
        
            
                
            
        

    Play Me
Alla Kar



 
2014. Copyright. Alla Kar
All rights reserved. No parts of this books may be reproduced or transmitted in any forms without written permission from the author, except by a reviewer who may quote brief passages for review purposes. If you are reading this book and have not purchased it or won it in an author contest this book has been pirated. Please delete and support the author by purchasing the ebook from one of its distributors.
This book is a work of fiction and any resemblance to any person, living or dead, any place, events or occurrences, is purely coincidental. The characters and storyline are created from author’s imagination or are used fictionally.



Dedication
Again—to all of my amazing fans out there!




Credits:
Photography: Lindee Robinson
http://lindeerobinsonphotography.blogspot.com/
Editor: Deanna Genung
Models: Nick Margetic, Megan George



Chapter One

Weston
“Chug. Chug. Chug.”
The chorus of my fellow Muleriders is growing louder and louder. A semi-circle of students have formed around me, all chanting my name and fist pumping into the air. All my blood is rushing to my head, while my fingers try to stay latched onto the wooden table I’m bracing myself on. I can’t even feel my feet anymore, which are braced on my roommate Dominique’s shoulders.
Shit, I’m so fucked up.
The Bud Light I’m chugging is scorching down my throat but leaving behind a building numbness. I gotta be almost done.
“Come on, Sunshine. Don’t let your boy down. I got fifty on you,” Dominque yells, catching my leg before it comes tumbling off one of his shoulders.
The freshman before me didn’t finish half of his keg. The last I saw of him, he was hiding in the corner praying I didn’t finish.
I always finish. And I never lose. It’s not in my nature.
I chug in a mouth full of air and then I’m being brought down to the floor. Everything is spinning. Hard slaps slam against my back and shoulder, sending me staggering into Dominique’s shoulder. He gives me his famous you’re so fucked up smile and pulls his dreads out from underneath my weight.
“Weston! You are the mother fuckin’ man, bro!” Hayden yells, slamming his palm against my shoulder. Great, this guy. “And I swear the freshman left as soon as everyone started chanting your name. You burned him, dude.”
“Because I’m the fuckin’ man, bro!” I scream. I fling my hand outwards and hit the side of Hayden’s cup, splattering the rest of his beer onto his blue Phi Lamb sweater. Who wears sweaters during August in Arkansas? You’d have to be fucking suicidal. But that’s the Phi Lamb’s style. They’re the pretty boy fraternity. Always pressed and ironed. Ready for the next business meeting with Daddy. Douchebags.
“Fuck, I’m so sorry, bro. Better go get that cleaned up. It may stain,” I say.
Frowning, Hayden turns and pushes his way through the crowd toward the bathroom.
“You did that on purpose,” Dom says from beside me.
I grin over at him. “I hate that fucking guy.”
He holds his fist up to mine and I bump it. “Hell yeah,” he says. Dom gets me. More than anyone ever has. He’s played full back while I played running back for the past four years. This is our last year. We both promised to live it to the fullest. He protects me on the field and off. And I’ve got his back. Always. No matter what.
Dom grabs my shoulder and gives me a couple of shakes. “I have a funny feeling about tonight, bro.”
I lift an eyebrow and shove him. “What in the hell are you talkin’ about, Dom? Not this intuition bullshit again—come on, bro—,”
“Keep laughing, Garrison. I know where you sleep.”
I snort. Dom thinks he can tell when something is going to happen. “Okay, humor me, Dom. What’s going to happen tonight?” I take a small sip to keep my smile at bay and blink rapidly against the smoky room. Someone is getting stoned tonight.
He grins ear to ear. “You’re going to fall in love.”
“Now I know you’re fucking looney, bro.”
He barks out a laugh. “You’ll meet your match eventually.”
Stars are forming around the edges of my eyes, so I blink a few times, trying to regain my eye sight. “Well, maybe I’ll find her in the bathroom because I’ve got to take a leak.” I say, nudging Dom’s shoulder. “I’ll let you know if my soul mate is in there!”
He laughs and shakes his head while I stagger from the living room.
A girl is on the keg stand now, her bright pink panties showing. I’ve seen those panties before. Bridget? Brianna? Brittany, yep. That’s the one with the ticklish thigh. The hallway is cluttered with empty Red Solo cups, some clothing and I think I see a pizza box. It’s like playing hopscotch to get anywhere. The smoky haze is heavier than before and everything was already shaky. Before I get to the door someone shoves a drink in my face. “A beer for the king!” some red-haired freshman yells in my face.
Yes. I fumble against the wall and fall into two girls making out behind me. They stumble backward away from me. “Sorry,” I groan out. I guzzle my beer for a few seconds before one of the girls taps me on the shoulder. When I glance over she smiles and gestures for me to join them.
I’m dreaming.
I take a step forward and I realize I’m about to piss on myself. I groan. “Maybe next time, sweetheart,” I whisper and trudge toward the bathroom door. It’s locked, so I bang my fists against the wood. “Open the door,” I yell.
A few seconds later Hayden comes walking out, wiping his hands down the center of his sweater. Narrowing his eyes at me, he darts off down the hallway.
Finally. I don’t bother turning on the light, instead I unzip my jeans and place my hand on the wall in front of me. Fucking relief.
Before I can reach the sink the door swings open, the light turns on and I’m facing Rebecca. And she’s smiling at me. That smile she always gives before she …
Yep, she’s getting onto her knees. Good, girl.
“Hello to you, too,” I say, leaning my back against the counter, turning around to grab the beer I left there. Her brown eyes flicker up to mine and hold.
Her pretty pink lips open and she unzips my jeans slowly. Rebecca is always down for anything. Every party. Every phone call. She’s really too pretty to act like this, but I don’t tell her any different because the girl can suck a cock.
Pretty pink lips take me in, and suck me to the back of her throat. Fuck me. I interlace my left hand’s fingers into her soft blonde hair and force her mouth down lower. She moans. Which is bullshit but I don’t call her out on it. She doesn’t need to talk. Just suck.
She reaches behind me and grabs the back of my thighs forcing me forward. “That’s right,” I whisper, taking a drink from my cup. The walls vibrate from the loud music but I relax into the sound.
Bang. Bang. Bang.
“Occupied,” I groan out.
Bang. Bang. Bang.
What. The. Fuck. Growling, I clench my teeth.
Bang. Bang. Bang. “Fuck.”
Rebecca pulls away from me, her hands braced on my knees. “Sorry,” she says before standing up.
I zip my pants up and watch as Rebecca stares me down. Oh, I’m going to rip someone a new asshole. It better be a fucking emergency. No, it better be a pregnant woman on the other side of that door. I sling the bathroom door open and run into a girl –woman–spilling my cup of beer all down the top of her breasts, which are pretty fucking impressive.
A loud screech comes from her full lips. “What. The. Fuck!” she yells in a true southern accent. “Did your Momma drop you on the head when you were an infant? Or are you too fucked up to know who your Momma is?”
What? She did not just talk about my momma. Stepping forward, I tower over her small body. “Sweetheart, now you’re way too pretty to be talkin’ like that.”
Her green eyes widen. “I’m a grown ass woman, and I can talk however I want. Now move.”
Feisty. Raking my eyes down her body, I take in her short black dress. A lacey cutout is covering each side of her waist. She’s pretty damn sexy now that I really take a look at her. Looking up, she snarls at me. Nope, the sexiness just evaporated. “First, you are definitely a grown ass woman. No arguing there. But I can’t let you enter until you say you’re sorry for hurtin’ my feelings.”
A look of outrage crosses her face. Twisting her chocolate brown hair with her hands, she bites her lip hard. Fuck my life. Can I fucking touch her? Just once? “I’m not apologizin’ to you because there isn’t anything to apologize for. We can do this all night.”
Nodding, I rest my shoulder against the doorjamb. “Yes, baby, we can do this all fucking night.”
Blood rushes to her cheeks and she looks down, contemplating her next move. This she-devil does not want to apologize. “Okay. I’m sorry. Can I please get into the bathroom?”
Biting my lip to keep from smiling, I stroke my jaw. She’s fucking angry and that makes me smile. “Well, only if you promise to make up everything that I missed in there.”
Her brows furrow down and then she realizes Rebecca is still hiding behind me. “You fucking asshole!” she yells. “I’m not some slut that fucks a guy in a bathroom. And I don’t care if you are Weston Garrison I’m not having sex with you!”
“Hey!” Rebecca shouts from behind me.
Goddamn she’s hilarious. “You know my name?” I lift my brow.
A narrowed gaze. “Move out of the way.”
Smiling down at her, I lean closer to her face. She takes a step back. “Just to let you know. I would have taken you out to dinner first.” Winking, I stagger out of the hallway.
I’m imaging the pissed look on her face when I hear, “Cops!”
What. The. Fuck.
Suddenly everyone starts scattering around like mice, running for any door or window. The sirens blare from outside but the music is mostly masking them. This isn’t my first rodeo, so I push my way to the backdoor and slip out. I stagger against the rail of the back porch but steady myself enough to make it to the ground.
A loud thump echoes from the inside of the house, and then I’m hearing the police yelling. I’m twenty-two but if coach finds out I’ve been drinking we’ll have to run drills. Not happening.
I trudge through the overgrown lawn and down the alley next to the fraternity house. A stray cat runs in front of me while I peak around the edge of the building. The yard is empty, besides all the empty cups and trash.
It’s now or never. I make a run for it. My pickup is parked on the other end of the street, but this is where my football training comes in handy. And coach says nothing comes from partying. I disagree. I’m covered in sweat by the time I reach my pickup. A few cops are standing at the doorway now, a couple of kids in handcuffs. Most definitely freshman.
I’m down the street before anyone sees me. Taking a deep breathe, I lean against the leather and turn up my radio. The fraternity house is about ten minutes away from my campus apartment. Dom’s truck wasn’t there so I’m guessing he’s already made it home.
The glow of the gas station’s neon sign cast over the road as I slowly roll down the small road. Shakily, I turn into the gas station and freeze. A parked cop car is sitting in the far corner out of sight. Fuck. My. Life. His sirens come on and I cuss underneath my breath. Rookie mistake. They always have a cop positioned at the end of the road, trying to catch the runaways.
Pulling into a parking space, I park and dig through my glove compartment for my insurance. A loud tap thuds against my window and I roll it down.
The officer leans against my open window and shines his flashlight into my eyes. His handlebar mustache has food in it. Don’t blink. Shit, am I blinking?
Why did I have to get this fucked up?
“Hi, officer. Anything I can do for you?” I ask in my best good-boy voice.
“Where you coming from, son?” he asks, offering his hand out to take my information.
“My girlfriend’s house on the farmer’s road,” I lie, stretching my legs out under the steering wheel.
The officer looks over my driver’s license and his eyes widen. “Weston Garrison is that you?” Jerking the flashlight to my face he squints at me. “Damn, boy. I didn’t know that was you.” He hands me my information back. Thank you, God.
“It’s me. The one and only.”
He barks out a loud laugh. “What you got planned for this season?”
Oh here we go. “Plenty. Been practicing all summer. We’re taking the Muleriders back to the championship this year.”
“That’s great to hear¸ son. I’ll be looking out for you. Now you get back to your house and sober up before Coach catches you.” He winks and disappears from my window. One of the pros of living in a small town.
The gas station is basically empty when I swing open the double doors. A florescent light flickers down the middle aisle, and I squint against the brightness. Damn I need some Tylenol. The cashier, an older man, is playing with his phone on the counter and doesn’t even look up.
After I get my water and medicine, I stand in front of the gum. I can imagine how my breath smells right now. Not that it matters. I don’t plan on making out with Dom when I get back to the apartment.
My hand hovers over the gums. Trident or Big Red?
“You’re fucking unbelievable.” A whisper.
What. The. Fuck. Looking up, I see the brunette from the party standing on the next aisle over. She’s sneering at me from across the aisle … again. Her green eyes narrowed. A wicked smile rises from the corner of my mouth before I can stop it. “Well, I’ve been called a lot of things but that’s definitely my favorite so far.”
Her jaw clenches. “You’re drunk!”
I lift an eyebrow. The clerk stands up behind the counter and stares his beady eyes over at us. “Everything is fine, sir. Girl’s crazy.”
Her lips part but then she snaps them shut. “You just got out of a fuckin’ ticket and you’re drunk!”
Walking around, I watch as she marches to meet me at the beginning of the aisle. I hadn’t noticed how sexy her legs are until now. The dim fraternity house lights did not do this girl justice. Too bad she’s a fucking lunatic. She’s holding a water and a Snickers bar at her side, but her fingers are clenched around them. “Stalking me now?”
She tilts her chin upwards. “Yeah, right. Like I’d waste my time.”
I smile down at her, taking a step toward her. She stands her ground, staring up at me with narrowed eyes. A shame since they’re so pretty. “And yet, here you are spending your Sunday night with me at a gas station. Sounds like you’re stalking to me.” I shrug.
Opening her mouth to say something, she snaps it shut. “Whatever.”
I watch her twitch over to the counter and place her items down. Walking up beside her, I push my arm in front of her and place my items down. “All together, please.”
“No,” she says, shaking her head. “I can buy my own things.”
Rolling my eyes, I slide in-between the counter and her. “All together, please.” The cashier furrows his brow and starts to ring it up.
“Don’t you dare,” she snarls out. “Charles, don’t do it.”
Charles? Dude does not look like a Charles. How does she even know him? He’s forty. With a heavy sigh, he rings it up anyway. She snarls as I put a ten down. Resting my elbow on the counter, I slide the items to her with my pinky. “Here ya go, darlin’. On the house.” She hasn’t moved from her spot. “Now that we’ve got that taken care of I have to go be as annoying and destructive as I can. Ya know, because I’m fucking unbelievable.” I wink. “Now you have an awesome night … “I trail off for her name but she just presses her lips harder together. I hold my hands up in surrender. “Okay, okay. I’ll save that for next time.”
And with that I leave.
“Charles, you ass,” I hear as the doors shut behind me.



Chapter Two
Roxanne
“No, Beth. I need you to keep him until my shift is over at six.”
Jesus Christ.
Resting my head against the lockers in our break room, I try to calm myself down. This is definitely the con side of having a teenager watching your kid after school. She only has him for three hours and she acts like it’s all damn day. She never wants to actually do her job. It’s only my first day and the whining has already begun. Great.
“But I thought you said four not six,” she whines.
Sighing, I fix the buttons on my blue polo and try to keep my hair from falling out of my ponytail for the fiftieth time. “Beth,” I say carefully, because I don’t want her to quit. Then what the hell would I do? “I need you to stay until I get home. I’ll be home in a bit.”
A loud huff. “Okay.” Click.
Bitch. It’s not like I have a choice in leaving Maddox home alone. I have to work to pay the bills. And I have to finish college … only one more year. One more year. Having a four-year-old, barely enough cash to pay our rent and no child support is tough. But I put myself in this position. Well, Ryan did. He’s the one that got dragged down by bad people. He left our bed to go get acquainted with some of Mary Jane’s distant friends. He was gone eighty percent of the time. He wouldn’t talk to me. Me. After four years of dating and birthing his son he couldn’t come to me for help. I had to leave. Not that it wasn’t for the better because it was. Some shady people had started to hang around the house, waiting for Ryan to get home from work. If he was even at work. I never saw any of those paychecks, but I’m sure he spent a majority of it on drugs.
Well,
good fucking riddance.
Loud voices echo from the hallway, and nerves flutter in my stomach. It’s my first day as an athletic trainer for the Muleriders. It’s not that I’m nervous about the actual work but more of not messing this up. It’s going to look great on my application. Being a physical therapist major, this job basically screamed my name.
“Roxanne, right?” someone asks from the doorway.
How long has she been standing there? Another trainer, Sarah I think, is staring at me form the hallway. Her blue eyes are bright and with her blonde hair it gives her a baby dollish look. “Yes, but you can call me Roxy.”
She gives me a warm smile and gestures for me to follow her. “The boys are here,” she says in a seductive voice. “It’s raining muscled, college-aged football players, baby!”
I hide my smile and follow her down the hallway toward the training room. The door is open and I see shadows casting against the furthest wall. No noise is coming from the room.
Sarah pushes the door open and walks in like she owns the place. The position coach, Coach Turner, who hired me, is standing in the center of the room looking out at a room full of football players. Not that he would ever be intimidated. He’s a huge man. No hair, dark chocolate skin and muscles the size of my head.
My eyes flutter to the floor as I take my place beside Sarah against the wall. Two male trainers are on the other side of Coach Turner oblivious to anything other than their phones.
“Let’s get these guys taped up, girls. You’re in charge of the defensive team. Boys, you’re in charge of the offensive players. Follow me this way.”
And he leaves … just like that. The vibe in the room automatically lightens and all the players file into their chairs and start yapping. It smells like sweat in here but I’m sure I’ll get used to it. I know how to tape player’s ankles and obviously Sarah does too. She sashays over to the left side and starts taping a dark haired boy’s ankle.
Shit.
With my eyes still turn downward, I grab the tape from the box on the counter and start on the right side. I get through four players before someone taps my shoulder. Glancing up, I see a guy I’ve never seen before staring down at me. He must have some kind of Latino blood in him because he’s dark complected, with long jet black hair that’s tied at the nape of his neck. “Hi,” he says. Definitely detect a Spanish accent.
I tightly wrap the tape around his ankle. “Hi.”
A smile rises from the corner of his mouth causing a dimple to indent. “I’m Blake Martinez. You’re one of the new trainers, huh?”
I don’t look up because my face is in front of his crotch. “Yes, I’m Roxy.”
“Nice to meet you, Mami,” he says, offering me his hand. Looking all the way up, I shake it. He’s actually pretty cute.
“You, too–,”
A loud exaggerated cough comes from beside Blake and I glance up. What. The. Hell. Weston is sitting beside him. His thick legs sprawled out in front of him, his tattooed arm resting behind Blake’s head. And an I-know-you-want-me look on his face.
As if I care that he’s sitting there, he smiles. “Did I sleep with you?”
What. The. Hell! My eyes snap to his. “You wish.”
Leaning forward, he rests his elbows on his knees. An overwhelming scent of sweat and man hits my nose. “Oh, you have no idea, Roxy.” Sliding his tongue against his thick, bottom lip, he sits back against the foldout chair. “That name fits you.”
Asshole. Everyone knows Weston Garrison. SAU’s prized possession and obviously the town’s golden boy, since he gets out of tickets when he is clearly drunk off his ass. And of course I ran into him at the party completely buzzed. I’ve never been one to hold my tongue, but add some tequila and every thought imaginable spills out of me like word vomit. God! And then there is the gas station incident, like spilling beer down my shirt wasn’t enough.
I ignore him, sliding over to Blake’s left foot. Sarah is getting close to meeting me in the middle. Hopefully she’ll get to Weston before I do. Taking my time, I wrap Blake’s ankle tight. “Are you a freshman?”
What? Oh. I laugh. “No, a senior actually.”
His shoulders move when he laughs. “I haven’t seen you at any parties or around campus. That’s why I asked.”
“I don’t–,”
“Oh, she’s a trip at parties, bro. Spills drinks on herself, busts in on people while they’re trying to use to the bathroom.” Weston leans closer jabbing his finger toward me. “Definitely a party animal, that one.”
Anger rages inside me. “Yes, because Weston Garrison has such a fabulous party image. Drunk off his ass, can’t walk straight, and fucks anything that doesn’t have a penis between its legs.”
Weston’s gaze pins me to my pathetic place kneeling on the floor, until he sits up quickly and bends down to look me in my eyes. “And why do you care so much about who I fuck?” he whispers. Every molecule in my body quivers as he says fuck. Am I breathing? God, I need to check. Yes, I’m breathing … I think.
A tension is sizzling between us as he watches my lips with his dark eyes, not giving a damn that I’m watching him. Wait … weren’t we talking about something? Shit!
“I don’t care who you fuck, Weston. I don’t care what you do. Now get out of my face and wait your turn.”
I don’t dare look up at Blake, because I know my embarrassment is written all over my reddened cheeks.
“Yes, ma’am,” he says lowly. The deepness of his voice settles chills against my skin. I’m shivering.
I watch out of the corner of my eye as Sarah scoots toward Weston. But he rests his hands on her shoulders and guides her up. “Me and Roxy have an appointment,” he says, smiling down at me.
Dammit. Sarah stands and wiggles her brows at me before disappearing out of the door. Only a few players are left and most are adjusting their shoulder pads before going out. Sliding over, I sit in front of Weston. He adjusts his legs and widens them, relaxing his large hands on his upper thighs. I’ve never felt so uncomfortable in my life and he knows it. That would explain the smug grin. Sitting between his open legs, my face inches away from his junk is not how I imagined this job going.
Just hurry and get it over with.
Grabbing the bottom of his foot, I hold it in my hand as I wrap the tape around his ankle. Jolts of heat swarm my face and I pray the few pieces of hair that have fallen from its ponytail are hiding my blush. “So, Roxy. Did you enjoy the party last night?”
I did until I ran into him. I rarely go to any parties but my friend Erica dragged me to this one, leaving Maddox with her mother who adores him. “Yes.”
My fingers shake as I grab the tape and tear it from the roll. A low, deep laugh comes from his throat. “No offense, but you don’t look the party type.”
What’s that supposed to mean? “You mean because I don’t look like the blonde you were fucking in the bathroom? So sorry to disappoint.”
A soft fingertip touches my chin and I recoil from the warmth. Unable to help it, my eyes turn up, catching his dark brown gaze. A chunk of blonde hair falls in front of his eye. “I never said I was disappointed, stalker.”
Chills rake over me, so I push his hand away. “Such charming words. I’m sure every girl in the school has heard them.” Tearing the last of the tape, I stand up in front of him. He doesn’t move, but his eyes rape me from head to toe. It’s not that impressive, especially since we have to wear khaki pants and blue polo’s. A dirty blond eyebrow lifts and he sucks his bottom lip in his mouth.
He’s pinning me in place. His long limbs outstretched, looking oddly graceful for someone so big. “Only the ones that deserve it,” he says.
“Right. Well, nice catching up. I need to go.”
A breathtaking smile breaks from his face. If he wasn’t gorgeous already his smile sure sent him over the ten mark on the hotness scale. “The door is right there,” he says, tossing his head toward the open training door.
Okay, more like a six. Rolling my eyes, I speed walk out of the door and down to the lobby.
***
The football player’s practice lasts until six fifteen, which means I’m fifteen minutes late to relieve the babysitter. Of course.
We refill the water and ice buckets as they wrap up practice. Only one player hurt himself and it’s on the offensive side which means one of the male trainers will wrap him. Coach requests all players be wrapped before practice to prevent accidents. Maybe I should loosely wrap, Weston’s?
Sarah walks with me to the training room where we grab our things. “So, what’s up with Weston and you,” she asks. Before I can answer she twirls around and leans against the lobby counter. “Are you two lovers?” she asks, fluttering her eyelashes. “He makes my armpits sweat just looking at him.”
Okay. “Uh, no,” I say, grabbing my keys. “We are not lovers. And he is … okay.”
She gasps, bringing her hand up to her lips. “You take that back. I’ve had a crush on that boy since I saw him strip naked and give this girl a lap dance at last year’s Phi Lamb Christmas party. Best. Night. Ever.”
Does she hear herself? “Right. Well, I’ve gotta go. See you tomorrow.”
She gives me a finger wave. Sliding out of the field house, I start toward my old Honda Civic. A group of players are huddled around someone’s truck but I don’t look. A loud squeal echoes from the group, so I peak over. A semi-circle is formed around Weston, who is holding a girl up with one hand over his head.
Typical.
He tosses her up and catches her while she screams at the top of her lungs. I roll my eyes, but when I look back Weston is staring at me.
That smug smile creeps up his face and he winks. “Bye, Roxy!”
Smug bastard.
***
The TV is blaring when I get home. I can hear that Maddox is watching SpongeBob from outside the door. Our small duplex mostly consists of old people. The landlord chewed my ass for playing music last weekend. Beth knows this because I’ve told her ten times. Obviously, she needs to hear it eleven.
With my bag in one hand, I sling the duplex door open with the other. Maddox jumps up from his place right in front of the TV and runs toward me. His black hair matted to his sweaty forehead, which shows me he’s played outside all evening and hasn’t taken his bath. “Momma! You’ve got to watch this with me!” he shouts, jumping in a circle and landing on his knees.
“Hey, baby. I’ll watch it in just a bit. Turn the TV down a bit for me.”
Maddox flips around the living room in tune with the Kids Bop commercial, before grabbing the remote and turning it down two notches. Beth is sitting at the kitchen table reading a magazine when I walk up.
“How was the first day?” she asks, flipping the page. All I see is the top of her blonde head.
“Fine, thanks for asking,” I snap, slinging my bag onto the table, sliding her magazine into her lap.
She narrows her eyes and stands up, adjusting her too small tank top. “Didn’t I tell you to keep the TV down? I have elderly neighbors.”
She grabs her magazine and holds it against her hip. “It wasn’t loud,” she says.
I stare blankly at her with one hand in my open school bag and the other hanging loosely at my sides. God help me.
She finally sighs. “Well, I’m out of here. I’ll be back tomorrow.” She grabs her cell phone and marches into the living room. “Bye, Maddox,” she says before shutting the door behind her.
Thank, God.
“Maddox, baby, have you eaten?”
“Yep! Peanut butter and Jelly sandwich.”
What? I glance over my shoulder at the instructions for dinner sitting on the cabinet. “Are you still hungry?”
“No!” Maddox yells.
Of course. Asking a kid if they’re hungry is like asking him if he wants to go to school. “Did you do your homework?”
“Yes! Beth helped me with the letters.”
I’m surprised she knows them herself. “Okay,” I clap my hands. “Time for a bath and then bed!”
I read over my History notes while Maddox plays in the tub. History is my last elective and a piece of cake compared to my biology classes. Maddox is making shooting noises and crashing his toys against one another. Water laps over the edge of the tub and I reach down and place a towel there to catch it.
“Momma.”
“Hmm?”
“Are we ever going to go see Daddy?”
My book falls from my lap and smacks against the tile bathroom floor with a thud. We have only talked about Maddox’s dad a couple of times before. He doesn’t really remember him, but he has seen the pictures. And knows the stories, well, the good ones. It’s not easy to tell a four-year-old that his dad is a crack head and I hope he never has to see him again.
Looking down, Maddox is staring up at me. His big green eyes, like mine, wide. But he has his daddy’s hair. And face. “I don’t think so, Maddox. Why do you ask?” This is a stupid thing to ask him. Of course he wants a dad. Other kids have them. I’m not sure he even understands why he doesn’t have one.
“My friend James from class has a dad. He picks him up from school.”
I frown. How do you answer these types of questions? I’m not ready for this. I need a manual.
His little eyebrows pull down in focus. “Well, will I get a new daddy?”
God. How do you answer that? “Baby,” I say, sliding to the floor. I press my thighs against the damp outside of the bathtub and run my fingers against his wet forehead. “Your daddy will always be your real daddy. But, maybe, in the future I may find a husband and he would be your daddy. Do you understand?”
 Picking up his hand out of the water, he runs it over the car in his hands. “Okay.”
It feels like a knife has been stabbed into my gut. His little mouth is turned down into a frown. “Hey,” I say. “Time to get out. How about I go get us some ice cream before bed?”
Throwing his hands in the air he shouts, “Yes!”
After drying Maddox off, I get him dressed in his Spider Man pajamas. His tiny feet swing off the kitchen chair as we share a bowl of ice cream. I watch him as he hums underneath his breath and scoops mouthfuls of ice cream into his mouth. We don’t need a dad. He’s a great kid. I can do this. I have for two years alone.
After we finish our ice cream I tuck Maddox into his bed. He’s growing so fast, I can’t imagine him starting Kindergarten next year. “Momma,” Maddox says as I turn to leave.
“What is it?”
“Can you take me to a game for the Muleriders soon?”
I hold back my laugh. Maddox is obsessed with football. He watched a game with Erica and me a few months back and it’s all he can talk about now. “I’ll take you to the first game. How about that?”
He smiles, turns and presses his face into the side of the pillow. “That’s great,” he whispers before falling instantly asleep. Turning his light off, I watch my little man from the doorway for a few minutes before walking down the hallway.
My body is barely coherent as I drag my feet to my bedroom. It’s small. A full size bed is smack dab in the middle of the small room. A few seconds pass as I look out over my isolated room. It’s not much but it’s my home. The only home I’ve had for a really long time.
I don’t bother pulling my covers back before I fall onto my bed in complete exhaustion. I welcome the blackness with a smile.



Chapter Three
Weston
“The herd of freshman girls has arrived,” Jason says. He’s standing on a locker room bench with his hands thrown in the air. “Little tight asses everywhere. It’s almost unfair.”
I snort. Bracing my hand against my locker, I slide into one of my cleats. “Have they? They’re littering the cafeteria, too,” I say. “And they’re perfectly fuckable.”
Dom raises his fist from beside me and I pound it. “Hell yeah they are. Just wait until this Friday. There are fliers everywhere for the Phi Lamb party.” Dom waggles his eyebrows at me.
“Freshman chicas are the best. But I’m not sure we’ll find a better ass than on the new trainer.”
New trainer? Turning, I look over my shoulder. Blake is standing next to his locker, putting on his shoulder pads. Is he talking about Roxy? Please. She’s definitely fine, don’t get me wrong, but not worth the time. She has all four walls up guarding herself from anyone. No one has probably touched her in years. Is he interested?
“Oh, the brunette?” Dom asks from beside me. “Hell yeah, she’s pretty hot. She’s actually in my History class.”
Roxy has a class with Dom? Shoving my foot into my other cleat, I turn and look around. Roxy didn’t wrap my ankles today, she stayed clear of me. Probably a good idea since she isn’t worth my time, but it is fun to watch her blush and get angry. Damn fun. “She’s okay,” I blurt out.
Dom furrows his brow and ties his dreads into a low ponytail like he always does before practice. “Are you blind? Or sick?” Dom asks, raising the back of his hand to my forehead.
I swat his hand away. “No. Just saying.”
“Really? Because it seemed like you knew her yesterday,” Blake says. Who the fuck invited him into this conversation?
Grabbing my shoulder pads, I begin to strap them on. “I never said I didn’t know her, I said she was okay because she is just okay.”
Blake smiles. “Then you don’t mind if I give it a try then?”
Why would I? I barely spoke to her yesterday, right? I shrug and grab my helmet from the bottom of my locker. “Doesn’t make any difference. Go for it.”
He’s wasting his time. She isn’t approachable. He won’t make it two minutes into a conversation with her. It’s like tossing a lamb into a lion pit. “Dude, are you okay?”
I turn to look at Dom. His dark heavy brows are raised and he’s looking at my hand. What’s wrong with my hand? Oh … fuck. I’ve scratched paint off the side of my helmet with my fingernail. When did I do that? “Oh, yeah, just a habit.”
“Gather around boys!” Coach Perry yells, the locker room door shutting behind him. Whew, that’s all I could handle of that conversation. Everyone goes silent and takes a seat on the benches in front of our lockers.
Propping his foot onto a bench, he stares down at us from under his blue SAU cap. A blue polo is tight to his beer gut that his brown belt is barely keeping in. “Alright, guys. It’s the second day of practice. A brand new year. We’re starting fresh and putting last season behind us.” Scanning the room, his eyes settle on me. “We have a new offense and some great freshman coming in this year. Give ‘em hell, boys!” The seniors laugh. We all know if we really give them hell we’ll be running drills for a month. “Most of the players from last season are still here. Let’s give these seniors a great last year. I want them to leave with an amazing last year under their belts. Now,” he stands up, adjusting his pants, “let’s go get ‘em, boys!”
A loud roar fills the room. Everyone files out of the locker room and onto the practice field.
The warm Arkansas air hits my face sending the smell of freshly cut grass against me. There isn’t one smell in the world that I love more than a freshly cut football field. Whether I’m tackled to the grass or I’m running full speed down the field it makes me feel alive. It’s the one place I belong.
We line up in our stretch lines and follow as coach blows his whistle for each switch. Scouts are coming to our first game, and I’m fucking nervous. Sure they’ve been here before and watched me play but now I’m a senior. Now it’s time to show them what I’ve got. The last I heard, Coach Turner told me the St. Louis Rams, Miami Dolphins and the Buccaneers are coming. I’m pumped and fucking ready. I don’t think I could be any more ready.
A loud thud catches my attention and I glance over to the sidelines. Roxy and the other trainers are picking up a fallen ice bucket from the ground. Roxy bends over, the fabric of her pants pulling tight against her ass. Blake was right … it is nice. Round. Plump. Her hips are nice too, not to wide not to slender, enough room to grab a hold of them and pull her back against–
“Get into special teams!” Coach Turner yells.
Fuck.
We take the field in our special teams and get into position. Crouching, I scan the row of offensive players in front of me. Quite a few of them are freshman. I can see the determination in some of their eyes. The same determination that got me where I am today.
“38 blast. Time to shine, Wes. Time to shine, hut,” Jason yells out. My eyes meet his and I nod.
Players explode around me, everyone running to their positions. I run to the B Gap on the right side. Throwing my shoulder in front of me, I break one tackle, pushing through him and running as fast as I can. My breath is heavy, my eyes focused. I was made for this. I am football.
Pushing through the second tackle, the freshman grabs onto my left leg while two other players knock me to the ground. I watch as the field becomes the sky, as I roll onto the field. A sharp pain shoots through my upper leg, scorching a searing ache deep down.
“Take a knee! Take a knee!” I hear Coach Turner screaming, but I’m hurting too fucking bad to look. Jesus Christ this isn’t happening. Nope, not freaking happening. I’m dreaming. No, I’m having the worse nightmare of my entire life. Yes, a nightmare. That has to be it. I cannot be hurt. Not when I need to practice for the first game.
“Weston! Wes, can you move?” Turner or Perry? Fuck, I can’t even tell. Open your eyes, dumbass. Opening one eye, I stare up at my position coach. A line of worry is creasing his face. He’s nervous. A bead of sweat drips from his forehead onto the field. “Can you move, son?”
Can I? I haven’t tried. “I’m fine,” I lie. Trying to move, another ache shoots up my thigh. “Fuck!” I scream.
“Jesus Christ, dismiss practice. We have to get this taken care of, Perry.” I hear Perry talking to other players and chewing them out. Probably the freshman asshole that thought he was going to tackle me, which he did but look at me. I’m hurt. The pain is burning my thigh. Stupid freshman always trying to look badass. A player moves in front of me and pulls off his helmet. Dom’s eyes widen. “Dude, are you okay?”
I shake my head instead of answering.
A few seconds later, both coaches grab me by the arms and carry me like a baby between the both of them. This is ridiculous. I do not get hurt. Ever. I’ve only ever hurt myself once when I sprained my ankle. And that was because a big girl sat on it at recess in fifth grade. Clearly not my fault. But I guess it doesn’t fucking matter who’s fault it is because I’m hurt either way.
They hurry me into the training room and put me on a table in the middle. “Get one of the trainers in here now!” Turner yells. “You’re going to be okay, Wes.” He pats my head with his huge hand and nods. It’s not a very reassuring nod but I’ll take it over nothing.
The door swings open and Roxy walks in. Her eyes land on me and she frowns. “Maybe someone else would be more equipped for this job?”
Perry jerks his head toward her. “You’re a physical therapist in training, right?”
Biting her lip, she nods.
“You work for us as an athletic trainer, right?”
Another nod.
“Then get your ass over there and check him out before I fire you!” Perry yells at her.
She grinds her teeth together and I hear it from the opposite side of the room. I wish she’d stop being such a bitch. I don’t want her to be my trainer any more than she does. She drives me crazy.
Walking over, she shoos Perry out of the way. “Where is it hurting?” she asks, holding her hands out like she doesn’t want to touch me. Ditto, sweetheart.
“My fucking thigh, where do you think?”
Her green eyes widen and she gnaws harder on her lip. “Where on your thigh?”
I point. Reaching out, she grabs it and presses her fingers down in the middle. “Here?”
“Higher.”
She moves her fingers upward and presses down. “Fuck! Stop!” I slap her hand away and she takes a step back.
“I can’t help you if you slap my hand away, Weston.” She clenches her fists at her side. It’s killing her to not say anything.
“Well don’t fucking hurt me and I won’t have to,” I snap. I know this isn’t her fault but I can’t help it. “Just fix me.”
A soft sigh comes from her lips and she brushes a piece of hair from her face. “It’s not that simple. It looks like you’ve pulled your quadriceps … badly. It may take a few weeks or even a month to –,”
“No! Fix it!” I yell. “I don’t have that long. I have a week tops!”
Coach Perry sighs. “Are you sure, Rachel?”
“My name is Roxy, and yes, I’m sure.” She crosses her arms over her chest. “You’ll need help. It’s going to hurt you to walk for the first week. You’ll need crutches. Then you’ll need to keep off of it until it heals.”
Coach Turner sighs and rests his hands on the table beside my body. My broken body. Goddamn it. Why? Why now? “Fix it.”
Rolling her eyes, she shrugs. “I can’t. You’ll need someone to help you stretch and rub it every day. You’ll need help getting to classes. You’re going to need rehab for this. I’m sorry –,”
“You’re not sorry!” I toss my hands in the air. “You don’t fucking give a shit! This is my life! My entire life!” God I know this isn’t her fault but the words just flow freely.
Anger swarms her face. Both of her fists clench at her sides. Turning, she grabs a bucket from the counter and tosses the ice water on top of my head.
What. The. Fuck.
The water is freezing and drenches my practice jersey, sliding it against my skin. She did not just do that. No, she didn’t. Couldn’t have. This is just someone fucking with me, right? Am I high right now? Someone drugged me.
My mouth is agape watching her watch me through narrowed eyes. Her breaths coming faster. She’s pissed. We stare each other down. Her green eyes burning a hole into me.
“Wow!” Coach Turner yells, backing away from the water on the floor, breaking our stare down. “Out. Now! Go to the training room.” He looks at Perry with a help me expression then follows Roxy out of the door.
“Weston,” Turner says. “Calm down. We’ll get you worked on and ready in a few games. These kinds of things happen. You’ll get better. Have I ever lied to you?”
 “No, sir,” I say, trying to stay calm. But my shirt is soaked and I’m mad. Fucking mad. Who does she think she is dumping water on me? Me?
The door creaks open and Coach Turner walks in guiding Roxy back to the table. “Do it.”
She shakes her head slightly.
“Do you want your job?”
A frown pulls from the corner of her lip and she nods. “I’m sorry, Weston.”
Narrowing my eyes, I take her in. She’s biting the inside of her mouth to hold her tongue. This isn’t a real apology. I’m not stupid. For Coach’s sake I nod. “Okay.”
Before anyone says a word she starts toward the door. “Where do you think you’re going?” Coach Turner says.
She turns around and places her hands on her hips. “Home.”
Coach Turner stands straight up. “No, you’re helping him with rehab. Every day. Work out your schedules together and find time. When y’all are done come to my office.”
Coach Perry slaps my back and follows Turner out of the training room. I blink. Twice. Three times. Is he for real? He did not just stick me with the woman that drives me insane and poured ice water on my head.
“Just fuckin’ fabulous,” she says, turning to me. Stepping toward me, she points her finger in my face. “Just great.”
Grabbing the edges of the table, I push myself up, so I’m closer to her face. “Don’t start with me. Do you hear me? This already sucks and now I have to deal with your obnoxious ass.”
A small smile rises from the corner of her full mouth, drawing my attention to her lips. “And I thought you liked me.” She rolls her eyes. “This isn’t any better for me, Weston. I have … “she trails off.
“You have what? A life? I hardly believe that.”
Her cheeks turn bright red but she doesn’t break our gaze. “What’s your schedule?”
 Sitting back, I cringe as another pain shoots up my thigh. “Shit!”
“Are you okay?” she asks, stepping forward. Her small fingers rest on my upper thigh as she digs her thumbs into the muscle. “Feel better?”
Does it? Fuck that feels good. Scooting down more onto the table, I lay my head backwards. A low growl leaves my throat as she presses harder. Looking over at her, I notice her entire face is red. She’s embarrassed. Oh, this is going to be fun.
“A little higher,” I say.
She moves her fingers upward about half an inch. “Higher.”
She hesitates but then she moves up higher. Her hand is so close to my dick right now. “Higher–,”
She pushes me hard in the shoulder. “You’re a fuckin’ asshole,” she says.
Rising up on my elbow, I give her my bedroom smile. “Don’t act like you don’t like it.” I sit all the way up. “Let’s get this fucking schedule worked out so I can go home.”
***
Coach gives me a pair of crutches from the weight room and advises me to use the elevators at my apartment building. I hate being handicapped. I have too much testosterone for this. I need to go have amazing sex with some freshman girls. Or go have a drink with my team.
Groaning, I wobble my way toward my truck. Thank God I didn’t get the standard Dom tried to get me to buy. A loud thud draws my attention to the front parking lot.
Of course. Roxy’s hands are curled around the top of her car and she’s kicking her tire. It’s actually amusing. Her cheeks turn red, her face scrunches up too. My hands curl around my truck keys. I want to go. Just get in my truck and leave. It wouldn’t be the first time I’ve been a dick. Now she’s throwing rocks at it.
Shit. Just walk away Weston, she threw ice on you. More rocks. Goddamn. Bending my knees, I close my eyes. I can’t leave her. Fixing my crutches, I wobble over toward her old green Honda Civic.
“Hey, do you need a ride?”
Rocks fall from her fists and she turns toward me. “Really?”
Sighing, I shift my weight and shrug one shoulder. “Yes. I’m a dick but I’m not that big of a dick. Come on and I’ll give you a ride.”
She sucks her bottom lip into her mouth. If she wasn’t so damn annoying it’d be hot as hell. Is she really having to consider taking my ride? “I just threw ice on you.”
“Yes, but you getting raped and killed out here by yourself is a wee too big of a payback for the ice.”
She kicks a couple of rocks.
“I’m not going to bite you,” I say, leaning closer to her. “Unless you ask me.”
Her green eyes narrow. “Okay. Straight home.”
“What? No drive out to make-out point for my heroism? Roxy, I’m ashamed of your lack of southern hospitality.”
She rolls her eyes, pushes past me but stops half-way toward my truck. “Do you want me to dive? I mean …” her eyes drift down to my thigh.
Tossing my head backwards, I bark out a laugh. “No one drives my truck, sweetheart. No one. Ever. No one but me.”
She lifts an eyebrow. “Really? Even in a situation like this? Where it’s going to kill you to use your leg?”
“Really. You’re not driving my truck. Now get in the passenger seat before I come to my senses and leave your little ass here.”
Grinding her teeth, she turns on her heel and marches the rest of the way toward my truck. She’s crazy if she thinks I’m letting her crazy ass drive my truck after she tossed ice water on me.
Roxy slides into the passenger seat while I try to get my crutches into the back. After five minutes of shoving, I slam the back door. Those are going to get really old, really fast.
She’s resting her elbow on the console while holding her chin in her hand. An eyebrow is lifted and a small smile is on her face. She’s laughing at me. “Is something funny, Roxy?” I ask, pulling myself into the driver’s seat.
“Nothing at all.”
Humph. Starting the truck, I turn the lights on. “Where to?”
She points down the farmer’s road. “I don’t live on campus. Take the farmer’s road. I’ll show you.”
Pulling out of the parking lot, I pray no one sees us. I have too many friends with benefits and seeing me driving a girl around is not good for business. “Could you like duck down or something? I can’t let you ruin my reputation.”
A loud snort erupts from her throat, and she whips her head around to stare at me. “Hell no. You offered to give me a ride; you didn’t say anything about me having to hide. So, drive caveman.”
I should have known. “Okay, maybe just pull your hair down.” I reach over to grab her ponytail holder and notice a scar running underneath her chin. How did she get that? It’s long and jagged. She sees me staring and pulls her hair down before I can get a better look.
“Where did you get that scar?”
“None of your business.”
Damn, she told me. “Come on now, Roxy. I believe our relationship has come a long way in the last couple of days. First you interrupt my pleasure time at the party, which I forgive you for. Then I buy your Snickers bar at the store which you repay me by throwing ice over my head today. And then I even offer you a ride home. And you won’t answer my questions? What a wonderful payment. I believe a real apology is in order this time around.”
She snorts and shakes her head. “Can I get a hell no? The apology you got in the training room is the only apology you will ever get from me, Weston. You can go ahead and let that fantasy float from that overstrained head of yours.”
A smile forms on my face before I can stop it. “Oh, I have fantasies about you, stalker, but apologizin’ isn’t in one of them.”
With red cheeks, she narrows her eyes at me. “Stop callin’ me stalker.” I grin. “Are you always so obnoxious?”
“Are you?”
“Yes.”
I hold my palm out. “Then that’s your answer.”
We ride in silence for a few minutes, and I check her out with a sideways glance. She’s stiff as a board, her hands latched around her thighs. If she doesn’t stop breathing hard I’m going to need to adjust myself. Why do the hot ones have to be crazy?
“Up here,” she says, pointing toward the left. “Duplex 6,” she says. I pull into a small duplex about six miles from the school. The eight apartments are in a semi-circle. There’s a dead tree in the middle with a small concrete wall surrounding it.
Duplex 6 has a small welcome mat and a potted plant sitting by the door. “Well,” Roxy says as she grabs the doorknob. “I wish I could say this was fun, but …” she shrugs and wrinkles her nose.
Rolling my eyes, I lean back against my seat. “Hmm. And I was beginning to think you really liked me.”
“Right,” she says opening the door and stepping out. With one hand on the door she turns to look at me, but not before she rolls her eyes at me. “Thanks, I guess. I’ll see you tomorrow.”
Leaning forward, I give her a wink. “Can’t wait.”
She scoffs. I watch her walk toward her apartment when the blinds flicker down and then slap closed. Boyfriend? Roommate?
I put my truck into reverse and start toward my apartment. Does she have a boyfriend? I scoff.
“Poor guy.”



Chapter
Four
Roxy
“Weston Garrison.”
A spray of Coke spews out from Erica’s mouth while her hand flies out to knock what’s left of her Coke onto our café table.
I jump back, sliding my chair across the tile of Java City’s floor. “Gross, Erica.”
“Weston Garrison? Did I hear you correctly?” Erica wipes her mouth with the back of her sleeve and peers at me over her hipster glasses while trying to clean up the Coke about to run over the edge.
“Yes, you heard me correctly. And don’t get your hopes all up. He isn’t exactly how you pictured him.”
Scooping up the drenched napkins, Erica furrows her brow. “Fucking hot?”
I raise an eyebrow. “No, an ass.”
“Oh ass bass. Who cares? He’s smokin’ hot and you get to caress those big muscles every day. I think I just became your frenemy.”
Biting on my straw, I shake my head. “He is the most infuriating person I’ve ever met, Erica.”
She rolls her eyes, then stands up to throw the napkins in a nearby trashcan. A guy with a bullish nose ring whistles at Erica when she bends over and she flips him off. I hide my smirk as she tilts her chin and walks back to our table. She’s a little thing and a firecracker at that. She’s been my friend since I transferred here two years ago. When I had no friends, no job and hardly any money. She took me under her wing and helped me get on my feet. More than anyone else has ever done. “So,” she says, sitting back down. She pulls her beanie off and braids her long blonde hair to the side before putting her beanie back on. “Why is Weston Garrison the biggest almightiest ass again?”
 “The list is too long. It’d take me all day to tell you.”
Erica takes a huge bite out of her sandwich and rolls her eyes. “Are we being melodramatic again Roxy? Do we need to have another talk?”
I narrow my gaze. “He is. One minute he’s trying to charm my panties off and then he goes all psychotic in the training room because he hurt his thigh. I didn’t make him hurt himself.”
 “Okay, well, he did just pull his quad and not to mention fuck up his chances of getting any attention from college scouts.”
I didn’t even think about that. But still, there isn’t any reason to take it out on me. “Stop taking up for him or I’m not your friend anymore.”
Erica smiles. “Well, speaking of being my friend. Do you have any plans this Friday?” She holds my eyes and dares me to lie.
“You already know I don’t.”
“I was asking to be polite,” she grins. “We always know Roxy isn’t doing anything because she refuses to take part in anything fun or remotely naughty.”
“Are you going to make fun of me or ask me a favor? You’re not off to a good start.”
She holds her hands up in surrender and then reaches into her jacket pocket to pull out a blue and yellow flier. “Phi Lamb is having their back-to-school party for everyone this weekend. So freshman kids will be there, not just upper classman.”
I scan over the flier. “It looks the same as last weekend.”
She smiles and holds her index finger up. “Ah, that’s what you think. See, when freshman girls are coming, the upperclassmen bring out the hard liquor. So they can get the freshman girls super drunk and sleep with them. So in other words, we’re getting fucked up.”
 “I’m enrolling you in AA next week.”
 She laughs and looks at her cell phone. “Shit, I have ten minutes to get to my meteorology class.” She stands up and slings her bag over her shoulder. “So, are you coming with me Friday?”
I sigh. “I don’t know. I’ll have to get someone to watch Maddox and we went out last weekend.”
Erica narrows her eyes. “My mother loves Maddox. She asks to keep him all the time, so you know that’s not a problem. Come on, you need a break. Since Weston Garrison is so infuriating, you deserve a drink or six.”
Smiling, I stand and grab my own bag. “Okay. I guess we can go. Only for a little while.”
 Erica flips her braid over her shoulder and winks. “Of course.”
***
“About freaking time,” Weston says as soon as I walk into the training room. If my heart wasn’t jackhammering in my chest I would have told him to go straight to hell. But he isn’t wearing a shirt. Just a pair of low hanging sweats. And a grey beanie. Holy Shit. Breathe, Roxy. You’ve seen plenty of guys without their shirts. Hell, you Google them at home all the time. He’s lying back on one of the training tables, a pillow resting behind his head. One cord of his headphones is hanging limply against him while the other one is shoved into his right ear. A Gatorade bottle is shoved between his sprawled legs half empty.
God, don’t look. Biting my lip, I keep my head down as I set my things on the cabinet. When I turn around I weaken and my eyes shoot for his chest. His wide, tanned chest. Christ. His abs ripple down his stomach and his hip bones protrude sharply disappearing into his sweats.
When I finally pull my eyes away from his chest, I meet his own. One eyebrow is raised and a smug smile has lifted from the corner of his lips. “You know it’s not nice to stare, stalker. It kind of makes me feel uncomfortable.”
Heat engulfs my neck and creeps up to my cheeks. “I wasn’t starin’.”
Lacing his fingers over his stomach, he tilts his head at me. “Really? Don’t even try to hide it, sweetheart. I saw you. It’s okay. Just don’t get too attached to it because once I’m better I don’t want to have to rip the addiction away from you. I always hear that’s bad for addicts.”
I snort and walk over to the table. “Not addicted to you. And I’ve seen much better.” Liar.
Weston laughs, throwing his head back. “I bet you have.”
Ugh! “I have,” I snap and then sigh. “How is your leg?”
He gestures toward his leg. “You tell me. You are supposed to be helping me, right?”
My fists tighten. I swear I’m going to strangle him. “Do you have any shorts you can change into? I can’t really see your thigh with those sweats on.”
Weston sits up. “If you want me out of my clothes all you have to do is ask. I would have obliged.”
“Weston,” I warn.
Sliding his legs over, he pulls down his sweats. I gasp. “What the fuck, Weston! I said if you had shorts on.”
He looks up at me, his fingers curled around the waist band of his sweats. The top of his underwear slightly peeking out. I try not to look. “Does me being half-naked bother you?” His eyes drop to my lips and holds. The tip of his tongue darts out and wets the corner of his mouth.
“Absolutely not,” I lie. “Take them off and sit on the table. I want to get this over with.”
“Ah, a quickie. I’m not much of a quickie kind of guy.”
“I find that hard to believe.”
Weston’s eyes turn to mine and hold. Something flashes over his face that I can’t pinpoint. He watches me as he slides off his sweats and leans back against the table. “Don’t make me break the self-control that I do have and show you, Roxanne,” he says, his voice suddenly lower than I’ve ever heard it.
Something hot grabs my lower stomach and twists inside of me. “Anyway,” I say, dropping my eyes to his leg. Big mistake. He’s wearing black, Abercrombie boxer briefs. Before I can turn my head I see how he fills them out. Another scorching heat settles in me but it stops in-between my legs.
Placing my hands on the table for support, I reach over and place my fingers over his bare thigh. “Here?” I ask. I hate how low my voice is and I want to scream to make sure he doesn’t know how being this close to him affects me.
A growl erupts from Weston’s throat, sending chills over my body. “Fuck, yes,” he groans, moving his hips upward to slide down lower onto the table.
Biting my lip, I press my fingers harder into the tight muscle. Another moan. Is it fucking hot in here? God, I can’t even breathe. I press down harder and his hand shoots up and wraps around my wrist. “Not that hard, sweetheart,” he whispers.
Ah, hell. I nod and let him guide my hand against his thigh. The tip of his thumb gently rubs the inside of my wrist. “Just like that,” he says. Why am I sweating?
Glancing up, I see Weston staring at me. His brown eyes darker and wide. The look on his face I can’t pinpoint. “That feels so fucking good,” he says, watching me as he talks. “Oh, baby. So fucking good.” A smile.
Asshole! Narrowing my eyes, I glance back down and notice his dick is hard and protesting against his underwear.
Of all the holy things in the world …
“Uh,” I turn away and pretend to fix my ponytail. He’s fucking hard. His erection was … right there. Beside my hand. And the terrible thing is that I’m not sure how I feel about it.
Putting my hands on my hips, I finally get the balls to look over at him. Humor is all over his face. He is trying not to laugh! I press my lips together and grit my teeth. “We need to walk. Let’s try to walk.”
He holds his hands out. “You’re the professional.”
No, he isn’t an asshole. He’s a fucking asshole.
I give him a tight smile and walk closer to him. “Put your hands on my shoulders and stand up, okay?”
He nods and wraps his large hands over my shoulders causing them to burn underneath his touch. God, his hands are so big. “Now slowly stand up.”
The tip of his tongue sticks out of the side of his mouth and he slowly stands up. He growls when he puts weight on his leg and grips my shoulders tightly. “Shit.”
“You okay?”
He nods, closing his eyes and leaning his head back. His throat is exposed to me. His Adam’s apple bobs as he swallows and veins strain in his neck. “Can you move to walk? Or do you need to wait?”
“I’ll do it,” he says. Turning his face forward, he leans to take a step. First step fine. His brown eyes hold mine as he takes the second step on his bad leg. Growling, he fumbles forward and knocks me backwards into the cabinet. My back hits the counter and Weston falls onto me.
A loud laugh escapes his lips that are against my ear. The warmth goes straight to my core and makes fucking camp. Someone shouldn’t feel this muscle-y or hard. It’s inhuman. A piece of his blond hair tickles the side of my throat as he laughs into my neck. “Goddamn it. That went well.”
“It takes time,” I whisper. My voice refuses to obey me. Why is he still on me? For the sake of everything right in the world, please get off of me.
He doesn’t say anything.
“Do you need some help getting up?”
His shoulders shake from laughter. “Am I making you nervous?”
Hell yes. “No, we just need to work.”
No answer. Then I feel his lips against my ear and his teeth nibble on my earlobe. My entire body just melted. I can’t feel my fucking head. “You sure? Then why are you breathing so hard?”
Am I? I gently try to calm my breathing but his mouth is next to my ear. He’s an ass, Roxy.
Fight the hotness. Biting my lip as hard as I can, I raise my hands to his chest and push him to a standing position. “I am not breathing hard. Puh-lease. Now, let’s try this again.”
Smiling down at me, he puts his hands back on my shoulders. “Okay, teach me professor.”
After thirty minutes of arguing with Weston, he takes two steps and closes up. Now he is sitting on the table with his head in his hands like a huge baby.
I’m gathering my things when I hear someone wrap softly on the door. Blake is standing in the doorway dripping wet from sweat. His black hair pulled back at the nape of his neck. “Hey, Blake.”
“Hey, Mami. You got a minute?”
Glancing nonchalantly over my shoulder, I meet Weston’s gaze. He’s rigid, staring at me from over his iPod. “We’re finished. I’m just grabbing my things. What’s up?”
He makes his way into the room and leans against the cabinet next to me. Brown eyes rise to meet my own. “I was wondering if–,”
“Fuck!”
What the –
Weston is sprawled out on the floor. “Shit. My fuckin’ leg,” he yells.
Bending down, I reach underneath his arm and help him to a standing position. “What the hell, Weston. If you need help ask for it.”
“Me screaming fuck really was me screaming for help,” he grunts as I help him onto the table.
“Okay, anyway –,” I turn to leave but Weston grabs my wrist and tugs me closer to him.
“You’re leaving? It’s hurtin’. Rub the muscle a little more, please.”
Ugh! When I look back at Blake he’s smiling. But he isn’t looking at me. I look back at Weston and he’s smiling too. What. The. Hell.
“I’ll catch up with you tomorrow, Roxy,” Blake says, keeping his eyes on Weston. “We’ll finish our conversation then, Mami.”
Okay. “Sure. Can’t wait.”
He smiles before disappearing around the corner of the doorway. Weston is staring at me when I turn back around. Both brows are slanted downward and his jaw is tight. “What the hell was that?” I jab my hand over my shoulder.
“What was what?”
“You just made him leave. And you look pissed.”
He shakes his head. “What? I did not and why would I be pissed, besides the fact that my thigh is fucked up. And I’m not pissed.”
I stare blankly at him. “Right.”
He sits up straighter. “I’m not mad.”
I turn and grab my purse. “Sure.” Then I walk out of the training room.
“I’m not!” I hear loudly from the other end of the hallway.
What the hell just happened? Weston Garrison just cock blocked me.



Chapter Five
Weston
This fucking sucks.
If carrying books weren’t enough of a hassle already, now I have to carry them while on crutches. Dom made me carry a backpack, which I hate to the core, and it keeps slapping against the side of my crutches as I walk. Again, this fucking sucks.
I make my way toward the café from my English class and wobble up toward the counter. The person in front of me is trying to decide on what kind of iced coffee to get.
I groan. I’m fucking thirsty and tired as hell. All I’ve been able to think about is football. It’s driving me insane. I need to practice. My phone vibrates in my jeans pocket and I wiggle it out. It’s from Rebecca. I laugh to myself and text her back. That’s one girl that always knows how to make a guy feel better. I’ve busied myself for tonight, so hopefully I won’t be bored out of my mind since all I can do is sit. I’m getting sick of watching TV. I need to run. Feel the wind on me. Smell the grass. I won’t be any good tonight. I’ll definitely have dead fish syndrome but obviously Rebecca doesn’t mind.
“What can I get you?”
I glance up at the freshman behind the counter. She has to be a freshman, because I would have noticed a rack like that by now. Giving her my bedroom smile, I lean against the counter. “Depends on what you’re selling,” I say.
She giggles and tucks a strand of black hair behind her ears. “Whatever you want,” she says.
Damn. “Don’t wish for things you can’t handle, sweetheart. You just may get them.”
She blushes.
“Get me a–,”
Someone snorts really loudly and then I hear laughing. Could you be any damn louder? Turning, I freeze. Blake and Roxy are sitting at a table in the corner of the café. Is he touching her hand? No, I’m dreaming. It’s all a huge joke. Roxy brushes her long brown hair from her shoulder and nods along to whatever bullshit he’s selling her. It has to be bullshit. Guys are the best bull-shitters. He is crazy if he thinks he’s getting anything out of that girl. She’s got security up like the damn white house.
“What was that?” Freshman asks.
“Uh … a cookies and cream javalanche.”
She nods and turns to start making my drink. Nonchalantly, I lean against the counter and give them a sideways glance. He slides a cookie toward her and she drops her head and smiles.
Oh, hell no. If anybody is going to get her to open up it’s fucking going to be this guy. Grabbing my crutches, I wobble over toward their table. Before they can say anything I slide the chair out and take a seat.
Roxy is giving me a go to hell look when I glace over at her. “Good mornin’,” I say.
“Did I just black out because I don’t remember inviting you over to this table.”
Eyeing the cookie, I snatch it. “Hope you weren’t going to eat this,” I say, before taking a huge bite.
If this were a cartoon, smoke would be coming from Roxy’s ears. I give her a huge smile. “My leg isn’t any better … thanks for asking.”
Shifting in her seat, her eyes dart toward Blake. He smiles and winks. “Hey, Blake. I didn’t see you over there.” I take another bite.
Roxy snorts, leans back and crosses her arms over her chest which pushes up her tits. Very impressive.
Roxy and I are having a staring showdown when I feel a tap on my shoulder. Freshman is standing behind me holding my drink. Shit, I walked off.
“Thanks, sweetheart,” I say, grabbing my drink. I reach for my wallet but she waves me off.
“It’s on the house.” She tilts her head to the side and bites her lower lip before she juts her hand out and hands me her number. “See you around.”
My gaze flickers to the numbers scribbled on the back of the coffee cover. “You can count on it.”
A giggle and then she’s gone.
When I glance back at the table, Roxy and Blake are both staring at me. Roxy’s cheeks are blood red. “Where were we?” I ask.
“You were just leaving,” Roxy says, giving me a sarcastic smile.
Stroking my chin, I try to keep my smile at bay. “We were going to talk about my rehab strategy.”
Roxy leans on the table and narrows her green eyes at me. “No, we weren’t. We can talk about it at rehab today. Don’t you have something to do?”
“Sadly, no. I’m kind of handicapped right now if you haven’t noticed. But I’m pretty sure you have since you have to spend every day with me.”
“Don’t remind me,” she mumbles. Her phones rings and she digs it out of her pocket. “I’ve got to take this.” She glances at Blake and smiles. “Be right back.”
“Tómate tu tiempo, chica,” Blake says. Roxy gives him a small smile and disappears around the corner of the café.
I snort and take a drink from my coffee. Spanish. Who does he think he is? Ricky Fucking Martin? “Something funny, Weston?”
Sliding my drink back onto the table, I lean back on my chair and cross my hands across my stomach. “Nothing at all, hermano,” I say.
Blake runs his hand over his head and moves his chair closer to our table, causing the chair legs to grind against the tile. “You got a problem with me, Weston? Because if you do say it now.”
Holding my palms out in front of me I give him a one shoulder shrug. “Why would I have a problem?”
Blake narrows his gaze. “Don’t play stupid with me. I know you’re trying to cock block me. For someone who doesn’t want Roxy’s un bombón you sure are around a lot.”
Sitting up, I lean closer. “I’m not trying to get Roxy’s ass, Blake. And I’m not interested in her at all. You’re imagining things.”
“Really?” he asks, raising an eyebrow. “Then why are you here?”
I shrug. “Just having a friendly conversation with my amigos.”
Roxy’s chair breaks our stare down. She has a worried look on her face as she glances back and forth between the two of us. “Everything okay?” she asks.
“Never better,” I say.
Blake turns toward her. “I have to get going. I have a class in a few minutes. Can I get your number? This was fun.”
Automatically my hand clenches around my crutches that are leaning up against the table beside me. Roxy’s face turns blood red but she nods. “Sure. Give me your phone.”
Sure? Is she serious? Ricky Martin over here? Really? She’s into that? A heavy pressure swarms my chest but I push it down. It doesn’t fucking matter. I’m so not into her. She’s a lunatic. Blake digs his phone from his pocket and slides it to her. I watch in horror as they exchange numbers. She’s really into this guy?
Whatever.
Blake slides his phone back into his pocket and stands up. “It was fun. I’ll give you a call later.” His gaze drags toward mine. “See you at practice, Weston.”
Then he just leaves.
Fucking bastard.
***
Roxy is in the training room when I walk in. She’s bending over to tie her shoe. A thin black strap of her underwear peeking out from over her shorts. My dick moves in my shorts. Damn. Knocking my crutch against the door, she shoots up to a standing position. Her dark brown hair is pulled up on top of her head.
She watches me through narrowed eyes as I walk to the table and take a seat. “I’m ready to be fondled doctor.”
She points in front of her. “Stand up. We’re stretching today.”
She’s mad. She won’t even look me in the eyes. Sliding off the table, I take a small step to stand in front of her. My thigh throbs but I bite my lip to keep from screaming. “Hands up,” she says, stretching her hands above her head. A slither of skin shows between her pants and shirt. Mocking her, I bend over and touch my toes. The weight I put on my leg burns.
“Up.”
I follow her like this for ten minutes. We go up and down then over to the side. I watch her body bend so easily. “So … you and Blake.”
With her hands above her head she narrows her eyes at me. “What about it?” she snaps.
I hold back my smile. “Nothing. Just didn’t peg you as someone that easy.”
“What’s that supposed to mean,” she asks, slamming her fists down on her hips. “I’m not easy. We just exchanged numbers, not bodily fluids. Not that it’s your business either way, Sunshine.”
Pressing my lips together, I take a step toward her. Pain shoots up my leg. Then I take another one. Roxy’s back is against the counter as she watches me closely. “First the number, then the date …” Carefully, I place my hands on each side of her body. She smells like flowers. The scent goes straight to my dick and makes camp. “Then the kiss,” I whisper, my lips skimming the length of her shoulder. She’s still in front of me, her breath increasing. “Then the fuck, where you’d scream his name.” Roxy’s mouth presses together tightly and her chest begins to move rapidly.
“What are you doin’?” she whispers.
Smiling, I grab the water on the counter that’s sitting behind her. “Getting my water,” I say, taking a cautious step backwards. I watch her as I take the bottle in my mouth and guzzle it down.
Both hands curl into fists at her sides. “I think we’re done for today.”
I raise an eyebrow. “You’re the professional. If you think we’ve done enough stretching.” We’ve only been here for fifteen minutes. We both know we’re not nearly ready to call it a day.
“Get on the table.”
 “Oh, I like when you talk dirty, stalker,” I say, winking before wobbling back to the table.
She groans and then reaches inside of her pocket to get her ringing cellphone. “Hello. No, I said six not four! It’s six every day. Can you just please wait until I get home? Just a little while longer. Thanks. Bye.” She shoves her phone back into her pocket.
Who the hell is nagging her like that? It’s not Blake because his stupid ass is at practice where I need to be. “Boyfriend?” I ask.
“What?” she asks, turning to look at me.
“On the phone?”
She shakes her head. “No.” And that’s all I get. I can’t really blame her, though.
She twitches over to me and stands between my legs. One hand reaches out and pushes down on my upper thigh. A brown piece of hair falls from the top of her head and she tries to blow it back up.
Pressing harder into my thigh, she begins to make slow circles. “Fuck,” I groan out and tighten my hands around the edge of the table.
“That feel good?” she asks. God, I never thought anything she could say would be that fucking sexy. Maybe it’s the way those perfect DSL’s are so pouty, and coated with pink gloss.
Lifting my eyes to meet her green ones, I nod. “It feels fuckin’ great, sweetheart.” Reaching over, I tuck the fallen piece of hair behind her ear. Trailing my fingertip down her jaw I stop at her lips. She has that doe in the headlight look. My eyes drop to her lips, and I have no idea why but I want to fuck her mouth with mine. I never kiss on the lips. Never. And I want to devour her mouth. Why? I have no fucking idea but it’s taking over me. The urge to slide my tongue into her pretty pink mouth and fuck it up in every way possible.
What the hell …
Leaning closer to her, I hover my mouth an inch from hers. She isn’t massaging my leg anymore; she’s gripping it tightly in her small hand. The movement doesn’t go unnoticed. God, I’m so fucking hard. Leaning even closer, she takes a step backwards. She’s shaking her head like she is snapping out of a daze.
“I –I have to go. I’ll see you tomorrow.” Then she turns around, grabs her things and bolts like I told her I had Aids.
I stare at the empty doorway. Did she just bail on me?
“What the fuck,” I say to no one.
***
Dom is sitting on the couch reading a text book when I wobble in. “Hey, crimple. How was rehab?”
God don’t get me started. “You don’t want to know,” I say before slipping off my shoes and flopping onto our old love seat. “This fuckin’ sucks massive balls.”
Dom laughs and closes his book. “Coach has made the freshman fucker that tackled you run drills every day.”
“Good. That’s what the bastard needs,” I say into my pillow.
Dom laughs and shuts his book. “I’m heading uptown soon. You need anything, bro?”
I shake my head into the pillow and listen while he gathers his things. “What do you know about Blake?”
The sound of Dom shuffling through some papers stops. “Not much. Why?”
I glance over my shoulder at Dom and shrug. “Just curious. I don’t think I like the bastard.”
Dom laughs and pulls his dreads out of his ponytail, letting them fall around his shoulder. “Because of Roxy?”
I scoff. “No, that girl drives me fucking looney tunes. I swear I want to strangle her one minute and fuck her the next.”
Dom raises his eyebrow. “But you’re not interested?”
“Hell no.”
“Then why the curiosity?”
“Damn, can’t a guy just be curious about his teammate? Shit.”
Dom presses his lips together and walks toward the door. “Sure, Sunshine. If you say so.”
Turning over, I place my leg on top of a pillow and flip Dom off. “Dude, I’m not interested. Just curious.”
He puts his hands out in surrender. “Okay. Whatever you say.” He reaches for the door right as someone knocks.
Rebecca is leaning against the doorjamb when Dom opens the door, a sultry smile on her face. The low-cut shirt she’s wearing shows me everything I’m about to get. “Hey, Dom,” she says.
He gives her a small smile and turns back to look at me.
“Definitely just curious,” I say before gesturing for Rebecca to come in. Dom laughs as he shuts the door behind him.



Chapter Six
Roxy
“I’ve got him, Roxy. You two go have some fun,” Martha, Erica’s Mom says. She’s the sweetest woman I’ve ever met. I swear she’d adopt Maddox if I’d let her. She’s the closest thing I have to a mother, since mine kicked me out as soon as I told her I was pregnant. She runs her hand over his black hair and tugs him close to her hip. “We’ll be here tomorrow ready for you.”
Smiling, I give Martha a wave. “Thanks so much, Martha. Bye, baby. You have fun with Mrs. Martha.”
Maddox steps forward and wraps me in a hug. “I will. Martha is going to let me watch the game.”
I smile up at Martha and she winks at me. “Shoo, shoo. You two get out of here.”
Martha guides Maddox inside and shuts the door behind her. I watch the door for a second after it’s closed. Erica loops her arm through mine and tugs me off of her mother’s front steps. She doesn’t give me time to let the guilt sink in.
It’s ten at night but Erica makes it impossible to make a run for it. It’s not that I don’t like to party, I do, but I always feel guilty leaving Maddox with Martha. He loves her, but I’m his mother.
“Stop thinkin’ about it, Roxy,” Erica says, opening the passenger seat door for me.
“I’m not cripple, Erica. I can get my own door.” I slide into her car and shut the door. The skirt of my dress skids upward, exposing my lacey pantyhose that Erica insisted I wear. Tugging down the hem, I hear Erica laugh from beside me.
“You look fuckin’ hot, stop worrying about it.”
I’m not just worrying I’m freaking the hell out. Blake text me last night and asked if I wanted to go to the party tonight with him. Now he’s waiting on me. “I haven’t been out with a guy … since Ryan. And we all know how that ended.”
Erica frowns. “Well, it’s about time you just go and let loose. Kiss him. Dance with him. And no rage this time, okay?”
“Rage?” I turn toward her. “What the hell are you talkin’ about?”
Erica gives me a long sideways glance. Her glittery earrings swinging when she tilts her head. She looks like a shimmery fairy. It’s adorable. “Well, you went off and got completely drunk. Then you went and caused a scene with Weston.”
I groan. “Stop saying his name like that.”
Erica raises an eyebrow. “Like what?”
Pulling out my lip gloss, I pull down the passenger side mirror. “Like you’re going to orgasm just from saying it.”
“I may,” she laughs. “Have you seen him? Or do you turn off your sight when you’re around him?”
Do I see him? How in the hell could I not see him. He’s gorgeously annoying. That ridiculously hot guy in the mall that you can’t help but stare at and blush when he sees you fawning over him. It’s so infuriatingly destructive. “I’m definitely not blind around him.” I pucker my lips and shut the visor. Turning to look at her, I press my lips together. “We almost kissed the other day.”
Erica jerks toward me causing us to sway over the white line. “What! And you forgot to tell me this? What the hell happened?”
I rest my head against her seat. “I don’t know. He’s so aggravating. I can’t stand him but he’s always so close. I’m sure it’s the charm that’s evaporated every single pair of panties in this zip code.”
Erica’s shaking her head when I look at her. “Didn’t you just tell me that you haven’t been out in a while?”
 “Yes.”
“Then toss it back at him.”
“What?”
Erica blows up her blonde bangs. “Go get one good fuck out of him and then move on. This way you can get something you desperately need with a ridiculously hot man and you’re both happy.”
“So you’re suggesting a one night stand? What about Blake?”
 Erica turns down the radio and turns into the Phi Lamb fraternity house. “Have fun with Blake. Dance. Kiss. Have sex. Date him. It’s up to you what you’re lookin’ for.” She fluffs her hair in the mirror. “But I’d suggest one … or two good nights with Weston.”
A good night with Weston. I’m not sure those words even make sense in a sentence together. He drives me crazy. But … he has a little charm, right?
“Here,” Erica says, shoving a flask in my face.
“Aren’t we here to get drunk? Why are we drinking now?”
“Because,” Erica says, adjusting her top. “We need to loosen you up before we get inside, especially if you’re going to let loose and have fun. Go ahead and take a drink.”
She’s right. I need to let loose. Turning the flask up, I chug down some brown liquor. It burns my throat. Wiping my mouth with the back of my hand, I hand the flask back to Erica who shoves it in her jacket pocket. “Ready?”
I swallow the nervous lump in my throat. “Ready.”
Music blares from the open fraternity house windows. People litter the lawn. Some of them dancing, but most are just drinking and laughing. My heels click-clock against the brick walkway as Erica drags me toward the open front door.
Heat engulfs me as soon as we enter the room. There’s definitely more people here this time than last. And a lot of freshman girls are half-dressed and drunk.
“This place is packed,” I yell over the music toward Erica. She turns back and wiggles her eyebrows.
“It’s bloody brilliant,” she yells back.
Elbows shove at me while I try to keep up with Erica who is halfway to the kitchen. A keg is sitting on the kitchen table. A litter of frat boys are chugging down Red Solo cups beside it. Jason, the quarterback, throws his arm around Erica. “You’re hot. What’s your name?”
Erica looks back at me and gives me that live a little grin. I watch as he pulls on her hair and touches her arm. Erica laughs and leans closer to him. I don’t even worry about her; she can kick butt if it comes down to it.
“You made it, Mami,” I hear in my ear.
Turning around, I brace myself against the kitchen counter behind me. Blake leans closer to my ear. “You want something to drink?”
Yes. I think it’s the only way I’ll get through this. Nodding, I watch as he turns and pours me a drink. His low-slung jeans look great on him. His T-shirt tightens around his arms as he reaches for the punch. He isn’t really big like the linebackers, but he’s lean. Dark eyes with a heavy brow. He’s got a Mario Lopez vibe to him but with tattoos and long hair. Handing me my drink, Blake leans against the counter. “I’m so glad you could make it.”
“Me, too,” I lean up and whisper. “It’s nice to get out.”
He smiles, a dimple denting on his right cheek. I sip on my drink for a few minutes. It’s strong but I push it down. “You want to dance?”
My eyes turn to the group of gyrating students in the middle of the living room. Erica is in the corner grinding against Jason, who’s holding his hands up and pushing against her.
I glance up at him and nod. “Hell yes.”
With his hand pressed on my lower back, he guides me through the group of young adults. My pulse is in my ears, the liquor starting to course through me, giving me that extra nudge to let loose. Once we’re in the middle of the living room, Blake turns me against him and wraps his arms around my waist. I smile as we sway to the beat, his firm chest pressed against my back.
Wrapping my hand around his neck, I smile as he whispers the words of the song into my ear. Spanish. He’s singing to me in Spanish. I think my heart just dropped from my body. Rolling my neck, I glance in front of me and my mouth dries up.
On the couch in front of the open living room window, Weston is sitting there staring at me. His dirty blonde hair ruffled, light facial hair covering his jaw. Hooded eyes hold me in my place where I suddenly feel like I don’t belong. That strong jaw is locked, his thick lips pressed together in a hard line.
Every inch of my body heats as I watch him watch me. Some freshman that probably fits into a size zero is giving him a lap dance. Her brightly pink bra shows every time she bends over in his face. But he doesn’t look. His eyes are settled on Blake’s hands around my waist. “You move so smooth, Mami,” Blake whispers in my ear.
Turning my head slightly, I give him a small smile. “It’s been a while.”
He bites on my earlobe making my stomach tighten. “You’re doing great.”
Heat swarms my neck and cheeks but the alcohol is sending me over the edge. Who cares if Weston’s watching? He doesn’t own me. Hell, he doesn’t even like me. Who does he think he is? Trying to kiss me one day and acting insanely hot because he’s jealous. I can dance with whoever I want to. I don’t need him giving me dirty looks while a girl gives him a lap dance. Who died and made him the king of me?
Gyrating my hips against Blake harder, I toss my head back on his shoulder. Teeth and lips skim down my neck, spiraling ancient hormones that haven’t moved in a while.
I have no idea how long we dance but before long I’m about to pee on myself. Turning my face up, I yell, “I’ve gotta find the bathroom. See you in a bit?”
Blake nuzzles his lips against my neck and nods. “Come back.”

How could I not? I’m actually having a decent time. Shoving my way through the crowd, I stagger up the stairs toward a long hallway. I check the rooms down the hall until I open the right door. I sit my cellphone on the bathroom counter and pull down my pantyhose.
Finally, relief!
It’s not until I’m washing my hands that the door opens. I drop the hand towel in my hand and jerk around. Weston is standing in the doorway. His huge hands wrapped over the top of the doorframe. The entire entrance is taken up by him. Dirty blonde hair is disheveled on top of his head. But he isn’t smiling. He doesn’t even look nice.
“Uh … excuse you. I’m tryin’ to use the bathroom.”
Weston raises an eyebrow, limps forward and locks the bathroom door behind him with a click. “What are you doing, Roxy?” he asks, his voice rough. Those brown eyes lock with mine and pin me in place. With an aggressive I haven’t seen from him, he stalks toward me, without his crutches. When he stops, I’m pressed against the counter. Both of his hands are resting on each side of me. His lips an inch away from my own. I try to regain my rational thoughts but my head is spinning. Devouring itself in his scent. “What are you doing?” he asks again.
I clear my throat. “I –I’m using the bathroom. What are you doing?”
Over a hooded gaze, he stares me down. Those dark eyes observing my lips carefully. The tip of his finger trails up my arm to my mouth where he traces my bottom lip with the pad of his thumb. “Thinking about doing things to this mouth.”
What? Am I breathing right now? I take my lip inside my mouth and stare up at him. A growl like sound escapes from his throat. “Do you think I don’t know what you’re doing?” he asks, his lips at my ear. His other hand runs up my leg, over my pantyhose. The warmth of his hand sears my skin. “Grinding that tight little ass on him in front of me.” A soft kiss presses against my neck, making my legs wobbly.
“Well, that’s better than getting a lap dance from some slut in front of everyone,” I blurt out.
Shit. Shit. Shit. Where did that come from? Weston growls in my ear, grabbing my waist and sitting me on the counter in front of him. The rough fabric of his jeans rubs against the insides of my thighs. Grabbing the back of my neck, he grips my hair and forces me to look at him. His lips touch mine, only slightly and he takes a deep breath in. “Goddamn, you’re so fuckin’ sexy. Do you know that? Especially when you’re jealous.”
Jealous? What. The. Hell. Every rational thought in my head is trying to get out. “Jealous?” I ask, leaning backwards. Weston raises an eyebrow, daring me to disagree with him. I’m definitely jealous. That little slut was all over him. And it drives me crazy. I have no idea why.
Pushing against his chest, I slide off of the counter. He’s trying to bait me. He’s a player. He sleeps with tons of girls. This is what he’s good at … fucking good at. Dammit. Tilting my head up, I narrow my gaze at him. “I’m not jealous.”
Then I take a step toward the door. My fingers latch around the door knob at the same time Weston’s arms shoot out around me. Then he’s sitting us down on the closed toilet seat and sitting me on top of him.
Holy Fuck. My dress slides up to my hip, exposing the top of my pantyhose. Not to mention the biggest dick rubbing against my pussy.
Jesus Christ he is so hard. Wetness builds between my legs. With his hand wrapped around the back of my neck, he forces my mouth down to his. “I don’t play that shit, Roxy. I know you want me. Just like I want you.” He grinds upward, rubbing the bulge against me, letting me know exactly how much he wants me. I can’t stop the moan that leaves my lips. Weston’s eyes close as he groans.
“Kiss me,” he whispers against my lips. “Give me those fucking pouty lips.” Leaning closer to my ear he nibbles my neck. “Let me fuck your mouth with mine.”
Erica’s words run through my head. Live a little. Have him for one night. It wouldn’t hurt, right? “No,” I whisper helplessly.
Another growl. Pressing his cock harder into my spread legs, I yelp out, letting my head fall against his shoulder. It’s been so long. Since Maddox’s dad. Closing my eyes, I feel myself opening up. One kiss wouldn’t hurt. Right?
Just one time.
Lowering my mouth to his, I watch him. “One time,” I whisper. “Just one time. One kiss and that’s it.”
A smile is riding on his lips, his chest heaving harder. “One fuckin’ kiss,” he whispers against my lips. “That’s all I need, sweetheart.”
Then he kisses me.
Hard lips press into mine, a sweet scent rocking me dizzy. One hand rests on the hem of my dress and the other guides my mouth against his. My sex warms as he grinds me down on him, all the while keeping my mouth busy with his tongue. His tongue forces my mouth open, spreading me wide for him. “Goddamn,” he moans into my mouth. “You taste so fucking sweet.”
Tears burn my eyes from the pleasure. A darkness is threatening to take over. All my fingers grip the back of his neck, lacing into his dirty blonde hair. He grunts, wrapping both hands around my back and pulling me harder down on him. But he doesn’t stop. One hand runs under the edge of my dress, grabbing the side of my ass.
I yelp out, the heat burning me to death. “Take this goddamn dress off,” he rips his mouth from mine to whisper in my ear. “I want to fuck you until you can’t walk.”
Oh, God.
I want you to.
My dress is over my head and tossed on the bathroom floor before I have time to register his words. I’m in my underwear on top of him. Those lips part as his eyes lower to my boobs. The lacey bra I’m wearing barely keeps them at bay. “Jesus Christ,” Weston says, bringing his large hands up to cup me. Tenderly, he rubs his thumbs over the thin fabric of my bra, circling my nipples. “Oh,” I lean my head back, while he touches me.
“So fuckin gorgeous,” he whispers. With one hand resting against my chin he pushes his finger into my mouth. Heat warms my cheeks, but I suck him into my throat. He watches me suck his finger to the back of my throat, while he grabs my ass.
“Goddamn, I can’t wait to be inside you. Do you hear me, Roxy? I’m going to make you scream my fucking name.”
Bang. Bang. Bang.
Fuck. Everything that’s happening rushes back to me. I look down. Weston is leaning against the back of the toilet, one finger in my mouth and the other spanned across my ass. I’m straddling Weston Garrison. In a bathroom. Something I said I would never do. Something that’s just as dangerous as it sounds.
“Holy fuck,” I whisper, staggering upward. My eyes rake over Weston, who has the biggest fucking erection I’ve ever seen. “No. No. No.”
Bang. Bang. Bang.
Turning, I reach down and grab my dress. I slip it back on before running my fingers through my hair in a pathetic attempt to fix it. “No,” I whisper, holding my finger against my lip.
Weston laughs. “Yes, baby girl. You almost fucked me in this bathroom. And you said you’d never fuck a guy in a bathroom? I wanted to make a fucking liar out of you.” He winks.
Gritting my teeth together, I slam my hands down on my hips. “No,” I point at his chest. “This was a lack of judgment. I was not going to sleep with you.”
Weston staggers to his feet. “Sweetheart,” he growls out. “You weren’t going to sleep with me. We were goin’ to fuck. I was going to fuck that little ass senseless. There is a difference. You started it. Taunting me. Trying to make me jealous. Wearing that fucking dress.” He tightens his fists.
Bang. Bang. Bang.
“I wore this dress for me not you, asshole,” I look down at the floor. “I was not going to sleep with you.”
Then Weston smiles. Grabbing my hand, he places it on top of his cock. “You feel that,” he whispers. “You fucking did this to me and you fucking loved it.” Pressing me against the wall he stares down at me. “You were going to get every single inch. Just like you wanted.”
“I don’t want that,” I spit out. “Now move.”
He lifts an eyebrow and bends down to nip at my lip. “Oh, stalker, you’re going to regret walking out of that door. Don’t deny me. Let me take care of you.” He leans closer. “Come home with me.”
Come home with him? Goddamn do I want to. My throbbing center is screaming at me. Getting ready to go on strike. But I can’t. Not again. This is what happened last time. I let my walls down and now I have a kid that has a crack head father that left us for drugs.
Bang. Bang. Bang.
Shoving against his chest, I swing the door open and push against the girl beating on the door. My head is spinning. I was about to give up everything I had to Weston. I’d let my walls down and Christ if it didn’t feel so good.
Trying to find Erica is going to be a pain in the ass. More people are here now and getting to the kitchen is like a maze. After searching for ten minutes I find Blake leaning against the kitchen counter sipping on a beer. His dark eyes find mine and he smiles. A sigh of relief slips from my lips as I make my way to him.
Despite me shaking, I put on the best I’m together face I can conjure up. “You okay? You look a little pale.”
Apparently I’m no good at hiding emotion. “I’m a little wheezy. Do you think you could give me a ride home?” I ask.
Blake nods, setting his beer to the side. “Of course. Come on, Mami. I’m parked out front.”
I feel terrible leaving Erica but I’m sure she’s fine. This isn’t our first rodeo. I just wish I had my car. But now it’s sitting in the athletic center’s parking lot with a flat tire. I can’t afford to get a new one yet, so Erica is my best bet getting back and forth.
Blake guides me through the cluttered house toward the front door. I avoid eye contact on the way out, becoming acquainted with the floor. But I feel it. The stare. The stare that makes my bones turn to goop. And when I look up he’s staring at me.
Stormy eyes locked on mine. A lopsided grin is on his face, and both hands are curled around the railing of the stairs. Anger builds in my chest. He’s smiling! There is nothing to smile about! I’ve let my guard down twice for a guy I barely know. And why? Because he’s so fucking hot I can’t control myself. That sounds so lame and it makes me angry when other girls say that. But now I know. They’re telling the truth.
Blake helps me into his truck, which is a modest blue pickup truck. “You don’t drink a lot, do you?”
Great. Now I look like a light weight. “Not really, no.”
Blake pulls out of the parking lot, and leans back into his seat. “That’s okay. Because no one likes a drunk, anyway.”
Good. Leaning my head back against the seat, I watch as we drive down the farmer’s road. “How is your training job going so far?”
Turning my head to the left, I look over at Blake. He’s relaxed. One hand resting on the steering wheel and the other lying on his lap. “Okay. Besides rehab with Weston. He drives me insane.”
Blake laughs beneath his breath. “I’ll second that notion.” We talk about our majors and families the rest of the way home. Blake’s originally from Houston which isn’t too far from where I moved from in Texas.
The parking lot is quiet when we pull in. It’s a nice change. The quiet, awkward silence when a guy is dropping you off settles over the pickup. Grabbing my keys, I look over at him. “I’ll walk you to your door,” he says.
I nod. Then I take a step forward. Okay, you can do this. Slipping out of the truck, I shut the door behind me. Blake falls into step beside me. The moon shines down on our small apartment complex and a chilly wind wipes my hair off my shoulders. “I had fun,” he says, stopping in front of me.
I drag my eyes from the ground up to his brown ones. The herd of butterflies starts fluttering in my stomach. Blake is … nice. I could see myself going out with him again. Stable. Good for me. Blake’s Adam’s apple bobs in his throat as he swallows and wets his lips.
“This is the part where I give you an awkward kiss, Mami. If you’ll let me.”
I burst out laughing. He just asked me if he could kiss me. It’s adorable. “I think I may.”
Another smile. Stepping forward, he rests his hand on my neck, dragging my mouth up to meet his. It’s a soft, sweet kiss. Enough to make my stomach flutter and then he pulls back. “I’ll see you tomorrow, chica.”
Heat rushes to my cheeks. “Tomorrow.”
I unlock my door with shaky hands. My heart hammering in a good way. Slipping out of my heels, I lock the door behind me. My small apartment is quiet but it sounds like Heaven to me.
After I slip out of my clothes and take a really quick shower, I pull on some sweats and a long T-shirt. My stomach is growling. I need to get something in my stomach before the liquor starts eating away at me.
With my bowl of Raman noodles in one hand, I turn on my TV with the other. I slurp up my first noodle when something catches my eye. Sitting on the living room table is a small Post-It note. Untangling my legs, I reach forward and grab it.
You weren’t home when I came by.
Sorry I picked the lock. I really wanted to see you.
Please call me back.
Ryan
Ryan? My mouth dries at the same time my body turns cold. He was … in my house? Call him back? Has he lost his mind? Does he not remember abandoning me two years ago? How did he even find me? And why now?
I’d gotten a strange call from a private number the other day but didn’t think anything about it. Unless he has a wad of child support money in one hand and a brand new tire in the other, I have nothing to say to him. He broke into my house! My fingers curl around the note crumbling it. I toss it onto the table. Why is he even here? It’s a six hour drive home. He drove six hours to find me? How did he even find me? It takes two tries to swallow the lump in my throat. Before I can fathom the reasons why Ryan is here, I get up and double lock my doors and windows. I pull the blinds and curtains on every window. Then I check behind the shower curtain, under the beds and in each closet. When I’m satisfied that he isn’t hiding in my home, I go back to the living room and sit down.
Ryan is in Magnolia. That thought haunted me for months after I made the move. I just knew his sleazy friends would follow me and use Maddox and me as collateral to get their drug money. But it never happened. I did just up and leave without telling them anything, but I’m sure it took Ryan two weeks to even realize we were gone. It wasn’t like he was at home much anyway.
Sitting back down, I stare at my living room. Nothing looks like it’s been touched but why would it? His parents are loaded and give him whatever he wants, except child support money obviously.
My fingers stay curled over the sides of my bowl as I stare down at my bowl of noodles. He could be watching me now. Or the people that were after him. Obviously they didn’t kill him if he wrote this note.
Closing my eyes, I see everything. His face. Those blue eyes I fell so deeply in love with. The addiction. The pain. The torment.
***
It was so hot. My sports bra was stuck tightly to my sweaty body. Sweat poured down my back and into my eyes. My vision was blurry. Limbs slapped at my face and stung against my sweaty skin.
The darkness blinding me didn’t make the situation any better. I had no idea how close he was or how close I was getting to my house. The park was only through a small cluster of trees, I thought. The black SUV that had been stalking the house disappeared.
The heavy weight that had been pressing against my shoulders lifted and I was able to live again. Ryan hadn’t been home in two weeks. The longest so far. My jogs were stress relievers—for everything.
He came out of nowhere. Something heavy was thrashed into my upper back—aimed at my head, for sure—I didn’t even look back until I had been running for
ten minutes. But when I did I knew who it was. The moonlight shown down on us through a cluster of trees. Each time the moonbeams brightened his face up, the more my skin began to crawl. He was there to kill me because Ryan stole drugs from him. Ryan, not me. Ryan almost got me killed.
“You might
as well give up, darlin’. I’m gonna catch ya!” the man yells. I’d seen him first at the park while Maddox played. He left as soon as we did.
Then at the movies for Maddox’s first trip. He held the door open for us. And then in the black SUV that had been stalking the house. And then chasing me through the woods.
I blindly ran through the woods, dodging limbs, broken tree trunks and jagged tree branches. The crunching of his boots seemed to be the only noise I could hear. No animals. No vehicles. Just his feet.
All the energy in my body seemed to be seeping out slowly, prolonging my death until I saw the streetlight ahead. Almost there. Almost there. I repeated it over and over until I knew I was going to make it. When I broke through the trees I kept running.
Even when I ran into someone’s yard I jumped the fence. Maddox’s face flashing in my head. He would have no one if something happened to me. Absolutely no one. By the fourth fence, I’m running down my street.
“Gaining on you, sweetheart!” the man yells.
I keep running. Three houses down. Almost there. “Open the door!” I begin to shout at the top of my lungs. My throat feels like I’m swallowing fire but I screech. The porch light of my neighbor’s house flickers on.
Then our front door opens and the babysitter, Allison, pokes her head outside. “Open the door,” I yell again, pushing myself to run up the steps and slam the door shut behind me.
***
I don’t even realize I’m crying until a tear slips into my mouth. Sighing, I wipe the tears away and focus on my food. That was a long time ago. My old life. A life I never want to see again. Slurping up a noodle, I rest my head against the back of the couch. I don’t have to be afraid anymore. I can’t be afraid anymore. The stress I felt in that last year with Ryan was the worst I’d ever felt. I won’t let it happen again.
Bang. Bang. Bang.
Shit. Who in the hell could that be? My thoughts go back to that night in Texas. But I push past it. They are not after me anymore. They couldn’t be. Biting my lip, I set my bowl on the table.
Bang. Bang. Bang.
Damn. Slowly I walk toward the door and unlock it. My fingers curl around the knob and I open it an inch. A soft sigh escapes my lips. Weston. “What are you doin’ here?”
Weston runs his fingers through his hair and kicks the door open with his good foot. Both arms cross over his chest as he leans against the doorjamb. “That depends on if you let me in or not.”
Why is he here? Heat swarms my cheeks remembering everything we just did in that bathroom. Could he embarrass me anymore? “Why would I let you inside? It’s the middle of the night.” I give him a good once over. “And you’re drunk.”
He reaches down and digs into his front pocket. He pulls out my cellphone and dangles it in front of my face by two fingers. “This is the reason you’d let me inside.”
What? I slap my palms against my sweats and realize I really don’t have my phone. Dammit. Weston hums underneath his breath as he brings my phone closer to his face. “Looks like someone has a new text message.”
“Give it back, Weston.”
The edge of his lip pulls up slightly. “Let me inside and I will.”
“Why? What’s in here that isn’t out there?”
Something passes over his face that I can’t pinpoint. “Let me inside, Roxanne.”
I felt that in-between my legs. That word slipping from that mouth is more than I can take. Keeping my eyes on his, I take a step backwards while opening the door wider. Something appetizingly wicked heats in those brown eyes.
With the help of one crutch, he wobbles forward. I watch as he shuts the door and locks it behind me. His gaze rolls over my small apartment and then back to me.
Taking his bottom lip in-between his teeth he places one arm against the wall. “Is he here?”
What? Who? Leaning closer, he presses his cheek against my own. “Is he here?”
“Is who here?”
A stern grip cups my hip and guides me until I’m pressed against the wall. A strong wisp of alcohol heats my face. He’s definitely been drinking but for some reason he doesn’t seem too drunk. “Don’t play with me,” he whispers against my mouth. “Is Blake here?”
Blake? Why would Blake be here? “Weston you’re clearly drunk–“
A groan slips from his clenched teeth and he presses his hand tighter around my hip. “Is he here?”
There is a demanding tone in his voice that makes a side of me quiver. “No.”
Ten rough fingers grip the nape of my neck and force my mouth upward. “Was he here?”
My thighs turn to goop. If he wasn’t pressing himself against me I’d probably fall. “No,” I whimper out.
Lowering his mouth to my ear, he breathes in. “Did he kiss you?”
I bite my lip and close my eyes. I’m burning up … everywhere. A hard weight is pressing against my lower stomach, eating me alive. I don’t lie. And it’s mostly because I want to see his reaction. This aggressiveness is searing underneath my skin. I want it. “Yes, what’s it to you?”
There are a few short moments of silence. All I hear is his harsh breathing against my ear. Then he laughs. It’s a low chuckle that sets that fire ablaze inside of me. The hand on my hip lowers to cup my ass and the other slides up my throat to cup my neck. “You like him, Roxanne? You like the way he talks to you? The way he touches you?”
Anger rushes my throat and a painful lump begins to grow. Tilting my chin upward, I stare up at him. Those brown eyes bore into me, lowering toward my lips. “Yes.”
Something wild darkens his eyes. He laughs beneath his breath and presses the pad of his thumb against my bottom lip. “Does he touch you like this?” he whispers against my mouth. He squeezes my ass and presses me harder into him. And I feel how excited he is pressed firmly against my stomach.
The truth is no one has ever made me feel this alive. Hormones that I haven’t felt in years are raging inside of me. “Answer me,” he hisses through his teeth.
No, he doesn’t.
Weston’s teeth graze my bottom lip before he gently bites down. All my fingers clench into his biceps. “You’re drunk,” I whisper.
I can feel his growl surge through me. “Does it look like I’m fuckin’ drunk, Roxanne? Stop avoiding the goddamn question. Let me fuckin’ have you.”
Let me fuckin’ have you. Grabbing my back he pulls me closer, burying his face into my neck. My core is throbbing. I need this release. I need this friction.
“No, he doesn’t,” I whisper.
Weston squeezes me tighter and brings his lips to mine. “I didn’t think so.”
He watches me through hooded eyes while he drags the tip of his finger to the drop in the front of my shirt. Arching my back, I press my chest against him. My tender nipples rub against his chest and make my head dizzy. “I’m goin’ to show you how you’re supposed to feel when you kiss.”
God, I can’t think straight. Every atom in me is driving me toward him. Begging me to strip him out of those clothes and let him have his way with me. But everything is spinning in my mind. Ryan and Maddox. Weston’s reputation. One night wouldn’t hurt though, right? Just one night. But would one night be enough? Weston’s lips are hovering over mine as if he’s waiting on me to kiss him. To make the first move. There is no way one night will be enough. Those large hands. That full mouth. Tattoos and muscles. Can anyone say no to him?
Me. I can. I can say no. Biting my tongue as hard as I can manage, I press my hands against his hard chest. Goddammit. I gently shove him away from me. I can’t let this happen again. Not after that note. Not tonight. Maybe not ever.
His eyes widen as he stumbles backwards. “Get out,” I whisper.
Weston’s gaze is boring a hole into me. Those dark eyes roam over my face searching to see if I’m serious. “Get out?”
“Yes.”
Sucking his bottom lip into his mouth he raises an eyebrow. “Okay.” And then he turns to grab his crutch before walking to the door. Slowly I walk behind him, keeping a safe distance and close the door as he exits.
His hand pops up and catches the corner before I can fully shut it. “Don’t think I don’t know you wanted me back there. Or right now. I’m leavin’ out of respect for your wishes, but I’m not going to stop.” His gaze lingers on my lips. “I am going to fuck that mouth.” He leans closer, his scent rushing over me. “I bet if I checked your panties right now I’d see how bad you really want me.”
Jesus Christ. My thighs just melted into goo. I don’t look away. I lock my eyes with his and narrow my gaze. “Well, too bad, because you’re not goin’ to find out.”
And I shut the door.
In Weston Garrison’s face. Oh, shit.



Chapter Seven
Weston
She just kicked me out. Kicked. Me. Out. Are those even fucking words? I seriously never thought I’d hear those words. Get out?
Yeah, right.
My hands curl around the steering wheel to my pickup. She did not just shut the door in my damn face. If my mouth wasn’t hanging to the ground I would go back and make her kiss me. God … those lips. I want them more than I’ve ever wanted something.
Slamming my fists against the steering wheel, I groan. This sucks major balls.
I know she’d been drinking at the party when she kissed me but I’m not buying the ‘I was drunk’ card. Because that kiss wasn’t hesitated. That kiss was something she’d been wanting. And I was ready to drown myself in it.
Goddammit. She has no idea what she’s gotten herself into. Kiss me and walk away? I’ve made girls come by kissing them. Running my hand through my hair, I lean my elbow against the driver’s seat window. I’m coming onto campus when I drive by the field house. Coach’s truck is parked beside a car. Roxy’s car. It’s still there? Now that I think about it there was no car at her apartment.
Swerving into the parking lot I pull up beside the Civic and park. She still has a flat tire.
Does she not have the money?
A smile forms on my face as I dig my cellphone out of my pocket. I dial Jason’s number and pray he answers.
“Are you at your dorm?”
“Weston? Is that my run run running
back?”
I roll my eyes. He’s fucking drunk. I should have known.
He was chugging down with the best of them at the party. “Yea, Jason. Are you at your dorm?”
“Yeah, booyyy. You want some of Daddy’s sugar?”
“Fuck you, Jason. I’ll be there in a minute. And you better have some fuckin’ clothes on.”
***
Jason flings his door open. “Weston, brother. Come on into the palace.”
God this place reeks. Wobbling in on one crutch, I stop when I see a leg hanging off of Jason’s bed. It’s attached to a body, of course, but it’s underneath his covers. “Am I interrupting?”
Jason runs his fingers through his hair and gives me a pointed look. “Would it matter if I were?”
I think about it. “No, probably not.”
He scoffs and sits on the bed beside the girl underneath the covers. “I need your help.”
He gestures for me to continue.
“I need you to go to the field house early tomorrow and fix a flat for me.”
Jason’s brows pull down in the middle and he scratches his jaw. “You got a flat bro? Did you walk home? You’re crippled, you should have called me.”
I scratch the back of my neck. “It’s not mine. It’s a Honda Civic in the parking lot. I need you to take care of it.” I hand him the money and stand up.
“Wait,” Jason says, looking at the money and then back at me. “Whose car is it?” A huge smug smile is plastered on his face.
I roll my eyes and walk toward the door. “Not your concern, Jason. Just get it fixed. I’ll send you the address you need to drop it off at. Tomorrow morning.”
“Mornin’. Can’t you see it’s late and I’m kind of busy?” He tosses his head toward his bed.
I groan and open his door. “Doesn’t look like she’s that into you, Jason. She’s knocked out.”
He flips me off. “I’m not the one paying to fix a girls’ flat tire.”
I narrow my gaze on him. “Just do it, Jason.”
“I got you, Sunshine.” He pulls back his covers and turns over his shoulder to look at me. “Now if you don’t mind … “
I grin. “Not at all.”
***
Watching everyone practice is torture. They might as well be dangling meat in front of a starving dog. My leg throbs every time I think about getting out there. It’s only been a fucking week and it feels like three months.
Curling my fingers over the side of my locker, I press my forehead against the cool metal. My entire body is urging me to do something. To walk. To run. To get fucking better. Growling, I pull myself away and walk toward the showers. Practice has been over for a while, so most of the guys have already headed back home. Tugging my shirt over my head, I lean my crutch against the shower wall. We’ve got a prison type shower, but with partial stalls. I strip down the best I can with one leg and lean against the shower wall until the water is scorching hot against my skin.
My thoughts trail to Roxy. Jason dropped her car off this morning at eight and high-tailed it out of there. I hold back a laugh while I wash my hair. I can imagine the look on her face when she sees it in her driveway. You wanna play, we can play.
“Weston!”
What the –
A loud thud echoes through the locker room and then I hear the click-clacking of heels against the floor. When I turn around Roxy is storming toward me. Her hands are tightened into fists and her lips pressed into a hard line. Her hips twitch as she takes long strides toward me. Then she starts shaking her head back and forth.
Ah, she’s found the car.
Roxy marches right through the aisle and stops right in front of my stall. I hide my smile as realization hits her. I’m naked. Her eyes widen and drop to my dick. Something crosses her face and then she lights up like Rudolph’s nose. “I –I found my car today,” she clears her throat. “It was in my parking lot.”
Grabbing the bar of soap, I run it over my chest and down my stomach. “Oh, yeah? Is your car not supposed to be in your driveway?”
She takes a step forward. She tilts her head upward in a pathetic attempt not to look at my cock. “I don’t need your pity money, Weston. And I don’t need gifts to try and get in my pants.”
Pity money? I grind my teeth together and step forward. “First off, I don’t know what you’re talkin’ about. Secondly, I don’t need gifts to get in those pretty pink panties you’re wearing.”
She stays quiet for a few minutes. Her eyes boring into mine. “Don’t talk about my panties, Weston.” She snarls. “And you’re full of shit. My friend Erica was that ‘asleep’ girl in Jason’s bed. I know it was you. So. Full. Of. Shit. A lying shit!” Why is she so angry?
Reaching out I grip her upper arm and pull her toward me. The shower streams down on both of us but she doesn’t move. “Oh, yeah? Because the only person lying to themselves here is you. Not me. I know what I want.”
Those pretty lips part and then she sucks her bottom lip into her mouth. My dick is rock hard now and the friction of her stomach against it is driving me nuts. “Well, too damn bad,” she spits out.
She snatches her arm away and takes a step backwards but doesn’t leave. The peaked tip of her nipples shows through her wet thin T-shirt. “Roxanne,” I groan out, taking a step toward her. She sighs and turns to walk away but I grab her waist and haul her up on top of the shower divider.
She gasps and then grits her teeth. “Let me go …” she says it like a warning but I don’t buy it. Bringing my lips to her neck, I taste her. Her sweet skin against my tongue. “Let me go, Weston,” she says this time but the warning is gone. She’s panting against me. Goddamn I’d do anything to get inside her.
I bring my mouth to hers, waiting for her to kiss me. Waiting for her lips. Then she pushes against my lips with hers, diving her tongue into my mouth. Her fingers trail down my chest and wrap around my dick. “Jesus Christ, Roxy,” I growl, gripping the hem of her shirt and pulling it over her head. A lacey black bra is holding in those perfect tits. She watches me as I trail my finger over each cup and then down to her zipper.
I gently unbutton her jeans and slide them down to her mid-thigh. My fingers trail over her lower stomach. Soft, smooth skin. Then I stop. Roxy grabs my wrist. “You want to play, Weston?”
What? I glare down at her and see that she’s smiling. “We can play.” Then she grabs her T-shirt, jumps down and marches out of the shower room.
What. The. Fuck.
Oh, she’s going down.



Chapter
Eight
Roxy
I haven’t talked to Weston since the day in the locker-room shower. And it’s all I’ve been able to think about since. The way the ridges in his stomach tightened when he touched me. That tanned skin stretching across those huge bicep muscles. Each tattoo that wrapped around his arms and torso. A diamond hard cock that made my insides incinerate. I shiver.
My old Honda Civic is sitting in my driveway with a brand new tire. I have no idea why Weston did this but it’s driving me nuts. I don’t want to owe him anything.
I sink my teeth into my bottom lip and squirm in my seat. Even though I want to strangle him, it burns everywhere to think about him. The sun beats down on my legs that are propped upon the railing of my porch. Maddox makes a loud tire screeching sound as he pretends to drive a car, and all my thoughts of Weston drizzle from my brain. My phone vibrates in my pocket.
What are you doing?
It’s from Blake. A smile rises from the corner of my mouth but it suddenly vanishes. I haven’t even given Blake a second thought since my shower scene with Weston. God, how could I? I ached in places I forgot could ache.
Dammit, stop thinking about it!
Rolling my neck, I rest my head on the back of my seat and stare at a spider web stretched across the ceiling. I’m making a huge mistake by letting Weston kiss me. My rational self is shaking her head at me and my irrational self is hanging Bang Me, Weston posters all in my head.
I text back. Relaxing. What about you?
I slip my phone back into my pocket and stand up. “Baby, you ready to come in for lunch?”
Maddox whirls around and cups his hand over his eyes. He looks just like his dad. “Can my friend come, too?” I glance over at the little boy that’s sweating just as profusely as Maddox.
I nod. “Yep, come on in and I’ll make you boys some sandwiches.” They both take off running toward the door while I walk inside and start on their sandwiches.
After lunch, Maddox and his friend get up to leave. I can’t believe they aren’t worn out yet, but I’m not complaining. “Can I use your phone, Mom?”
“Why?”
“So I can show Henry the Candy Crush game you’re always playing.”
I roll my eyes. I’m not always playing it. . “Sure.” I dig it out of my pocket and toss it to them. I clean the kitchen, pour me a glass of cheap wine and make camp on my couch. I’m in the middle of my bag of Cheetos when the front door swings open.
“Momma, what’s a tease?”
What? I look up over my wine glass. “Where did you hear that?”
Maddox digs around in his pocket and pulls out my phone. “Someone text you. It said something about being a fu—fuc,” he tries to sound it out but gives up. “Tease.” His brows pull down in the middle. “What is that?” My eyes widen and I reach for the phone.
Maddox’s friend, the kid that lives next door, wipes his sweaty forehead. “My daddy calls my mommy that sometimes.”
“You two go on and play. It’s not an important word.” That satisfies them and they’re outside again.
Dammit. Four missed text message. The latest one is from Weston.
Fucking
tease.
Tease? Ugh! I am not a tease. Grabbing my phone, I text him back.
Fucking
asshole.
Maybe he’ll get the point. But probably not. I’m not even sure what the point is. I want him … I’d never admit it but I do. So much. Biting my lip, I scroll through the rest of my texts. Two are from Blake asking me to go out tomorrow night. A Sunday night? I’d have no one to watch Maddox for me. Unless I call the babysitter but I doubt that’ll work. She doesn’t actually like to do her job.
Can’t go out. I’m busy this weekend. What about next week?
I shove my phone back into my pocket and clean up the kitchen. The sun is setting when I call Maddox in for supper. I fix him a pizza and run his bath while he eats.
After watching Good Luck, Charlie I guide Maddox toward his bed. “Can I sleep with you tonight, Mommy?”
I keep my groan at bay. “What’s wrong with your bed?”
He frowns. “I hear something outside my window sometimes at night. It scares me.”
“What kind of sounds?”
He shrugs. “Please.”
“Okay.” I tuck Maddox into my bed and turn off the light. I doubt he hears anything besides branches scraping against his window pane. Grabbing my half-empty wine glass, I go and get settled on the couch. The silence isn’t as refreshing as I thought it would be.
Frowning, I turn up the TV and sip on my wine glass. There isn’t anything like watching re-runs of Glee.
Bang. Bang. Bang.
Goddammit. My wine glass spills all down the front of my white tank top. “Shit!”
Bang.
Bang. Bang.
“I’m comin’. Hold the hell on!” I grab the end of my wine glass and walk over to the door. Before I can get the entire door open someone pushes in and grabs the back of my neck. Fear etches its way down to my toes but then I see dark brown eyes boring into mine. Full lips an inch from my own.
“Why did you text me that today? Are you tryin’ to make me combust, Roxanne? Do you get pleasure from making me want you and pulling back?”
What? I sent him a text message saying fucking asshole! I hardly believe that’s trying to make him combust? “What are you talkin’ about?” I say. I don’t realize how close he is to me until he takes a step and corners me against the edge of the couch.
The hand on the back of my neck curls and forces me to tilt my chin toward him. “You sent me a message for someone else. Rejecting their invite and rescheduling a date.”
Oh no. I meant to send that to Blake! “Oh,” I say, swallowing the large lump in my throat. “That was an accident. It wasn’t meant for you.”
A low hum comes from his throat and he places his other hand on my ass. “Obviously. Because giving me the time of day would be stupid, right?” He furrows his dark blond brows and sets his jaw. Every ounce of blood inside of me is boiling.
“Who do you think you are? Barging into my home?” I try to push against his chest but he pulls me closer to him.
Lowering his lips to my ear he chuckles. “Don’t think I don’t know that I make those panties wet. You’re just tryin’ to keep me out. Let. Me. In. Roxy. Let me show you how you’re supposed to feel.” His hand on my ass moves around to the waist band of my yoga pants and pulls.
My mouth dries as he dips his head to bite my jaw. “Open up for me, Roxanne.” The delicious sound of his voice scorches my skin. I want this. I want to let him inside.
“You need to leave,” I whisper helplessly.
He pushes the yoga pants over my hips and groans when he sees my lacy red underwear. “Do you want me to leave?” he whispers against my neck. Two fingers slip underneath the side of my underwear and then he grabs the fabric in his hands.
With an aggressive that makes my toes curl, he shoves his hand inside of my pants and begins to stroke me. Unable to help it, I grab his sleeveless SAU weight lifting shirt in my fists. “You need to leave,” I say, hating myself for the weakness in my voice.
Tilting my chin upwards, he stares down at me. “That’s not what I asked. Do you want me to leave, Roxanne?”
God, no. I think I may die if he stops touching me. Instead of answering I grab his jaw in my hand and force his mouth on mine. He grunts, grabs me underneath my ass and sits me on the arm of the couch. Both of my legs automatically spread wide, inviting him closer. He takes the bait, pressing the large bulge into the crease of my legs. His tongue dives into my mouth, making it impossible to think straight. Each groan into my mouth makes my lower stomach light fire.
With ease, he slips his fingers down the front of my pants again and pushes into me. “Fuck,” I breathe out, wrapping my arms around his neck. He presses the pad of his thumb against my clit and makes slow, deliberate circles. I shiver and rock against him, wanting nothing more than to take this further. It’s been so long since I’ve done anything. Pleasuring yourself gets old after a while.
“You feel so good, baby girl,” he groans out. “I can’t wait to get inside of you,” he groans. “Take these goddamn pants off before I rip them.”
Pulling away I slip my pants to my thighs.
“Mommy?”
Holy fuck. I yank my pants back up to my hips and swing around. Maddox is standing in the doorway to the living room. His Spider-Man pajamas are wrinkled and his hair a tangled mess. “What are you doing?”
I open my mouth and snap it shut. When I turn to look at Weston his eyes are as big as saucers. “Wha–what? Who is …” Weston trails off.
“Hey! You play for SAU?” Maddox asks pointing at his shirt. “I love football. I’m going to play for the Dolphin’s one day.”
Weston doesn’t answer; he tilts his head toward me and glares. He’s giving me that why didn’t you tell me look. The look I was afraid of receiving.
Biting my lip, I feel the heat swarming my neck. “You need to leave,” I gently whisper. Weston’s Adam’s apple bobs like he wants to say something but he doesn’t. He snaps his mouth shut, turns and storms out of the apartment complex slamming the door in my face.
There goes my one good fuck.
***
“I brought the ice cream. What’s the emergency?” Erica says, shutting my front door with her foot. One arm is wrapped around a gallon of Rocky Road and the other is holding a bottle of wine.
I look up at her from lying on my couch. “Maddox caught Weston and me …”
Her mouth drops open. “Doing it? You took my advice to spread eagle on his bed?”
I shake my head and sit up. “No, we were … messing around.” God, that sounds so lame. “And Maddox started talking to him about football!”
Erica takes a seat beside me, opens the ice cream container and pulls out two spoons. “Tell me everything.”
Erica and I ate the entire gallon of ice cream. When I was satisfied that I had eaten my sorrows away, I fell asleep on my couch.
I sit straight up. My eyes search the room and I find my cellphone ringing loudly against the living room table. That would explain the unwanted sound. Rubbing my fists against my eyes, I sit all the way up and press my finger randomly against my phone until I hit the dismiss button.
A note flutters to the floor and lands softly against my toe.
Set your alarm for you.
I’ll be there at nine to pick you up for class!
P.S. I think you dreamt about Weston last night. You said his name like one hundred times. Seriously.
I did not.
***
Maddox jumps from Erica’s car and skids to a stop. The backpack full of coloring books, markers and an extra pair of clothes swings against his back. Martha walks from her porch and wraps Maddox into a hug. He doesn’t have school today; some kind of inspection is going on.
“Thank you so much for watching him, Mrs. Martha. I don’t know what I would do without you.”
She gives me a sweet smile and pats Maddox on the head. “I love having him. It’s been so long since Erica was a baby and I miss it.”
“Thanks a lot, Mom,” Erica says from the driver’s seat. “I’ll keep that in mind the next time you want me to watch your cat.”
Martha narrows her eyes. “Now you see why I really love Maddox.”
I laugh and give them a wave bye before we head toward class.
***
I reach for the door handle. “Are you sure you’re okay, Rox? I mean … that was kind of a big deal last night.”
Kind of? My child saw a man’s hand down the front of my pants. Not that I think he noticed, he was too busy staring at Weston’s SAU shirt. “I’m fine. I’m just dreading training today.”
Erica bites the side of her thumb and nods. “Call me if you need me. I’ll whoop some running back ass for you.”
I give her a small smile and shut the passenger side door. The classroom is half-full when I walk in. I go straight for my seat on the first row, third seat. I pass a few students but my eyes lock with Dominque. I know he’s Weston’s roommate, and my cheeks burn. No telling what Weston’s told him. And he probably told him about last night. Great.
Now I look like a tease.
 I open my notebook and keep my eyes focused on my sloppy notes in front of me. Seeing I’ve already read my notes through two times, I’m having a hard time actually focusing. I’m re-reading the first paragraph for the second time when I hear someone rap their knuckles against my desk.
I ignore it at first. My brain is wired to avoid any possible humiliating situation. Another knock. Biting my lip, I look ahead of me. Blake is sitting in the seat in front of me, a goofy grin on his face.
“Hola, Mami,” he says, leaning against the front of my desk.
I glance around. Am I in the right class? Dom is staring at me when I turn to my right but he jerks his head back toward the front. “Hey, what are you doin’ in here?”
He smiles. “You never text me back the other night. I just figured I would stop and see what day is good for you this week?”
Good for our date. Shit. I tug on my lip with my teeth and press my pen hardly into my notebook paper. “When and where did you have in mind?”
“There is this club opening tomorrow in Texarkana. I thought we could go to dinner and then to the club afterwards. If that’s okay?”
“Sure. That sounds fun.”
Blake leans over and presses a soft kiss to my cheek. “I’ll text you the details later.”
I give him a finger wave and scribble down to call Erica’s Mom to watch Maddox tomorrow, or maybe I’ll call Beth. The professor comes in a few minutes later, flicks on the overhead and begins to bore us to death … yet again.
After forty minutes of nonstop history, our professor flips off the overhead and turns the light on. “Until next time,” he says, waving us away.
Everyone takes that as permission to start talking. I gather my things and walk to the line of students filing out of the door.
“Excuse me.”
What? I know that has to be Dominque. I can see the dreads from the corner of my eye. “Yes?” I ask, slightly turning my body toward his. His dark brows are slanted downward and a frown is on his face. Raising his arm above his head, he reaches to scratch the back of his neck. The muscles in his arms tighten when he moves.
“I –give Weston some time.”
I raise an eyebrow and act like I have no idea what he’s talking about. When I’m really about to freak out that he did actually tell him. Earlier was just worrying, and now I know I’m as red as a tomato. “What do you mean?”
The corner of Dominique’s mouth rises. “You know what I mean.” Then he leaves, with me still standing in the empty classroom staring out at the door. Dammit.
***
I stare at the training room door for over five minutes. There isn’t one thought that makes sense in my brain right now. Sweat is even running down the back of my neck. Why am I so nervous? It’s just Weston. We only got a little carried away, it’s not like we actually had sex or anything. Right? I’m not embarrassed of Maddox; I just don’t like the looks I get when a guy realizes I have a child. It’s a child not Aids.
“You okay?”
I stare at the door. “I’m fine, Sarah.”
“Doorphobia or something?”
I snort. “No, no phobias here.” I wish I had a sexphobia, and I was as repulsed by it as spiders. But that’s obviously not the case.
She lifts an eyebrow but doesn’t say anything else before disappearing down the hallway.
Okay, stop being a pussy, Roxy. I step forward and sling the training room door open. Weston’s pacing back and forth, as well as he can with a limp leg, and tugging on his hair. He whirls around. We stare at each other for a long uncomfortable minute. Weston’s Adam’s apple bobs in his throat as he swallows. “Ready for training?” I ask lamely.
Weston doesn’t answer; he just stares blankly at me like he’s waiting for something to happen. “Why didn’t you tell me you had a kid?” he finally asks after a long uncomfortable silence.
Suddenly the floor seems interesting. “I didn’t think it mattered.”
 Weston’s brows furrow and his fist clench at his side. “So it didn’t matter that a kid was in the next room when we were going to fuck?”
I grind my teeth together. “Well, you kind of ambushed me, Weston. I’m sorry I didn’t give you a full rundown on my damn life!”
A darkness travels over his face and he takes a step toward me. “You hid it from me. Why? What are you hidin’?”
Why? Why the hell do you think! “I don’t want to talk about this anymore,” I warn.
He narrows his gaze. “Well, too fuckin’ bad,” he spits through his teeth. He takes a step toward me, cornering me in the training room.
Anger rises in my throat, and everything closes in around me. Ryan’s face flutters through my mind. The cut underneath my jaw. The blinding hospital light. The stiches in my jaw. Maddox’s scream. A dizziness takes over me, driving me to the brink of tears. “What does it matter to you? Why would I hide it from you, Weston? We aren’t anything to each other.”
Weston’s head jerks backwards and then rage crosses his face. Before I can say anything he grabs me by the waist and pulls me closer to him.
“You’re right, Roxy.” I keep my eyes locked with his brown ones. “I’m not anything to you but I’ll be damned if you act like you don’t want me. Because I know inside that little brain of yours you’re dying to fuck me. Dying to kiss me.” He lowers his mouth closer to mine, his bottom lip sliding against my mouth. “And I’m going to get those walls down. Not Blake. Not any other asshole at this school, but me. I’m going to get in. It may take a week or month but you’re going to let me in.” He releases my neck and takes a few steps back. “And I don’t care that you have a kid … by the fucking way.”
Silence laces the room. He doesn’t care? Like I’m supposed to believe that lie. A scream rides on my tongue but I swallow it. “Don’t hold your breath,” I spit out.
A smile rises form the corner of his full mouth. Limping over, he opens the door behind me. “Oh, sweetheart, I don’t need to.”
I watch his face until the door blocks my view. A deep heat warms my core. I’m in way over my fucking head.



Chapter Nine
Weston
“What’s the matter with you, bro?”
The bright green laces on Dom’s shoes are the only thing I can see. My head is buried underneath some covers and the only breathing hole I have is directed toward the floor. “I got drunk last night,” I groan.
Dom laughs. “I know. I heard you come in at fucking three o’ clock last night. Thanks for that by the way. I heard you all the way in my room, asshole.”
“Fuck you, Dom.”
He laughs and then I hear the TV click on and the recliner squeak beneath his weight. “So, how are things with Roxy? Could that be the reason you’re drowning your sorrows like a pussy?”
I sit up and rip the covers from my head. “Again, fuck you, Dom.”
He smiles and props his feet up on our small living room table. “So, is it?”
“Is it what?”
“Roxy. You drink her away last night?” He gives me a sideways glance but directs his gaze back to the TV quickly.
What the – “No. I felt like getting fucked up, so, I did.”
Dom hides his smile and nods at the TV. Standing up, I run my fingers through my hair and kick one of the empty beer bottles that are littering the living room floor. A sharp pain travels up my neck from the couch last night. It seemed like such a good idea before. “You asked me what I thought about Blake the other day, right?”
I turn toward him, resting my hands on the back of the couch. “Yea, what about it?”
Dom reaches up and scratches his chin before turning toward me. “I think he’s a decent guy, Weston. I think he has a chance with Roxy.”
A decent guy? I know we’re not women, but isn’t a best-friend supposed to take your side? I seriously need to reevaluate our friendship. “So.”
Dom raises an eyebrow. “Let me be a little more blunt, brother. I love you like my own flesh and blood. And I know you have this secret agenda to get Roxy to open up. I see it on your face. You’re jealous of Blake and you should be. He isn’t trying to just sleep with her. But if he is, he’ll take the time to get to know her first.”
I roll my eyes. “Your intuition, right?”
Dom flips me off. “Fuck you, Wes. This is going to come back and bite you in the ass.”
This isn’t making me feel any better. This is the last time I’m taking Dom’s advice, shit, he’ll make a guy feel really good about himself. “What are you getting at?”
“I was getting to that.” He sighs. “If you want her, like I think you do, you’ve got to amp up your game. This bullshit cat and mouse game isn’t going to work.” He sits back and slaps his thighs. “It’s time to pull out the big artillery. You’ve got to woo her.”
Woo her? “Are you joking? Because I’ve known you for four years and you’ve known me. I don’t woo girls, Dominique. I love girls. I truly do, but I’ve never been in love with one, so stop acting like I’m some kind of jackass that’s falling all over a girl.”
“What do you call it then? Normally when a girl isn’t willing to give it up you move on. But not this time. You’re being persistent. Did it ever dawn on you that you like Roxy?”
“Like … Roxy?” I scoff. “Are you kidding me?”
Dom shakes his head back and forth. “I love you, Wes. And” he stands up. “I know that when a task is too much you bolt and for some reason you just won’t give up this time. Sound fishy to you?”
What … is he right? Do I … like her? God, yes. I know the answer, it’s been banging on my chest since the first time I saw her standing in the bathroom hallway. “Okay,” I say carefully. “What if I did like her? What would I do? I have no idea how to fuckin’ woo a girl. I only know how to fuck her … good.”
Dom shrugs. “I have no clue but you better find out because she has a date with Blake tonight.”
“Another date? God, is he trying to fucking marry her or something?” I run my fingers over my eyes and slide them down my neck. “Where is their date?”
Dom sighs. “I have no idea. This girl behind me kept talking the entire time and I think Roxy knew I was eavesdropping.”
Great. “Okay, I’ll find out myself.”
Dom sits up in his chair as I limp around the room to grab my things. “Where are you going?”
“I’m going to talk to the one person that knows where she is at.”
***
Jason cracks his door and peaks outside. “What is it? I’m kind of busy.”
“Is she in there?”
Jason furrows his brow. “Who?”
“The same girl as last time?”
His face pales. “You’re fucking her, too! I’m going to kill her—Erica, come here!”
“No!” I push the door open. “It’s not like that.” Erica is sitting on his bed, the sheet pulled underneath her chin.
She has a doe in the headlight look about her. “You’re Erica?” I ask.
She pushes her glasses up her nose and tosses her hair around nervously. “Yes, why?”
“You’re Roxy’s best friend, right?”
“Is Roxy the girl with the car?” Jason asks.
I give him a dirty look. “Where is her date with Blake tonight? I need to know now.”
Erica narrows her blue eyes and purses her lips. “And why do you want to know?”
Goddammit, can’t a guy get some information? Talking to these two girls is like prying a kid’s tooth out. “I need to know. It’s an emergency.”
“No, it’s not. The only emergency would be if something happened to Maddox, and I know that’s not true, because my mom is watching him. And you don’t look like you’re in pain so I can’t imagine what emergency she would have. So, try again.”
I glance over my shoulder at Jason for help but he puts his hands up in surrender. “I want to crash her date.”
Erica’s eyes widen and a smile curls on her lips. “Really, now.”
Jason laughs. “You’re going to go cock block Martinez? Dude, that’s so messed up.”
I point my finger at him. “Shut your mouth. If I hear anybody talking about this tomorrow during practice, when I’m better I’ll beat your ass to the moon and back. Do you hear me?”
 Jason rolls his eyes but nods. “Sure, sure, why don’t you tell the man where his princess is waiting so he can leave?” He snorts.
I don’t even look back.
Erica bites her lip and tugs on the sheet around her. “You owe me one,” she whispers before shaking her head. “They’re at the new club in Texarkana. Down on the square.”
Slightly dipping my head, I smile at her. “That’s all I needed to know.”
She points toward the door. “Before you go, though, can you do me a favor?”
I nod. “Anything.”
 Pink rises over her cheeks and she looks down. “It’s been a while for her.”
I raise an eyebrow. “What are you asking?”
Her cheeks are full blown stoplights now. “Make her forget her problems for a while, okay? Fuck her good.”
 Jason coughs on the beer he’s guzzling down. I hold back my smile and bring two fingers up to my forehead. “You have my word.”
***
Why couldn’t he take her somewhere in Magnolia for Christ’s sake? This forty-five minute drive to Texarkana is kicking my ass. It feels more like three goddamn hours.
Despite the cool air-conditioner blowing against my face, I’m drenched with sweat. A feeling I haven’t felt since freshman year of high-school takes over me and I’m drowning in it. I’m fucking nervous.
The La Fiesta Club is on State Line Avenue close to crossing over into Texas. My hands grip at the steering wheel until I feel blisters forming over my palms. Music blares from outside of the club as I pull into a parking space a half of a mile away.
This better fucking work. I’m wobbling on my bad leg half of a mile to go into some night club, looking for a girl on a date. Man, when did I turn into a cock blocker? But I know the answer to that. When I met Roxy. I pay my way in and walk into the dark hallway leading to the club.
The walls vibrate the closer I get to the entrance. It’s fucking pitch black in here, too. Like that’s going to help my cause any. The actual club is one giant room with a balcony circling around the dance floor. A hut looking bar is positioned in the far left corner, where a line of people are waiting to get drinks.
A lounge is to my right but there isn’t really any lounging going on. Just a lot of dry humping. Lights flicker against the walls, and strobe lights dance across the floor.
Running my hands through my hair, I survey the room. I don’t see Roxy dry humping anyone and I don’t see her at the bar, which only leaves the dance floor. And God knows me limping through is such an amazing idea.
Shit. I should have asked Dom to come but how weird would it be for Roxy to be carried out of the club by Dom? She’d probably shit bricks.
I’m contemplating the best way to get out there when someone taps my shoulder. A brunette leans against me, wrapping her slender arm around my waist. She’s definitely fucked up because her breath smells like someone crawled in there and died. “Hey, cutie. Want to dance?”
I try to cover up my eye roll the best I can. Grabbing her wrists, I remove her arm and turn her away from me. “No, I don’t want to dance, sweetheart. But that guy over there does.” I point to a random guy sitting on the orange couch. She frowns but then runs toward him.
Christ. Straightening my shirt I go back to surveying the club. I’m about to give up after thirty minutes when I see an ass I recognize. Roxy is standing in the line for a drink. Blake isn’t anywhere near her. I’m assuming he went to the bathroom, so I don’t have much time.
Every possible problem with this scenario hits me at once. First off, I’m not as strong as I normally am. Throwing her over my shoulder and walking out of the club isn’t really the best option for me right now. Fighting Blake really isn’t in my best interest either. Fuck.
Biting my lip, I rack my brain for any rational idea. I swear my dick gets me in more situations than the damn president. The only option I have is to make her come with me. Make her give me a chance. But how?
The line to the drinks is getting shorter and shorter. And Blake could be back any minute. Before I lose my nerve, I stalk toward her. She’s third from the front. A short, red dress comes mid-thigh, showing long tanned legs. Her hair is all the way down to her mid-back in curls. The fabric of my jeans is rubbing against my dick. I want—need this release.
She takes a step forward right when I wrap my hand around her waist. She whirls around, her eyes widening. “What—the …. Weston?” Her pouty lips are red tonight. It looks amazing on her. “What are you doing here?” she asks, but doesn’t try to move out of my grasp.
I stare at her green eyes. “I came to get you,” I say stupidly.
Her brows pull down in the middle. “What? How did you know I was here, Weston?”
I give her a one shoulder shrug. I may be a cock blocker but I’m not a tattle tale. And plus, I may need Blondie’s help in the future. “Lucky guess,” I lie, pulling her closer to me. The tip of her chest rubs against mine. “I want—need you to come with me, Roxanne. I can’t take this anymore.”
A realization crosses her face. “You came to crash my date?” she grits through her teeth. I can already see where this is heading. “Weston—you … you fucking asshole!” she shouts, shoving against my chest. “How dare you come in and try to ruin this for me!”
We’ve drawn other people’s attention and it won’t be long until security is called. “Roxy,” I warn, leaning my lips against her ear. “Don’t you dare cause a scene. Now, I want you to walk outside with me so we can talk. Two minutes.” “Why?” she shouts. “Why should I? Give me one good reason why?”
My fingers squeeze into her side, and slide down to cup her ass. “Take a chance with me, Roxy. Please, you won’t regret it.”
Roxy’s hands are pressed against my chest and she’s heaving hardly against me. The struggle is evident on her face but I see something desperate and hungry trying to come out. Begging to come out. Pulling her closer, I rest my lips right below her jaw and kiss. “Please,” I whisper against her, giving everything I have to get her to leave with me. Because I know she has to feel this pull.
“Two minutes?” she whispers.
I slowly nod against her neck. With a sigh, she turns and walks toward the front door. I walk closely behind her, praying Blake doesn’t see us leaving. The hot night air sends a sense of relief over me. Now to get the hell out of dodge.
As soon as we turn down the alley next to the club Roxanne stops and crosses her arms over her chest. “Okay, talk.”
Shit. My mind shuts down while I stand there like an idiot staring at her. She lifts and eyebrow and taps her heel against the concrete. I so didn’t think the next part out. “I want you to come home with me,” I blurt out.
Rage crosses her face. “You drove down to Texarkana to get me to go home with you? To have sex! You ruined my date for that?”
Okay, new tactic. Stepping forward, I grab the edge of Roxanne’s shoulder. “It’s not exactly like that, no. I didn’t come here to get lucky, Roxy. I came here to get you away from Blake.”
“What!” she screeches. Obviously not the thing to say. She begins to laugh hysterically. “You can’t stand the thought of not gettin’ what you want so much that you drive an hour to fuck my date up. God, how—,” she trails off, pressing her lips together. “Leave me alone, Weston.”
Anger seers my throat. Before I know what I’m doing, I grab the back of her neck and force her to look up at me. Those big green eyes widen and something wicked flashes over her face. “Yes, Roxy. I came an hour to get what I want, to take what I want. I don’t take too kindly to you lying to me. Acting like you’re so fuckin’ innocent. You’ve kissed me as much as I’ve kissed you.” She narrows her eyes and tries to pull away from me. “Did I force myself on you, Roxy? Did I keep going when you clearly said to stop?”
She doesn’t answer.
“Did I hold a gun to your head and make you kiss me?”
Silence.
I grin down at her, and rub my finger against her sharp cheekbone. “Now, I want to stop bullshitting each other,” I lower my lips to hers, “because you can’t bullshit a bullshitter, sweetheart.”
Biting her lower lip, she goes limp in my arms, pressing her tits against me. Goddamn. “Come here,” I whisper against her jaw.
A low moan escapes her lips as she brings her mouth to mine. Her taste ignites something inside of me. My dick is already pressed tightly against my zipper. Sliding my hand up to the nape of her neck, I guide her lips against mine, pushing my way through those lips. Through that barrier.
She groans into my mouth, interlacing her fingers into my hair. Reaching down, I slide my hand against her thigh, raising it to interlock around my waist. “Oh,” she whimpers as my fingers stroke the side of her thong. “Wait!” she yells, pushing me back a step. Two steps forward and three steps back. She twists her right leg inward in a ridiculously sexy attempt to calm herself. “What about Blake? I can’t just leave him here, Weston!”
I tilt my head upward. “And why the hell not?”
She frowns. “I’m not mean.”
“That’s debatable, because you seem pretty damn mean to me. Making me walk through fire to get a taste, and yet again, pull away from me. That’s the meanest thing you could ever do to me, Roxanne.”
She rolls her eyes and crosses her arms over her chest. “You’re such a fuckin’ baby, Weston.” She huffs. “I guess I should go tell him I’m—I’m what? I decided to go home with Weston?” She shakes her head. “I can’t go.”
Oh no you don’t... “Roxanne,” I say, taking a step toward her. “Are you scared?”
Roxanne’s body goes rigid. “Of course not,” she snaps. “Why would I be scared? I’m obviously not a virgin.”
“I don’t mean like that and you know it. Are you scared of getting hurt in there?” I gesture toward her heart.
She gives me a blank look. “It’s one night, Weston. We’re not getting married or anything.”
One night? What—does she think I went through all this fucking work for one night? A laugh escapes my throat. “What are you laughing at?”
I’m not sure. I laugh louder, raking my hands down my face. “Roxanne, this isn’t for one night. One night would never be enough for me. We’ve been playing this cat and mouse game for a long while now, and frankly, I’m fuckin’ sick of it. If I don’t get you in my bed tonight, I may combust from want—need. Please,” I say, grabbing her wrist and pulling her closer to me. Her flowery scent envelopes me, sealing my fucking fate. “Come home with me. Don’t make me fuckin’ beg.”
Roxy swallows hard and her red lips part. Pulling away from me, she pulls out her phone and begins to type fiercely on it, and then she slides it back into her small purse. She glances up at me with a look that turns my blood hot. “Take me to your place.”
***
If I thought the drive to Texarkana was rough, the drive back was really kicking my ass. We barely speak on the way home. A tension is set between us and it’s too thick to toy with. If she comes any closer I’d lose the little self-control I have left. The pedal is almost touching the ground as I speed into Magnolia.
When Magnolia’s city limit sign comes into view my nerves start to drum against my chest. Roxy’s hands are twisting around her small purse, her teeth presses tightly against her lips. God, it makes my dick hurt.
I race into the parking lot of our apartment building and get out without saying a word. Roxy is closing her door when I round the corner of the truck. Holding my hand out, I watch as excitement flutters her face. She takes my hand and lets me guide her to the elevators inside.
The lighting of the lobby blinds me for a short moment before I pull Roxy into the elevator behind me. The doors shut with a quiet ding. Heat is seeping from my body, and urging me to touch her. Just for a minute, to tide me over until I get her in my bed. Naked.
Reaching forward, I run my fingers into the nape of her hair, examining her lips as her neck arches to give me what I want. “You’re so beautiful,” I whisper against her lips. She moans as I trace her bottom lip with my tongue, sucking it as deeply as it will go into my mouth.
Both of her hands clench at my sides, pulling at the fabric of my T-shirt. The elevator dings and I guide Roxanne toward our apartment. The door is unlocked when I turn the knob. The TV cast a glow on Dom sitting in the recliner with an open book.
His eyes go wide and he hides his smile the best he can. “Hey, Roxy,” he says.
Her cheeks turn bright red and she gives him a small wave before looking down at the ground. “Hi.”
Dom gives me a small nod before going back to studying. Slightly turning, I offer her my hands. Those green eyes lock with mine as she interlaces her fingers with mine.
It isn’t until we’re in my room that everything starts to rush inside of me. Nerves are a fucking bitch. No wonder I stopped letting them get to me. I close the door behind her and watch as she looks over everything from the paint to the football posters hanging on the wall. She turns in a slow circle and I watch the entire time.
Lying back on my bed, I devour the body I’ve been craving for weeks. The body I’m going to have underneath me in just a few minutes, screaming my fucking name. She twists a brown lock around her, right beside her breast. Her other arm is wrapping her purse close to her stomach. She’s nervous.
When she finishes her circle she turns back to me. “Your room is clean,” she says.
I hold back my smile. “It is. I’ve been very bored since my accident. Lots of free time.”
She gives me a shy smile. It’s the first legitimate smile I’ve gotten from her since we met. “That makes sense.”
“Hey, Roxy?”
“Yes.”
“Why are you still standing over there?”
A blush travels along her cheeks and she reaches down to take off each of her heels before tossing them gently to the side. Carefully, she walks toward me and sits beside me, her legs dangling from my king-size bed.
She turns toward me and her eyes rake over every inch of me. That look is a look I’ve seen on so many women. It’s a take me look but this time it’s different. It’s from Roxanne, and it makes my toes fucking curl. Leaning onto my elbow, I guide her down to my mattress, my hand cupping the back of her neck while she stares wide-eyed up at me. “I want you so badly, Roxanne.”
Her eyes dart to my lips and hold. “What are you waiting for? You drove an hour to come and bring me back here. Show me why,” she whispers.
A wild drive swarms in me. There isn’t anything else I want to do than demolish her. Wreck her entire being. “I come with a warning, Roxanne. I’m not normally this calm but you’re not a normal fuck for me.”
She continues to stare up at me.
“I don’t do vanilla. No cookie cutter bullshit. I don’t—can’t go slow. I’ve wanted you for far too long to go easy. Once I’m in—I lose control of myself. I want to devour you in every way possible. So,” I raise my gaze to hers “I guess I come with a warning.”
A smile forms on the corner of her mouth. “You talk a lot,” she whispers.
Not normally. She’d already be naked by now. “Just a cautious tip, Roxy. I don’t want to scare you off.”
She leans upward, grabbing the back of my neck and bringing my mouth close to hers. “Considered me warned then.”
And then I kiss her. There isn’t anything innocent about this kiss. I’ve been waiting for it far too long to even think about innocent. My thoughts would make a nun run and hide under a pew. The hem of her dress slides up her thigh as I make my way in-between her spread thighs. The smallness of her body underneath mine makes me harder. There is something about a girl that is easily portable. And she is definitely that.
Her arms stretch around my neck as she grinds her hips toward mine. I see her eyes widen as she feels my dick pressed between her spread legs. The warmth from her seizes me, taking control of my entire body.
Her tongue slips inside of my mouth and the sound of her moans makes an explosion inside of me. A tornado of need fills me to the top. There isn’t anything that could stop me from having her. Not even if this damn apartment complex is on fucking fire.
Her hands roam over my back an underneath the hem of my shirt. She rakes her fingernails down and grips my ass. Cooler air swarms my back and chill bumps form all over me. I bring my arm down to the edge of her dress and pull it over her head. A dark red bra with black lacing matches her black thong. Just thinking that this could have gone a completely different way and Blake would be seeing this instead of me makes me livid. I want no one to touch her but me.
Her breaths are coming faster and when she pulls my shirt over my head she parts her lips. Those green eyes roll over my chest and down to the bulge pressing against the zipper of my jeans. I watch her watch me as I reach up and pull the cups of her bra down underneath her full tits. “Fuck,” I whisper. Her small pink nipples are hard and when I pinch the peaked tip between my fingers Roxy throws her head backwards and groans.
“Please …” she begs. But I don’t want to rush this. As badly as I want all of this, I have to make her remember this. I have to claim her. Mark her. Tame her.
I trail my hand down from her bra to her lower stomach, my touch a dance underneath the strap of her underwear. “I like this,” I whisper in a hoarse attempt.
Roxy grabs my hand and slides it lower to her pussy. Fuck me. My eyes lock with hers and I rub my finger over the outside of her underwear. I feel the moisture beneath the fabric. She begins to tremble when I push the cloth aside and slip my finger down her slit. So fucking wet.
I inhale and all I smell is Roxy. That football smell—sweat and grass—is no longer in my head. It’s her. That flowery scent that I could drown in. Unable to control myself, I rip her panties straight from her hips. I toss the remaining shards of her underwear to the floor. She watches with wild eyes as I push her thighs open wide and lower my mouth to her stomach.
With each inch she begins to tremble harder against me. And I find myself flying above myself. Watching her beautiful body being taken care of. Kissing the inside of her thigh, she latches onto my hair and squeezes. “God—please do it!”
With a smile, I bend my head to kiss her core. She cries out as I slip my tongue beneath her lips, lapping at her sweetness until she’s shivering. Reaching underneath her, I grip her ass and squeeze. She grinds her face against my mouth, pulling and tugging on my hair. “Fuck—fuck—fuck—please. Please, fuck me, Weston. God right now. I can’t take it. Please.”
I quickly sit up, grab her hips and pull her closer to me. I reach over to my nightstand and pull out a condom. I tear the wrapper with my teeth while staring down at her. Her chest rises and falls quickly. “As I told you before, I’m not into vanilla. But, I’m willing to go slow if you want me to.”
The only reason I ask is because Erica told me it’d been a while for her, but I sure wasn’t going to say that and lose credibility with her best-friend. She gives me a slow nod and grips the sheets beneath her. “Well, it’s been a while for me.” Her green eyes meet mine. “So, just at the beginning … if we could—ya know—go a little slow … I mean … if that’s--,”
Leaning over, I kiss her and put her out of her misery. “Until you get use to me,” I whisper. “And then I’m going to fuck you so hard that every step you make tomorrow you’ll think of me.”
“Okay,” she says breathlessly.
Reaching down, I grip the back of her neck. “You ready?” I ask, trailing my lips against her own. She nods and squirms underneath me. Guiding myself to her entrance, I slowly drag the tip of my cock against the lips of her sex, until she is dripping wet. I growl as I press into her entrance, slowly pushing inside of her. “Shit—goddamn—tight, fucking tight, baby.” I ease my way into her and she grips my hair and arches into me.
“Oh God,” she growls, bringing her hips upward to meet mine. I give her slow delicious strokes, filling her and then leaving her empty. She rocks against me, still squeezing the hell out of my shoulders and biceps. My self-control is wearing thin. As good—and fucking tight—as she is, I want more. I want that body to ache with pleasure. To mourn the loss of me when we’re finished. I lower my head and take one of those soft nipples in my mouth. “Weston,” she moans.
I knew hearing her say my name would be fucking amazing. But I had no idea it would be Heaven. I taste her lips one more time and rock deeply into her. “Say my fucking name again.”
“Weston,” she says louder. But this time she grabs each side of my head and gives me a nod. The nod.
She has no clue …
Grabbing her leg, I swing it over my body until she is on all fours in front of me. And if the view isn’t as good back here. Taking one hip in my hand, I gently guide into her. She whimpers at my size but starts to push back against me.
That’s all of the incentive that I need. I slam into her, making her scream my name at the top of her lungs. Both hands are clenching my sheets and tugging for dear life. I fill her up quickly—hardly—and then slam back in her again.
“What do you want?” I ask, my voice gravelly and deep.
She lets her head fall forward and she arches her back. “You know.”
I grip her hip harder, slamming into her with everything I have. “Tell me, Roxanne. Say it with that fuckin’ pretty mouth.”
“You. I want you to fuck me.”
Satisfaction rolls over me. Bending forward until I’m hovering over her back, I reach around and stroke her clit. She begins to shake. “Come for me, sweetheart. Show me how much you want it.”
Her head falls all the way forward as I pull her against me, filling her again and again until she’s convulsing around my dick. Those tight muscles constricting around me, her wetness running down her legs. Pleasure overwhelms me as I push through those tight walls and rub her raw of anything and everything.
When she comes down from her orgasm, I grab her hips and position her on top of me, so that she’s straddling me. A hooded gaze is staring back at me. A shyness I’ve never seen about her. Pushing her down on me, she makes a hissing sound through her teeth. “God,” she whimpers right before I slam her down on my dick. Filling her completely and irrevocably.
Lacing my fingers in the back of her hair, I take a nipple in my mouth. I suck her and slam into her as hard as I can. Each fingernail scratch on my back is well earned. Tearing at her nipples with my teeth she begins to shake again. Her hands on my shoulders tighten and she makes the most amazing cry I’ve ever heard in my life.
She rests her head on my shoulder and I know she’s had enough. She’s dripping sweat and quivering against me. “Feel good, Roxanne?”
She moans. “Yes, God, yes.”
Slowly I pull her off of me and place her on her back. Those green eyes lock with mine as I push into her again. The slickness is overwhelming. I slide my hands down to her knees and spread her wide. “Hold on tight, sweetheart.”
I slam into her and she screams again, coming instantly. Then I dig into her, finding my release, searching for it. Her hips move in rhythm with mine, her tits bouncing with each thrust of my cock. Then I’m spilling out inside of her. I pump and groan as everything spills from me into her.
I drop down on top of her, kissing her lips, her neck and down to her tits. “God you feel so good,” I whisper.
She giggles, a sound I never expected from her. Those green eyes are smiling through a hooded gaze. Trailing my finger down her stomach, I pull out and discard the condom in my waste basket beside my bed. Lying down beside her, I pull her naked ass against me and rub my fingers down the curve in her side.
We don’t speak for a long time. I trace over her skin while she plays with the ring on my right hand. “Weston?”
“Hmm?”
She turns toward me. She gently trails her fingertip against the scruff of my jaw. “I’m glad you don’t like vanilla.”
A loud laugh erupts from my throat. God—she’ll never know how amazing it is to hear her say that. Her eyes light up her entire face, without her even cracking a smile. She felt even better than I had imagined. And I have imagined it plenty of times. Resting my lips against hers, I whisper into her mouth, “Good because there is plenty more where that came from.”
***
The gentle smell of flowers fills all of my senses. It’s wrapped all around me and I’m diving into it. A soft groan stirs me awake and I realize what that flowery smell is, Roxanne. Her ass is pressed against my morning wood, and her arm is hanging limping off of my bed. My bed. My bed in the morning. Girls never sleep over at my place. They haven’t since I was in high-school. I don’t do sleepovers but with her it doesn’t matter.
A soft groan leaves her lips as she sits straight up. A sheet of her dark brown hair falls to her bare shoulder. She has a sleepy look in her eyes that makes my heart skip a fucking beat. I’m turning into a girl. Those green eyes turn to me and hold. A blush blossoms over her cheeks.
“For someone so feisty you blush a lot.”
She turns toward me and narrows her eyes at the same time the sheet against her chest falls to her waist. My mouth dries at the sight of her. Even though I had so much of her last night. My thirst hasn’t even begun to be quenched. I need more of her.
She fumbles for the sheet but I push her against my mattress before she gets a chance. Her hair spans across my pillow and it looks—feels—like silk in my hands. “Are you okay?” I whisper.
A smile forms from the corner of her mouth. “Sore but otherwise I’m fine.”
“You know what they say about sore muscles, don’t you?”
She lifts en eyebrow. “What is that?”
“You got to use it to get the soreness out,” I whisper, nipping underneath her jaw. A giggle seeps from her lips and my dick throbs. The walls that were surrounding hear heart have crumbled. The nervousness, the anxiety, the pushing me away only to pull me in again is gone. It feels better than the chase. “Two weeks ago if you told me I’d be in bed with you the morning after, I would have laughed in your face.”
She laughs and that snort I heard in the café comes out. It’s amazingly sexy. “Well, I would have thrown ice water on anyone that said that.”
I bark out a laugh. “Yeah, you owe me for that,” I whisper against her neck.
Her slender fingers reach below and grab a hold of my dick through my underwear. “I’m sure I can think of a way to repay you.”
Damn, I felt that one in my toes. “We have all the time—,”
“Time,” she says, pushing me to a sitting position. “What time is it?”
I reach behind her and look at my phone sitting on the nightstand. “It’s eight forty-five—,”
“Shit,” she hisses through her teeth. She tosses the covers off of us, and starts roaming around the room for her clothing, naked. Since I’ve never had a girl sleep over with me, it’s amazing to watch them the next morning. I’m seeing a side of her that I never dreamed I’d see or want to see. She bends to slip on each pantyhose and then reaches down to get her clothes, giving me a view of what I had last night. She better be glad she’s running late because seeing her only makes it worse.
“I’ve got to get goin’. Martha is dropping Maddox off in forty-five minutes and I have to get him to daycare by ten.” She holds herself up with the wall as she slips on each heel. When she turns to look at me I’m still lying on my bed.
“Is there a reason you’re not gettin’ ready?” she asks, one hand on her hip.
I sigh and stand completely up. Her cheeks redden as I slide into my boxers and then my jeans. “Well, I was enjoying the view ...” I trail off before slipping a T-shirt over my head. “It seems she’s all covered up for the day.”
I give her my best sexy smile and reach over to slide my finger against her jaw. “I meant to ask you,” I whisper. “Where is Maddox’s father?”
A pained look crosses her face and she briefly shuts her eyes. “Well … I thought he was in Texas where I’m from.”
She thought? “What do you mean, you thought?”
A worry line creases between her brows. “I received a call from him the other week and then he broke into my apartment and left me a note. But I haven’t heard from him since then.”
What the—what the fuck? “He broke into your fuckin’ house? Why didn’t you tell me?”
“Well,” she keeps her smile at bay, “we weren’t exactly in a friendly state at the time. Plus, it’s not your problem. I ran from him instead of dealing with my demons and now he could—possibly—bring those problems here. I’ll deal with it.”
I search her face as she tries to hide the worry. “What kind of problems would he bring to you? Did he hit you?” God—that makes me angrier than I ever thought it would.
She shakes her head fiercely. “No, can we—maybe just talk about it later?”
Oh, you fucking bet we are. “Yea,” I say, grabbing her upper arm and bringing her closer to me. “Don’t think twice before telling me next time. Because even in that non-friendly state I wanted you.”
She lifts herself higher on her tip-toes. “It was no secret,” she whispers before stepping out of my grasp. “Now come the hell on. I have places to be.”
***
Roxy doesn’t budge when we pull into her apartment complex. “For a girl in a rush you sure aren’t moving,” I say, before turning the truck off.
She doesn’t blink. Her green eyes stare straight ahead, so I follow her gaze. A guy is standing in front of her duplex door. The dark baseball cap he’s wearing is covering most of his face but if I had to guess I’d say it was the guy that broke into her apartment. Her ex-boyfriend. “It that him?” I ask.
Roxanne nods slowly. “Yea, um, thanks for the ride,” she says before reaching toward the door handle. I reach across her and close her door before she can get out.
“What are you doin’?”
She stares at me. “Getting out. I have to go get Maddox.”
“The hell you’re not,” I blurt out. “Didn’t you just tell me you moved to get away from this guy and now you’re going to go face him alone?” I snort. “You’re not getting out.”
She narrows her gaze at me. “Yes, I am.”
“No, you’re not.”
“Watch me.”
“Try it.”
She turns as quickly as she can and tries to fling herself out of the cab of my truck but I grab her waist and pull her back in until her back is resting against my chest. “Now, you were leaving your hardheadedness behind us, I thought.”
She snorts. “That’s what you get for assuming.”
I hold back my laugh and turn her to face me. With her giving me a death glare I go into the danger zone and run my lips against hers. “How about we go together?”
Her eyes widen. “No.”
Okay— “Let me fuckin’ rephrase that,” I mumble against her. “We are going to go together.”
She locks her jaw but doesn’t try to move.
“Good girl,” I whisper. Grabbing my keys, I step out of the truck and walk toward her apartment. The guy is average looking. Jeans. T-shirt. Boots. It isn’t until he looks up that I see his face. Dark hollow circles swoop beneath each of his eyes. His cheeks bones are hollow. I’d know that look anywhere. He’s a fucking drug addict. Goddammit. I can only imagine the problems he would bring to Roxy.
“What do you want,” I blurt out before Roxy can come to a standstill beside me.
The bastard glances up at me and I see the kid’s face in his. There is no denying him.
“I think he asked you a fuckin’ question,” Roxy says, all the ice from before is lacing her voice.
He clears his throat and closes his eyes. “Where is Maddox?”
 “Why in the fuck do you care?” She tosses her hands up and slaps them back against her thighs. “You haven’t cared for the past two years! You didn’t give a damn that we left. Why now? You in some trouble again?” She furrows her brow. “Are you in some goddamn trouble again? And you think you can come and fuck up his life even more than you already have?” Tears streak down her face. She’s shaking with anger.
“Please—Rox—just give me a chance to see him!”
Rox. I’m not the jealous type—so I thought—because I’ve never had anything worth being jealous over. My one-night stands are just that … for one night. But something inside of me ignites when I hear him call her Rox. In other words, I already hate this fucking bastard.
She is shaking her head back and forth when he starts to fucking yell at her. Is this guy fucking nuts? Grabbing his T-shirt, I shove him against her door, his shirt fisted into my hand. “You fucking yell at her like that again and I’ll beat your goddamn brains out. Do you fuckin’ hear me?”
His glossy eyes are glazed over. He’s definitely fucking high and that makes me want him away from her even more. He snarls his teeth like a cat and wildly tries to get away from me. Jesus, help me not kill him. Jerking him away from the door, I push him toward his truck. “Get in that damn truck and don’t you come back over here. You’ll fucking regret it.”
Grabbing his hat he tugs on the rim and begins to rock back and forth. But he finally climbs into his truck and burns rubber out of the duplex.
Roxy’s disheveled hair is stuck to her cheeks from tears. Stepping forward, I pull her into me. Her sweet scent makes me hold her tighter. “Are you okay? Do you need anything?”
She shakes her head into my chest, takes a deep breath and then takes a step backwards. The look of fear on her face disappears and the guarded expression is now back.
“I’m fine. I—I just need to go pick up Maddox.”
I offer her my hand. “I’ll drive you.”
She doesn’t protest. But right now I understand why she’s this way. And it makes me want to make sure those walls never have to come up again.



Chapter
Ten
Roxy
He was standing right in front of me. His tail tucked tightly between his legs like a fucking coward. High as a kite and fucking ready to beg to see my son. After everything. After all of the pain he put us through, he shows up like nothing ever happened. Like he didn’t rip my heart out and stomp on it.
My thoughts trail off as I make my way to the second story of the library. The McDonalds I have stuffed in my bag crinkles with each step. I doubt the librarian will come to the second floor and search for rule-breakers. Walking down the middle aisle of rows, I turn down the last row. Erica is sitting in the Z section in the middle of the floor. Her books are sprawled out in front of her and her drink hiding behind her.
“God, it’s about time! I’m freaking starving, Rox!” she says.
I roll my eyes and take a seat across from her. She grabs her food and quickly sets everything out. “Okay, now tell me the good news first.”
I sigh. “I slept with Weston.”
“Yes!” she fist pumps into the air. “I knew it!” She does a small little dance before turning back to look at me. “It was good wasn’t it?” She cups her hand over her mouth and whispers, “Is he big?”
I sigh—yet again—and smile. “Hell yes. I thought I was going to rip apart.”
She giggles behind her hand. “So how did he crash the date?” A slow recognition pops onto her face. She locks eyes with the floor and starts slurping up her drink.
“How did you know he crashed the date?”
She fiddles with her pens and pencils before pushing her glasses up her nose. “Well, about that.” She pretends to clear her throat. “He kind of made me tell him where you were. It seemed kind of romantic.” She shrugs. “And I figured what the hay? I’d want someone to direct Weston Garrison in my direction, so consider this your birthday present.”
I rub my head. “God—he’s so frustrating. I just wish that were the worst of my problems.”
 Eric slips a fry into her mouth. “Oh yeah, the bad news. Give it to me quick, like a Band-Aid.”
“Ryan showed up this morning at my house when Weston dropped me of. He went crazy and Weston had to restrain him.”
Erica’s eyes widen. “No shit? Wow. So, you were right. Ryan is here.” She frowns. “Why two years later?”
I shrug, take a chicken nugget and tear it in half before shoving one piece into my mouth. “I don’t know? He’s probably in trouble again. He asked about Maddox.”
 She snorts. “Like he gave a damn before.”
I nod. “I know.”
Erica leans over and puts her head on my shoulder. “Well, maybe Weston can help you get your mind off of it.” She wiggles her brows at me.
Leaning against the bookshelf behind me, I look up at the skylight above us. “That’s another thing I’m really worried about. I believe everything he told me last night.”
“Um…I’m no genius but isn’t that a good thing?”
“No.” I shake my head. “Because I know I’m not supposed to believe him. This is what he’s good at. Luring girls into his bed. Rocking their world and then disappearing. I can’t let that happen to me again. I—like—Weston,” I whisper. “And I’m scared of getting hurt again.”
Erica scoots towards me and wraps her arm around my shoulder. “Don’t be. He went through hell to get you, Roxanne. Weston doesn’t go out of his way for anybody. Ever. And if you’re really scared don’t let yourself get too close. Keep him at arm’s reach until you know for sure. Cover you own ass.”
If only it were that simple. I smile. “Yeah, you’re right.
“But,” she holds up her finger. “Don’t miss what he’s offering because you’re too scared to take that leap. Give him a shot. He may surprise you.”
He already has …
***
I know I shouldn’t be nervous. And yet, I’m still stalling in the locker room before I go to rehab with Weston. He’s getting better and I know rehab will be over soon. We’re pushing three weeks.
One of the trainers taps his fingers on the door and gestures toward the clock. I frown at him and shut my locker door. There is no reason to be nervous. It’s not like we’re strangers. It’s just like any other day but now we’ve had sex. Great sex. And I spent the night. Jesus Christ! I can’t do this.
“You know,” I hear from the door and I swing around. “It’s not nice to keep your client waiting while you hide in the break room.”
Weston leans against the doorjamb and crosses his legs at the ankle. My mouth is dry. He was on me last night. In me. That body was in me last night. “It’s not nice to spy on your trainer from the doorway either.” I tie my hair back as he takes a few normal steps toward me. His limp is almost gone.
He takes his thumb and index finger to gently rub my earlobe. “Why are you hidin’ in here, Roxy? What’s the matter?”
“I’m not—,”
“Yes, baby. You are. Why? Are you okay? Did I hurt you?”
Yes, if the feeling of falling over the edge only to be brought back up to fly is hurting me. I shake my head. “No, I’m just worried.”
He touches my bottom lip with his thumb. “About what? Did someone say something to you?”
“No. About Ryan.”
He slightly nods his head; a strip of dirty blonde hair falls over his forehead. “And that’s understandable but nothing is going to happen.” He dips lower, sweeping his fingers over my cheek. “Promise.”
I nod. “Okay.” I lead Weston into the training room and shut the door. “You’re getting much better,” I say while I wash my hands.
He nods, slips off his shirt and climbs onto the table. I watch as he gets comfortable. “Yea, the game is this Friday.” He raises his eyes to meet mine. “Scouts are going to be there.”
“And you won’t be ready,” I say, simply finishing the sentence he isn’t wired to say.
He growls, and rests his head on the pillow behind him. Grabbing his hair he raises his hips in frustration. When he looks back at me there is a fire in his eyes. A determination that I envy. “I just need to get better. I have to make my second game.”
I want to tell him that he will but only time will tell. “Well,” I say walking over to his side. “We’ll work extra hard to get you better.”
He nods slowly as his eyes trail a deep searing path down my neck to my breasts. My lower stomach clenches and a heavy sensation begins to build. The tip of his finger twitches and I know he’s contemplating touching me. The truth is that I want it all over me. Before he can move I take a step backwards. “We need to stretch.”
A slight growl of irritation comes from his throat but it’s not because we have to stretch. We both stare at each other for a good while before I lift my hands over my head. “Up.” He mimics me as I reach forward and stretch to touch my toes.
“To the right. Bend your knee,” I point to his good leg. Those dark brown eyes follow me as I bend and stand. First landing on my breasts and then waist. I’m heating all over and he hasn’t even done anything yet.
“You have a freckle on your right hip,” he whispers, his voice deep and raw.
My cheeks heat but I force myself to meet his heated gaze. I don’t answer. My thoughts are too scrambled. How can he look at me? I feel like I’m going to combust from heat.
He stops following my motion and takes two steps forward. The inch that’s keeping his mouth from my own is dangerous territory because if he touches me I know I will not want him to stop. “The sound you make when you come makes my dick hard,” he whispers against my jaw. My fingers wrap around the corner of the cabinet behind me. “That tight—goddamn tight—pussy makes me want to do things I’ve never wanted to do. Go insane to get it,” he whispers, pressing his thumb into my jawbone and pushing my chin upward. “Where did you get this scar?”
No. The high I’m consuming in is taking me somewhere I have no intention of dwelling on. “Tell me,” he whispers again. That thumb lowers to the edge of my khaki pants I’m wearing.
“It’s because of him,” I whisper.
He nods. “Tell me.”
A slideshow of images swarm me. I fight the pull to drown in the sadness.
***
Maddox stirred in his sleep. One hand hanging limply from our old brown couch. A small SpongeBob blanket covered his tiny two-year-old body. Matted black hair stuck to his sweaty forehead from the heat.
Ryan hadn’t paid the electric bill … again. And that meant no air-conditioning … again. I slide the back of my hand across my cheek in a vain attempt to wipe the sweat away. It didn’t help. My clothes were drenched with sweat, even in these small shorts and tank-top.
Getting up, I straightened up the kitchen, and fixed me a glass of tap water. One of the only things that was in our house at the time. I paced back and forth in front of the front door for an hour. Ryan should have already been back from his shift at the diner but I hadn’t heard anything from him.
Thump. I froze, my eyes locked on the doorknob that was slowly turning. I backed up against the couch and grabbed Maddox, resting him in my arms asleep.
Thump. Thump. Thump. My heart jackhammered in my chest, as the doorknob began to jerk violently. The air in my lungs began to seep from my mouth, like a balloon with a hole. I watched carefully as the first lock unlocked. Oh, God.
I bit my lip and turned to call the police but stopped. I had no cellphone and we hadn’t had a landline in months. We couldn’t afford it.
Silently I walked into our bedroom where Maddox also slept. I placed him on the bed and quickly shoved blankets onto the closet floor before putting him inside. The deadbolt clicked. Someone was inside with us. The bathroom was on the other side of the hallway and my only shot was the closet or under the bed. I didn’t want them to find Maddox and I seriously doubted being able to fit underneath our small, cheap bed. Tears scorched down my face as I grabbed the bat. But when I turned around it was too late.
A large man stood in my doorway. A deep black salt and pepper beard was hanging from his face. A leather vest pulled as far as it would go over his large beer belly. “You Roxanne?” he asked in a deep growl.
I didn’t answer. Because he knew who I was. I saw it on his face.
“Where is Ryan?” he asked, taking a step forward. I automatically took a step backwards, my ass hitting the nightstand beside our bed.
“I –I don’t know. He hasn’t come home tonight. Please don’t hurt me,” I begged, feeling so small to have to beg for my life.
He smiled, showing a row of rotten teeth. “Oh, sweetheart. I’m not going to kill you … I need my money first.”
Money? What money? I frantically search his face looking for a smile. Or laugh. This had to be a joke, right? We had no money. Ryan only made a scarce amount at the diner and my part-time job at the library wasn’t cutting it.
“I don’t know what money you’re talking about.”
The grizzly of a man furrowed his bushy eyebrows. “The hell you don’t! I. Need. My. Money!”
A tear fell down my face as I shook my head. “I have no money. Ryan takes it all … he … what does he owe you for?”
The man clenched his fist and punched the mirror on my mother’s dresser, cracking it down the middle. Shards of glass fell to the floor. My eyes flicked to the closet. Maddox would wake up any moment scared to death.
When I glanced back, the man was holding a piece of the glass, blood dripping onto the carpet below. “He owes me for the drugs he bought from me.”
Drugs. Ryan didn’t do drugs. He was way too smart for that. “Are you sure you have the right house?”
Before I knew what was happening, the man leapt forward, grabbed me and pressed his chest against my back. The shard of glass was pressed firmly underneath my jaw. I felt the blood dripping down and soaking my blouse. “Tell him it will be worse next time.” Then he slid it underneath my chin and threw me to the ground.
The last thing I remembered seeing was the man bolting out of the room and slamming the door on his way out.
***
Weston’s grip on my shoulders is tight. I wince and he immediately drops his hands. “I’m so—God—I’m so fucking sorry, Roxanne. He—,” Weston grabs his hair and pulls. “Could you not go back to your parents?”
I slowly shake my head. “They kicked me out when I got pregnant.”
Weston’s face is pure horror. “Come here,” he whispers, grabbing my shoulders and pulling me into his chest.
I can’t remember the last time I received comfort from a man. Erica is the only comfort I get. Ever. His fingers run up the back of my shirt and rest on the small of my back. He doesn’t say anything because there isn’t anything he can say. And I like it. No words just touch. Just his big body wrapping me into him.
When he finally pulls back he goes to sit on the training room table. I follow him and begin to rub his upper thigh. The tightness has gone down a lot and the knot is almost gone. Weston closes his eyes and leans back while I rub.
Both of his hands are interlocked behind his neck. The curve of his biceps is smooth and large. “What did you do about Blake?”
What? “What do you mean?”
His eyes pop open. “Last night. What did you do to leave?”
I shrug. “I just text him and told him I was feeling sick. Why?”
Blake sits straight up and stares at me. “What do you mean? You were supposed to tell him you are with me.”
A look of confusion is written bluntly on Weston’s face. A laugh bubbles up my throat and I try my best to swallow it. “I mean—what was I going to say, Wes? Hey Blake. Sorry, but I’m going home with another guy from our date? What the fuck?”
Weston lifts an eyebrow, grabs my waist and drags me between his spread legs. “Actually, yes. I don’t want Blake thinking he still has a chance because there isn’t a chance in hell of that happening.”
Something stirs inside of me and I look downward. “What is it?” Weston whispers.
“Nothing.”
Grabbing my chin he lifts my face. “Tell me, Rox.”
I frown. How do you tell a guy that you’re scared to get too close because you’ve been burned too many times? “You’re scared.” There is no question in his voice. Suffocation begins to build in my throat. I’m scared out of my mind. “It’s okay,” he whispers against my lips, dragging his mouth and nibbling along my skin as he goes. “I’ll just have to show you how much I want—fucking need—you.” Teeth trail against my neck and his fingers grip the bottom of my ass.
All the worry evaporates. A hunger low and raw is nagging at me, pushing against my insides. “Don’t think because we’ve fucked that you get to molest me during training,” I whisper helplessly but we both know it’s a bluff.
He grunts and pulls me onto his lap until I’m straddling him. “And don’t think I believe that for one fucking second.”
Weston palms my ass and grinds upward against me. “The first thing I noticed about you was your tits,” he whispers. “But now I wonder how I didn’t see those sexy as fuck eyes. So green. So fuckin’ beautiful—“
The door hits the wall and I turn around. “Jesus Christ, Weston,” Coach Turner whispers, “can’t you keep it in your goddamn pants?” He shuts the door quickly.
A snort erupts from my mouth and I press my hand against it. Weston smirks and then rests his head against my shoulder. “Way to bring down my boner, Coach,” he chuckles.
I pat his shoulder and climb off as he franticly reaches for me. I curl two fingers toward myself and smile. “It’s time to go,” I say. “I guess I’ll see you tomorrow.”
Weston curls his hand around my elbow and stops me. “About tomorrow. It’ll be Thursday,” he scratches the back of his neck. He’s nervous and avoiding eye contact.
“What about it?”
He sighs. “You want to go to the park with me? Maddox can come too.”
A date? Weston Garrison doesn’t date. Does he? Or is this what he wants? Fright is tearing at me. Maddox can come too. What if he gets the wrong impression? What if he expects Weston to become his Daddy? I can’t take that heartbreak again.
“What are you thinking about in that head of yours,” he whispers. “You’re fucking killing me. I haven’t asked a girl out in a really long time. Put me out of my misery, Roxy.”

Are his cheeks red? Raising an eyebrow I press my lips together in an attempt not to laugh. “I don’t know,” I say, biting my lip.
Weston furrows his brow. “I’ll take you out to eat too. Maybe some ice cream. Uh,” he sighs. “Never mind—it was a stupid idea.”
I snort.
“Are you making fun of me?” he asks.
“I would never,” I say taking a step closer. “We can give it a try. It’ll be fun.”
His shoulders relax when he wraps an arm around me. The fear in me is taunting me but the overwhelming sensation to be with him is winning.
He leans in and whispers against my ear. “I can’t wait.”






Chapter
Eleven
Weston
Man. If someone was to have told me that I would be swooning over Roxanne two weeks ago, I would have laughed in their face. And then come back later to laugh more. But it just happened. I didn’t want to like her, honestly, I didn’t.
I tug on my T-shirt and run my hand through my hair. I’m going out on a date and I’m fucking nervous as shit. I haven’t taken a girl out on a real date since high school. And she has a kid. A kid.
I run my hands through my hair again and let out a steady breath. I’ve got this. Dom is sitting in the living room watching TV when I walk in. He turns to look at me and raises an eyebrow. “What are you wearing?”
 I look down. “Clothes.”
“Are you … going out in the middle of the day? I’ve known you for four years and not once have you cared what you looked like in class.”
I roll my eyes. “I’m taking Roxy to the park.”
Dom lifts his brow. “The park?”
“Her and her son,” I say.
Dom blinks twice rapidly. “She has a kid?”
I nod.
He turns to me and stares. “You must really like her.” He cracks a smile and then starts laughing. I gawk at him while he hysterically laughs into his elbow.
“And what the fuck is so funny, Dom?”
He throws his head back and his laugh turns to a smirk. “Weston Garrison has met his fucking match.”
I sigh. “Shut the hell up, Dom.”
“Intuition.” Then he starts laughing again.
***
Roxy answers her door in a little white sundress. The wind flutters against her and pushes the fabric tightly against her body. Goddamn. Her long hair is down today, brushing up against the top of her breast.
She waves me inside. “We’re almost ready. I’ll be about five minutes.”
I reach for her elbow and pull her toward me. Her flowery scent pushing against me. “Good morning,” I say, trailing my lips against the soft skin of her jaw.
Her fingers tighten around my shirt and she smiles up at me. “Good morning,” she whispers.
“Weston?”
The little voice comes from behind Roxy. A look of worry crosses Roxy’s face but I put my finger against the wrinkle line on her forehead. “Maddox?” I ask, sidestepping Roxy to look down at him.
Big blue eyes stare up at me from under a blue and yellow SAU hat. He has dark hair curling upward over the rim. “That’s me,” he says.
I nod. “It’s nice to meet you, Maddox.”
“Will you play with me at the park?” he asks, bringing the football he’s holding out in front of him. He tosses it up and catches it.
Something aches at my chest that I’ve never felt but I nod. “I will. Can you catch?”
He puffs out his chest and nods. “Yea I can!” he shouts.
“Maddox, inside voice,” she says.
He lowers his voice. “Yea, I can because I’m going to play for the Dolphins one day!”
Smiling down at him I hold out my hand for a high-five. “We’ll get ya there, buddy.”
***
Maddox is great. He talks a lot but at least he’s opening up to me. Grabbing a loaf of bread, Maddox and I sit on the dock of the lake and throw pieces into the water for the ducks.
He swings his feet in tempo with me. “I wish I were a duck,” he says.
I laugh. “And why is that?”
“Because they can swim.”
“You can’t?”
A sad frown curves on his face. “No. I can’t.”
I slip closer to him and look over my shoulder. Roxanne is spreading out our blanket and setting out our plates. “How about I teach you soon?”
He stares blankly up at me and blinks twice. “Really?”
I knock my fingers against his head and wrap my arm around his shoulder. “Of course.”
A sloppy grin widens on his face and he starts to throw more bread off of the dock. “Can you handle this while I’m gone? I need to go talk to your Mom.”
 He cocks his head to the side. “Do you like her?”
I bite my lip. “Yea, bud. I do. Are you okay with that?”
He takes a minute to respond but he finally nods. “I think so. You’re good at football.”
Good to know.
Roxy is barefoot, legs crossed and her head resting against her folded arms behind her head. I don’t think I’ve ever seen her without a sneer for this long. Her green eyes flutter open as I crawl on top of her. She smiles. “You’re getting a lot better. You jogged on your leg.” She pokes me in the chest.
I press a light kiss to the corner of her mouth and inhale her in before falling over to my side. “I am gettin’ better. Hopefully I’ll be able to start practice soon.”
She nods, twisting a strand of hair around her finger. “You want to play football for the rest of your life?”
I relax my head against the palm of my hand and trace circles around Roxy’s belly. “Yes. It’s been my dream since I can remember.”
“Where do you want to go?”
I shrug. “Maybe The Buccaneers or The Dolphins.”
She giggles and it makes my dick constrict against my jeans. “Don’t tell Maddox he’ll never leave you alone.”
“I don’t mind,” I say. And for the first time I think I mean it. I don’t mind that she has a kid. I don’t mind that Roxy is a firecracker. And I sure as hell don’t care what everyone is going to say about me. I—like Roxy.
“Why not?” she whispers. I almost think she didn’t say it but when I look up at her I know she did. Those green eyes are full of fear. Fear of being rejected
“Because I like you.”
She smirks. “Half of SAU’s girl’s population will probably testify you said the same to them.”
I lift an eyebrow and swing my leg over her and hold myself up with my arms. “Oh really. I bet none of them can say that I’ve taken them out on a date. Or kissed their mouth,” I whisper against her lips.
She freezes beneath me. “What do you mean? You’ve never kissed any of them?”
I slowly shake my head and watch as her eyes darken. Her fingers clutch onto the sides of my shirt. “You like that I kiss only you, Roxanne?” I gently whisper, nipping up her jaw until I take her earlobe in-between my teeth.
Her hips rock upward against me. Her eyes briefly close until I stroke the inside of her thigh. “Maddox,” she chokes out.
I jerk my head upwards and see Maddox still in his same spot. “He isn’t looking,” I say, raising my hand to touch the fabric of her underwear.
She arches her back and grips me harder. With my eyes focused on Maddox, I slide my fingers around the edge and scoot them over to the side. Roxy moans as I slide my finger down her core. “You’re so wet,” I whisper, stroking her faster.
She clenches around my finger, and the hottest noise slips from her lips. When she looks back-up her gaze is hooded. A lazy grin crawls up her face.
“What are y’all doing?”
I jump back, my hand coming from underneath her dress as quick as I slipped it up there. “Getting ready to eat,” I blurt out, running my fingers through my hair.
Maddox plops down beside me and starts piling food onto his plate.
Roxanne’s cheeks are red when I glance over at her. She hands me a fixed plate. “You hungry?” she asks.
I slowly nod, giving her a once over. “You bet.”
***



Roxy

Maddox’s head is pressed against the crook in Weston’s shoulder. One arm is flopped over Weston’s back and the other tucked nicely into his chest. Weston turns around and looks at me. Something about Maddox in his arms makes me wetter than I’ve ever been.
“Is his bedroom the one on the left?”
I slowly nod. I wait until Weston is down the hallway before I slip off my shoes and run my fingers through my hair. The door to Maddox’s room closes and then I’m staring at Weston in the doorway. The tight white T-shirt he’s wearing stretches as he rubs his hands against his jeans. “He’s a good kid,” he finally says.
I nod. “He is.”
Today was good. Maddox seemed to enjoy Weston’s company and it shakes me to the core. What if Weston bolts—like Ryan—I can’t let Maddox get his hopes up every time I date. I explained to Maddox that Weston was Mommy’s friend but that doesn’t mean theories won’t transform into hope.
Weston clears his throat and takes a couple of steps toward me. My fingers itch to touch that soft, dirty blond hair. Or the hard curvature of each muscle. But I don’t move. We watch each other for a few minutes. “Where are you parents?”
Weston asks.
“Texas.”
He frowns. “Do you go visit them?” I shake my head. “Why?” he asks.
“Because they kicked me out of the house when I was eighteen. I got pregnant and they booted my ass.”
Something angry washes over Weston’s face. “Does he not ask about his grandparents?”
 My chest constricts. “Yes.”
“That’s not fair.”
I watch him for a really long time. The more emotion on his face the more my body heats. “I’m going to take a bath,” I say.
He doesn’t blink but realization that this conversation is over crosses his face. “Are you now?”
My stomach twists as I walk toward my bedroom door. I don’t like to talk about my parents. I don’t talk about my parents actually. Nor do I think about them. It hurts too much. How can someone who claimed they loved you all of your life turn around and dump their pregnant daughter onto the street. Trash is what. The truth is that I don’t miss them. Since I had Maddox I know what true love is and what my parents gave wasn’t that.
I turn to shut the door but Weston is standing in my doorway. His leg is better now and it stirs something inside of me. I haven’t had all of Weston Garrison.
My cheeks flare from the way his eyes sweep over me. He is taking off each pair of clothing with his eyes. “That wasn’t an invitation,” I say, taking a couple of steps to start the shower.
Weston hooks his arm around my waist and pulls me to him. “Yes, it was,” he says in a gruff voice. “Don’t act like you haven’t been waiting for this all goddamn day.”
I shiver, not only because he is right but because he feels right. Grabbing his jaw, I scratch my fingers against his scruff. “Take my clothes off,” I whisper against his lips.
He curls his right hand around the back of my neck and forces me to stare at him. With his left hand he begins to slip my underwear off from underneath my dress. Once my underwear is in the corner of the bathroom, he leans in and gives me a hard kiss.
One with something behind it. Five fingers dig into the side of my neck. “I can’t wait to get inside of you,” he whispers, reaching around to unzip my dress. He does with ease. Then he unclasps my bra and tosses it to the ground.
The hand that undressed me slides against the curve of my ass and then up to cup my breast. “Why is it I’m completely naked and you’re still fully dressed?”
“Because I want to look at you,” Weston whispers, his eyes rubbing me raw. My heart begins to thump wildly in my chest.
Grabbing the hem of his shirt I pull it quickly over his head. He lifts an eyebrow. “Antsy?”
I smile. “I’ve been waiting all goddamn day, remember?”
He narrows his eyes but catches my wrists as I try to grab his zipper. “I’ll give you what you want—as hard as you want—when you agree to go to my first game with me? Coach is letting me sit in the stands and watch. I want Maddox and you to come with me.”
Any voice I had gets stuck in my throat. He wants Maddox and me to come? An overwhelming feeling passes over me that I can’t pinpoint. It’s okay to go to the game. Maddox will love to see the game. I slowly nod.
Weston steps forward, grabs my face and kisses me fiercely. I work on his jeans while he explores my mouth with his own. When we get his boxers off he grabs me underneath my legs and carries me into the shower.
I’m wrapped in a wall of muscle. I ache everywhere for him. “I can’t wait to bury myself in you again,” he whispers against my cheek. Instead of letting me down he braces me against the wall and I wrap my legs around his waist.
His cock presses against my pussy and my vision blurs. I want—need—him right fucking now. I grind downward and feel his length slide against me. “You better fucking stop,” he growls in my ear. “Or I’m not going to fucking last.”
I grind down harder but he grabs my neck and keeps me still. “Roxanne,” he warns but I grind down again. Then he stills. “Wait I need to get a condom.”
“On the pill. Please—now—fuck me. Now,” I whisper into his ear.
He groans, and then he is inside of me. Every delicious inch of his cock inside of me. “Holy fuck,” he yells, grabbing the back of my hair and pulling on it gently. “So goddamn tight,” he eases forward, stretching me to his width. “Oh fuck,” he nips at my jaw. “You feel so good. So fucking good,” he groans.
Settling his hands on my hips, he presses his forehead against my own. “I’m going to make you come on my dick,” he whispers, while water pours down on both of us. The warmth only adds to the excitement. He eases into me again and then out. I cry out and he covers my cry with a kiss. “That’s it, baby. Let me make you feel good.”
All I needed to hear was the rough edge to his voice and I soar over the edge, gripping at his shoulders and riding his dick. “Come on Daddy’s dick,” he whispers, grinding into me harder.
He pumps into me, stretching me wide and pounding me into oblivion. “Nobody else,” he finally blurts out. My body shivers from the direct command in his voice. “I want you to fuck nobody else,” he whispers against my ear. “Do you understand?”
 Oh, I understand. He’s marking me. Branding me from anyone else. “Say it,” he grinds harder into me.
“No one else.”
He slaps my ass hard. “Say it again.”
“You. Only you,” I whimper.
He growls and pumps into me harder before grabbing one side of my leg, twisting me around and lowering me to the ground without removing himself from me. Pressing my face against the shower wall, I fill fuller than before. Weston breathes in my scent and slides all the way into me.
I cry out and clench my sex muscles around his width as he continues to pump into me from behind. I strain on my tip-toes and brace myself for each painfully blissful pump. He talks dirty in my ear as he grips my waist and pulls me back harder onto him. Then harder again until I’m coming around him … again.
Weston grips the front of my neck and pushes any hair away before nipping where neck meets shoulder. “That’s right,” he whispers, pumping in and out of me two more times before coming inside of me. “Fucckk,” he groans.
Soft lips trail down my neck to my shoulder. “I want to stay inside of you,” he whispers before slowly pulling himself out of me.
I turn around and lean against the wet shower wall while Weston leans over me, one hand resting beside his head and the other stroking my cheek. “Good thing you don’t have to leave then, huh?” I whisper.
A devious smile curls on Weston’s lip. “Good thing.”



Chapter
Twelve
Roxy
“Shit.”
The box of new athletic tape drops from the top of the cabinet and hits the floor with a thud. Groaning, I sweep down to grab it and feel every inch of my soreness. Heat crawls up my neck thinking about last night. He was everything I’d been needing—wanting—and I didn’t even realize it. And he was right … I feel him every time I move.
“Hey, Chica.”
Shit. The athletic tape falls from my hands again. This time I don’t swoop down to pick it up. I carefully turn on my heel and look over at Blake. He’s shirtless, a wild look in his eyes. “Hey, Blake. What’s up?”
He pulls his hair back into a ponytail. “Not much. Are you mad at me, Mami?”
I shake my head fiercely and scratch the back of my neck. “No—No, not at all. I’ve just been busy.”
Blake narrows his eyes and takes another step putting him in the room. “You feeling better? You were sick the other night, right?”
I swear my mouth is dry. What is this the third degree? “Yes.”
He leans against the counter and screws his mouth up. “Did you leave with Weston the other night?”
God. How does he even know? I swallow a large lump in my throat and look up from the tile floor. “Listen Blake—,”
He holds his hand up in front of his face. “I already know you did. One of my buddies saw you leave with him.”
I sigh. “It’s not what it looks like,” I whisper. “I mean—it wasn’t, but now…”
He scoffs and stands straight up. He’s mad. The vein in his forehead is bulging outward. “Do you know how this makes me look?” he yells, pointing a finger at me. “For you to leave me for—fucking Weston! He fucks girls and leaves them.” He tosses his hands in the air. “Do you think you’re any different?”
“Actually—,”
“Actually nothing!” he shouts and by now we have a few players’ attention from out in the hallway. Dom peaks his head around the corner and his eyes widen. But he disappears before I can ask for help.
“Blake. We went out once and I had fun but it’s …”
He leans forward, furrowing his brow. “It’s what? Finish your sentence. Stupid, puta,” he spits. I’m not Spanish but I know what that means.
Embarrassment shoots up my throat and strangles me. How dare he? We just went out once and it wasn’t that much fun anyway. I clench my fingers into tight fists at my side. I open my mouth but shut it tight. Several more players are now staring in at us.
“Move,” I hear. Then I see Weston barge through the crowd of football players. His cutoff white shirt, the sexy ones that players wear while they’re practicing, is hanging down just below his ribs. The tight blue football pants are unlaced in the front. God, if he didn’t look like death I’d rape him.
“You got a fuckin’ problem, homie?” Weston asks stepping in front of me.
Blake laughs. “Look who it is, the fucking cock-blocker. You think you can do whatever the fuck you want to do, don’t you?”
Weston steps forward. “You sorry-ass mother fucker. You call her a bitch?” he asks, pointing back at me.
Blake’s gaze drifts to me but Weston shoves him in the chest. “Don’t fuckin’ look at her. Did you call her a bitch?”
Blake tilts his head backwards and gives him a smart ass smirk. “Yeah, I fucking called her—“
Bam. Weston’s arm shoots back and knocks Blake square in the jaw. A loud crack pops and then the entire room shoots into chaos. Coach Turner is trying to shove his way into the room while the other players scramble to get in.
Blake runs toward Weston, knocking him into the cabinet beside me. I yelp and duck behind one of the tables. “Stupid, mother fucker,” Weston yells slamming his fists into Blake’s side over and over while Blake tries to get his arms locked around Weston.
Finally two players pull them off of each other. Weston’s eyes are dark and glossy. They both stare at each other while struggling to get loose.
“What in the flying fuck is going on in here?!” Coach yells, tossing his hat onto the ground. “Someone better get to talking or everyone is running drills, goddammit!”
For a crowded room you sure could hear a damn pin drop. Dammit. So, I step forward. “Um, Blake and I had an altercation. He called me a bitch and Weston stuck up for me.”
Coach narrows his gaze at me. “Everyone get out,” he says over his shoulder but it’s clearly not meant for us. When the door clicks¸ he looks up and slams his hands down on his waist. “I already have one fucked up player and I don’t need another one! Now,” he points toward all three of us. “What is going on?”
Weston’s heavy gaze settles on me for the first time and my thighs ache for him. A dark heated expression travels over his face. “Roxy and I are dating.”
Oh, wow. The two people staring at me feels more like twenty right now. Coach lifts an eyebrow like he doesn’t believe Weston but he’ll take the bait. “Okay, so what does that have to do with you?” he points toward Blake.
“Weston followed us to our date and took Roxy home with him.”
Coach coughs into his hand and begins to choke. Weston rolls his eyes. “Look, it doesn’t matter. I’m with Roxy now and I don’t appreciate you calling her a bitch. And if you do it again I swear I’ll—,”
Coach shoots his arm out. “No name calling and no date crashing. Stay away from each other,” Coach says. “Blake, go get ready for the game and Weston put on your jersey. If this happens again you’re both on suspension.”
They both disappear and leave us alone. Once the door shuts Weston turns to me and cups my face. “Are you okay?”
I nod. “I’m fine. Just pissed off. That was so fucking embarrassing. The entire football team saw.”
He hushes me and runs the pad of his thumb against my bottom lip. “Don’t worry about the football team. Did he hurt you?”
“No, he didn’t touch me.”
All the tension from his shoulders relaxes and he leans his head against mine. “Goddammit, when Dom came and got me I was—I wanted to murder him.” He sighs.
I shake my head. “Don’t worry about Blake.”
The truth is, I’m really not worried about him. I’ve had way too many things happen to me and things to worry about. Blake’s temper tantrum is the least of my worries.
Weston kisses me gently and then nips at my bottom lip. “I’m not. I’d wipe the floor with his ass.”
And I don’t doubt it, even with a bum leg. I give him my best sexy smile and place my hands on the hard ridges of his stomach. Then I giggle. Weston lifts a brow. “And what in the hell is so funny?”
“I never thought Weston Garrison would be coming to my rescue on his big white horse.”
Weston drags his lips over mine and groans underneath his breath. “I’m no prince charming, baby.”
I press my hands against his stomach and lean my head back away from him. “And why not?”
He gives me a wicked grin. “Because bad boys don’t get the princess, baby,” he says, his voice gruff. Placing his hands on my hips he holsters me up and onto his waist. “But I never wanted one,” he whispers against my throat. “Because we both know you’re not a princess and there isn’t one thing in this goddamn world I want more than you.”
That’s the best damn answer I’ve ever gotten.
***
The bleachers are packed. Our band plays as the player’s warm-up on the field. I haven’t been to a football game in two years. Erica drug me to one my first semester here. The familiar homey feeling of a small-town football game sinks over me. The smells of concessions stand food. Bright lights. The band playing. Amazing bandstand music. Screaming fans. It’s a feeling that can’t be mimicked.
Weston has Maddox on his shoulders while Maddox waves a big blue foam finger in the air. A loud giggle catches my attention. The group of girls sitting diagonal from us are staring up at us. My neck turns hot and a lump begins to grow in my throat.
I feel Weston’s finger move my chin up. “What’s wrong?” he asks.
I lick my lips and nervously glance around. “Everyone is staring,” I whisper. Weston looks away from me and I see his eyes slowly roll over the stands. Each one of the rude asses whip their heads back around as soon as they make contact.
He lifts an eyebrow at a group of girls sitting diagonal from us and looks back at me. A blonde sneers my way and cups her hand around her mouth to talk. But before I can hide my face Weston grabs my chin and forces his mouth on mine.
It’s not as innocent as it should be in a stand full of people but the building pressure in my lower stomach makes me forget about everyone else.
“Ew,” Maddox yells. Weston bites my lower lip before pulling away. “It’s starting! It’s starting!” Maddox starts to bounce on Weston’s shoulders and Weston latches onto his legs to keep him from falling.
But he keeps his eyes on me. Even after the timer starts and the game begins. Both of those dark stormy eyes grope me with each second of eye contact. When the crowd starts to scream I turn my head toward the front.
The Muleriders aren’t playing any games. By halftime they’re leading 35 to 16.
“You want something to drink?”
I shake my head. “No thanks.”
With Maddox on his back, they make their way down the bleachers and toward the concession stand. The stadium lights zoom in on the cheerleaders who start their halftime dance.
The same giggles from before start in again and the blonde that sneered at me earlier stands up in the group of girls. “Ah, shit,” I whisper underneath my breath. She walks up the first few steps and taps me on the shoulder.
I glance over my shoulder and narrow my gaze. She looks oddly familiar. “Can I help you?” I ask.
Giving me a small smile she takes a seat beside me. “I’m Rebecca.”
“Okay.”
She tosses her hair over her shoulder and crosses her legs. “Are you and Weston,” she tries to hide her smile, “dating?”
She lifts both brows and purses her lips.
“And what if we are?”
She shrugs. “Oh, nothing. I just wouldn’t want you to get your hopes up with him. He’s not dating material.”
Grinding my molars together, I take a calming breath. “Why are you so worried about it then, Rebecca? If he isn’t worth the time, why come over here in a pathetic attempt to scare me away.”
“Listen,” she snaps, all the fake blonde bullshit flying out the window. “I don’t know what the fuck he is doing but it’s not him. And believe me, I know. Just give him a couple of weeks and he’ll be finished with this little game.” She waves her hand at me like I’m trash.
My vision is hinting red. If this is what The Hulk feels like then I feel fucking sorry for him. “Look, bitch,” I say. “I suggest you take your little debutant attending ass back over there to the bobble head clan before I kick it.”
Her eyes widen. “Don’t threaten me.”
“Don’t annoy me.”
She glares at me and then her eyes jerk upwards. “What are you doin’, Rebecca?” She quickly stands and gives Weston a small finger wave.
“Hey, darlin’,” she says. “I was just talking to—,” she trails off because obviously she doesn’t know my name.
“Roxy,” he finishes her sentence. “Why don’t you go sit down and leave us alone.”
Her face darkens to a deep shade of red. Her gaze flickers back and forth between the three of us before she turns and marches back down the bleachers.
The game buzzer rings loudly but I don’t glance at the game. I stare at my interlaced fingers in my lap. Weston sits Maddox on the other side of him and turns toward me.
“What did the fuckin’ viper say?”
Tears build in my eyes. Even though I know she was coming over here to try and scare me away, something inside of me twists and turns in my gut. “Nothing. Don’t worry about it.”
He stares at me for a long while before turning back to the game. I watch the game like a zombie. As badly as I want to forget that stupid blonde bimbo, I can’t. That exact reason was my dilemma in the first place. I knew about Weston’s reputation from the beginning. I knew it then and I know it now. I shouldn’t let this get to me, but it cuts me to the core. And not for the reason I thought it would. But because I really care for him.
The crowd jumps up from the stands and throws their hands in the air. I guess we won. The scoreboard reads 45 to 25. Maddox taps me on the top of the head and I look up at him. “Momma. We won! We won!” He fists pumps into the air.
Weston stares down at me but doesn’t say anything.
We rode to the game with Weston so he drops us off. Before I can tell him goodnight he jumps out of the truck and comes in with us. Maddox is asleep in my arms.
Placing him in his bed, I tug off his shoes, jeans and shirt before tucking him in tight. Weston is leaning against the hallway wall watching me when I walk out of Maddox’s room. We don’t speak but I can feel him on my heels. Each quick step I make is matched with his heavy stomp. I can feel the pressure of his presence as I grab the bathroom door.
Weston grips my waist and hauls me over his shoulder before tossing me on the bed. I shoot upwards but Weston covers my body with his. “What’s wrong with you,” Wes whispers against my skin. I push against his chest but he grips my wrists in one hand and presses me back down to my mattress.
“Stop fightin’ me, Roxanne,” he growls.
I feel the sticky hot feeling of my tears pouring down my face but they’re replaced by Weston’s lips all over me. “Shh,” he whispers. “Calm down.”
I begin a hiccup cry. I don’t even know exactly why I’m crying. Swallowing the hard lump in my throat, I let my head fall against the mattress. “Why are you crying, baby?”
Another hiccup. “I—I don’t know.” My nose is beginning to run, so I wipe my face with the back of my sleeve.
“Listen to me,” Weston whispers against my mouth. “Shh, baby and listen to me.” He kneads at the back of my neck and forces my face up. “Nobody is going to understand us, Roxanne. Not the football team. SAU. Hell, this fuckin’ town wouldn’t even understand. I don’t do this. I don’t date.” He stares down at me. “But I’m willing to take this pass because I have faith in us.” He points to the tip of my nose with his index finger. “I need your faith too. I need you to believe in us as much as I do.”
The waterworks amp up and streams of tears run down my swollen eyes and onto my cheeks. “I do,” I choke out.
He nods. “Then fuck Rebecca, Roxanne. It’s only you and me. Nobody else.”
I nod. Those dark eyes wash away any doubt that’s built in my stomach. And in that moment it’s all I need to know we’re taking this chance together. “Nobody else.”
***
Weston
Roxy’s long tanned legs are propped up on the dashboard of my truck. The hem of her dress is sliding up against her upper thigh, giving me all the view I need. God, please don’t get hard now.
She runs her fingers through her long dark hair and rests her head against the headrest. The soft skin of her neck makes me want to reach over and lick and nip until she screams.
When she turns to look at me, she lifts a brow. I find myself wanting to know all about her. I want to know her deepest secrets. Where she grew up. I want to meet the people that raised her. Her first kiss. First love. Fuck—I need to know it all.
“What are you thinkin’ about over there?” she asks.
Reaching over, I run my finger down the side of her arm and wrap my grip around her wrist. “Where are your parents?”
A sad look forms and her lips turn down into a frown. I run my finger against the side of her lip. “I already told you. They kicked me out when I got pregnant. I was going to school from home and they just,” she shrugs, “kicked me out. I had to move in with Ryan.”
My jaw clenches. They kicked her out? I thought maybe—just maybe—there was another explanation. How could they do that to this girl? God—how could anyone look at her and toss her out. “Fuckers,” I blurt out.
Roxy laughs so loud she snorts and then turns red. “You’re fuckin’ adorable. Don’t worry about my parents. I’m better off without them. They never truly loved me, I don’t think. I was an accident.”
I glance over at her. She doesn’t look upset or even worried but I don’t know what she went through as a child. But I know that look isn’t one of hurt or worry. She’s okay with it. I wish I were.
“What about you? Where are your parents?”
“Home.”
She laughs and nudges my shoulder. “Here?”
I nod and scratch the back of my neck. “I had a normal childhood—I guess—but Dad wasn’t around a lot… we don’t talk much.”
She nods. “You’re just not close.”
I peak over at her. “Exactly.” But she just nods and closes her eyes. Most people judge me for not talking to my parents more often, or going to visit. They wouldn’t be there anyway. They’re always on vacation or out of state for business. Breeding bulls for bull riding is a popular business down here. Dad will drive three hundred miles for a damn bull but wouldn’t drive ten minutes uptown to see his son play football.
“You okay?” she asks.
“Yes, ma’am,” I say.
Roxanne jumps out of the truck as soon as I stop in the car-riders line at the daycare. I watch as her hips sway and the wind blows her thick hair over her shoulders. The funny feeling in my stomach is starting to feel right.
I run my fingers over my scruffy jaw and lean back. I can see Roxy’s head inside of the glass window in the front. God. How did this happen? I was ready to kill her just a few weeks ago and now I want to wipe every ounce of hurt away from her. I want her to live happily—with me—forever. Forever hasn’t been in my vocabulary since I—ever.
Thump. Thump. Thump. “Roxy! Do I need to call the police?”

What? Roxy is running toward the truck when I glance up. Her makeup smearing down her tear-stained cheeks. What the—
She falls into the door and fumbles with it before swinging it open. “Ryan has Maddox. He came and got him!” she screams, her voice already hoarse from yelling.
I glance at the teacher standing behind her. “When did he come get him?”
She wraps her hand over her mouth and closes her eyes. “Umm … like an hour ago. Listen, I’m really—,”
“Get in, Roxanne,” I say.
She hiccups into her hands. “Get in!”
She hurries into the cab of the truck and I spin out. We don’t speak. I can’t. If I say one word I’m going to come undone. He took him? How? Do teachers just give children away to random people? What. The. Fuck! I slam my hands against the steering wheel over and over again until pain shoots through my wrist.
Magnolia is a small southern town. There are only a few motels here but I’m not going home until each one has been fucking checked and we’ve found this fucking asshole.
My tires squeal into the Magnolia Inn. Each parked car I check the license plate. Nothing. Roxy’s sobs are just tears now. “I’m scared.”
I cut a U-Turn and stomp my foot on the gas pedal. When we pull into the Hampton Inn, Roxy points straight toward a small Jeep Cherokee with Texas plates.
I pull in beside it. “Stay here,” I say, holding my hand out at her. “Please. Don’t be stupid. Stay in the car.”
 I can tell she doesn’t want to but she nods and curls her knees up to her chin. There are only a few cars here and we’re far enough away from the office not to be seen.
A soft glow of the TV in room 118 casts light on the bed. An older couple are lying in the center. Passing the room, I stop on the one directly beside it. The curtains are drawn shut but I can hear Disney Channel on the other side.
Taking a deep breath, I pound my fists against the door. The TV clicks off and then the curtains shift an inch. I can’t tell who looks out but I know they see me. There is fumbling and then silence.
Thud. Thud. Thud. “Let me in, Ryan, or I’m calling the fuckin’ police after I whoop your ass.”
Silence.
Jesus Christ. Thoughts are pouring into my mind before I can process anything. What if he’s hurting him? I have to get in there. I thud my fists harder on the door, shaking underneath each thrust.
Silence.
I turn back to look at Roxy. She’s sitting on the edge of her seat, eyes wide and attentive. Pressing my lips together, I turn around and slam my foot against the door.
Then another time. Then another. With each kick the door rattles harder. Finally the door pops open. Dust floats down in front of the entryway.
He is standing in front of Maddox when I walk in. A dark hoodie covering his eyes. A syringe and a line of coke are sitting on the side table. Maddox’s eyes widen and he tries to run for me but Ryan grabs the back of his shirt and jerks him back. “He isn’t your daddy!” he screams.
He’s strung out. And to think the daycare gave Maddox to this lunatic. The fact that he thinks he’s going to get away with this rubs me the wrong way. Maddox starts to cry and falls to the floor behind him.
When he turns back around the hood of his jacket falls from his face. There is no denying Maddox is his dad. The blue eyes. Black hair. It’s all there. But the cold distant look in his eyes isn’t something I trust. Especially when drugs are involved.
“You might as well hand him over and leave. He isn’t going with you and you aren’t staying.”
Ryan twitches and wipes at his nose. “Last time was a warning, Weston Garrison,” he says, his voice hoarse and cracked. “I have people coming to help me.”
My eyes flicker to Maddox. “Yea? Well tell them I live at the on-campus apartments. I’ll be fuckin’ waiting for them.”
He smiles, a row of rotten teeth below his sneer. “They’re already here,” he whispers.
Fear swarms my stomach. Not for me. For Roxy and Maddox. What does this guy want? Why now? “What do you want Ryan? What do you get out of trying to kidnap your kid?”
He curls his hands into fists. Obviously this isn’t going to be a civil meeting. “Don’t talk to me about my life! I have it under control!” he yells.
Maddox yelps out and curls into a tighter ball. Hell no. Fuck this shit. I take two steps forward, grab Ryan’s shirt and toss him away from Maddox.
“Go!” I yell and Maddox jumps up and disappears outside of the door. Ryan lays jerking and twitching on the floor. His eyes rolling back into his head and then close.
He’s not dead. He’s strung out. Digging my cell out of my pocket, I call the police. But for some reason, I know this is far from over.




Chapter
Thirteen
Weston
“Just one more,” I whisper against her mouth.
She giggles against me and shoves me in the chest. “Go get ready for school. I’ll see you later.”
I grab her waist one last time and holster her up to my hip. With her back pressed against the outside of her door, I breathe in her flowery scent. This scent tops the football field by one thousand. “You had me all last night, Wes,” she groans.
“I did.”
She laughs again when I nuzzle my lips onto her neck. “Now I want more.”
Her hands slip to the front of my shorts and she pushes against me in a vain attempt. She runs her other hand through my hair. “We don’t always get what we want.”
I nip at her lip. “I do.”
“Get a room!” someone shouts. I whip around and see an elderly lady standing two doors down. She’s in her nightgown, standing on her small porch holding a watering can.
Roxy barks out a laugh and hides her face in my shoulder. Still holding Roxy I turn to the lady and give her a small wave. “Won’t happen again, Mrs. Johnson.”
She flips me off. “My name isn’t Mrs. Johnson, asshole. Get inside before I call the police!”
Then she shuts her door. Roxy’s laugh breaks from her throat. “God, what a bitch.”
I sit her down. “She just needs some dick. Maybe I could go show her—,”
“Don’t even say it!” She points a finger in my face. “Don’t even go there.”
I grab her finger and laugh. “Today is the day.”
She nods. “First practice. Are you nervous?”
I cup her chin. “Will you be there watching me?”
“Of course.”
I kiss her lips. “Then I won’t be.” Her cheeks glow red. A loud pop of someone’s exhaust screeches. Roxy jerks and takes a step backwards. “Hey, hey,” I whisper. “He’s in jail, Roxy. It’s been two weeks.”
She nods. “I know but—he said people were coming to get us.” She gnaws on her bottom lip. “What if—,”
“No,” I whisper against her. “No one is going to come get either one of us, do you hear me?”
“Yes.”
“Yes what?”
A smile forms on the corner of her lips. “Yes, Daddy.”
I nip her pouty lip and pick up a curl off of her shoulder. “I’m going to go get ready. See you at practice today.”
“Rip ‘em a new asshole.”
“Have you ever known me not to?”
She shrugs. “Last night wasn’t that im—,” I jerk her up and over my shoulder. She hits my back and laughs as I toss her on the couch and shut the door.
***
The humid wind blows over me, and sends the freshly cut grass smell my way. The amazing feeling I always got when practicing is back. Finally. I slip my helmet on and run toward my team of brothers.
Dom is the first one to slap me on the back. “Sunshine,” he yells and everyone begins to shove me.
The feeling of brotherly love and having a family outside of your family is one of the best feelings in the world. That’s what I loved about it as a kid. It didn’t matter that my father wasn’t there, because my other family was playing right beside me. Always.
Jason slips his arm around me and pulls me to him. “Looks like we got our star running back, back again, boys!” Everyone hollers. “Now, let’s play some mother fucking football, Muleriders!”
We all start chanting Muleriders over and over as we jump in our huddle circle. “Break!” Jason yells and we file into the I formation. I’m waiting for it. Wanting it. Breathing it. Needing it. I feel myself loosen. All the tension from the past few weeks leaves my body.
As if magnetic, Dom’s gaze snaps to mine. And I feel it. I feel the play before it happens. The connection that forms between players seems to follow you everywhere. “Hut,” Dom calls, motioning outward. Another hut. The field is silent. No movement, no breath, just silence.
“Hut.”
It feels like time has been standing still and now we’re in motion. Everything falls into place like magic. The quarterback fakes the ball to me but I never stop running, not until I hit the flats. I watch over my shoulder as Jason fakes to the wide receiver. Jason might be airheaded but if you give him a football he’ll show you where to fucking put it.
Then his hand snaps back, and without any contact he knows it’s time to throw. I plummet down the field, my legs stretching to their limit. It feels amazing. I focus in on the ball, my heart jackhammering in my throat. It’s there within reach. I stretch further and feel the spiral spin into my grip. And with the ball tucked underneath me I plow forward. I break the first tackle, slamming my shoulder into his arm.
Then another with a fake to the left.
And the third with a stiff arm.
Then I’m falling toward the earth. Blue swirls into green. The freshness overtakes me. Someone pulls me from the ground and tugs on my helmet. “That’s what I’m fucking talking about!”
***
I press my hands harder against the shower wall and groan as the scalding water rolls down my back. I haven’t used all my muscles like this in over three weeks. I’m fucking sore.
After twenty minutes in the shower, I’m the last one out of the building besides the coaches. I crack my neck and roll my head on the way to the parking lot. The feeling of walking again—normally—is fucking awesome.
Digging in my front jeans pocket, I dial Roxy’s number. A picture of her in my shirt pops up and it goes straight to my dick. Something about that blush makes me rock hard.
“Are you on your way?”
I smile into the phone. “Someone’s antsy to see her man.”
“Always,” she says in her bedroom voice. It’s been amazing teasing her and coaxing her into talking dirty.
“I bet you can guess what limb on my body just moved,” I grunt.
She giggles and now I need to adjust myself. “But yes, I’m on my—,”
Holy Fuck.
My pickup is beat to fucking hell and back. The windows are busted out. The tires flat. All lights shattered and dents to high Heaven.
“Wes? Weston. Are you okay? Weston!”
 “I’m—I’m going to be a little late. About half an hour tops.”
She huffs. “What happened?”
I hold the bridge of my nose between my fingers. “I need to run to my apartment, baby. I’ll be there in a bit.”
“Okay.”
I shove my phone into my pocket and clench my fists. No one at SAU is stupid enough to pull this bullshit. It would have to be Ryan. I dig my phone back out and dial the jail.
“Columbia County Sherriff’s Department.”
“Is Ryan Huntington still in jail?”
“One second.” I scan the area but there isn’t anyone in sight. “Yes, sir. He is.”
“Thanks.”
I shove my phone into my pocket and open the dented door to my truck. Red rushes my vision. Everything rational leaves my body. I squeeze the top edge of my truck and slam my fists against it until my hand starts to bleed.
“Fuck!” I scream.
Breathe. Breathe. Breathe. Jesus Christ. I rest my arms against the top of the door and hang my head. I stay that way until I can breathe again.
Slowly, I get into the truck and start the engine. I’m fucking surprised it even started. I can’t go straight to Roxy’s house because it’s still daylight. I don’t want her to get a good look at my truck.
I swerve toward town and head straight toward the pool hall down town. Some of the guys had talked about going to play pool after practice.
My nerves have calmed by the time I walk into the pool hall. And sure enough a table in the back is surrounded by four players.
Dom waves me over. “What’s up, man?”
Jason leans forward and gives me that stupid ass smile. “I’m surprised to see Weston out. I didn’t think your leash would reach this far.” He grins and takes a long swig of his drink.
I sit down and flip his cap off of his head. “Fuck you, Jason.” I snatch his beer from in front of him and chug it. “I’m just here to see Dom.”
Jason grabs his neck and winks. “Be careful, don’t choke.”
Dom laughs and stands up. “Leave ‘em alone, Jas. After that play today I wouldn’t underestimate Weston anymore.”
Jason rolls his eyes. “Come at me, bro.”
I snag his drink and flip his hat off his head again before following Dom over to the corner of the building.
“What’s up?”
Dom lights up a cigarette and hides it by his side.
“Someone fucked my truck up, Dom. And I need your help. Can you ask your dad to do a background check on someone for me?”
Dom takes another drag. “You know I will, bro. What’s going on? You know I got your back.”
I nod and brace my hands behind my neck. “You know Roxy’s baby’s dad?”
 Dom nods.
“Him.”
Dom frowns. “I thought he was in jail. My dad said he was the other day when I talked to him.”
I nod and lean against an empty pool table. “He is. But he told me that he had people coming for me.”
“Damn, bro.” Dom sighs and looks up at me. He’s got his serious face on. “Is it worth it, bro?”
And I know he’s asking because he cares. Because he already knows it is. “Dom,” I clear my throat. “I don’t think anything has ever been more worth it for me. Because no one has ever made me feel this alive. Or loved. It’s fucked up man. It scares the hell out of me. I’m afraid if I close my eyes she’ll be gone and I’ll have to live the rest of my life living in ‘what-ifs’.” I scoff. “So, yes, it’s fucking worth it.”
Dom’s smile is wide, showing those pearly whites. “Bro, I thought I’d never see the day when Weston Garrison talk liked a pussy.”
I roll my eyes.
“But it’s about fucking time, bro.” Dom brings me in for a hug.
***
“You sure you can’t stay?” Roxy whispers. Her red lips are parted, her chest heaving. It wouldn’t be so bad if she wasn’t sitting in her bra and panties sprawled out in front of me.
Goddammit. I lean back down and take her lips in mine. A soft moan echoes through her mouth and I swallow it. “Baby …” I groan. “You know this is real for me, don’t you?”
Her eyes widen. “What do you mean?”
I sigh. Give me a break, I’m fucking new at this. “That I care for you. I really do. I’d do—probably anything you ever ask me to. I’m yours. And you’re mine whether you want me or not.”
She grins. “You’re amazingly charming.”
I flick the tip of her nose and then suck her bottom lip into my mouth. “Keep that in mind when I tell you this—I have to go.”
She frowns. “Amazingly sucky.”
I lift an eyebrow. “I believe you’re the one that sucks,” I whisper, tracing my finger against her lip. “And you’re very good at it.”
She laughs as I get up and get dressed. “And why can’t you stay the night again? I think I liked you better with a bum leg, you didn’t leave me alone as much.”
It’s not that I don’t want to stay here with her. I do. But if someone is hunting me, then I don’t want to be anywhere near Roxy or Maddox in case they do find me.
“I’ve got to help Dom clean up and study a little before I get a full night’s sleep. Because,” I straddle her on the bed and lean down to bury my nose in her neck. “We both know that I won’t be able to keep my dick in my pants if I stay. It’s a problem I’m working on.”
She laughs. “True. Be safe,” she says, leaning up to give me a soft kiss.
I nod. “Of course.”
Maddox is underneath his covers with a flashlight when I walk in. I pray to God he didn’t hear what we were just doing in the other room. “Aren’t you supposed to be asleep?”
The flashlight clicks off and he jumps back down. The sheet flutters down after him and lands over his head. “I am asleep,” he says.
“You had me until you talked.”
He sighs and sits up. “Are you leaving?” he asks.
I nod. “Yep. I was just checking on you before I left. You better get your butt in bed.”
He lies back down and I tuck him in. I lean forward and press a kiss to his forehead. There is something on his face that makes my chest tighten. “I love you, Weston,” he says before rolling over.
I stare down at the mop of black hair and that little face. An ache bone deep seers me. “I love you, too, Maddox.”
I have no intention of going home tonight. My pickup is lined with blankets—even though it’s hot as hell—water and leftover food from supper tonight. I start my truck and drive around for a few minutes, making sure no one is watching or following me. I turn down Roxy’s street from the opposite direction and park on the cul-de-sac on the opposite side of the street, giving me a perfect view of Roxy’s house, a cluster of thin trees block my truck.
I couldn’t imagine actually leaving them alone tonight. But I also couldn’t imagine—if someone is really following me—them finding me inside Roxy’s house. I doubt they’ll hurt Roxy since Ryan doesn’t want to, but I can’t take my chances. So I watch from a safe distance. No lights flicked on. No movement. And before I know it everything is black.
***
Thud. Thud. Thud.
Fuck. My head pounds as I make an attempt to sit up. Every muscle in my body begins to ache. Where the—
Everything dawns on me at once.
Thud. Thud. Thud. “I’m callin’ the police if ya don’t get ya butt out of there!”
The little old lady from Roxy’s apartment complex is tapping the window of my truck with her cane. “I’m getting out. Hold on.”
She scurries away as I open the truck door and step out. She sizes me up and quickly presses her lips together. “Are you watchin’ us? Why are you out here? And where is your shirt?”
I run my fingers through my hair. “Look, lady. I was just making sure Roxy was okay.”
She leans on her cane and snarls at me. Wow, Grandma must really need some dick. “You get your little fast ass out of here!”
“Fine.” I hold my hands up in surrender.
“Mrs. Rhodes?” Ah, that’s her real name.
Wait. I twirl around and see Roxy standing on the other side of the road with her hands on her hips. “What in the hell is goin’ on?”
She points her cane at me and squints one eye. “This hoodlum slept out here all night! I was scared to death.”
“You didn’t even know I was out here.”
She crosses her arms. “You don’t know what I know.”
Goddammit. I turn to Roxy and pleadingly give her a help me look. She sighs. “Mrs. Rhodes, he’s with me. He’s fine.”
“You can’t sleep out here anymore!” she yells angrily at me. Shutting my truck door, I turn to lock it. Before I leave I salute her.
“Yes, ma’am.”
She cusses me out all the way to Roxy’s apartment.
“That woman is crazy.”
Roxy shuts the door behind her. “What was that about?” She tosses her hands in the air. “Do I have cooties? Is something wrong with my bed? And why the hell is your truck bashed in? Did you get in a fight? An ex-girlfriend come back to town?”

Ah, shit. “Baby,” I sigh. I didn’t want to tell her. “Roxanne, someone beat my truck up when I was at practice yesterday. I got scared. I didn’t want Ryan’s people to come after me and have Maddox or you be around. But on the other hand I didn’t want to leave you alone in case they did come after you.”
Her face falls and a single tear rolls down her cheeks. “I’m so—so sorry, Wes. I …,” she covers her face with her palms. “I shouldn’t have brought you into this. I should have cut it off when I had the chance but now I—,”
“Wait. What? You were going to dump my ass?” For some reason my heart feels like it’s in my throat.
She gives me a one shoulder shrug. “I didn’t want this to happen. I didn’t want you scared for your life or ours.”
The anger fades and I take her in my arms. “I don’t want to hear that bullshit anymore, do you hear me? It’s over. There isn’t any more chasing for me. Or hoping that one day I’d find a girl that I wanted more from. Because you’re her. Now,” I step backwards, “your little ass couldn’t get rid of me if you wanted to.”
A gives me a soft smile. “If you say so.”
I lift an eyebrow. “Don’t tempt me to show you how much I want you right now.”
She traces the outline of my dick in my pants before stepping back, leaving me hungry for her touch. “Breakfast?”
I hold my groan and meet her eyes. “Please.” We’re fucking each other in our minds when I feel a hand wrap around my leg.
“Weston.” Maddox rubs his eyes. “Are you eating with us?”
I bend down and rub my hand against his matted hair. “Yep, bud. I am.” Maddox throws his arms around my neck. I press his small body against mine and hold. I can count the times on my hand that my dad has hugged me. I won’t be that man. Ever.
Roxy stands behind Maddox and stares at me. Something I can’t read is written all over her face. When she sees I’m watching she turns and starts fixing breakfast.



Chapter Fourteen
Roxy
It took me this long to realize I’m in way over my head.
The sensation I feel when he touches me is all-consuming. A virus I can’t seem to stop but I’m glad I can’t. I never wanted to bring Weston into any of this, and I never thought I would. We hated each other. But that hate was only fear. We feared caring for one another. Me because of my past. And him because of his father.
And Maddox. God he loves Weston. I see it on his little face. I always wanted someone for Maddox. But it scares the living shit out of me. What happens if Weston gets sick of this bullshit game with Ryan? What if he leaves? Maddox will be left with one less piece of his heart. I’m not sure how much he can take.
“Stop overthinking things over there.”
Sighing, I continue to look through clothes on the dress rack. “I’m not overthinking, just being cautious.”
Erica pushes up her glasses and pops her hip to the side. “Yes, you are. Just don’t think about Ryan. He’s a lousy no good asshole that was just trying to scare Weston. I’m glad he got his ass beat.”
I wish that were the case. She doesn’t know Ryan like I do. I know the things he’s gotten himself into. The people he hangs around. The crazed look in his eye scared the living shit out of me at the hotel. Even though he hasn’t been in contact with me since he arrived, it makes my bones hurt. Because I’ve seen that crazed look before.
***
Maddox’s cry woke me up. I sat straight up and rubbed my eyes until I could see again. Then I blink rapidly, trying to get the foggy glaze out of my eyes.
Another cry. The clock read three thirty. But that wasn’t the problem. The empty space next to me in bed was. Ryan had been out every night for the past two weeks. Every. Fucking. Night.
Crawling out of bed, I picked Maddox up and bounced him. I was in the kitchen warming his bottle when the front door swung open. It banged against the opposite wall and then slammed shut.
I watched the shadow against the opposite wall as Ryan walked forward. He stumbled, groaned and then started pacing back and forth.
I listened as he mumbled to himself, as I fed Maddox.
When I finished, I walked into the living room and found him shivering on the couch. His hands were interlaced in his dirty hair. The once vibrant tanned skin I loved about him was washed out and pale. He was skinny, too skinny.
“Where have you been?” I asked.
His head snapped up. The same gorgeous blue eyes I loved so much were black. Black and hungry for something I knew I couldn’t give him. “I need it,” he whispered, rocking back and forth.
It didn’t look like he was even looking at me but right through me. “Need what?” I asked but I knew the answer.
“I need it,” he growled out. Holding his hand outward, he let a handful of hair float to the ground.
I gasped and held Maddox closer to me. But he didn’t care. He didn’t care about anything but drugs. About anything but his fucking self.
He shot up and shoved the table across the room. The strength that used to hold me at night. Those big arms had been my home. Not anymore. Everything had vanished. Every last amount of hope for him. For us had evaporated.
He turned to me but it wasn’t him. Because Ryan had disappeared a long time ago.
***
“Roxy?”
God. I can’t feel that hurt again. I won’t. Weston’s willing to try. To lose himself in me like I’m falling into him. “Roxy?”
This madness has to stop. Ryan can’t come back and ruin the only thing I’ve had in years.
“Roxy!”
“What?”
Erica frowns and wraps her arm around my shoulder. “Are you really okay?”
I nod, drop my hand from the clothes rack and hug Erica. “I am. I’m just so scared, Erica.”
 She nods into my shoulder and rubs her hand over my back. “We’re going to be fine. Ryan will get the hint and leave.”
I don’t correct her because it’s no one’s problem but my own. “So, you like this one?”
Erica scrunches up her nose. “No, keep looking.”
After three hours in the mall in Texarkana we drive back to Magnolia with a few bags in the backseat. Erica drops me off at the house.
I dig my keys out of my pocket but stop mid-step when I see the envelope taped to my front door. All the hair on the back of my neck stands on end as I stare at the four small letters on the front. Roxy.
Slowly, I reach up and tear it from the door. The envelope is full of one hundred dollars bills. A silent cry leaves my mouth. This can’t be real? Does he think he can buy his way back into my life?
Wiping the tears from my cheek, I unlock the door and drop my things on the floor. Bending my knees, I let myself fall to the floor. My throat is on fire. Breath seems so close but far away.
“Roxanne.”
The chilling sound of his voice still frightens me. I jerk up and crawl backwards until my back is pressed against the door. He’s sitting in our recliner. That recliner I took from our apartment in Texas. Both elbows are resting on his knees and his hands are interlocked in front of him.
Those blue eyes settle on me, but they look like him. Not the monster in the hotel. And that’s the problem. One minute he’s fine and the next he is gone.
“Why are you here?” I whisper. “Why are you doin’ this to us?”
The hood over his face slides backwards as he stands up. Every emotion I’ve ever felt for him slams into me. He’s filled out. Still skinny but gaining weight. He swallows and his Adam’s apple bobs in his throat.
“Why?” I whisper again. I force myself to look down. Looking into those eyes I fell so hard into isn’t as easy as I thought.
“You left me,” he whispers, voice deep and demanding. “You fucking left me!” he shouts.
I jump and bring my knees to my chest. “You’re an addict, Ryan. I had to leave. I was scared for my fucking life.”
He laughs, a high pitch hysterical sound. “Look at me,” he screams. He takes two large steps toward me and drops down to his knees. His scent hits me and tears build in my eyes. “I would never hurt you!” he points at my chest.
I shake my head back and forth. “You abandoned us Ryan, not the other way around.”
He presses his head to my knees and begins to shake back and forth. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I’m sorry,” he continues to repeat over and over while he shakes. “Please take me back, baby,” he cries. “I want my son back. I need you.” He begins to claw at me.
My phone begins to vibrate on the floor next to me but he chucks it behind us. “Don’t you answer that,” he warns. “I need you. It took me three months to find you but I did. And now I’m ready to have my family. I’m ready. I’m starting to use less and less. I’m trying, Roxanne.”
What? A numb, hot redness takes over me. “What about the two years before that Ryan? You can’t pick when you take care of your family. It’s either you do or don’t. It’s as simple as that.”
He grabs my chin and forces me to look at him. “He is not Maddox’s father, Roxanne. He will never be his father.” He begins to mumble fiercely underneath his breath. “Never!”
Tears roll down my cheeks and he kisses them away. Like nothing ever changed. That the past two years hadn’t happened. I shove against his chest but he shoves both hands against me and forces me down to the floor. “Did you miss me?” he begins to mutter as he tries to grab my clothes.
Panic sets in. The almost rational Ryan isn’t here anymore. He’s gone. I struggle against him but manage to get my arm out from underneath him. I hit his back over and over in the same spot in his ribs.
He growls and jumps off of me giving me enough time to get up. Before I can take one step he grabs my leg and sends me falling face first onto the floor.
My fingers curl into the carpet as he pulls me back toward him. With the breath I have, I begin to scream. If the nosy next-door neighbor is worth anything it’s calling the fucking police. Don’t let me down, Mrs. Rhodes.
Ryan crawls on top of me and begins to cover my mouth with his hand. I kick the furniture and the walls until Ryan slugs me in the cheek. Stars form around my vision and my head becomes dizzy.
“Shh,” Ryan coos before unzipping my jeans. I feel myself reach to stop him but he shoves me back down. My head hits the ground again and vomit threatens to come up my throat.
I feel my panties slide down my thighs and then off of each of my feet. I open my eyes and see Ryan inhale into them, and then slip them into his pocket.
No. No. No. This cannot happen. Please, someone. I muster up my last ounce of strength and jab my knee into his crouch. He howls but falls on top of me, weighing me down for so long I can hardly see.
Then I hear the sirens. Sirens. A smile forms on my face and I close my eyes. I hear Ryan rushing through the house and then the backdoor slams. I stare at the ceiling of my apartment until I see EMT’s hovering above me.
***
The hospital released me three hours later. The cut on my cheek didn’t need any stitches and since he didn’t get to actually rape me no medical attention was needed. After the police questioned me, I was free to go.
Turns out Mrs. Rhodes did call the police. I knew she would. I’m surprised she hadn’t called in on Weston and me at night.
Weston. They made him stay out of the room because he was screaming. At everyone. Every time I winced. Or cried. He would cuss some doctor out for not doing their job. Erica had to slap the shit out of him to get him to calm down.
That was the best part of the night so far.
He is sitting in the waiting room with his elbows on his knees, pulling on his hair when I walk out.
“Stupid bastard,” Erica mumbles.
I laugh and Weston’s head shoots up. “He must be part dog,” she whispers.
I bark out a laugh and Weston furrows his brow. That hard jaw is clenched so tightly I’m afraid the bone will break. He storms toward me, grabs me underneath my legs and swings me up to an infant’s cradle.
Erica starts cussing him out, trying to keep up with his long strides. We’re outside and halfway to his truck before Erica catches up. “Stop, Weston! What the hell is your problem?”
He drops me and turns around to stare at Erica. “Are you serious? My goddamn girlfriend was attacked and almost raped tonight, Erica! So excuse me if I’m not Mary Fucking Poppins!”
She narrows her gaze and I see the fight coming already. “Well, Weston. If you knew anything, treating her like she’s three isn’t going to help her get over it. It’s going to make her depressed.”
Oh, God.
Weston shakes his head back and forth. “Get out of my face, Erica.”
“Oh, you wanna go, Garrison?”
Jesus Christ.
“Shut up!” I scream. “Both of you. I want to go home. I don’t want to stand in the damn parking lot and argue. Please! I want to go home.”
Erica whips her blonde hair off of her shoulder and crosses her arms over her chest. “Call me if you need me.” She sneers at Weston before walking back to her car.
Weston turns toward me and my breath catches in my throat. Tears coat his brown eyes, and the tip of his lips quiver.
He steps forward, curls his hand over the back of my neck and forces my lips up to his. “I’ve never been more fuckin’ scared than I was today. When Erica called me—I swear I wanted to vomit. All the anger in me manifested into one big aggressive orb. But then came the sadness. A bitter hurt. Not only did he try and take what’s mine,” he points toward his chest but runs his lips against mine, “but he tried to hurt her.” I taste his tears in my mouth. “And I’ve never felt so much love for one person in my entire life.”
If my heart could swell and pop it would. Weston growls and takes the kiss from soft and innocent to hot and demanding. But before I can latch onto him, he pulls back and guides me back to the truck. “Let’s go home.”
***
“Did they catch him?”
Weston never stops rubbing his thumbs into my shoulder. The hot water from the shower beats down on us. I arch my back when Weston hits the spot and I move my hands—that I’m bracing myself on—up the shower wall.
Weston steps forward. I feel his erection pressed against my ass and I close my eyes. “No,” he whispers.
Of course not.
“He was released on bail today. Was he strung out?”
I roll my neck back and Weston lowers his hands to my mid-back and starts to make slow circles. “At first I didn’t think so. He was calm. Then he started to freak out. He said you weren’t Maddox’s father. And then—,” I trail off because I know he doesn’t want to hear that.
He groans and lowers his hands to my lower back. He presses into the sore bones and I arch my back further, my ass brushing up against him again. He growls and rests his mouth against my ear. The scruff from his jaw tickles a path against my neck. “Stop doin’ that, sweetheart. Or I’m not going to be able to control myself.”
Why would he want to? I crane my face to the side and lift an eyebrow. “Who said I didn’t want it?”
He presses himself against me. “You were almost raped, Roxanne. I didn’t figure this was the best time.”
Oh. I turn around to face him and watch his eyes search mine. Each hand on either side of me. I reach forward and wrap my hand around his cock. He growls and steps closer to me. “Don’t fuckin’ tempt me.”
I squeeze harder and begin to stroke him. He stares at me through the water as I lower to my knees. Excitement is in his eyes but he doesn’t go for it, not yet. “I don’t want you to do that if you don’t want to. I won’t care if we get out of this shower and go straight to bed. Straight to sleep, Roxy. I’ll be here in the morning either way.”
I nod. “I know.” I press the tip to my mouth and slowly trace my tongue over it. He pushes himself forward. “I want to taste you,” I whisper. The dirty talk is starting to come easier and easier. “Please.”
“Fuck,” he grunts out. He holds the back of my head and slides himself into my mouth. I clutch the base and move my head up and down in a rhythm he provides. “Jesus Christ,” he pants, pushing himself further into me. “God. Let me feed you, baby,” he whispers.
Wetness builds in-between my legs. Nothing is sexier than seeing that look on his face. The look I know I made. He buries his cock in my mouth until he hits the back of my throat. Over and over. I take him deep and pull out, stroking him with my hands.
“Goddammit,” he groans and pulls me off of him. His cock slides out of my mouth and makes a ‘pop’ sound. Weston’s eyes grow wide. “You’re really fuckin’ good at that.”
I start to stand but Weston gently guides me down to the shower floor and covers me with him. “Tell me it’s only me,” he whispers, reaching down to slide his index finger against my slit.
“Only you.”
He makes a low humming sound of satisfaction. “I’m going to fuck every trace of him off of you,” he hoarsely whispers, dragging his teeth against my throat. He shoves his finger inside of me and I moan.
“Come on my fuckin hand, baby,” Weston whispers. “Show me how much you want me.”
The pace quickens. He slides another finger inside of me and presses his thumb against my clit. My body quakes underneath him. “God I love how responsive you are.” Shortly after, I arch my back and scream out his name.
Wide-eyed, he bites his lip while he watches me orgasm on his fingers. When he sees I’m coming down, he slips his fingers out and slides both of them into his mouth to suck my taste off of him.
Hot white need fills me. Hungry, I reach up and pull him down on top of me. He knows what I want and doesn’t make me wait to get it. He slides his dick inside of me, and I widen for his width. “Goddamn—tight, tight, tight—fucking tight,” he mumbles against my lips.
Rocking back and forth, he moves until I’m comfortable with him. And then he slams into me. I cry out but he muffles it with his finger. I wrap my lips around it and suck. He slams harder as I take him to the back of my throat.
Then he’s everywhere on me. One hand reaches under and palms my ass and the other curls underneath my waist. He pounds me into oblivion. Each thrust as fantastic as the next. “You’re mine,” he growls out, spreading me wider with his hips.
“Always yours,” I mumble and I’ve never meant anything more in my life.




Chapter
Fifteen
Weston
“We won.”
34-30. The fans are still singing the SAU anthem when we file off the field. Jason wraps his arm around my shoulder and tugs me close. “That’s what I’m talking about!”
I shove him into a group of players and he jumps on one of their backs. “Hey, Wes.”
Dom jogs up beside me. “My Dad called today—,”
“Garrison. Over here.” Coach Turner yells and gestures toward a man standing beside him. No doubt a scout. By the dark green color of his polo and the eagle’s logo on his hat, I’d say he’s from the Philadelphia Eagles.
I shrug to Dom but he brushes it off. “I’ll wait in the locker room for you.”
The white man shoots his arm out toward me as soon as I walk up. “Weston Garrison, right?”
I take his hand. “Yes, sir.”
“I work for the Philadelphia Eagles, son. And I want to congratulate you on your win.”
“Thanks, sir. It’s a pleasure to meet ya.”
He pulls his hand back and shoves his hands in his pockets. “Likewise. You’ve had a nice recovery, I see.”
I nod. “Just a little set back.”
He grins and gives me a sideways look. “I like what I saw out there, and I’m looking forward to more film coming from your way.”
Turner slaps him on the back. “Yes, sir. There is more to come from Weston Garrison.”
 The scout gives me a curt nod so I turn and head back to the field house. My head is screaming at me but I contain my excitement. Tons of scouts will be interested, but only a select few will move in.
The locker room is loud. Lockers banging, showers humming and players everywhere. I even see a few girls—
“Hey, Weston.”
Fuck me. I glance around for Dom but I don’t see him. Rebecca puts a small hand on my chest in an attempt to stop me. “What do you want, Rebecca?”
She smiles, tossing her blonde hair off her shoulder. “You know what I want. You going to the party tonight?”
I remove her hand. “Yes, with Roxy.”
“Stop being such a jackass. You know I wouldn’t tell.”
I laugh and guide her out of my way. “Fuck off, Rebecca. You’ve done enough.” She slams her hands down on her hips but I ignore her yelling my name. I take a quick shower with the few players left and run toward my truck. The doors are still dented in but the lights are fixed.
“Weston,” Dom yells from my truck.
“What’s up? I was looking for you inside.”
He offers me a cigarette. I lift a brow. “Dom, you know I don’t smoke. What is—is everything alright?”
He nods. “Yea. But my dad called me back today and said Ryan has been in and out of jail in Texas for the past two years. He’s friends with a local gang in Houston.”
A gang. I may be from bumfuck Arkansas but I don’t underestimate anyone in a gang. Because when you piss off one you piss them all off. “Does he think they’re coming here or what?”
Dom shakes his head. “There isn’t any way of knowing. He just knows that he—in fact—does have friends.”
Shit. What if they are coming here? Would they kill me? Kill us? We can’t prove it to the cops. “I can’t let anything happen to Roxanne or Maddox. I just can’t.”
Dom places his hand on my shoulder. “Calm down, Wes. Like I said, we don’t know for sure. Don’t worry yourself sick about it. It’ll only make it worse.” He guides me toward my truck and opens the door for me. “Just go pick up that sexy ass girl of yours, and I’ll meet you at the party.”
I slowly nod. Dom waits until I’m half-way down the farmer’s road to move from his spot. I watch him grow smaller and smaller. A gut feeling is gnawing at me. And I’m starting to take Ryan more seriously.
***
An older lady answers the door when I knock. “You must be Weston?” she asks.
I glance inside to make sure I’ve got the right apartment. She’s carrying Maddox’s backpack and then Maddox jumps out from behind her. “That is Weston!”
“Yes, ma’am,” I say, offering her my hand. “It’s nice to meet you.”
She smiles and looks down at Maddox. “Why don’t you go ahead and get in the truck. I’ll be just a second.”
Maddox runs to my legs and wraps his arms around them. “Good game today, Weston,” he says and then looks up at me. “I love you.”
“I love you, too, bud. Now go get in the truck.”
The older lady is squinting at me when I turn back around. “I’m Erica’s mother, Mrs. Martha.”
I smile. Where is Roxy? “I know your daughter.”
She nods and wraps her coat tighter around her. “Yes, I know. You were all she talked about her freshman year.” She winks. “I see what the fuss is about.”
Erica? She must have not talked to her in the last few days. I don’t think she’d talk the same way about me now. “Thank you.” I swear to God I better not be blushing.
“Before I go,” she taps her lips. “I want you to promise me you’re not going to hurt that girl in there.”
“Of course not.”
She shakes her head. “No, now, I really mean it. I don’t think I can see that darkness come back over her life. Whether she wanted to see it or not she was lonely before she found you. I see a brightness I haven’t seen since I meet her two years ago.” She reaches for the door and stops before she shuts it. “And don’t forget about that little boy in that truck outside. He loves you.”
I take a step forward. “And I love him.”
“Good.”
***
Roxy leans her head back against my shoulder and sways her hips to the beat. The music is vibrating the walls around us but everything between us is still. I trail my hands over the curves of her body. She feels amazing. A low hum vibrates under my hand as I cup her breast.
She giggles. Turning her to face me, I grab both of her wrists and hold them captive behind her back. Her tits brush against my chest. She lifts an eyebrow at me.
“You want to go somewhere with me?” I whisper.
She cranes her head more to the right allowing me access to her neck. I breathe in her scent and nip at her skin. “Yes,” she mumbles.
She sucks in hardly when I pull her arms tighter. The stillness I’ve had while holding her fades away and everything slowly comes back down to reality. The alcohol. Music. Drugs. But it still doesn’t matter. We push our way out of the house and toward my pickup.
The back of Roxy’s dress slides up as she leans out of the passenger side window. “What are you doin’?” I ask, my eyes jerking back and forth between the road and her ass.
“The wind feels so good,” she whispers.
I laugh. “You’re a little tipsy, come here.” I grab her waist and drag her back inside.
She smiles widely and leans her head against the headrest. We ride in silence down the dirt road until I see my turn. “Where are we going?”
I tap my fingers against the wheel. “Do you not trust me?”
She screws her mouth up. “Maybe. Depends on where you’re taking me.”
The broken fence to the side is my cue, so I turn one last time and drive into an open field. “I don’t think that’s how trust works.”
She sits up in her seat. “Where the hell are we, Wes?”
There isn’t much to see but pastures and an old barn. I put my truck in park and kill the engine. “I want you to come stay with me tonight. No worries. No Ryan. No life. Just us.”
All the worry leaves her face and she takes my hand. “Show me the way.”
The treehouse is still there. Johnny and I spent everyday building this thing for three months. There wasn’t very much else to do as twelve-year-old boys in Magnolia. Roxy squeezes my hand as I lift her up through the floor and into the tree house.
“What is this place?”
I pull out the candles, portable light and sleeping bags. Once I get the candles lit and everything on I stand back. Football posters. A pair of five pounds weights and an old box TV. That’s it. Johnny’s dad helped us cut out the windows in the wood and would check on us thirty times a day. That beats the zero times my father checked on me.
“My old treehouse,” I whisper into the air.
Roxanne smiles and laces her fingers through mine. “I can imagine the things you’ve done up here.”
Laughing, I unzip our sleeping bags and make us a bed. “I don’t think you want to know.”
She shakes her head. “You’re right, I don’t. So,” she lays down and rests her head on one of the pillows I brought. “What made you want to bring me out here?”
Bending down, I hover over her, nipping and biting my way up her arm to her neck. “I’ve missed this place. I haven’t been back in about five years. I wanted to share it with you,” I whisper.
Her arms wrap around my neck as I settle myself between her legs. “Do you think someone is watching us?”
I trace the pad of my thumb over the frown of her mouth. The truth is I have no idea if someone is watching us. I wouldn’t be surprised. “No.”
She smiles but I know she knows. We both know. How could she not? “You don’t think this could be the calm before the storm?”
I know it could. “No,” I lie again.
A long, comfortable silence settles over us. “Tell me something about you that I don’t know?”
Ah, shit. “Most of my business has been sprinkled across the school for the past four years. I’m sure you know it.”
She shakes her head and leans against me. “Something I don’t know about you. Whatever you want.”
I gently run my fingernail against the small of her back. “I haven’t talked to my dad in two years.”
She stills in my arms and finally lifts up to look at me. Her small finger runs over my lips and then to my jaw. “Do you miss him? What happened to make y’all so distant?”
I give her a one shoulder shrug and she lies back down on my shoulder. “We were never close. Even my mom. I was an only child so I made tons of friends in school and—I thrived for attention. If my parents wouldn’t give it to me then I would get it somewhere else. Mostly girls. After Dad told me I was going to go into the family business after I graduated—I went crazy. I couldn’t stay here after I graduated college. I wanted out. He hasn’t spoken to me since.”
“But—do you miss him?”
I bite my tongue and begin to shake my head. “After everything—everything—I still wish we could be normal. Like a normal family.”
She nods into my chest and squeezes me tighter. “I know exactly what you mean,” she whispers.
We listen to the crickets for a long time, and I bundle us up underneath the covers as the wind begins to chill. “Do you like Maddox?”
What? I grip her chin and force her to look at me. Those green eyes are wide and tears are coating them. “Baby—,” I groan, covering her with me. “I love Maddox, Roxanne. Why would you even ask me that?”
A tear slips down her cheek. “Because being with me is being with Maddox. It scares a lot of guys off. I don’t want Maddox to lose another male figure. I don’t want him to think that’s how it’s supposed to be because it’s not. I want him to feel loved and not ever cry over it again. I want him to know how to treat a woman.”
I smooth the worry line out of her forehead with my thumb and kiss the tears streaming down her cheeks. “Roxanne. I don’t know what the future holds. Hell—I don’t know what tomorrow holds for us, but I can promise that I will never let Maddox down. I will always be there for him because I know firsthand how it feels to be without a father. And I wouldn’t wish it on my worst enemy.”
Biting her lip, she begins to nod and wipe the tears from her eyes. Grabbing the back of her neck, I lift her head to mine and slip my tongue inside of her mouth. Tasting her. Wanting her. Feeling her. She begins to pull on my shirt and move her hips against mine.
Sliding my teeth against her throat, I whisper, “Now, come here, and I’ll show you how much you mean to me.”
Without hesitation, she slips my shirt over my head.
***
The sun shining down through the treehouse window warms my legs that are tangled in the covers laying over us.
Roxanne is lying on her stomach. Her soft skin is warm beneath my fingertips. My dying cellphone says it’s only six in the morning. Standing up, I slip on a shirt and into some sweats. The woods look so familiar in the daylight. The same path I would take from my house here is overgrown with weeds and small trees.
I take a leak beside the base of the tree and listen to the birds sing. Then I hear the tractor. A loud cranking noise that I heard every morning for eighteen years. My body urges me toward the noise but my logical mind isn’t budging. What if I see him? What would I say?
Swallowing the sudden lump in my throat, I start walking. My legs feel like Jell-O as I push through the weeds and stop in the middle of my parent’s field. The faded red barn I caught a glimpse of last night is standing in front of me.
Old faded paint and the roof is caving in. Dad stopped using it after my grandfather died. The loud crank of the tractor draws me back and I make my way around the barn. My parent’s house sits a football width away from me. Dad’s tractor is mid-way.
The same farmer’s hat is sitting crooked on top of his balding head. He doesn’t notice me at first. Not until Duke, our old German Shepard, spots me. Those dark eyes shoot up and then he’s sprinting toward me.
Helplessly, I drop to my knees and hold him as he licks and barks in my face. Tears burn down my face. Then the tractor stops. Dad doesn’t move from his spot next to his tractor. He just watches. Both hands are shoved down into his jeans. I don’t need him to lift his head to see his face. I know him. I would watch him out of the window for hours each night as he worked. Praying he would come inside and acknowledge me.
Standing up, we stare at each other. Not moving. Just looking.
“Weston?”
I swirl around at Roxy. She’s standing beside the barn, my shirt from yesterday hangs down to her mid-thigh. Her right foot turned in slightly as she bites her lip.
“Good mornin’,” I say.
She doesn’t answer. Her gaze flickers to my dad who is now starting the tractor back. He whistles—without looking back—and Duke hauls butt to his side.
The sun begins to rise over the hill in front of Dad but I don’t stay to watch it. I turn and walk past Roxy toward the tree house.
When I get back to the tree house, I help lift Roxy up. Her eyes are worried as she stands watching me shove things into my bag. “Who was that? What’s wrong?”
I don’t even want to tell her. What kind of father wouldn’t even say hello to their child? He didn’t even budge. Just watched.
I won’t cry in front of her. No, I won’t. For me to pretend things could get better one day was stupid. It will never be better because neither one of my parents want me. They don’t care.
“Talk to me.”
He just doesn’t fucking care. Every emotion built inside of me is banging to be let out. Clawing at my insides. A sob fills my throat as I toss the portal lamp against the treehouse floor and I scream.
Roxy fumbles toward me, her arms wrapping around my waist and she pulls me into her lap. “It’s okay,” she whispers. “It’s okay.”
I don’t know how long I sit and cry, like a fucking baby. I hate myself for it. I’m supposed to be her shoulder to cry on not that other way around. She strokes my hair and hums underneath her breath.
I stare up in her eyes and I know that I’m safe. Even if someone is after us. I know this is where I’m supposed to be. “My dad,” I choke out, my voice hoarse from crying.
She furrows her brow. “What?”
“The guy we saw. It was my dad.”




Chapter Sixteen
Roxy
His dad.
His fucking dad. I thought the man was a stranger. Staring at Weston like he was a trespasser on his land. That’s not the look I would expect a father to give his son. Ever.
Erica waves her hand in front of my face and tries to stick a French fry in my mouth. “Earth to Roxanne.”
I slap the fry away and sigh. “I’m back.”
She frowns. “Are you still thinking about Ryan? I mean—it’s been three weeks and no word. I think the police scared him off.”
 Doubtful. Even though it should be on my mind it isn’t. All I can think about is the tears streaming down Weston’s face. He opened up to me and bared his heart like no one ever has. How dare his father make him feel that helpless and little! The fact that I haven’t talked to my parents hasn’t bothered me. They threw out their pregnant teenage daughter. How am I supposed to let them around my child? Or try to patch up that relationship? I went to sleep every night for a long time praying my parents would take me back but they never even looked in my direction again. But I’ve come to terms with it. Weston hasn’t.
“Erica, can you go somewhere with me really quick?”
Erica doesn’t ask where we’re going, she just drives. I don’t know the exact road but I get us a road over and direct her onto a long dirt driveway.
My entire body is shaking when Erica parks. She lifts a brow. “Can I ask you whose house this is or is it a secret?”
I sigh and run my fingers over my face. “It’s Weston’s parent’s house.”
Her mouth makes a perfect O. “Are you going to meet them—alone? Why isn’t he here?”
“He doesn’t know I’m here.”
She smirks. “That desperate to meet them?”
“No, it’s not like that. This won’t take long. Wait for me here.” I open the door and walk the dirt driveway toward their large farmhouse.
Their wraparound porch is full of wicker furniture and a porch swing. Flowers overflow their pots. The same dog from yesterday pops his head up and he begins to growl right beside the front door.
“What is it Duke?” someone coos and then the front screen door opens.
His Dad walks out and stops a few feet away from the door. “You look different with clothes on.”
My mouth pops open. What a fucking dirtbag! He narrows his eyes and I see it. The familiar face. There is no denying this is Weston’s father. I hate to say he got his good looks from him but it looks like it. Deep, brown eyes that you could drown in. Dirty blonde hair.
“You son of a bitch,” I snap. His eyes grow wide but I don’t give him a chance to say anything. “Do you even realize the pain you put on Weston? He cried—fucking cried—in my goddamn arms this morning because his dad is the biggest fucking asshole to walk the planet. No reason. At least my parents had a reason—a fucked up one—but it’s something. You just ignore him. Act like he isn’t your son just because he doesn’t want to be bull breeder? I wouldn’t want to be that either! You need to man-up to your responsibilities and treat him like the son he deserves to be treated like.”
I take a long breath and stare at him for a few minutes. He hasn’t moved, just leaned down to scratch his dog’s head.
So, I leave.
***
Maddox is sitting on the living room floor with his Legos when a truck door slams from outside.
He turns back to look at me with wide-eyes. My heart starts to jackhammer in my throat but as I get up the door swings open.
Weston’s eyes are wild and crazy. A look in them I have never seen before. “Are you okay?” I ask.
He swallows slowly. “Hey, Weston!” Maddox yells, running up to him.
Weston turns his gaze to Maddox and bends down to his level. “Hey, buddy. Why don’t you go to your room really quick for me? Then I’ll take you to play some football outside when you’re done.”
Maddox jumps up and runs to his room without any question. Weston turns to me and stares. My heart is in my throat. Is he mad about his dad? Does he even know? What the hell is going on?!
Walking over, he shoves my books across the couch and carries me to my bedroom. The bed squeaks as he lays us down and begins to cover my entire body with his mouth. “Weston,” I groan, squirming my hips. “It’s not that I’m not enjoying this because I am but what’s going on? You look kind of crazed.”
Ten rough fingers dig into my hips and he pulls me down lower so I can look up at him. “I’ve never had anyone stand up for me like you did today.” He rubs my jaw.
“So, you talked to your dad?”
He nods. “He—he called me today and told me what you said to him. I’m not stupid and I’m not going to get my hopes up but this was a step in the right direction. It was almost—nice to hear his voice.”
My chest swells. “Well, I’m glad he called. I was beginning to think he wasn’t even listening to me.”
Weston grips the back of my neck with his wide palm. “Oh, he was listening, baby. I’ve never had anyone stick up for me like that—besides Dom—and I don’t think you know how much that means to me.”
I fight the tears. “I hated to see you cry—I never want to see it again. It hurt me to see it.”
Weston presses his forehead against mine and molds my mouth with his. This kiss isn’t sexy or sweet. It’s prefect. The firmness of him against the softness of me—it almost feels like we are thread of the same cloth. “Thank you,” he begins to whisper against my throat, then my chest. He rips my shirt over my head and pulls down the cups of my bra.
He sucks me hard into his mouth while he flicks my other nipple between his index finger and thumb. “I want to devour you, Roxanne.”
I groan into his mouth. I want to be devoured.
“Taste every single inch of this skin. Consume you,” he whispers against my belly while his fingers unzip my jeans.
Finally I’m lying naked beneath him, shivering with needs that only he can fulfill. His erection presses against my wet entrance. He cusses underneath his breath and then lowers himself on top of me. “I’m not my father, Roxy,” he groans.
I furrow my brow. “I know that—,”
“No,” he teases me again and I buck upward. “I’m not my dad. I will not become my dad. I meant what I said about Maddox. I love him,” he whispers against my throat. “As much as I love you. And I will never let anything happen to either one of you.” He laughs and slides inside of me. “I never thought I could be this man. There was no future in marriage or love for me. I never felt love back. That was all I needed, someone to love me like no one ever has.” He locks gazes with me. The corner of his full mouth rises up in a smirk. “I love you, Roxanne. And I don’t give a goddamn rat’s ass who knows.” He slides into me again and begins to quicken his pace.
“I’m yours whether you want me or not.”
His fingers dig into my hips as he pushes further into me. “Good thing I want you then.”
He groans and lowers his mouth to my ear. “You’ll always have me.”
“Hey, Weston?”
He stops moving and glances down at me. “What is it?”
I reach up and run my fingers through his dirty blond hair. “I love you, too.”



Chapter
Seventeen
Weston
I know this doesn’t make my dad and me friends. Or even normal. But I know a step in the right direction when I see one.
Roxanne went over there to confront him without telling me. At first I was too stunned stupid to even think. Then I realized it worked. Roxanne put him in his place like she’s put me in mine so many times. A sense of pride formed in the pit of my stomach.
“What can I get you?”
What? I glance up over the counter at Java City at a familiar face. Where have I seen her before? “You never called,” she says.
Oh, right. I smile over at her and actually glance at her name tag instead of her rack. “Rachel, is it?”
She flips her hair, still hopeful that I’ll call her. And I would have—if Roxy hadn’t have come tumbling into my life. “You’re a beautiful girl,” I say.
Her smile widens. “But I’m in love with someone else. “
All the color in her face pales. “You’re Weston Garrison, right?”
I nod.
Then she furrows her brow. “You’ve fucked everyone else but you won’t fuck me? What the hell did I ever do to you?”
Ouch.
I lean closer to her. “Nothing and that’s a good thing. You don’t need me or any other guy to fuck you, Rachel. Why don’t you find the guy that wants to take you out instead of have sex?”
Her cheeks redden. “Right. Well, why don’t you just order and put me out of my misery?”
I smile. “Two Oreo Javalanches, please.”
She rolls hers eyes and starts making them while mumbling underneath her breath. Can’t win them all.
I carry both drinks out of the library and out to my truck. Driving to Roxy’s house is programmed into my brain. I’ll find myself turning down her road without even realizing I’ve turned. The feeling of knowing you have someone to go to is heart-warming.
The radio changes to an upbeat song and I hum along as I drive. It’s been three weeks since the incident and there hasn’t been one peep out of Ryan or any potential fuckup friends. No more bashed in trucks. No more envelopes full of money. No kidnapping and no break-ins.
But a nagging feeling at the back of my neck has been hovering over me for the past couple of days. There hasn’t been any sign of them but I feel it. Deep down I feel it.
It’s quiet on Roxy’s street. No noise. No passing cars. Even the neighbor’s cars are gone. Just her small Honda Civic is sitting in the driveway. When I park, I sit staring at Duplex number 6. No one passes by the windows. A few lights are on but that’s it. It’s unsettling.
When I walk to the door, I listen. Only the faint sound of the TV from Maddox’s room is playing. Panic sets inside of me, so I open the door and walk in.
The living room is a mess. Pillows torn to pieces, the mirror over the entertainment center is in shards scattered on the floor. Jesus Christ. I rush through the house like a madman. I can’t think straight. Where are they?
I sling Roxy’s bedroom door open and stop dead in my tracks. Ryan is sitting on the edge of her bed. He isn’t looking at me but she is. Roxy’s hands and feet are bound together. Tearstains are covering her cheeks. One eye is swollen shut and blood is dripping from her lip. “Are you okay?” I ask.
She begins to shake but nods. “Where is Maddox?”
Ryan chuckles beneath his breath and stands up. His clothes are starting to hang off of him. Both cheeks are sunken in and dark shadows line his eyes. “He’s safe in the closet.” He gestures toward the closet. “There.”
I run to the closet and find Maddox gagged and bound on the closet floor. Anger floods me and I fly upward but he’s holding a gun to Roxy’s head when I turn around.
With both hands up in surrender, I take a step backwards. “Tell me what you want. I’ll do it.”
Roxy moans and he shoves her back to the bed. “Did you not take me seriously? Did you think I would let you go on with your life—with my wife! With my son!” He laughs hysterically, holding the gun up to his lips. “I told you I had people coming for you.” A sinister looks takes over his face. “And now it’s time.”
“Promise me they won’t get hurt.”
“Oh, I never intended on hurting them.”
Good. Roxy’s gaze flickers to mine and holds. “I love you,” I whisper.
Ryan grins at the same time Roxy starts to squirm. But something strikes me from behind before I can move, and I hit the floor with thud.
***
A deep ache is brushing against the back of my skull when I open my eyes. It’s throbbing so hard that I can’t see straight. Everything is in duplicates. Two dark rooms. Two high ceilings.
“He’s awake.”
Goddammit it hurts to hear. I groan and try to move my hands up to my face but I can’t move them.
“You sure?”
Fuck! Prying my eyes open I try to focus on something. Anything. The first movement I see I focus in on. The darkness adjusts and the outline of a giant beam comes into sight. Where the fuck—
Dread sets in. My eyes focus all the way, and with the moonbeams shining in through the holey ceiling I see where we are. There is only one place in Magnolia that has a building like this. And it’s twenty minutes out of town toward Salem. My mouth dries. The abandoned warehouse has been used by college students for parties for years.
“Yep, definitely awake.”
A tall guy with skin as dark as night stares down at me. When he smiles all I can focus on are his big white teeth. “Where are Roxy and Maddox?” I groan out. It feels like sandpaper is rubbing against the inside of my throat.
“Don’t you worry about them, Garrison. I’m not going to go back on my deal, we won’t hurt them.”
Ryan appears from the far right corner of the room. That must be the way out. But with two other guys standing in the corner of the room it doesn’t look like a run for it would work, even if I weren’t tied to a damn chair.
“I really don’t want to have to do this,” Ryan says, dragging a foldout chair across the concrete. Swinging the chair around, he sits in front of me. The gun in his hands flashes in the moonbeams. And everything sets in.
He isn’t stable and he’s holding a gun. No telling if he is high or not but I don’t think it makes much of a difference either way. He wants me dead and nothing is here to stop him.
“Then don’t.”
He chuckles and rubs the gun in-between the palms of each hand, his fingers twitching against the trigger. Both shoulders occasionally jerk and I know he’s stoned out of his mind. “You think I went two years without her so that you could have her? You’re not Maddox’s father, I am.”
“Well, you sure as hell don’t act like it,” I spit out. “A father doesn’t have to be biological to be your father. It’s how you fuckin’ act, butt-fuck.”
The chair flies backwards as he jumps to his feet and points the gun right at my head. “They aren’t yours!” he screams, his voice echoing into the night.
Grinding my teeth together, I pull at the twist ties that are binding my wrists together. “That may be true. But they sure as hell aren’t yours either.”
He screams and pistol whips me across the face. My cheek throbs and blood starts to trail down my face. When I look back up, any ounce of humanity that was left in him is gone.
He brings the gun back up to my head and grabs a handful of his hair. “Ryan, bro, you—,”
“Shut up!” Ryan screams and begins to pace back and forth in front of me. I have no idea why he hasn’t killed me. But I’m not complaining. I tug on my wrists again but it only tightens more. “I’m going to do it. I have to. It’s the only way,” he’s mumbling to himself.
Blood is dripping from my face now and down my white T-shirt. I close my eyes. I don’t want to leave Roxanne, not only for selfish reasons—even though it’s obvious I’m going to miss her like fuck—but because I have no way of knowing how their life is going to turn out. Will Ryan really keep his fucking promise? Or will he force her to stay with him?
A loud bang shouts off, so I duck my head to my chest. Did someone shoot? Am I bleeding? I look down at my shirt but only the blood from my face is there. The two guys in the corner start shouting but an air horn sounds off from outside. “Magnolia Police, come out now!”
Jesus Christ. Roxy must have gotten out. Ryan begins to screech while holding his ears. One of the guys comes up to Ryan and starts to drag him out of the building but he begins to fight. My heart is racing inside my chest. Ryan flings the gun around fighting with one of his guys. “Let go! Let go. Let go! I have to get him. I have to!” he screams.
The officer’s loud footsteps echo into our room and the tall guy bolts, leaving Ryan and me in the room alone. He searches the room—for what I don’t know—and then points the gun back at me.
This is it. And the theory that everything flashes before your mind is the fucking truth. From the good to the bad. Every goddamn important situation resurfaces, drowning you in your own life. But when those memories stop on Roxanne and Maddox, it doesn’t feel as hard to bear anymore.
When the gunshot rings through the air I close my eyes. My chair flies backwards and I hit the concrete with a thud. Someone shouts but I can’t tell who it is so I stay still. The throbbing pain in my head is leaving. I’m floating. But then I’m being pulled back down.
“Sunshine,” someone says.
I blink rapidly until I see Dom standing over me. He lets out a choked sound and leans my head upwards a bit since I’m still lying on the ground. “Intuition?” I ask.
Dom nods and gently slaps me on the cheek. “Yea.”



Epilogue
Three weeks later …
The stadium looks so intimidating with only three people in it. The hotness of the stadium lights are hotter. Each noise intensified to the fullest. It seems like life could go on forever like this.
I stretch my legs out in front of me on the seats below. Leaning back, I watch as Maddox chases Weston around the field with not a worry in the world. For either one of them. Or me.
Ryan was arrested on attempted murder charges, assault with a deadly weapon, kidnapping and a bunch of drug charges. There isn’t any way he can get out of this. And that makes the pain he’s caused me bearable.
“Blue forty-two. Blue forty-two. Hut. Hut.” Weston yells, running backwards and tossing the ball over his good shoulder. With the other one in the cast I knew that he wouldn’t be able to play—again—for a while. For an entire month. The season will be almost ending by then.
“I got it!” Maddox yells. “Mom!” he turns to look up at me. ‘I got it!”
“Woohoo!” I yell.
Weston stands still and looks up at me. Even though there are a few hundred feet between us, a feeling I can’t explain overtakes me. I want—need—him up here with me. He nods slowly, bends down and says something to Maddox.
He nods and starts running around the field. Each step Weston takes toward me something pulls in my lower stomach. I slowly lower my gaze to his chest; even wrapped in a cast he looks amazing. That white T-shirt I helped him get into this morning is clinging to the muscles in his stomach. A pool of heat is burning inside of me.
When he’s close enough I lock eyes with him. Those big brown eyes roll over me and there is no remorse for his gawking. He takes a step inside the row in front of me. He places both knees on the seat below and lowers himself to me with one hand. “I’ve been shiverin’ down there, sweetheart.”
I lift an eyebrow. “Cold?”
He shakes his head, a chunk of dirty blonde hair falls against his forehead. Carefully I run my fingers over the scruff of his jaw. “I’m shiverin’ from want—need—and there is only one person that can help me out.”
He slides forward until he is bent in front of me, my legs spread around his big body. “Rebecca?” I whisper against his lips.
He laughs and cups my jaw with his good hand. “No, the most infuriatingly beautiful girl I’ve ever met.”
I smile and nip his bottom lip. “Coach called me today.”
Oh, no. I lean backwards and stare at him. “What did he say?”
He frowns. “The Eagles heard about the accident and—,” he trails off, swallowing a lump in his throat. It seems like I feel it in my own throat. I want to take all of that pain away from him and store it inside of myself. He didn’t deserve this. “They want to offer me a contract.”
Wait—what? He starts to laugh and I shove him in his good shoulder. “You asshole!”
He nuzzles my neck and nips where shoulder meets neck. “Maddox is going to be mad.”
 I laugh and it turns into a sob on his shoulder. “Baby—what’s wrong?”
I sniffle and lift my head. “I was so scared you’d lose your chance to get out of here. I couldn’t live with myself if I was the reason you didn’t make it.”
He furrows his brow and runs his finger against my lip and jaw. “No, baby. You’re the reason I’m goin’.”
“What do you mean?”
He sighs. “You and Maddox are mine now. I take care of you. I love both of you so much more than I ever felt I was capable of loving. And it’s us three to the end.” He swallows and then looks down to smile. “Well, maybe another little one in the next few years but us, always.” He scratches the back of his neck. “What I mean is that you two are coming with me. We’ll both graduate in May and we can find you a physical therapist job in Philadelphia. We can be the family I want—you want—and get out of this one horse town.” His bottom lip quivers. “Together. Always. You’re the realest fucking thing I’ve ever had in my life and I won’t take no for a fucking answer, Roxanne. I’m going to stop rambling now. Please, put me out of my misery.”
Tears are streaming down my face now. He tries to kiss them away but they’re too many. “Always,” I whisper.
He nods and presses his lips to mine in a soft, slow kiss that seers my toes. His fingers dig into the back of my neck and he forces me to look at him. “Thanks for taking a chance with me.”
“It was worth it.”



The End
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