Brylee and Tyson are the masterminds of it.” 
 
    “No way,” I tell her with a chuckle, still finding it amusing what we walked in to find in that shack earlier today. I open the door before sticking my head in and peering around. Elle does the same and before I know it, we’re both creeping in and double-checking that we’re not about to see some random couple getting their rocks off. 
 
    We make our way into a small kitchen and Elle turns into me, grabbing my other hand in hers so we’re caged between one another. She looks up at me, searching my eyes for something. “Why did you bring me in here, Jackson?” she whispers. 
 
    I pull her into me, not once taking my eyes off hers. “So I can kiss you without the eyes of everyone at this party wondering what the fuck is going on between us.” 
 
    “And what is going on between us?” she smiles as her eyes brim with excitement. 
 
    I shake my head, not really sure of the correct answer. “All I know is that I can’t get you out of my head, but at the same time, I don’t want to.” 
 
    Elle pushes up on to her tippy toes, inviting me in as she tries to get closer. “Then what are you waiting for?” 
 
    I’ve never heard sweeter words. 
 
    Elle’s hands free from mine before they come around my neck while I take her waist and lift her up onto the counter. She wraps her legs around me and draws me in as my lips dance against hers, enjoying every little second of our stolen moment. 
 
    Elle’s nails glide up into my scalp and I almost die with the satisfaction and have no other choice but to step in closer, pressing myself right up against her. Needing to touch her, my hand slides up under the back of her shirt, only to feel the softest skin known to man. She arches her back at my touch and raises her chin, offering her neck with an open invitation. 
 
    I dive in and revel in the feel of her nails digging into my shoulder. My mind goes completely blank of anything except for her, and when her fingers grip my shirt and begin tearing it over my head, I realize that she’s made her decision. This is happening. Me and her. The only question is, in her mind, is this just for tonight or does this mean something so much more? 
 
    All I know is that if this is only for tonight, I won’t be fucking this up and without a doubt, I’ll be giving her my everything. 
 
    Elle gets my shirt over my head as I slide my hand up her waist, bringing her shirt along with it and loving the feel of the goosebumps that spread over her perfect skin. Her arms come up as I remove her shirt and I hate the brief moment of not having her hands on me. 
 
    The second her shirt is gone; I grab her perfectly plump ass and scoop her off the counter. Her legs tighten around my waist and I walk us over to the bed. I lay her down as though she’s the most precious piece of heaven that I’ve ever had the honor of laying my eyes upon before I come down on top of her. She arches her back up off the bed, needing to be closer, so I give her exactly what she needs. 
 
    I slide down her body, letting her know just how much I appreciate every inch of her skin, nipping, squeezing, worshiping as I go. Elle moans, urging me on. I reach the top of her shorts and take hold of the button as I look up at her. “Are you sure about this?” 
 
    She bites down on her lip and I see the anticipation building in her eyes. “If you stop now, there are going to be problems.” 
 
    I grin. What Elle wants, Elle’s going to get. 
 
    Her button is popped and I slide her shorts down her legs, groaning as I see her black, lacy thong. It’s like unwrapping a gift on Christmas morning and realizing you’ve been gifted the one thing you wanted. 
 
    I kiss the inside of Elle’s thigh before peeling her thong down her legs and watching as her eyes sparkle with excitement. “You better hurry up,” she warns me, “or I’ll have to do it myself.” 
 
    I raise a brow. Now that’s something I wouldn’t mind watching. 
 
    Elle shakes her head, clearly knowing where my mind has gone, but I don’t dwell on it, because honestly, as hot as it would be watching Elle touch herself, there’s nothing I want more than to do it myself. 
 
    With that sorted, I duck my head and work her body until her legs are wrapped around my head, suffocating me as her fingers tangle into my hair and she’s screaming out my name, making me feel like a fucking champion. 
 
    Elle relaxes back into the pillow as I climb my way back up her body and kiss her. She wraps her arms around my neck, holding me to her as she grins against my lips. Before I even know what’s happening, Elle flips us until she’s straddling my waist. 
 
    I look up at her in surprise. Who would have known she’d have the strength to do that? 
 
    “What?” she laughs, grinding down against my very hard erection. “You didn’t think the fun was over, did you?” 
 
    I shake my head, sliding my hand up her thigh and around her hip until I’m grasping her perfect ass. “No fucking way. The fun is only just getting started.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11 
 
    Jackson 
 
      
 
    I push my way through my front door after dropping Elle home this morning. It was a huge night, but a fucking incredible one. We fell asleep in the pool house only a few short hours ago after spending the night getting lost in the pleasure of each other's body. And, shit. I’ve been with plenty of chicks before, but Elle is like a little firecracker; always ready to detonate. 
 
    Waking up with her was something else. It was so much more than I thought it would be. She had this sleepy little look in her eyes and her usually perfect hair was a mess, but what was better was the way she instantly climbed on top of me and started the fun all over again. 
 
    We showered while I had her pinned against the cold tiles and then we reluctantly got dressed and out of there before Tora, Nate, and Jesse realized they had a few partiers who forgot to leave. Though, what were they expecting to happen in a pool house during a party like that? 
 
    I wipe my hand down my face. I hate that I only got a few hours of sleep, but it was so worth it. I’m most likely screwed for school today. Well, the school part is fine, but the after-school football training part that’s really going to suck. 
 
    Maybe a day off to sleep would do me good, but then, I wouldn’t mind seeing Elle. Girls tend to think too hard about this shit especially after the fact. I need to know this wasn’t just a ‘for now’ kind of thing. I want so much more than that with her and last night proved it. 
 
    I find Kaylah sitting at the breakfast bar, narrowing her eyes on me as I walk past. “Where the hell have you been?” 
 
    I stop and turn toward her, raising a brow in curiosity. “All of a sudden you’re talking to me?” I question. 
 
    Kaylah’s lips flatten into a tight line. “No.” 
 
    I watch her for a moment and realize that this is her reaching out. She’s never cared when I stayed out before, so why now? I walk forward and lean against the breakfast bar. “Come on, Kaylah. When can we go back to how it used to be?” 
 
    “When can you magically go back and not sleep with my best friend? Oh, wait. You can’t.” 
 
    “Exactly,” I tell her. “I can’t change what I did so at some point you’re going to have to accept it and move on. I’m sick of seeing you hurting about this and you won’t let me close enough to fix it.” 
 
    “You can’t fix it. I lost my best friend.” 
 
    “You didn’t have to lose your best friend. That was a decision you made. I didn’t take her from you, you pushed her out because you were hurting. Yes, Henley and I fucked up and it never should have happened, but while you’re here feeling betrayed, imagine how she’s feeling? We up and left Haven Falls without a word. She’s lost everything that was important to her, while all you’re going through is a few hurt feelings. It’s time to end this, Kaylah.” 
 
    A tear rolls down her cheek and I hate seeing it there. All my life she’s been this precious little flower who’s needed my protection, and her tears always have me ready to kick someone’s ass, only this time, that would be me. 
 
    I let out a breath before dropping down on the seat beside my sister and pulling her into my arms. She nuzzles her face into my shoulder and wipes her tears all over me. I hold back a groan. If there’s snot mixed in with those tears, then what I do next is not going to be pretty. 
 
    “I hate being angry with you,” she tells me, taking my mind away from the possible snot situation. “You really hurt me, Jackson. All the girls at Haven Falls wanted you. Why did you have to go after the one that was off-limits?” 
 
    I shake my head, not really knowing the answer to that. “I don’t know what to tell you. Henley was like a little sister to me, she was always there, hanging around and laughing at my jokes. She’d be at all my games and at the races supporting me, and then overnight, she turned into a woman and I realized how fucking beautiful she was. I don’t know…maybe it’s one of those things where you want what you can’t have. But I swear to you, what you saw is all it was. We weren’t getting around behind your back. We didn’t have a secret relationship or anything like that. It was just a bit of fun one night.” 
 
    “You fucked everything up for ‘just a bit of fun?’” 
 
    I nod. “I guess I did. You know what us guys are like. We act first and realize how badly we fucked up later.” 
 
    Kaylah sighs and leans heavier against me, wrapping her arms around in the process. “I still hate you.” 
 
    “I know, but not as much, right?” 
 
    “Not as much.” 
 
    A smile plays on my lips as a wave of relief crashes through me. My sister doesn’t hate me. “You know I love you, right? And I promise that I’ll never hurt you like that again.” 
 
    “Keep it coming. I hate you a little bit less now.” 
 
    I laugh. “Don’t push it.” Kaylah pushes up off my shoulder, rolling her eyes as she gets to her feet. “Wait. We’re good?” I ask, still needing that confirmation. 
 
    “Yes,” she groans. “We’re good. Well, mostly.” 
 
    I cringe. “So…that means you can stop screwing around with Jesse, right?” 
 
    Kaylah’s brows pull down as she looks at me in confusion. “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “You’re only dating him to annoy me,” I state. 
 
    “No, I’m not. I really like him.” 
 
    I gape at her as though she’s gone insane. “You realize who you’re talking about, right? Jesse Ryder literally goes out of his way just to make life hard for me.” 
 
    Kaylah shrugs. “As if you don’t do the same to him and his brother.” 
 
    “Yeah…but.” 
 
    “No,” she cuts in. “No buts. I’m with Jesse and I really like him so please just keep your big head out of it and let me figure this out on my own. You know, he really likes me. He treats me better than anyone I’ve ever known.” 
 
    “Even me?” 
 
    “Even you.” 
 
    I scoff before grumbling under my breath. “Bullshit.” 
 
    Kaylah lets out a frustrated sigh before taking her cereal bowl to the sink and putting the milk back in the fridge. “You know,” she says, skipping over my last comment and giving me one of those looks that after knowing her all her life, I’ve come to recognize as fishing for information. “I think I like Elle. We could be friends.” 
 
    I narrow my eyes on her. Where’s she going with this. “You should be. She’s great. Maybe go out for coffee or something like that, you have a lot in common.” 
 
    “Great idea. Big brother. Perhaps we could be best friends.” 
 
    My eyes fly open as I throw myself to my feet. The last chick she deemed as ‘best friend’ material instantly went onto the ‘off-limits’ list and I cannot let that happen to Elle. “No,” I demand. “I saw her first. She’s mine, not yours.” 
 
    Kaylah leans against the fridge, crossing her arms as she looks at me as though she’s about to win something. “Oh, really?” she says, still fishing. “She’s yours, is she? Does Elle know that?” 
 
    I grin. After last night, she’s better fucking know it. “What do you want, Kaylah?” 
 
    “Admit that you’re in love with Elle. I’ve seen the way you both look at each other. It’s nauseating.” 
 
    My mouth drops. “I…um.” 
 
    “Admit it and I’ll let you off the hook.” 
 
    I press my lips into a firm line. Am I in love with her? I’ve never really thought about it. I can’t stop thinking about her, she makes my heart race like never before, and when she smiles, my whole world brightens. Kaylah’s right, this is definitely more than just some silly crush. So much more. 
 
    “Shit,” I groan, falling back into the chair. “I love her, don’t I?” 
 
    “Fuck yeah, you do,” Kaylah shouts, jumping up and down in her excitement. “MOM! YOU’LL NEVER GUESS WHAT JACKIE JUST SAID.” 
 
    Not a second later, Kaylah is gone from the room and I’m left sitting here with the realization that I’m screwed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12 
 
    Elle 
 
      
 
    I sit in Mr. Thompson’s classroom, tapping my pencil against the desk while watching the clock as it slowly ticks towards the end of class. It feels like I’ve been sitting in this seat forever. When will this day end? It’s as though someone up above woke up this morning and decided they wanted to test my patience today. 
 
    I’ve had to deal with Phoenix cornering me again, only to shut her down, as usual. I’ve had some footballer strutting around like king shit, bump into me and knock my coffee right out of my hands. I forgot that I had a math test, and to top it all off, I walked in on my parents this morning. 
 
    Yeah, today seriously needs to end. 
 
    The bell finally sounds and I push up out of my chair, desperately needing to give my ass cheeks a rub, but I don’t. That’s the last thing I need to get caught doing today. Who knows what kind of awful comments something like that would bring? Attending Broken Hill High is like walking on eggshells. Every move has to be perfectly timed and done with grace, otherwise, you’re a sinking ship. Though, no one ever said navigating high school was supposed to be fun…or easy. 
 
    I grab my shit and head out to my locker. It’s only lunchtime so I still have a few more hours of school to endure before I can get my ass home and climb into bed with the chance to forget that today ever happened. 
 
    Maybe I’ll call mom’s masseur and see if she can make a last-minute appointment this afternoon. Maybe I’ll see if she’s got time for Chloe too. After all, she’s been a little stressed about exams lately. She’s my little nerd girl like Brylee and I don’t doubt that they’re both going to go far in life. 
 
    I walk down the busy corridor, bumping into the other students as they hurry to get their things in their lockers so they can make the most of their lunch break. I stop by my locker and do just that before sliding my phone out of my back pocket and scrolling through my contact list, searching for our masseur’s number. 
 
    An arm curls around my waist before a body presses into my side and I glance up to find Jackson grinning down at me. “Come with me,” he murmurs, giving me only the briefest second to close my locker before pulling me away at a pace that I can hardly keep up with. 
 
    He pulls me along until he comes to a door that says ‘staff only’ and I hold back, but he tugs on my arm and pulls me straight through the door, leading us into a spiral stair-well. “Where are we going?” I whisper-yell, terrified of getting caught in here and then having to explain to my parents why I got suspended from school. 
 
    “Just…trust me, okay? I promise you’ll like it.” 
 
    I groan but allow Jackson to keep pulling me up the stairs and I’m once again reminded that my fitness levels are dropping, and if I intend to keep spending time with this guy, maybe I should do something about that. 
 
    My skin burns under his touch and I find his excitement contagious. “How much longer?” I pant, trying not to die on our way up. 
 
    “We’re nearly there,” he says. “Just a few more.” 
 
    As promised, we reach the very top of the stairwell and he breaks through yet another door that reads ‘staff only.’ 
 
    I find myself screeching to a halt as I come flying through the door behind Jackson. We’re on a garden rooftop at the highest point of the school which overlooks everything and showcases the mountains in the distance and the beaches of Haven Falls to my right. Absolutely everything is seen. The train lines, the old mall, even the mountain resort in the hills. 
 
    “Wow,” I breathe, taking it all in. 
 
    “I know, right. Pretty fucking awesome, huh?” 
 
    I walk through an incredible, blooming garden to get to the edge of the building and peer over the side to get the full view. “Awesome?” I scoff. “That’s an understatement. This is simply spectacular. It’s incredible. How did you know this was up here?” 
 
    Jackson comes and stands behind me, placing a hand at each of his hips as he looks out over my shoulder. “I didn’t,” he says. “I just found out this morning while playing a bit of a…uh, prank on Jesse and realized that I had to bring you up here.” 
 
    I turn in his arms, looking up at that face that has begun to capture me in ways that I can’t even begin to understand. “Do I even want to know?” 
 
    He shakes his head as he tries to hold back a devilish grin. “Trust me, it’s better if you’re left in the dark on this one.” 
 
    Oh, geez. The possibilities of this are endless. All I know is that no matter what, I will be steering clear of Jesse Ryder for the rest of the day. Maybe the rest of the week just to be safe. “You know, you and Jesse would probably be really great friends if you just gave each other a chance.” 
 
    Jackson laughs. “That’s never going to happen, babe. Besides, the guy is dating my sister now, it’s only natural for me to hate him.” 
 
    “You two are such boys.” 
 
    “Why thank you,” he grins wide. 
 
    I roll my eyes at his display, but can’t help but steal a moment to glance around the rooftop. There’s a beautiful garden to one side and some expensive seating that looks as comfortable as my couch at home, but that’s absolutely nothing compared to the basketball court, private bathrooms, and outdoor kitchen area that seems to spread the whole way over the top of the building. I mean, I know it’s a private school which in turn comes with high fees, but this is just taking advantage. It certainly pays to be a staff member of Broken Hill High. 
 
    “This place…” I murmur, unable to find the words. 
 
    “I know,” he laughs. “The teachers are up here living the life while we’re down there all jammed packed into the cafeteria like sardines.” 
 
    “Whatever,” I laugh. “Our cafeteria is huge, and not to mention, there’s a whole football field for you guys and three basketball courts in the gym. We’re not exactly missing out.” 
 
    “No,” he agrees, “But would it kill them to offer us some of that seating down there?” 
 
    “True.” 
 
    I grin up at him as his eyes meet mine and it’s as though something clicks within him. One second he’s laughing and the next, it’s the Jackson that I was seeing at Tora’s party. 
 
    He steps that little bit closer and slowly brings his lips down toward mine. Everything leaves me. All the shit that’s happened today fades into the background as the only thing that exists at this moment is me and Jackson. 
 
    I suck in a breath just moments before his lips come down on mine, making all the memories from our night together come slamming back. 
 
    It was incredible. Every touch, every whisper, every smile. It was perfect. He knew when to be rough and he knew exactly when I needed to slow things down. No guy I’ve been with has ever been able to read me like that and because of it, he made me feel things that I didn’t realize my body was capable of. 
 
    How could I have been such a fool to wait so long to experience life with Jackson? I’ve been missing out and I fully intend on doing it all over again. That’s if I don’t get screwed over like I usually do by boys, especially ones who happen to play football. 
 
    Jackson pulls back and his eyes shimmer as he watches me. He trails his fingers over my shoulder, treating me as though I’m the most precious creature in the world and making me feel like a queen. 
 
    “I realized something this morning,” he murmurs, lifting me up onto the ledge so we’re eye to eye. I briefly look down, hoping he’s not about to throw me over when I realize there’s a railing at my back, keeping me safe from falling. 
 
    I should have known Jackson would never put me in harm's way like that. It’s simply not in his nature. He’s a protector. I see it in the way he loves his sister and is always looking out for her best interests, I see it in the way he persists to mend the bridge between him and Tora, and I see it in the way he looks at me. 
 
    Whatever this is between us, it’s something special and I don’t want to miss the chance to make it something more. 
 
    “And what’s that?” I ask him, looping my arms over his shoulder and briefly brushing my lips over his, making the softest smile spread across his handsome face. 
 
    “I’m warning you; I’m about to drop a bomb. Are you ready for it?” 
 
    I roll my eyes and laugh as I playfully nudge his shoulder. “Whatever it is, I can handle it.” 
 
    Jackson raises his chin as joy shines through his eyes, making something stir within me. “I’m in love with you, Elle.” 
 
    My heart stops. 
 
    “What?” I breathe, staring at him in shock. No one has ever said that to me before. What am I supposed to do? Say ‘thank you?’ Say it back? I mean…woah. “You love me?” 
 
    His eyes soften as a gently smile plays on his lips. “Yeah, babe. I do.” 
 
    He reaches out and brushes a strand of hair back off my face and as he looks deep into my eyes and bears his soul to me, I see that he truly does, and what’s more is that I absolutely love the feeling. How could I have missed this? This is new ground for me and I’ve never quite felt so lost, but the one thing I do know is that I don’t want to do a damn thing wrong to ruin this. 
 
    I swallow back the fear that raises in my throat as I take his hand and lace our fingers. “How?” I whisper, probably making myself sound like a stereotypical dumb blonde. 
 
    Jackson shakes his head, laughing at my ridiculous question. “I’ve got no fucking idea. I’ve never said that to a girl before, all I know is that I feel it.” 
 
    Emotions overwhelm me as I pull him in before kissing him with everything I have. “What does this mean?” I murmur when I finally release him. 
 
    “It means that from here on out, you’re my girl. I want you to be mine, Elle and I swear, I won’t stop asking you until you say ‘yes.’” 
 
    “What?” I laugh. “Do people even ask each other out anymore? I just kind of assumed we were together after what happened the other night.” 
 
    Jackson looks at me dumbfounded. “Huh?” he grunts. “We’re already together? I could have saved myself all of this effort?” 
 
    “Hey,” I scold. “Don’t even think about it. This is the best moment that’s happened to me all senior year. Don’t take it away from me.” 
 
    “I won’t,” he promises, dipping his head again and hovering them over mine. “You’re really my girl?” 
 
    I nod. “Definitely.” 
 
    Jackson closes the gap and my eyes fall shut, reveling in the pure pleasure that comes from his kiss. He holds me tight, making me feel safe as the wind blows through my hair. This is everything and more. Absolutely perfect. 
 
    Jackson pulls back and we’re both breathing hard. His hands fall down to my hips and he considers me a short moment. “I kind of have another bomb to drop.” 
 
    “Seriously? You hit me with the ‘I love you’ bomb and have the audacity to hit me with another?” 
 
    “Uh-huh. Though, this one is a little more terrifying than the last.” 
 
    I shake my head, still unable to stop smiling with the knowledge that Jackson is mine. “That’s not possible.” 
 
    “Believe me,” he murmurs, his low tone making the butterflies go nuts in the bottom of my stomach. “You’re going to think it is.” 
 
    “You don’t?” 
 
    “Nope. I think it’s the best fucking thing that will ever come out of my mouth, but you…yeah, not so much.” 
 
    Dread fills me. “This is when you hit me with the ‘it was all a joke’ bullshit, isn’t it?” 
 
    He sucks in an outraged breath. “You better not be doubting me.” 
 
    I laugh. “Fine. Just tell me what it is.” 
 
    Jackson nods but a seriousness comes over him and maybe I’m even seeing a little bit of uncertainty in his eyes. My heart rate instantly picks up. Maybe he was serious when he said this was going to be worse than his ‘I love you’ bomb. 
 
    What the hell could it be? 
 
    “Elle,” he says, taking my hand and bringing it up to his lips. He presses a gentle kiss upon my skin before placing it back down on my lap and taking my hips. “Kaylah helped me to realize that I was in love with you. She said she sees it in the way we look at each other. Not just me, babe.” 
 
    “What are you saying?” 
 
    “I’m saying that I think you’re in love with me too.” 
 
    I gape up at him, my bottom lip dropping as I suck in a gasp. “Are you sure?” 
 
    Jackson shakes his head. “I’m sure that I think you do, but I can’t answer that for you. You’re the only one who knows what’s going on inside your heart.” 
 
    I nod. He’s not wrong. Only I know what I’m truly feeling. “Come on,” Jackson says with a laugh, taking my hands and helping me down off the ledge. “Let me get you something to eat before you drive yourself insane thinking about it.” 
 
    “I…” I think it over. 
 
    The way he makes the butterflies go apeshit in my tummy. 
 
    The way he makes my skin tingle and burns from his touch. 
 
    The way I’m always searching him out in a crowd. 
 
    The way his ridiculous little texts have me grinning like a child. 
 
    The way he makes me feel like the most beautiful girl in the room. 
 
    The way he respects the fact that I have a past and has never once looked down on me. 
 
    The list goes on and I realize that the answer is so startingly obvious. 
 
    “Don’t,” he says, putting his arm over my shoulder and pulling me into his side, clearly seeing that I’m deep in thought. He presses a kiss to my temple. “Don’t feel like you have to answer me. When and if you ever feel like you want to, I want it to be from you, not because you feel like you should.” 
 
    I nod again as he reaches for the handle. “Wait,” I say, pulling back as he looks down at me. I step out from under his arm so I can look up and see those perfect eyes just right. “You’re right,” I tell him as my heart races and my palms sweat with nerves. “I don’t know how I never saw it before. I love you. You make me excited about waking up every morning and every afternoon when I have to leave school, this ache settles into my chest and has me wanting to run out onto that damn field and throw myself at you. I freaking love you, Jackson and I’m an idiot for not realizing it sooner.” 
 
    “Damn straight, you’re a fucking idiot,” he booms, grabbing me around the waist and spinning me around. I squeal out and hold on for dear life but before I know it, I’m back on my feet with Jackson stepping in to keep me safe. “But you’re my idiot.” 
 
    With that, his lips come down on mine one more time, and everything settles in my world and for the first time in my life, everything is right. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Epilogue 
 
    Jackson 
 
    Five Years Later 
 
      
 
    “Yo, fucker,” Jesse’s voice booms through the Bluetooth speaker in my car. “Are you guys still coming over tonight? Nate just dragged Tora’s ass home from Harvard for the weekend.” 
 
    “Fuck, yeah. I’ll just have to check that Elle’s feeling up to it, but if so, count us in,” I tell my best friend with a genuine smile. I haven’t seen Tora in ages. She left for Harvard at the beginning of the year and she’s been keeping her head down, determined to be the best damn criminal lawyer in the US, and in order to do that, she’s deemed that she will no longer be getting involved in any of our bullshit shenanigans. Though, I can’t possibly understand what she means by that. Jesse and I are never getting up to mischief. We’re good little boys, right down to the core. 
 
    “Awesome. I’ll let Kaylah know. She wants to know who’s coming so she can cook.” 
 
    My gut sinks. “No. Keep that wench out of the kitchen. Last time I ate her cooking, me and my wife ended up sick for days.” 
 
    “Come on, man. You and I both know you were sick because you guys ate from that shady Mexican stand the night before. Kaylah’s cooking is fine. I eat it all the time.” 
 
    “Stop kidding yourself, Jess,” I scoff. “Kaylah’s a big girl. She can handle a bit of tough love.” 
 
    Jesse sighs. “Alright, fine. Her cooking is fucking terrible, but don’t tell her I said that. She’ll castrate me if she knew.” 
 
    I choke back a laugh. ‘That’s fucking weak, man. What do you usually do when she cooks?” 
 
    Jesse chuckles before a brief silence, letting me know that he’s probably checking his back to make sure he’s well and truly out of hearing range. “I give it to the dog and then tell her I need to workout.” 
 
    “Workout?” I grunt. 
 
    “Yeah,” he laughs. “You know the overhead shelving I had built into my gym?” 
 
    “Yeah…?” I say slowly, already grinning, picturing the shelves he had installed in his new place last summer and what a bitch the whole project was. 
 
    “It’s filled to the fucking brim with snacks.” 
 
    I shake my head, really not surprised. Out of all the guys, Jesse’s the one to do something as stupid as hide his bad habits in the one place he goes to solve those bad habits. “Dude, do you have any idea how dangerous that is? If she finds that stash, you’re fucked.” 
 
    “Tell me about it.” 
 
    I pull into my driveway and enter the pin for the front gate. As the big fuckers open wide, inviting me in, I find myself staring up at the house that I never dreamed I’d ever be able to afford. Elle and I bought this place earlier this year after I was signed to the NFL and all our fucking dreams came true. 
 
    I still have a hard time believing it actually happened, but the long and hard as fuck training sessions are quickly helping me to realize that this is real. I thought college football was tough, but the NFL…This is a whole new playing field and it’s going to be the toughest, but most rewarding thing I’ll ever do. I’ve worked my ass off for this since I was a kid and to have all that hard work pay off and see my name on that contract was one of the best moments in my life, second to watching Elle walk down the aisle and becoming my wife, of course. 
 
    I kick my ass into gear and drive through the open gates before they start closing on my car and cause some serious damage. I try to snap back to reality and focus on what I’m doing and the second that happens, I notice Elle’s car parked out front, rather than tucked safely in the garage where it’s supposed to be, yet despite how frustrating it is, I can’t stop grinning at the sight. 
 
    Elle’s been off work for the past week and while I love that she’s killing it with her work, I also love coming home at the end of the day to find her here waiting for me. I’m so fucking proud of her. Three years ago, Elle officially became a professional choreographer and she’s been the best in the business ever since. 
 
    Her routines have won nationals for the past three years and she constantly has cheer squads, schools, dance academies, and colleges desperate to nail her down, but she remains freelancing because she absolutely loves it. 
 
    I park my car beside hers and make my way inside. It’s been a long day and I can’t wait to get lay down for a few minutes before heading back out to Jesse and Kaylah’s place for dinner, though I don’t doubt it’ll turn into drinking with the boys while the girls bitch and moan about us inside. 
 
    I guess nothing has really changed over the past five years. 
 
    As I walk through the house, I look around for my wife, only I can’t seem to find her anywhere. “Babe?” I call out, dumping my things on the kitchen counter as I pass. 
 
    “In bed,” she yells, her voice muffled by all the walls between here and there. 
 
    Bed? My brows furrow as I start making my way towards our bedroom. Why the hell would she be in bed? It’s only five-thirty in the afternoon. The only time she’s ever in bed at this time of the day is when she’s sick or sleeping, and even if she’s sleeping, it’s usually because she’s fallen asleep on the couch and I’ve had to carry her to bed. 
 
    I walk into our room and find her snuggled up on my side of the bed, cuddling my pillow into her chest and bending her head so she can rest on it too. “What’s going on?” I murmur with concern. “Are you alright?” 
 
    Elle’s head lifts up off the pillow and she beams at me. “Yeah,” she smiles. “I’m fine. Why?” 
 
    “You’re in bed. You’re never in bed.” 
 
    Elle snuggles back in as a guilty little smirk plays on her lips. “Your pillow smells like you.” 
 
    I grin at my girl before walking around to her and dropping down on the bed beside her. “Are you telling me that you missed me?” I tease, sucking in a shocked breath. 
 
    “Shut up,” she laughs. “If you tell anyone, I’ll deny it.” 
 
    I roll my eyes and scoot in beside her, pulling her into my arms. The pillow is instantly pushed aside as Elle snuggles into my chest and lets out a soft moan. “I really did miss you,” she whispers. 
 
    I pull her in tighter and drop a kiss to her temple. “I know, babe. I missed you too. Every fucking day I miss you.” I feel her smile against my skin as I run my hand up and down her back. “How are you feeling? Are you up for dinner at Jesse’s place? Tora’s home for the weekend.” 
 
    “I’m down for that,” she tells me. “Though…you know I love your sister and all, but she’s not cooking again, is she? I don’t think I can handle that a second time.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I say with a regrettable cringe. “Kaylah’s cooking.” 
 
    “Shit,” Elle sighs. “Can we stop and get McDonald's on the way?” 
 
    “You read my mind.” 
 
    Elle raises her chin and looks up at me. “When do we need to leave?” she questions, walking her fingers up my chest as a seductive little grin appears across her lips. 
 
    “Trust me, babe,” I say, reaching out and grabbing hold of her. “There’s more than enough time for this.” 
 
    I pull Elle up so she’s straddling my waist and she leans forward, slowly lowering herself to kiss me as my hands roam up and down her back. She grinds down on me and just as her lips are about to come down on mine, she sucks in a gasp and shoots back up. 
 
    My hands tighten on her as I search her eyes. “What’s wrong?” I question in concern as I start to feel something wet beginning to seep through to my clothes. 
 
    Elle glances down at her extremely pregnant belly before flicking her gaze back to mine. “I think my water just broke.” 
 
    “What?” I breathe as my heart begins to race. “It’s time?” 
 
    A smile pulls at the corner of her lips but I see the fear within her eyes. “Yeah,” she tells me with a slight nod. “I think it is.” 
 
    I look up at my wife with pride. She’s so fucking incredible, and what’s more, we now have an incredible excuse to skip my sister’s dreadful cooking. “You can do this, babe. You’ve got this. 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    I nod, running my fingertips over her soft cheek as I feel the wetness seep further into my pants. “Of course, I’m fucking sure.” Elle smiles and I watch as some of that fear slowly begins to fade. “Babe,” I say, hoping to God that I’m not about to offend her. “Being cockblocked by my baby is something I’m really going to have to get used to, but in the meantime, I’m going to need you to get off me.” 
 
    Elle glances down and takes in the sheer size of the puddle that’s forming over my side of the bed and gasps. “Oh, shit,” she says, trying to scramble off me, but the size of her protruding stomach means she’s actually going slower than a snail’s pace, yet I can’t find it within me to care. 
 
    I get up behind her and she holds onto my arm as we both look down at the bed. “Well, I think we’re going to need a new one of those,” she tells me. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it, babe. I’ll get it sorted.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    I grin, unable to help myself. “Of course, you need to concentrate on pushing this baby out of that sausage wallet of yours.” 
 
    Elle’s mouth drops open as she stares up at me in disgust. “You did not just call my pussy a sausage wallet.” 
 
    “Sorry, banana basket,” I laugh, correcting myself. 
 
    Elle shakes her head and turns away, going in search of some new, clean clothes while doing her best to ignore me. “Jizz creek?” I call after her, peeling off my wet shirt. “Penis park? Cum bucket?” 
 
    Elle stops what she’s doing and glares at me over her shoulder. “Shut the hell up and find my hospital bag, you big turd,” she tells me, unbuttoning her shorts and letting them slide down her legs. “Besides, you and I both know that this is not a game you want to play with me because I’ll win every single time.” 
 
    “Bullshit,” I laugh, pulling on some new clothes before reaching for the ruined bedsheets. “You’ve got nothing on me.” 
 
    She shakes her head and I don’t doubt she’s about to fire off an epic list of crude names when she doubles over and groans. “Holy fuck.” 
 
    “What’s wrong?” I panic, rushing to her side. 
 
    “Contraction.” 
 
    “Shit. Okay. I guess it’s time to stop fucking around and get you to the hospital.” 
 
    “You think?” she grunts. 
 
    I hurry up to her side as she finishes dressing. “Hey,” I murmur, taking her hips and forcing her eyes up to mine. “We’ve got this. We’re going to be great parents to this little girl. We’re going to give her the world. I promise you, no other child could possibly be happier than what she’s going to be.” 
 
    Elle smiles with love shining through her eyes. “I know,” she whispers. “You’re going to be such a great daddy.” 
 
    I dip my head and press a kiss to her soft lips. “Only because I have a woman like you standing by my side.” She beams up at me. “Are you ready?” 
 
    Elle nods and I step away to grab her hospital bag “Alright. Then let’s do this.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Where to Next? 
 
      
 
    Maxen – Broken Hill Boys (Novella 3) 
 
    www.amazon.com/gp/product/B082MNLJHK 
 
      
 
    Brooke 
 
    He broke me. 
 
    Maxen Ryder tore my heart out, crushed it, and had me questioning my self-worth, and nobody but me gets that pleasure. 
 
    All I want is to move on and forget about the boy who opened me up to a world of hurt, but why is it that every move I make always has me going back? 
 
    He's not that boy I used to know. He's become a man overnight and I'm not sure I'm strong enough to resist. 
 
      
 
    Maxen 
 
    I screwed up and by the time I realized, it was far too late. 
 
    I have to make this right. 
 
    Brooke Logan has always been mine, at least that's the way I see. If you asked her, she'd deny it until she was blue in the face. 
 
    I don't know how but I'm going to win her back even if it's the last thing I ever do. 
 
    You better watch out, Brooke...I'm coming for you, and this time, I won't be letting you go. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    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/B082MMDFM3 
 
      
 
    For more information on The Broken Hill High Series, find me on Facebook or Instagram – 
 
    www.facebook.com/sheridananneauthor 
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