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PROLOGUE

Rose
 
I don’t care if I fall in love with the devil, as long as that devil will love me the same way he loves hell. -Unknown


Love.
That painful emotion so many of us go through life in hopes of finding. Of receiving.
Is it worth it, though?
The pain, fighting and heartache that accompanies love... is it worth it?
Will your love even last?
Maybe it will... maybe it won’t.
Although, what happens when love hits you when you don’t even want it to?
What happens when you have no choice but to go through the pain, fighting, and heartache of love?
What happens when the person who loves you is the one who you least expect to love at all? The one you don't even want to love?
What happens when you fall in love with the devil?




CHAPTER ONE

Rose
 
Look at how a single candle can both defy and define the darkness. -Anne Frank
People say that you are a recreation of your parents.
I fucking hope not.
My dad? Fuck him.
He is what I refer to as Sperm Donor. Once upon a time he was a wealthy man who kept enough cash in me and my mom's pockets to keep our mouths shut about the miserable old shit he was. We never even saw him – he would just wire that monthly payment with enough zeros on the end of it to keep smiles on our faces and allow us to keep our cushioned lifestyle.
Now?
Mr. Sperm Donor has decided to lose his job and is now what we like to call a Broke Sperm Donor.
That is when all hell broke loose.
My dad, a/k/a Broke Sperm Donor, has left us without payments for the last few months and has been completely fallen off the grid. It has now gotten to the point where we're not even trying to get in contact with him anymore. He is a shit – not even sure where he's living, honestly. My mom tried and tried to stretch out the balance of our bank account, but with the lifestyle we were living, the house we owned, and the school I went to...
That money went fast.
Too fucking fast.
This has led to my mom having to sell our wonderful, spacious five-bedroom home in the burbs and move us to the ghetto in a little two-bedroom rambler.
By moving, my mom was able to get a job – for the first time in ten years – and use the proceeds from the sale of the home to buy us our new house, a/k/a the Shack. I call it the Shack because… well – it's not much bigger than one. At least to me.
There are some homes that are way worse and a hell of a lot more run down than the one we moved to. We actually moved to one of the more nicer neighborhoods in our new town, the Grove, Minnesota. But, compared to living in the fluffy suburb where I used to live? Yeah, this place is trash.
Not only do I have to be uprooted from my home, I also had to be pulled out of the private school I've been attending for high school.  I now have to go to the public high school in town, Grove High. Home of the Wolves.
If anyone tries to get me to howl for school spirit I'm  sure I will shortly after be in prison for death by strangulation.
My mom tried so hard to figure out a way for me to continue going to my old school, but with the costs for  even attending and the transportation, it just wasn't in the cards. Now I will be going to school with a ton of low-class, petty kids who probably smoke weed in the bathrooms.
My mom found a job at a local dentist office as their receptionist. This will hopefully be enough to provide for us. To keep us going. She never went to college, just found my dad right out of school and scored herself a rich man to have a baby with and keep her pampered her entire life. They were never married, just dated for a while until my dad couldn't keep up with the family life, and had to move on from the both of us, I guess.
I have to give my mom credit though. She put up with all of this bullshit from my dad throughout the years and still is able to keep her reputation squeaky clean.
She used to love her book clubs, her spa dates with her other hoity toity friends and all that.
Since we moved, though?
Her friends don't speak with her anymore. They can't handle the tarnished image that comes with being friends with someone so low-class. Someone from the Grove.
So, my mom found a new best friend. Wine.
Not a glass of wine, oh no.
A bottle – a big ol' bottle of wine to keep her company throughout her sad, lonely nights.
I can't completely blame her. Her life has been uprooted just as much as mine has been. She just doesn't seem to give too many shits about her life anymore.
And me?
I give even less shits about life. At seventeen years old, I feel like I should be eighty. At this point, I do what I want, when I want it, and how I want it.
If you don’t like it? Fuck you.
I know, I’m a pretty positive person, right?
Wrong.
Most of the time, at least.
I enjoy being alive, I just don’t enjoy my life.
Not anymore.
I'm sure I would have run away or something else at this point if I didn't care about my future. Luckily for me, I would like to go to college and not end up like my mother who is suctioned to a heartless man for the rest of her life.
Currently, I'm getting situated and unpacking in my new home. It doesn’t take much effort, considering we had to downside considerably when moving into the Shack.
Once I have unpacked my few boxes, I decide to head to the kitchen to find something to eat. While outdated and small, it’s at least clean so I don’t have to worry about catching any disgusting diseases or finding any cockroaches crawling throughout our house.
“Hey Mom,” I say as I’m walking up the stairs, “What are you planning to make for dinner?” When I get no response, I look off into the living room and see her sleeping on the couch.
Rolling my eyes and groaning in irritation, I walk over to her and nudge her with my arm.
“Mom!”
Nothing.
“Mom! Are you making dinner?” I shout, aggressively shaking her.
She makes a small grunt and a snore, but otherwise makes no indication she heard a word I said.
Looking at the coffee table, I see a cup sitting underneath the table. Rolling my eyes at her effort to be secretive, I pick it up and give it a whiff, wrinkling up my nose at the scent of cheap wine.
“Fucking drunk.” I say, and not quietly either. What used to be my beloved mother who cherished her pearlsand fancy dinners has regressed to a shell of a woman who drinks out of boxed wine. I almost question if this is the same woman, but when I glance over at her – yep, it's her.
I frown, feeling bad for the person she has become. She has always loved me and given me anything I have ever asked for or needed. I think it pains her to know she has a dollar to her name, if that.
I walk over to the kitchen sink with her wine and slowly pour it down the drain, tossing the cup in afterwards and watching it noisily clatter around. I’m glad it was a cheap, plastic cup. Definitely not in the mood to clean up shards of glass.
I give up on having anything substantial and settle for toasting a bagel and slapping some butter on it. Walking back to my room, I chow down my nutritous dinner as I look around my tiny bedroom. My queen bed takes up most of the space in here, but I was able to fit in a small nightstand and mount an older flat screen to the wall. My dresser had to get squeezed into my closet. This is so much different from my old room. Back at our old place, I had a large walk-in closet with a small sitting room off in one corner. My bedroom had enough room to fit five king beds with extra space to spare. I had my own en suite bathroom with a jacuzzi tub and ridiculous shower. Whereas, now me and my mom have to share one small rinky dink bathroom with a bath/shower combo and a spray that comes out more like a dribble.
After thinking about what once was enough to make my head spin, I go check on my mom one more time - still passed out - and go hop in the shower to wash off the day. Looking at myself in the small bathroom mirror, I admire my long, thick locks of dark hair that lay flat against my back.
I'm about 5'5 with an average build. I can't complain about my looks and I can appreciate beauty. I know I have it - people love my green eyes, and I have a unique slash of brown that's painted across my iris. I was raised to always look presentable no matter what I'm doing or where I'm going. It gets tiring, but I've grown  used to the fact that my looks are both a blessing and a curse. People say I’m naturally beautiful and I don’t need the add-ons to make myself look presentable. The boys will love it, and the girls will hate it, just like they always do.
Shrugging, I step into the shower and turn it as hot as I like it, which is about one degree below receiving third degree burns. I'm not going to let anyone in the  Grove get to me. As far as I'm concerned, this whole town is just a pit stop.
After my shower, I throw on some underwear and an oversized shirt and slide under my sheets, loving the crisp cleanliness and scent of back home. Before I can even count backwards from ten, I’m already asleep.
◆◆◆
 
The next morning arrives faster than I would have hoped, and honestly, I’m ready to get it out of the way more than anything. Thankfully, there is no uniform at this high school. That is one of the things I disliked about my last school. Although, now I have to fret over what I should wear.
When I lived in Woodbury I could just open up my closet and throw my uniform on – good to go.
I decide on some dark skinny jeans and pair it with a floral V-neck T-shirt that has a big cut out in the back, and my ankle booties. I throw in a few loose curls in my hair, swipe a few layers of mascara on my eyelashes, give my cheeks a pinch for color and swipe on a little Chapstick.
Well, this is as good as it's going to get.
I don't want to look like a rich bitch when I walk into school. The last thing I want is for everyone to take one look at me and be able to determine my wealth – or what my wealth used to be, at least. I'm trying to fit in, which is why I decided to dress in one of my more casual outfits for today.
Walking downstairs, I see that my mom is already ready for the day. That's the thing about her - in the morning she looks like a perfect working mother. After work is over, though? The stench of wine bleeds out of her pores.
That, and depression.
Her short hair is done up in curls, and her fancy makeup covers the depressed bags that I know are underneath her eyes. Even living in this shit town, she still attempts to act like she is wealthy. She’s about my height, maybe an inch shorter, and a little bit heavier around the waist line, but not overly so. Although, if she keeps it up on that wine, I'm sure that waist line will just expand over time.
“Morning, honey.” She says, unpacking some things in the kitchen.
“Morning, Mom.” I walk around her and grab a bowl to eat some Frosted Flakes. No morning breakfast cooking around here. Fend for yourself or you don’t eat at all.
“Ready for your first day of school?”
Rolling my eyes, I grumble into my bowl of cereal. “No, I’m not.”
She sighs. “You will be fine. Just...be on your best behavior and be nice to the other kids. I'm sure you will do great. We have to be open to this new lifestyle.” She winces on the word lifestyle.
“I know. Act like a ghetto bitch from the hood. Sound about right?” I look up at her and give her the most innocent look I can muster.
My mom huffs and grabs her things, seeming disgusted with me. “I don’t know who raised you like that, but it sure as hell wasn’t me!”
“That’s right, because you barely raise anything except that class of wine up to your lips anymore.” I say monotonously.
Mom frowns, hurt.
I sigh, knowing the last thing either of us wants is to be pissed or upset our first day of school and work. But doesn’t she deserve it at least a little? If she can’t put the bottle down for me, does she really deserve my kindness?
“Sorry, Mom. I will be on my best behavior.” I will definitely not be on my best behavior. “Have a good first day at work. See you after?” I give her a small, fake smile.
Luckily, my mom buys it. “Yes, I can’t wait to hear all about your first day. Good luck!” And with that, she’s out the door.
With a sigh, I sit back down in our old, rickety wooden kitchen chair and push the rest of my cereal around in my bowl, having lost my appetite.
I grab my bowl and pour the rest in the sink, rinsing out my bowl and leaving it for later.
I know I can’t procrastinate anymore or else I will be late, so I grab my things and head out the door to my Honda Civic. One of the other things I had to give up during the move was my beautiful Tahoe, but with so much money still owed on it, we had to give it up and get something more affordable. It’s not the prettiest of vehicles or the priciest – but it's nicer than some of the other vehicles in town. That, and it gets me from point A to point B.
I hop into my new – but used - car and listen as the door protests and groans when I go to shut it, almost like it’s just as disgusted as I am knowing where we’re going. I start the drive to school on the other side of town. As I drive throughthe neighborhoods, I glance at the different houses that line the streets. Some seem decently kept – as much as they can, anyway. Others, not so much. Some of the homes have piles of garbage in their yards, while some have overgrown grass and weeds lining their house. The others have chipped away paint on the outside of their homes.
Nothing like my old neighborhood, that's for sure.
Pulling into the school, I cringe as I listen to the squeaks and rattles of my car, but then frown at myself for even feeling slightly embarrassed about these things. It's not like anyone here has much better to brag about. These people, they don't deserve my embarrassment.
We're all in the same boat in this town.
This is just a stepping stone for me. A level I have to win to get to my next stage in life. Far away from this town, these people, my family, from all of it.
Am I a cynic? Maybe. Or maybe I’m just brutally honest and give zero fucks what any one of these poor kids think of me.
I park in the first spot I find, glancing around and seeing the students pointing at me through my car, ready to get the dish on the new kid while others looking slightly... nervous.
Nervous?
What the hell?
I open up my car door, cursing under my breath when the wind blows a piece of garbage out of the car.
I’m not the cleanest person in the world, but I’m no slob either. And one thing I am definitely against is littering.
So, I bend down and pick up the offending garbage wrapper trying to make its grand escape from my car, and as I look up, I see a pair of shoes in my line of sight.
Pretty nice shoes, actually. I'm almost wondering if I pulled into the wrong school.
My gaze continues its road trip north, noticing a pair of dark jeans, and as I rake my eyes slowly up his body, I see a dark hoodie that covers what I'm sure is a muscular, fit build.
The moment my eyes meet his face, my throat goes dry. Sharp cheekbones and bright blue eyes – menacing eyes. His face is formed into an angry scowl that takes me back.  I get up from my garbage hunt and sit back in my car, confused why his anger is directed at me. His wavy blonde hair is wild as ever, a complete contradiction to his threatening gaze.
"Um, can I help you?" I question. He doesn't look farmiliar, so whatever beef he has with me is not something I'm aware of.
I look behind him and see a just as handsome guy standing off to the side, with a shaved head of dark hair and striking hazel eyes. He gives me an almost angrier stare than the one blondie is giving me, but he says nothing, just remains there behind his side-kick with his arms crossed across his chest as he looks at me with hatred.
"Move your car." His voice rumbles.
"And why the hell should I do that?"
"This isn't your spot. You belong over there with everyone else." He waves his hand in the general direction of the other side of the parking lot.
"Everyone else?" I cock my head to the side.
"Yeah. Everyone else."
I look around, pretending to search for a name plate or something similar.
"I don't see anyone's name painted on this parking spot."
His eyebrows furrow even lower if that's possible, taking on a feral look. "Oh, little girl. You will learn in time. You're obviously the new kid, so we'll give you a pass. This is your one and only warning, though. Park over there and you won't cause us any problems. Got it?" His eyebrows lift, awaiting a response.
I nod my head.
"Great. So, listen – your spot, along with the rest of the students, park over there." He points over to the far end of the parking lot, and my eyes shoot to his just about ready to start bitching to him, but he cuts me off.
"No need to complain. I don't care. Move your ass, now." He barks.
I look around, and see that almost every student that is still lingering outside is staring at us, and I even see a few from the windows of the school.
I huff, get back into my car and flick him off before starting up my clunker and rolling over to a spot at the far end of the parking lot.




CHAPTER TWO

Rose
 
Monsters are real, and ghosts are real too. They live inside us, and sometimes, they win. – Stephen King
Who the hell do these people think they are?
Hopping out, I grab my bag and mumble to myself about my plans for payback when someone walks right in front of me, halting me in my tracks.
"Jesus, shit! People here need to seriously stop getting in people's faces." I grumble to myself.
The petite girl in front of me grows wide-eyed at my anger and while she looks like a badass she does cower a bit. I take a breath to calm down and drop the scowl that covers my face.
"Sorry." She grimaces and takes another step back.
"No, my bad." I'm being a bitch, and obviously this girl hasn't done anything to me. I better play nice with some people here, otherwise I will only have enemies. "Rose Strauss."
"Cara Aarons. Nice to meet you. You've got some balls for parking in that spot." She swings her thumb over her shoulder, indicating to the spot where I would have parked.
I scowl. "Yeah, well, those boys apparently have balls too, because they decided to mess with the wrong person."
A flash of fear crosses Cara's face. "Yeah... I wouldn't do that. They're nothing but trouble and not someone that you want to mess with."
I guffaw.
Seriously? What the hell kind of school did I come to?
"And why the hell not?"
"Because, they are in control. They own this school – no, they own this town. Once you are on their shit list, you are pretty much better off dead." She has such a serious face on, almost like she is telling the best scary story around the campfire, I can really only do one thing.
I crack up.
Tears spring to my eyes and I have to wipe them away as I bend over, laughing so hard a snort breaks free.
When my laughter dissipates, I look back up to an apprehensive Cara. She looks alarmed, and a little scared.
"Okay, then, humor me. Why should I bow down to a couple of high school boys? How can two kids even own a town?"
"Their parents are some high rollers or something. Involved in gangs or some undergrown shit. No one knows for sure. All I do know, is that anyone who gets in their way, either disappears or shows up injured. Like – seriously injured."
I roll my eyes. "So, you're telling me that some stupid high school bullies get pissy about people and then they beat them up? Or scare them away to a different school or something? Sounds like a ton of petty douche bags."
"No. I once heard that someone who worked for Easton's dad started trying to leak some private information and-" she takes a gulp, looking around to make sure that no one is listening in before leaning in to whisper in my ear, "Easton's dad apparently found the guy and cut off his fingers. But then – then after the guy was pleading for mercy, his dad kills him. Throws him in the Mississippi alive with a weight around his ankles. He can't very much untie the weights, can he? No fingers." She wiggles her fingers at me exaggeratedly. Apprehension builds in me. Okay, that sounds a little intimidating. Definitely want to keep my fingers. And my life. 
"And this is the blonde guy that was giving me trouble?"
She chuckles. "Oh, no. That's Logan. He is actually the nice one of the group, if you can believe it. Easton hasn't shown up for school this week. Word is that he's been training for his match tonight."
"Match?"
"There is an underground fighting ring. Easton never loses. I'm actually planning to go tonight. Want to come with?" She looks up at me with sparkling eyes.
I think about what I have planned for tonight. Sitting at home with drunkie? Or going to a fighting ring with a bunch of half-naked guys, and seeing what all this apparent fuss is about? No contest.
"Sure, I can meet you down there."
"Awesome! This is great. I always get too nervous and never end up going. Don't want to show up alone, you know?"
I nod my head, giving her a head to toe assessment as her bright smile beams towards me.
She's a cute little thing. Petite - so short actually, that I almost don't believe she should be in high school. Her brown mousy hair is pulled in a lazy pony at the back of her head. She's wearing boyfriend jeans with converse and a black tank top with a plaid long sleeve thrown over it. She looks pretty cool in it, although she would be shunned if she were to ever walk into my old town in that outfit.
"Well, I better get to class, but take my number and text me when you get there tonight. Doors open around seven. I would try to get there by then, or else we will never get a good spot to see the fight." She rambles off her phone number and the address to where the fight is at. I program everything into my phone, letting her know that I will text her when I get there.
She gives me a wave and walks into school, while I stand there for a few moments and let the big groups of people make it into the school. While I don't want to be the last one into class, I also don't want to be the first one.
Once most of the students have dissipated, I grab my things and walk into the school, cringing at the graffiti that's painted on the picnic tables out front and even some painted on the side of the school.
What's worse than starting at a new school in the middle of the school year is starting at a new school in the middle the school week. I seriously had to start school on a fucking Wednesday.
This blows, to put it lightly.
I keep my chin high and don't make eye contact with anyone. I'm not going to be one of those pathetic trembling new students that have a fear of being hated by your new peers.
If no one wants to be my friend? Fine. Fuck them. I'm not here to be anyone's friend.
I go to my assigned locker and frown at the chipped paint. Turning the combination lock, I have to use a little extra force to pull the locker open.
Shivers and disgust roll through my body. Why the hell is my locker sticking? It's almost like some sort of substance or grime was left on my locker.
This school is deplorable.
I shove some of my things in my dusty, rusted locker and use my foot to close it. Grabbing my hand sanitizer from my purse and blobbing on a hefty dollop into my palm, I aggressively scrub my hands to rid the one too many germs I'm sure I picked up within the minute of being in this school.
The scent of dirty gym socks and body odor does nothing to help it's case either.
I feel my mind closing in on itself, almost as if I'm creating a barrier where I don't have to deal with the mounting anxiety of being in this different world.
This place, these people, this isn't home. This is some weird place where people go to, what? Learn?
Do these teachers even have a teaching degree?
I scoff, feeling like my nerves are building enough to burn me alive.
Is that what is happening to me? Will I burst into flames?
I almost, almost fucking hope so.
Then I wouldn't have to deal with this shit anymore.
See – I act tough, I mean, how can I not? My once pampered life has been ripped apart, leaving in its wake a meaningless, hopeless shell of a human. A barely-there human.
But I will survive. I will persevere.
Because this is not the life for me. I will not succumb to the pitiful life my mother has built for herself, relying on another human to help her survive. She is a pathetic, useless excuse of a woman. If I was enough of a bitch, I would tell her that too.
But, at the end of the day, I have to love her. She gave me life, and she gives me love. She is about the only person in the world that has loved me unconditionally. And for that, I will always be grateful for her on some level. Batting these personal feelings away, I build up that stone wall once again, place my resting bitch face on, and walk to first period.
◆◆◆
 
"Mom, I'm home." Tossing my keys on the end table inside the front door, I walk inside the Shack and look for mother dearest.
"Hey, honey. How was your first day of school?" Her words are slurred. I halt in my tracks and glance down at my phone to look at the time. Drinking at three thirty? Shit, this is a new low.
"First day was okay… are you okay?" I ask hesitantly. 
Looking over at her, she's dressed up like she still lives in our old town: expensive pearls, Prada heels, fancy perfume. It just looks completely out of place when she is sitting on our less than perfect sofa with a glass of wine balanced in her hand.
"No, I'm not okay!" She suddenly bursts out crying, making me jump about a foot in the air. "I went from the perfect life to sitting in this hideous home, sitting on this hideous furniture, working at the front desk at a dental office answering phones! My friends won't even talk to me anymore." She leans her head back on the couch, closing her eyes and massaging the bridge of her nose.
She is so fucking dramatic.
"So… that's why you're drinking at three in the afternoon?" She must have gotten off of work early because she already looks a few glasses in.
"I'm drinking at three in the afternoon because I'm a God damn adult and I can do what ever the hell I want." She's looking at me like I'm equal parts crazy and annoying, but in all honesty, she is the one that looks like she belongs in psych.
I stare at her as if she's a stranger. She has never been this out of control before. It makes me wonder – is it really the stress and finances that is making her like this? Or has she always been a raging, penniless woman covered up by designer shoes and oversized purses?
I stare at her for a moment longer, just blinking. Then, without a word, I turn around and stalk back to my room.
I can't even bare to look at her anymore. I'm not sure what happened to my mother, but that is not her.
◆◆◆
 
A few hours later, I stumble out of my room, looking for some dinner before I head out for the fight. Glancing at mom, I notice she is in the same position as before, although her wine glass has been placed on the edge of the table – thank God – otherwise I'm sure it would be all over our carpet.
And what is my mom doing?
Sleeping, of course.
Rolling my eyes, I don't even attempt to wake her up this evening. We will have to talk about her drinking soon, but tonight is not the night. This shit can't go on much longer.
I grab some frozen waffles from the freezer and pop them in the toaster, glancing around our box sized kitchen. It's much smaller than our chef sized kitchen from our old house, with its huge island and all the top-notch appliances. Now, I have a counter in front of me and I can walk two steps behind me to get to the other counter, which are made of the cheapest, off-white laminate with small chips in the corners. It's as if someone has such little care of taking care of their home that bumping into it with who the hell knows what has been the least of their worries.
With the pop of the toaster, my hot waffles are ready. I grab a plate and douse them in syrup, walking back to my room without a glance at the sad human behind me.
I scarf down my  dinner, frowning at my still hungry stomach when my plate is empty. I'm not used to eating like this. At our old house, all of our meals would be home cooked by our lovely cook, Marcia. She was like a second mother to me. I'm glad she was able to retire once we moved. I would have hated if she was without a job because of our personal problems.
I decide to keep my jeans on from school but switch out my booties for high heels. I also change my shirt and put on a lace tank that molds to my every curve.
I'm not sure what the dress code is going to be, I really should have asked Cara when I was with her earlier. But you can never go wrong with looking hot. I just hope that what I'm wearing doesn't come across as rich bitch and instead comes across as sexy AF bitch.
I guess at the end of the day, rich bitch won't really offend me either. I would rather come across as rich bitch than broke bitch.
Once I'm dressed, I walk into our cubicle sized bathroom to touch up on my makeup and straighten out my dark, long black hair. The curls from earlier fell limp from lying on my bed most of the afternoon.
When I'm done straightening my hair and it lays in a curtain down the small of my back, I grab my phone, wristlet, car keys, and head out.
Passing my mom – who is still passed out – I write her a short note letting her know I went out with some new friends and will be back later.
When she's sober, she's loving. And if she wakes up sober, I know she will worry about where I am.
It's when she has been drinking, her caring meter takes a dive right out the window.
I go grab the throw blanket draped over the back of the couch and drape it over her, giving her a kiss and walk out the door before feelings start clawing their way out.
Hopping into my car, I type the address into my GPS and see that it's about a twenty-minute drive to the warehouse where the fight will be. It looks like it is down in Saint Paul by the Mississippi River – which makes me pause.
Shit, I hope this isn't where dead homeboy got thrown in the river.
After a nerve wrecking drive, my GPS dings, alerting me of my arrival. I see various cars parked along the streets, but where the little dot shows me the destination is supposed to be, it is just a big warehouse with an empty parking lot. There is a dim, overhead light on over one of the doors creating a dirty, dingy yellow to light up a big massive hulk of a man standing outside the door. I suppose they need the parking lot to look empty to not attract unwanted visitors, mostly if this shit is illegal.
I pull into one of the open parking spots on the street and just sit in my car.
I've never really done anything illegal before. I was always the good girl and got everything I ever wanted. Nothing was ever necessary enough to commit a crime for. 
I asked, I received.
But now that our net worth has so sharply declined, I suppose I need to shed that old skin along with the money. It's not like I'm going to get in a ring and fight, I'm just going to watch.
I'm going to have a good time. I can't let my previously sheltered life keep me from living my new life. I'm not going to wallow in my pity and cry about a situation that I can't even change. I refuse.
With newfound determination, I turn off my car and grab my wristlet. I make sure my car is locked about five times.
Can never be too sure in this neighborhood.
As I approach the door with Mr. Steroid guarding it, I listen to the clack, clack, clack of my heels on the uneven, potholed pavement. I can tell the moment that he hears me, because his head snaps up and a scowl takes over his face. He gets into position, spreading his legs wide and crossing his arms over his chest.
Wow, dude. Overdoing it, much?
He is much bigger than I initially thought, definitely over three hundred pounds, and that's being generous.
I grab my phone and shoot a text to Cara as I'm about to reach the door.
Rose: I'm outside… I think. There is some beefed up dude standing out here looking like he should be in prison for homicide. Is this the right place?
Cara: Haha! OMG! That is Jerry. He's cool. Say you're a friend of Cara and he will let you right in.
Rose: K.
"Can I help you?" His voice is gruff and raspy, like he has been smoking for the past hundred years. His bald head shines from the overhead light, which is only flickering now from the bugs down here that keep eagerly searching for the source of light.
"I'm here for the fight. Meeting Cara inside." I'm proud of myself. I kept my voice strong and steady. Maybe I'm made for this hood life after all.
Ha ha, kidding. Gross.
His shoulders drop from their intimidating pose and a smile falls across his face. "Friend of Cara's, huh?" Come on in." He turns around and gestures for me to enter as he pulls the heavy steel door open. As the heavy door creaks from the weight and rust, the sound of yelling, shouts, music, and excitement flow out of the warehouse.
I give Jerry a small wave and a thank you, and walk in.




CHAPTER THREE

Rose
 
The real world is where the monsters are. – Rich Riordan
My heels echo in the large empty hall as the noise of the chaos grows louder and louder. I'm following the lights up ahead that I can see shining through a small window in the door.  A door that separates me from the loud thundering of music and people, which is my only other indication that this is the direction I should be going. As I grow closer, the door opens and there appears my new friend, Cara.
"Sup, girl? Come on, we need to hurry and shove our way to the front before it starts." She reaches out and grabs my wrist, yanking me and pulling me through a mosh of people as she tries to make her way up to the front. A lot of people look like they are moments away from pulling out their knives and stabbing me in the kidney for pushing and shoving them, even though it's not my fault. I attempt to give them an excuse me every time I bump into someone, but apparently no one wants to hear that shit. They would prefer to give me mean mugs that would make half the people in my old town wet their pants.
Once we get front and center, Cara takes a huge breath and looks me over, letting out a whistle of appreciation. "Damn, girl. You look smoking tonight." She gets to my shoes and grimaces. "Not the best shoes for here, though. Flats, always wear flats. They are always best in case the police come and we need to run. Next time just throw on a pair of tennis shoes."
I laugh. "Tennis shoes? Um, pass." Tennis shoes? I don't think I've owned a pair since elementary school.
Cara snorts, giving me a side-eye. "Okay, Princess. Have fun twisting your ankle if the police come. I sure  as hell ain't carrying your ass out of here." She looks back towards the pit where a few people are getting two sides of the ring ready. I still don't see any fighters, though.
Looking around, I see hundreds of all different kinds of people. They all look amped up, and it makes adrenaline start flowing through me at a rapid pace.  My heart starts racing with a need to see what happens between these walls.
There is a bar in the way back of the warehouse, filled with people yelling or slamming their palms on the counter in an attempt to catch the attention of the two women bartenders who are wearing scraps of barely-there fabric. Across their chests is big, bold letters that say Pit.
The music is that thump, thump rhythm that rumbles through the speakers with a heavy bass. I can feel each boom in the pit of my stomach.
I look at what the other people are wearing, and breathe a sigh of relief when I see there was no strict dress code that I was supposed to follow. There are some people who are here wearing dresses, others are wearing street clothes, and even some are wearing what looks to be like sweats.
Seriously, these people would get ran out of town with a pitch fork – or no – their Porsche if they walked like that in Woodbury.
The lights begin to dim, and Cara grabs onto my hand, giving it a squeeze. "Ready? This shit is about to get wild." Her voice has a little shake to it, and her eyes are glowing with excitement.
Chills break out through my spine, and I watch raptly as some guys start walking through the hallway behind the ring. One is in the middle, draped with a robe and his face is down. Once he reaches the ring, the few guys he's with surround him. One puts his hands on the fighter's shoulders and starts giving him what looks to be like encouraging words. Another guy grabs his wrists and checks the tape that is wrapped firmly around his hands. Once his hands looked taped correctly, the man takes the fighter's robe off, revealing a man with a shaved head and harsh cheek bones. He looks angry, and positively frightening.
People cheer, and it only amps up my energy and I start yelling along with them.
Suddenly, the lights dim even further until it's almost pitch black - save for the red lights that light up along the stone walls of the warehouse.
The hair on the back of my neck stands at attention, and I automatically bring my hand up rub there.
What in the hell?
Another group comes out behind the ring, and this time the cheers escalate to an almost deafening scream.
Four men walk out, and two of them I immediately recognize as the two assholes from the parking lot earlier today, Jackson and Logan. I'm guessing the one behind the robe is their leader or whatever they call him. 
Easton. 
I silently roll his name off my tongue, trying out the syllables for the first time.
There is another guy there too, but he looks too old to be a high school student. His trainer, maybe?
I squint my eyes, trying as best as I can to catch a glimpse of the man underneath the hood. As they reach the ring, the yells and cheering get to unbearable levels, and I wince. I know my ears will be ringing something fierce later. Ugh.
Once they reach the ring, they begin the same process as the other guy did. The older man checks Easton's bandages while the other two seem to be whispering to him about something. As he disrobes, the screaming once again picks up, mostly this time from the ladies.
I'm not sure how anyone is screaming right now. Because me? My tongue seems to be lodged into my throat from the sight in front of me.
A full eight pack of rock-hard muscle. His arms give away the hard work he puts in at the gym and all the training he must have been doing this past week.
His hair is a messy, wavy dark pile on his head and shaved short on the sides. It's damp, and I'm not sure whether it is from sweat or if he recently took a shower.
What surprises me more than anything is the tattoo on his body. How does someone get a tattoo when you're still in high school? Most of the kids at my old school are pallets of blank skin. His marred, tattooed and even scarred skin gives him an almost untouchable appeal. My eyes want to travel the road map that he created. His body is something that I would never tire of exploring.
His tattoo consists of one large figure that takes up his entire back. It looks to be a demon or… the devil? Oh, it's the Reaper   The scythe that the Reaper holds hangs off of the Reaper's boney hands with a touch of red blood dripping off the tip. Everything else about the tattoo is black and white, except for the blood dripping into the abyss. 
The Reaper on his back has a hood on just the same as Easton did as he walked town the hallway. The detailing and shadows makes it look almost like a picture instead of a drawing. Either way, it's oddly beautiful but also unnerving at the same time. It's massive, starting at the bottom of his neck and ending near his waistline. How can he possibly get this massive work of art at his age?
But, I guess if his dad is a murderer he obviously figured something out...
Sweet mother Jesus.
Feeling sweat start pooling at my temples, I quickly wipe it away and send up a little prayer that I decided to wear this lace tank top instead of something heavier. I know it's Minnesota in the middle of the year, but it's about as hot as a sauna in here.
Both of the fighters enter the ring from their sides and a third guy hops in out of no where with a microphone.
"Welcome, welcome." People start cheering again, and this guy laughs along with them until they calm down. He looks to be in his late twenties, with a mop of brown hair and a smile that makes his teeth look like razors. Although I would put him in the good-looking category in my mind, there is a demeanor about him that gives me some creepy ass vibes.
As I glance around, I see most of the guys here are good looking - girls too. What the fuck is it that they put in the water around here? The less zeros on your name, the better you are in the looks department. Is that how it works on this side of town?
I snap myself out of my judgmental rant - no need to be a bitch to these people. I tune back in to the guy speaking in the ring. "-tonight. Now, let me introduce to you to these two crazy assholes who will be fighting tonight! First up, we have Josh the "Assassin" Jones!" People go crazy for him, although now I notice it is not  filled with as much excitement as it is when Easton walked up to the ring. "Known as the Assassin for completely obliterating anyone in one hit, the Assassin has a nearly undefeated record and is hoping to add another win to his belt tonight!"
The Assassin is now completely disrobed himself, and he is absolutely ripped. His muscles and veins are pulsing with every breath he takes. It's mesmerizing, watching these beasts of men stand up there and let us feast on their bodies from afar.
This is definitely porn material, that’s for sure.
"And now, let me introduce you all to the most undefeated fighter in all of Minnesota – Easton the "Reaper" Malone!" 
Ahh, okay. The Reaper. I get it now.
We all scream at him, but Easton does nothing besides stand there, looking both bored and menacing all at the same time. "Known from the obvious Grim Reaper, otherwise known as the God of Death. The Reaper is completely undefeated and has said he has yet to find another fighter who actually challenges him." People gasp at this and I snap my eyes over to the Assassin, watching as he clenches his fists and his body becomes coiled tight.
Wow, way to piss of the Assassin.
"And so, with that parting remark, let's see who wins this shit!" He pumps his hands in the air and music starts playing once again, this time some EDM shit that I don't really listen to, but it does pump up the excitement in the place. Once the music starts, the announcer leaves the ring and a bell goes off.
Let the games begin.
◆◆◆
 
The fight starts quickly and with no remorse. the Assassin rushes Easton, attempting to get in some quick but lethal swings. Easton dodges most of them, save for a couple that look like he is almost letting him get in a few free swings. With each punch, the Assassin grows more and more angry, probably because he is used to having his opponents down by now.
As the minutes go on, the tension rises in the room. I'm hopping from foot to foot, holding hands with Cara as tightly as possible. She is squeezing my hand too, and I think both of us have lost circulation in our fingers by now.
Good, more distraction from my nerves.
I'm not sure how long passes, but soon enough, the Assassin looks winded and his face is beet red. I'm sure he's livid, but Easton uses this moment and like death himself, goes in for the kill. He swiftly moves into the Assassin's personal space without his knowledge. It is almost like Easton is some sort of God, untouchable and something that you can not take your eyes away from.
I notice the moment the Assassin realizes what's happening, but it is too late.
Easton lands an uppercut to the Assassin, rattling his teeth enough to make my own cry out in horror. My eyes nearly pop out of their sockets at how fast Easton is moving. 
My eyes can barely keep up.
After Easton lays the uppercut, he swings his feet out at the Assassin, making him collapse on his back with a loud and thunderous boom. Easton leans over him with his teeth bared and snarls at his opponent, looking lethal and very, very frightening.
I look down at the Assassin, seeing the anger in his eyes at being knocked down, but also seeing that touch of fear. There is definitely fear in his eyes.
As the Assassin attempts to stand and keep fighting, it seems that Easton has had enough of this brawl. He seems to wind up his arm to impossible lengths and lands a blow to his left eye, knocking him out in one go.
The crowd cheers.
The rowdy announcer comes and lifts one of Easton's arms up in the air while announcing him as the winner.
The Assassin's lackeys come up in the ring and rouse him from his KO, shuffling him off the stage in a disoriented stumble.
I'm not cheering, though.
I'm not doing much of anything.
Because looking up at Easton, I see his eyes locked right on mine. Locked tightly, and the key has been smashed, melted, and thrown in the middle of the ocean.
I couldn't even attempt to pry my eyes away from his. He has captured my gaze in a vice, one that I'm unsure I even want to escape.
Everyone is around me cheering. Easton's own lackeys have even waltzed up in the ring to congratulate him and walk him out, but it looks like Easton is in the same hypnotic trance as I am.
His buddy grabs him by the shoulder and shakes him a bit, snapping him out of our trance. His gaze sharpens as he looks at me, his brows furrowing and becoming angry. He sneers at me a moment before he looks away, looking over at his friends and talking with them.
And our spell is broken.
I gasp in a breath of air, not even knowing I was holding my breath in the first place.
"Rose, what in the holy fuck was that?" Cara says, holding onto my bicep in a strong grip.
"What was what?" I ask, confused, and honestly, a little disoriented.
"Easton looked like he either wanted to kill you or fuck you. Do you know him or something?"
"No, no I don't." I shiver, unsure how to take this whole experience.
I am so far out of my element being here, then combined with what just happened, I feel like I am in an alternate universe.
"Hmm, well that won't be the case for long."
I snap my gaze to hers, wide-eyed. "Why do you say that?" I nearly shriek.
She laughs. "Because he goes to our school? You will bump into him eventually. Our school isn't a massive, prestigious school like the one you're from."
"Oh." I don't have much else to say to that comment.
"Sorry, didn't mean to upset you. Let's go get a drink, 'kay?" She grabs me by the arm and pulls me through the crowd of people over to the far end of the room where the small bar sits.
She's scrappy, I'm noticing. She shoves her way through the piles of people with no remorse, shoving with her hands or knocking them out of the way with her shoulder. I'm not sure how to take this, since I grew up in more of a lifestyle that you are supposed to say excuse me or pardon me.
Cara doesn't say either of those things.
I like her, but I apparently have a lot to learn if I am going to survive at this school and around these people.
When we get up to the bar and find a seat at the far end, Cara leans over the bar, exposing so much cleavage I'm sure her tits are about to fall out of her shirt. She waves down the bartender and then looks over at me. "What'll you have?"
"Um, something fruity?"
Cara scoffs and rolls her eyes, shouting some off her order to the bartender.
I've drank before. Hell, I've gotten drunk and partied even. Just nothing like this. At the parties that I went to back home, it was mostly just wine or some expensive bottles of whiskey. Nothing like this – nothing like these kegs, beers, rum and vodka.
I am so out of my element.
Cara hands me something that thankfully looks and smells at least drinkable. Taking a sip, I am pleasantly surprised at the fruitiness of it with only a hint of liquor. This – this I can drink.
"What is this?" I ask, taking another sip.
"Strawberry lemonade vodka. You like?" She asks, sipping from her identical looking drink.
"It's delicious." I take another sip, this one much larger.
"Whoa there. Slow down. You don't want to get too hammered." She reaches up and pushes the top of my glass down a bit.
I giggle. "Okay." Shit, maybe I do need to slow down. "Hey... how did you score these drinks, anyway?" I whisper.
She gives me a look. "Uh, fake ID? Don't you have one?"
"No, I didn't realize that was even a thing. That's seriously a thing? Where people have fake ID's and stuff?" I've only really heard about that stuff in movies and televisions shows and stuff.
"Um, yeah. Everyone has one. God, what kind of a world were you living in?"
We chat for a while about school and how everything is so much different in Woodbury. She balks at me as I give her a visual of my million-dollar home, and how I'm now living in a home that feels like the size of a shoebox compared to the one I grew up in.
"You should see where I live. You live in an actual decent part of town. I live in the mobile homes down the road." She says with her eyebrow lifted, taking the last swig of her drink.
"What's it like? Living in a house on wheels…" I don't want to offend her, but a trailer home is something that I can't even imagine having to live in.
She shrugs. "It is what it is. It's all I've ever known. A lot of kids from school actually live in that same park."
She turns around to order another drink, and it's at this moment that I get a wave of chills and the cold, eerie feeling of being watched takes residence inside my body. I look around, hoping to find the source of the uneasy feeling inside of me.
Immediately, I lock eyes with Easton. He is surrounded by his two friends from school, and also a gaggle of girls that are being the definition of slutty, trying way too hard to get his attention.
He doesn't give them the satisfaction of acknowledging their presence.
His heated, molten stare is locked on mine. He looks untouchable lounging in his chair, slouched down with his legs slightly spread. He gives off the aurora of power. Everyone around him walks around him like he is the holy grail of men.
He has changed out of his fighting shorts and now wears a pair of joggers and a plain tee. The fabric stretches across his chest, enhancing his muscles and biceps that strain against the sleeves.
Is this guy really in high school? Shit.
Once again, I am entrapped in his gaze. He looks angry but there is also a touch of hunger in his gaze. I readjust my grip on my barstool, the shakiness and sweat from my palms making my grip start to slide.
He really does look like the Reaper. His mean black eyes and the dark feeling that surrounds him? That has Reaper written all over it. I tear my gaze away from Easton, unable to handle the heaviness from his gaze any longer.
His eyes are like a vortex, and I'm not sure if it's one I particularly want to be sucked into.




CHAPTER FOUR

Easton
 
Sometimes the things in our heads are far worse than anything they could put in books or on film. – C.K. Webb
She catches my eye the moment I see her, and I can barely look away.
Who is she?
I can tell she's not from around here. Not only do I know every bitch left and right in this town, this girl's clothes are a dead giveaway that she comes from wealth, not dirt.
Who is she?
I first noticed her when I demolished this pathetic excuse of a fighter, Josh. He was a ball of beef with nothing to fight with except his meaty hands. Yeah, he might be able to throw down. But not with me, never with me.
When I locked my gaze with this hot piece of whatever the fuck she is, all I saw were her doe eyes that had a mixture of fear and awe as they stared back at me. She was trembling from head to toe, and I have to admit.
That shit turned me on.
When my boys Logan and Jackson pulled me away from her, I was almost tempted to tell them to fuck off and go find her. Bang her. Own her. But I knew I couldn't do that. And I shouldn't.
She's not worth my time. The way she held herself dripped money - from her dolled-up hair, to her rich clothes and even how she was standing. Not with an ounce of battle in her, as most women do when they walk into the Pit. No, she was naïve and didn't for a second think she was in danger in a place like this.
She is so fucking wrong.
Down here, in the dirty parts of Saint Paul where we gather to fight, men and women alike will take you, rape you, and take the clothes and even the skin off your back if it means getting what they want.
And people want.
I watch her now, as the men leer on her like she is a filet mignon just hot off the grill. My fists tighten on the hips of some bitch that I wish would get off me. She takes it as a meaning that I like it, grinding her curvy ass into my dick even harder.
She's doing nothing for me.
The girl at the bar though, she does everything for me. I don't know her, yet I feel like I should. I refrain from going up to her, knowing that it will just put a target on her back with all of the men and women in this place. They want what they can't have. And if I have her? Everyone will want her.
That's the price you pay when you are a Malone. I grew up in this shit of a state with my shit father. He taught me how to brawl, he was the founder of this place, after all.
Rich Malone grew up in the Grove his two buddies, Logan and Jackson's dads, and those three ended up taking over our crappy school and was able to find some order in yhe wasteland that it was. 
They are now big-time dealers in the Twin Cities. If you have some dope, you mostly got it from them. Even if you didn't get it from them, per se, you still got it from them.
You follow their rules, or you don't survive. That is how it goes here in Minnesota. I'm lucky that I don't have to take over the business when he dies. He was hoping I would, but with my skills in fighting, he knows that I can make rank in better ways than selling the drugs of the city.
Logan and Jackson will take over instead, and that's okay with me. I will be somewhat of a silent partner in the whole thing, but I won't have to get down and dirty with the rest of them.
He has me working for him now, but his rule is that until I make it into something bigger, I am still under his order.
I snap out of my thoughts of shit I don't care to even think about as this broad on top of me makes a grab at my dick, trying to give it a squeeze and make it come to life.
"The fuck. Did I tell you that you could touch me?" I growl.
Alarm blazes in her eyes. "I – I'm sorry, Easton. Aren't you having a good time?" She grows brave after her comment, reaching out to give it another grab.
Before she can reach her target, I grab her wrist in a painful grip and rip her hand, and body, away from me. I enjoy the look of pain that passes through her eyes.
Why the fuck do these bitches think they can hop on whatever dick they please?
"Get out of here."
"But – "
"You better listen to what he says, Mandy." Jackson comes up behind me, grabbing hold of Mandy's shoulders and hauling her away from me. 
Jackson looks back and gives me a head nod, and I give him one back - one of appreciation. My boys always have my back, and I will always have theirs.
Now that Mandy is out of my sight, I look back towards the bar where little Miss Rich was sitting and notice the stool empty. Her friend, that little nosy neighbor of mine, Cara, is gone too.
Alarm bells start ringing from deep inside of me, soon to be blaring out of my ears. I'm not sure why, but I feel like something isn't right.
Something isn't right at all.




CHAPTER FIVE

Rose
 
To fight evil, you have to understand the dark. – Nalini Singh
"Hey, so what's up with the boys over there?" I nod my head towards Easton, Logan and Jackson. "You mentioned earlier that they own the town. What's the deal with that?" I ask, finishing off my last drink.
"Easton's dad found order to the Grove when it was basically run over by drug and human trafficking. It was horrible, really. Not that I would know, because I wasn't even  born yet. But the stories I've heard... " She shakes her head, and I take that to mean it was really bad.  "Anyway, he owns it now – the town, the school, everything. Rich Malone – the most powerful man in the Twin Cities. Rich, Collin Boyer and Randall Shaw are kind of the council without there actually being a council." She says .
"Who is Collin Boyer and Randall Shaw?" I ask curiously.
"Collin Boyer is Logan's dad – the blonde, playful boy who was a dick to you in the parking lot this morning." I scoff, about ready to tell her how playful is the last word I would use to describe that dick, but she beats me too it. "I know, they are all assholes, really. But at the end of the day, Logan is the nicest one of the group. Randall Shaw is Jackson's dad. They are all big shots, but no one really speaks about them. Not unless you want your tongue cut out."
I finish off the rest of my drink, not sure how to take that comment.
"The funny thing is, is that all three of the dads have all this money from drug dealing – like I'm pretty sure they are millionaires, or close to it. But where do they live? My neighbors, in the trailer park. We all grew up together."
"You live next to those guys?" I couldn't imagine being so close to them all the time. Talk about panic attacks.
"Yeah. We used to be friends when we were young. Then we hit high school and they got wrapped up in their fathers' business. Then they become untouchable. It's whatever though, whatever fucking floats their boat."
Setting my glass down on the table, I hop down from my stool. I'm suddenly completely exhausted – this day, the fight tonight, this life. Everything. I am pretty sure I could fall asleep here if I really wanted.
"Hey, I'm pretty beat. I think I'm going to head out." I stand up and stretch, testing the waters if I can really drive home or not. I'm glad to find no dizziness. Stretching my drinks out kept me pretty sober.
"Sounds good. I might as well head out too. School tomorrow, you know." She shrugs and sets her glass down on the bar top, hopping off her own stool.
We walk out together, giving Jerry a wave as we get outside. Cara and I make plans to meet up tomorrow morning before school and then she heads off in the opposite direction from where I parked.
As I get further away from the Pit, darkness sets in and I shiver, wrapping my arms around my body to conserve body heat.
Maybe I actually should have brought a jacket. Minnesota cold is no joke. At least it's going on spring. During the winter time, it seems like everyone just hibernates while the weather dips below zero for what feels like a century.
Once I get closer to my car, I start to feel the sensation that someone is watching me. Or following me. This feels different than when I was inside and Easton was watching me. No, this one feels… unwanted.
I look behind me, but don't see anyone. As I speed up and almost reach my car, I'm grabbed by my waist and hauled up against the wall of the nearby building. My body and face slam up against the concrete wall.
Shit. That hurt.
Dread slithers through me as I reach up and feel my cheek. When I bring my hand down, I see a faint streak of blood.
Ouch.
I attempt to turn around or get away from my attacker, but whoever he is hovers over my body and pins me up against the wall. A strong scent of musk overpowers my senses. Not the good musk either, this is the I haven't showered in days and haven't washed my clothes in even longer musk.
"Hey there, pretty thing. What are you doing out this late at night?"
I open my mouth to respond, or at least tell him to fuck off, but a lump of terror lodges itself in my throat, making me unable to speak.
Or scream.
"You got a hot little body here. And these are some pretty little clothes you're wearing. Trying to show off some skin, huh?" His voice sounds like it has been shoved through a meat grinder many times over. His breath is hot and heavy on the back of my neck, and it makes me want to crawl out of my own skin.
"P-please, I don't have anything for you. Please let me go." My voice trembles, although at least I finally found my voice.
"Hey, what's the hurry? I'm just trying to have a little fun." His meaty fingers trail down my bare shoulder and wrap around to my front, pulling me in tightly against him as he starts fondling my breast.
I go and try to shove his hand away, but he's strong. Too strong to fight up against. Tears of hopelessness start filling up my eyes and dripping down my cheeks as the horror of this situation finally comes to light.
There is no escaping this man.
His fat beer belly and small bulge of a penis pokes at my butt as I try to slither away from him, but it gets me nowhere.
"Just relax and let us have a little fun, yeah? I promise to make you feel good." His hand is wrapped tightly around my body and holding me in place, while his other that was fondling my breast starts to move down to the top button of my jeans, trying to open up and make room for his greasy hands.
The moment that the button on my jeans is released and his hand is about to make its entry into my panties, a gust of cold air hits my back as the weight of the creep is suddenly gone off my back.
In shock, I turn around to see what happened when I see a mass of black hovering over what I'm sure is my pudgy molester, pounding relentlessly into him over and over again. In the shadows, I couldn't see who it was, but once the moon hits the face of my savior, I see it is Easton that came to my rescue.
He looks menacing, so much so that I feel an inkling of fear to be around him, even though he is the one that saved me from being assaulted. His teeth are bared and he growls with each crunch his fist makes to the man's face.
He keeps going, with no signs of stopping.
"Stop. Please stop." I say, but it's too quiet. "Easton, stop!" I shout.
He whips his head up towards me at this, stopping with his fist poised midair, ready to land another deadly punch to the bloody pile at his feet.
"You want me to…stop?" He asks, confused. His voice is laced with fury, raspy and low, like he can't be held accountable for his own actions. 
He's the Reaper, in the flesh.
"I don't want you to kill him." I whisper.
"Why shouldn't I? This piece of shit almost…" He growls and turns away from me, turning back to the man who is unmoving on the ground and starting up with his assault once again.
I run up to him, grabbing him by the forearm. "Easton, stop. He's out." I point at the pile of blood that is accumulating around the man's body.
If he isn't already dead, he's close.
"He should be." He says, and I realize I said that last statement aloud.
As Easton looks on at the man on the ground, he seems to realize he's as good as dead. He stands up and turns halfway towards me. "Are you all right?"
"I – I think so." I feel across my body and watch as his eyes follow the path of my hands. Fire lays where his eyes trail.
In the blink of an eye, his gaze turns from concerned to blank.
"Good. Go back to your home nestled in the 'burbs and don't think about coming back here. This place isn't the place for you, rich girl."
Anger heats through my body. But that quickly gives away to sadness. "I'm not rich. At least not anymore."
He rolls his eyes like he doesn't believe me. "I don't fucking care. Don't show your face around here again, you hear? Next time, someone might not be here to save you."
I stare at him, unblinking.
"Go!" He shouts, then turns around and stalks off back towards the building, not giving me a second glance.
I stand there for a few more moments, until the man on the ground starts coughing and turns on his side, spitting out blood.
This snaps me into action, and I race around the sidewalk, into my car, and hightail it out of there, leaving a puff of exhaust in my wake.
◆◆◆
 
Arriving at school today takes more effort than yesterday. When I was walking out of the Pit last night, I was beyond exhausted. I knew that once I got home, I would be able to crash onto my pillow and escape this hellish version of my life.
Then I got assaulted.
Once I got home, I took a shower and rubbed my skin raw in an attempt at getting rid of his grubby fingers and musky scent. No matter how long I was in the shower, I could still feel his finger prints embedded into my skin and I could still smell his rot in the depths of my nostrils.
It was no use, and once I realized that, I got out of the shower in a depressive state and burrito wrapped myself underneath the covers, praying for an escape.
I couldn't find my way to the land of dreams, no matter how hard I tried. I counted sheep, I put music on, turned it off, put the television on, and turned it off. I tossed and turned for hours, fear always sitting at the back of my mind. I was afraid that this pervert was on his way to finish the job. I felt watched, even as I drew my curtains and closed my door. It was a gross feeling, one that was with me throughout the entirety of the night.
Now, as I sluggishly park my car in my apparent assigned section of the lot, I get out and immediately notice Cara hopping her way over to me. Today she is in light washed skinny jeans with a spaghetti strapped tank, enhancing her petite frame.
Grabbing my things, I exit my car as Cara stops in front of my car.
"Hey." She says with a pep in her voice, backpack slung over her shoulder.
"Hi. What's up?" I ask.
"Wasn't last night awesome? We should go to the next fight."
I gulp. It's on the tip of my tongue to spill what happened to me last night, but I just met her so I don't know how much I can trust her. I also would rather bury these memories than relive them. "When is it?" I ask hesitantly.
"Not sure. No one ever knows until the day of. Less of a chance of getting busted by the police."
My eyes grow wide. "It's illegal to even be there?"
"Well, obviously. It's an underground fighting ring. Not to mention the drug business that goes on in that building." She shrugs like it's no big deal.
I store this information for later. I'm way too discombobulated right now to even comprehend what she just said. I will have to talk about it with her later.
"Are you heading in?" She asks after a beat of silence.
"Oh, yeah. Let's go." We start walking in when my phone buzzes with a text alert. I fish it out of my pocket and open up my messages.
 
Corey: Hey babe, miss you. Are you available after school today? We should catch up. I will be driving through the Grove and we can meet somewhere. Starbucks, maybe?
 
Corey? What the hell does he want? 
 
Corey is my old boyfriend from my old school. We dated for quite a while, but he ended up wanting to play the field before we settled down. Didn't really bother me too much, to be honest. I ended up moving away before we could really talk about our future. Maybe that's what this is about?
 
Rose: Sure. 4:00pm?
 
Corey: See you then.
 
Pocketing my phone, I look back up to an impatient Cara. "Are you ready to go? We're going to be late if we don't move it. My step dad is going to whoop my ass if I get any more truancies this year."
"Yeah, sure." We start walking up to the front entrance, passing the section of the lot that is off limits. Glancing up, I startle when I see the black eyes of the guy who I'm unsure whether he's the hero or the villian in my life. 
Easton, of course, is staring right back at me.
He apparently showed up at school today. He doesn't look too happy to see me, though. Actually, he looks downright pissed off.
"What crawled up his ass?" Cara whispers to me from the corner of her mouth.
"I don't know." I put my head down and continue my walk into the school.
"Hey! Rich girl, get over here!" Comes the voice that I now know is Logan, the douchebag that told me off yesterday from parking in their lot.
I halt in my tracks, but then continue on walking towards the school. I'm not going to be bullied by some poor high school jerks. Well maybe not poor, if what Cara told me last night is true. But – at least low-class.
The rich boys from my old school wouldn't be caught dead in wearing anything less than designer, driving anything less than luxury, or living in anything less than outrageously expensive.
Although, these boys, though less wealthy, are for sure more deadly.
"Yeah, rich girl. Talking to you. Get your ass over here. Now." Logan barks at me again.
"I think they're talking to you." Cara mumbles.
"I know they're talking to me. I refuse to come on command. I'm not a damn dog."
"I wouldn't put it that lightly. They get what they want, all the time. If I were you, I would just go over there and get it over with." She says once we reach the entrance of the school.
"Okay, then. Come on."
She barks out a laugh. "Oh, hell no. They didn't ask for me. They asked for you. Plus – remember what I said earlier? Truancy equals whoop ass. No, thank you. Good luck, and see you at lunch." And she walks away before I have the chance to beg. Or bribe. 
Honestly, either one would work for me.
Dealing with one of them at a time is a lot, but all three of them? Fuck.
I slowly make my way over to them, adjusting my shoulders and lifting my chin so I don't look like a chicken shit.
They are such a sight - all of them standing there together. Easton lays back up against his black truck, legs crossed at his ankles and arms crossed against his chest, once again accentuating his built frame through his leather jacket.
Logan is standing to his side with his legs slightly spread and a devilish smirk playing across his mouth. Jackson, on the other hand, looks angry as he bends over the front of the hood, forearms propped up against the truck as he scowls at me.
My gaze snaps back to Easton, watching his dark, soulless eyes gazing back at me.
"I told you not to come back here. What the fuck are you doing at my school?" Easton rumbles, and I feel the vibrations float through my veins.
"I go to school here. You would have known that if you came to school yesterday." I snark.
His eyebrows lift, probably surprised at my sass.
"You hear this bitch?" Logan laughs, looking over at Easton then Jackson. Easton doesn't say a word, but Jackson shakes his head in annoyance.
"What's your name, rich girl?" Jackson asks. I nearly startle, this being the first time I've heard him speak. I almost thought he was a mute, with his lack of communication. His voice is a mix of rough and smooth. Sexy, but his quiet demeanor still makes me standoffish.
"Rose."
"Rose." Easton floats the name across his tongue, trying out each letter as if it's a sip of fine wine. "So, Rose, once again, what are you doing at my school?"
"Like I told you, I go to school here." I huff, annoyed when I hear the bell ring. Now I'm fucking late because of these assholes.
"Where did you come from?" Logan asks, looking me up and down. "You don't wear clothes like you're from this part of town. Your car on the other hand…" He snorts out a laugh, and I scowl at him.
I will not be embarrassed at my lack of money. Everyone here is poor. Why make fun of me?
"I'm from Woodbury."
All three sets of eyes grow wide at my comment.
Logan lets out a whistle. "Woodbury. You got some money in those pockets, Rose? The hell you move here from Woodbury for?"
"Now that is none of your business. Are you guys done with the interrogation? I really have to get to class." I say, getting ready to turn around and leave these guys to their truancy marks.
"I already told you, Rose. This place is not for a rich girl like you. With your fancy clothes and your fancy hair. You don't get special treatment because of where you come from. You're as much of a trailer trash whore as everyone else is here."  Easton says, pulling himself up off the side of his truck and leisurely walking towards me. "Get out of my sight, Rose, and stay out of our way." He lashes quietly at me. It's deadly, and it makes chills break out on every inch of my skin.
I don't say another word as I turn around and walk into school, sucking back my tears of shame and getting far, far away from these evil men.




CHAPTER SIX

Easton
 
I think perhaps all of us go a little crazy at times. – Robert Bloch
She goes to my fucking school.
I sigh, disgusted with myself as my heart beat picks up every time she's near. Then I had to go and blast off on her like that asshole I am. Shit, those tears that started welling up in her unique as hell eyes could bring even the President to his knees.
I give a nod to Logan and Jackson and head off to first period. This girl has been on my mind since the moment I saw her last night. No matter how hard I try, she finds her way back to my mind. I even went back inside last night and let that Mandy chick give me a blowjob.
She gives some serious head, that's all I know. But even as she was deep throating the hell out of my cock, it was Rose, unfortunately, who I imagined on her knees in front of me.
Rose with her scared, sad eyes. She looked up at me like I was her savior. If she thinks I'm some knight in shining armor, she is sorely mistaken.
They call me the Reaper for a reason. I have no soul, and I have no issue with taking anyone else's just for the hell of it. People say I lack the normal feelings that a teenager should have. I just shrug and look the other way. Who the fuck cares if I don't weep when a life drains in front of my eyes. Does that make me a psycho? 
Essentially, they call me Death.
Rose and me, we're from two different sides of the track, literally. The last thing that she needs is the poor boy from the mobile home to be barking up her tree. Her rich ass probably prefers the boys with the popped collars and polished shoes.
Rose. Even her name sounds rich and pretentious.
The moment I walk into first period, I have to tamper down the growl that wants to break free when the first thing I see is a dark head of hair of the girl that won't get out of my mind.
Rose looks over at me, giving me a quick glance then looking away. It's almost like she can barely stand the sight of me either. She's probably pissed from my cruel words earlier. Shit, I really am a jackass.
I'm moments away from going to mess with her, because apparently I'm trying to break some record with being the biggest asshole. But, then I think better of it. I'm already late to class, and I would rather just ignore her and hope that she just fades into the background like every other girl in this town.
The teacher barely spares me a glance, as is expected.  I get here when I get here, and if I'm not here, I'm usually marked present on my attendance for the day anyway. No one wants to mess with Rich Malone. Shit, no one wants to mess with Easton Malone either. But daddy dearest will torture and kill you, I will just simply kill you. Torture is too messy for my tastes.
I sit in the back of the classroom, a few chairs behind Rose and slap my notebook and pencil on the desk, ready to pretend I'm doing shit for the day. Whatever it takes to look I'm actually learning something, I guess.
I watch as the guys cower near me and the girls pull the front of their shirts down in the front a bit, trying to reveal some of their cleavage. I roll my eyes and pretend they don't exist. All the girls here are the same.
Slutty and needy.
Once romp in the sack and they think they can rope you down with pregnancy scares and confessions of love. They make me want to tear my ears off my skull most of the time.
The little raven-haired girl in front of me though…
There's something about her. It's not just her wealth, no, that's the last thing I'm thinking of. It's when she sasses back at me, or speaks her mind without bowing down or cowering in the corner. She's strong, and that definitely peaks my interest.
Dude, shut the fuck up! My conscious yells at me.
The teacher hands out the assignments for the day, and as everyone gets to work, I see some guy repeatedly glancing over at Rose, giving her a look that I know all too well. 
Lust.
I clench my fist as this stupid fuck, Jeremy, poorly attempts to get her attention. Jeremy is a class A jock on the football team. He's as poor as the rest of us, but might actually have a shot of going to a good school once he gets out of here on a football scholarship.
Jeremy goes in for a second try, leaning over the isle and tapping her on the shoulder. I clear my throat, loud enough for Jeremy to hear.
He freezes, hanging out into the isle like a fucking loser. Slowly, ever so slowly, he turns his head and looks back at me. When he sees my deadly scowl and slight shake of my head, he slinks back into his desk like a turtle into his shell.
The slight tremble to his body doesn't go unnoticed, either.
Rose looks back at me when she notices Jeremy cowering like a scared cat and slowly turns her head to look at me, giving me one of her scowls.
I just give her a little smirk, lifting only the corner of my mouth, and then throw in a wink for good measure.
Her hand tightens on the back of her chair, giving away her anger that simmers just below the surface.
Good. Give me that anger baby, I will swim in it.
She's a sexy little thing, that's for sure. She looks a little too high maintenance, though. That is definitely not something I need to be balls deep in.
No, she's not something that I need to be messed up with at all. Not only does she look like she could potentially be a stage five clinger, but she also looks like someone who will tear men apart until they are nothing but weeping shells of a human.
For fun.
Nope, not going to go there.
As she starts to turn back around to finish up her assignment, I let out a little noise to get her attention again. She turns back to me one more time with her eyebrows lifted.
I flick her off.
She scowls and turns back around with a sigh, clearly displeased.
Good, problem solved.
◆◆◆
 
Once school is out for the day, I make my way over to my house with Jackson and Logan trailing behind me. We need to meet to go over a few things. The business being one of them, and the second being the upcoming fight that I'm scheduled for.
Training takes up most of my time, and honestly, it keeps me out of school more than Rich would like. Yeah, I call him Rich instead of Pops. He prefers it that way, which is just fine with me. He likes things to stay professional with all of his business associates, which includes me.
Pulling up to our trailer, I get out and walk up the rickety stairs, trying to avoid the extra soft spots. I know one step in those spots and your foot will push right through to the ground. 
People ask a lot - why we live the way we live. We all make good money, after all.
Rich doesn't think it's necessary to have material things and waste it on a house we barely use. I get it, I do. These are our roots, and this is where we belong. We wouldn't do well in some uppity neighborhood with prestigious socialites being nosy and bringing us baked goods at every turn.
No, we're good here. In the hood where we grew up. Plus, Rich owns about every inch of this town. He would never leave.
"Yo, sup bro?" Logan says, walking in and plopping down on the couch, kicking his feet up on the coffee table.
Jackson walks in behind him, walking up to the refrigerator to grab a beer and lifting it in greeting before walking over to turn on the Xbox One. Dude is a Call of Duty addict.
"What's up?" I ask, rummaging around for something to eat in my cupboards.
"Now that it's starting to get warm out, shit is starting to pick up at the Pit. Last night was crazy packed." Logan says, catching the Pop Tart that I toss to him.
Logan is my boy. Like a brother to me, really. We grew up together since being in diapers when our dads had nothing but a dub in their pockets and were working at the factory in the town over. They started up the business and our moms would all get together in the park and let us crawl around in the lumpy yards between our homes. Logan's mother died when he was five, and since then has mostly grown up in my home, crashing on my couch or on the floor of my bedroom. My mom pretty much raised him after her best friend died. But then my mom left three years ago.
Or, I guess you could say, Rich sent her away.
Things were getting kind of hot here for a while, and my mom, Laura, was getting worried and begging him to pull out. He gave her an ultimatum – because he loved her.
Leave, or die. Which is more than he would give anyone else. When you fall into this life, you're in it for good.
Ruthless man, my father is. But to my mother, there has always been a soft spot.
So, my mom left, packing her two duffels and chugging away in her little Volkswagen, never to be seen again. I have heard from her on occasion, mostly holidays and birthdays. But she found a new life, and is living safely away from the drugs and crime of our city.
She's still single though, and I'm sure Rich is to blame for that one.
Jackson, on the other hand, didn't move into our park until we were in middle school. He's always been a quiet, withdrawn shell of a kid. He will always have my back, I know that one hundred percent. I think his shitty father and mother are to thank for his emotionless demeanor. His dad is a ruthless, abusive underhand to my father. The only reason why Rich keeps him around is because he is good for business and knows when and how to get the job done.
His mother, on the other hand, keeps herself going by the white powder that Randall, Jackson's dad, provides for her.
"You know you're fighting with the Viper this Friday, right?" Logan says as Jackson hands him a controller, booting up the Xbox.
"Yeah, so?" I say, sitting down in a chair in the living room.
"He's a lot better than last year. Dude's apparently  gotten quick on his feet." Logan says, only half paying attention to the game he's playing. 
Jackson, on the other hand, is too busy demolishing everyone who comes into his path in the game to even pay attention to our conversation.
I shrug, not really caring. "Yeah, whatever. I'm training the next two days, won't be in school. Duke will get me ready." Duke is my trainer at the gym, he's always got me ready for the fight.
"Yeah, I know. Just be ready. This guy seems like he might be on something." Logan shrugs just as Jackson  curses out some guy that killed him.
"Like what, cocaine?" I ask. If he's on coke, he got it from us.
"No, like steroids or something. I hear some of the guys might be getting the juice on the side."
"Whatever, nothing I can't handle." I shrug. To be honest, I'd be more worried if he said coke. Drugs can make you feel like Superman.
"We going to go do this today, or what?" Logan says, already setting the controller aside. He isn't as into gaming as Jackson is. He would rather be out finding some pussy to sink into.
"Yeah, in a bit. Don't want to be too early." We have to make a drug run for Rich. He usually has us do small jobs in preparation for the future of running the business. Slowly, he has been moving us up to doing bigger jobs, like tonight. We have to go meet this guy who shorted us on our last supply. We were shorted a significant amount on our cocaine supply. If he doesn't fork up the cash or the drugs, he gets the Reaper. Although, even if he forks it up, he still gets the Reaper. Can't fuck with Rich. And if you do - you pay the price. Simple as that.
We sit around and shoot the shit for a little while, each having a beer and then make our way out to my truck, ready to make the fucker pay.




CHAPTER SEVEN

Rose
 
From now on, it can never be the same as before, 'cause the place that I'm from doesn't exist anymore. – Immortal Technique
Pulling up to the local Starbucks, I park and immediately notice the Range Rover that Corey got for his sixteenth birthday. It sticks out like a sore thumb with its sleek and high end details on just about every inch of it. 
Sigh.

What I wouldn't give to go back to my old life, where money wasn't an issue.
I should really look into finding a job or something - something to support myself so I don't have to lean on my mom. I need to get some money in my pockets and quick. Once I graduate at the end of this year, I will need to figure out where I'm going to live.
I dig around in the dirty cupholder in my car, scraping up enough change so I can get myself a small drink.
Hopping out of my car, I adjust my oversized black cardigan over my jeans as I make my way to the entrance.
This is the one thing that I've refused to give up on during the move – my clothes. I might be the only person in this town with more money worth in clothes than their whole house put together, but whatever. I'm not giving up my cashmere, my Chanel, or anything else.
Once I make it to the door, I push it open and there stands Corey. In his polo shirt and khaki pants, he is the epitome of wealth and riches. His hair is dirty blonde and trimmed properly, gelled back with a slight wave to it.
"Rose, how are you, babe?" He comes in and wraps me up in his arms, giving me a peck on the cheek.
This is unlike us, considering we haven't been dating in well over a year. I give him a small smile and shrug out of his hold. "I'm good, how are you?"
"Missing you like hell. Things aren't the same without you."
I laugh. "Oh, I'm sure." I stop a beat as we wait in line. "What are you doing in the Grove? I didn't think you even knew how to get here." The Grove and Woodbury are like night and day. Most people from the rich town don't dare cross the border to the slums.
He waves me off with his hand like it's nothing – when really, I'm sure none of his buddies know that he's here. Definitely not his parents. "Oh, I was passing through and knew I had to meet up with you. No big deal. Anyway, how have things been going? Is it just absolute hell here or what?" He cringes, but I'm too stuck on his rapid change of topic. I slip that thought into my back pocket, deciding I will dissect it later.
"It's different, that's for sure. I honestly still haven't even thought much about it. I've only been here about a week."
We step up in line to order our drinks, and when I'm about to make my order, Corey butts in for me. "And she will have a small Strawberry Refresher with Lemonade, please." He hands over his Amex Platinum card, which I know has unlimited funds on it. I try to squeeze in my change to the cashier, but Corey just uses his palm to shove my hand away from the counter and gives me a look that says - seriously?
With a sigh, I pocket my change and wait patiently for my drink. I am not someone that likes to be taken care of, but I guess I can also appreciate that I can save what little money I do have.
Once we have our drinks in hand, we decide to go sit in the outdoor seating area. It's sixty degrees outside – which is so unusual for Minnesota in the spring. Might as well take advantage of it while we can.
"So," Corey begins, "I spoke with my parents over the weekend about you having to move to this God-awful place." He wrinkles his nose up in distaste. "They have known you for years, babe, and they would be fine with you moving into our spare bedroom for the remainder of senior year."
I sit there with my cup held up to my mouth, not drinking, not blinking, nothing. Going home for the rest of the year? Going back to my friends and my school? It sounds like an absolute dream. I'm about to say yes when one thought comes to mind.
My mother.
The thought of leaving her – of letting her wallow in the Shack by herself? It would kill her. I literally think she would drink herself to death, and that absolutely scares me.
"Corey, I can't even tell you how much it means to me that you even went to the extent of asking your parents if it would be okay. I want to, I really do, but I can't." I frown, mad at myself for refusing such an offer.
He looks shocked. "What? Why not?"
"Because, my mom would never be okay with it. And even if she were, I would never abandon her like that. She is in such a bad spot right now. I really need to keep an eye on her."
He sighs, knowing that it's the truth and that I will never, ever, leave my mom. He knows my shithole Sperm Donor father, and he knows that me and my mom are all each other have. Reaching forward, he grabs my hand and gives it a warm squeeze. "I understand. Just think about it, okay? I know you don't want to leave your mom, but I'm sure she would understand how important your education is. Do colleges want to see our five-star private school on your diploma? Or do they want to see the Grove High on your diploma?"
I understand his reasoning, and he is one hundred percent right, but he's being pushy, and I hate pushy. I start to slide my hand out from underneath his when he grabs hold tightly and pulls them toward his body, making me move forward in the process.
"Don't you see, Rose? I miss you, and I want to be with you. It was a mistake to take a break, I need you back. I love you, babe."
I internally groan. I totally knew this shit was coming. "Corey…"
"No, just listen. We've always been good together, right?" He waits for my response, and I slowly nod my head. "It was stupid – what I did. I know that now. Will you take me back? I know it might be difficult, with long distance and everything. That's why I wanted you to come live with me, so we can be together. I'm not going to let some shitty town like the Grove keep you away from me. Be with me, Rose. Let's start over and do it right this time."
I sigh and close my eyes. I love Corey, I really do. But he squashed my heavier feelings when he decided to go be a player with all the other girls of Woodbury Preparatory School. I open my mouth to explain my case when the worst thing that could happen right now, does.
"Rose." My voice comes out like a whip, sharp and controlled.
My back stiffens, and I sit up straight like I've been whipped on my spine. I cringe, then cringe again.
God, please Lord, no.
"Rose." It comes again, although this time with less patience.
I turn around and ignore Corey as he lets out an annoyed, "Who the hell is that?"
Once I turn around, I look into the black eyes of what is becoming my worst nightmare.
"Who is that?" Corey asks again, this time with a possessiveness I don't often hear in his voice.
"It's no one." I say, giving Easton a look to go away. I can only hope he takes the hint. The last thing that I need is for him to cause a scene. Or for Corey to get hurt.
"Do you know him?"  Corey asks, leaning in close to me.
"No, he's just some -"
"Rose, come over here. Now." Easton says calmly.
"Better listen to him, rich girl." Comes another voice. I look back at Easton's truck and realize that Logan and Jackson are also in the truck. Great, I didn't even notice his friends in there before.
"I'm going to go say something to them." Corey says, starting to stand up from his chair and wiping a hand down his unwrinkled shirt.
I leap out of my own seat, pushing on his shoulders to make him sit back down.
"No. No, you are not. I will be right back. Just stay here, okay? Please." I try to keep my voice strong, but I'm actually worried about Corey. I don't know what these guys are capable of, and from what I've heard, I don't really want to find out.
I speed walk over to the driver's side window and lean in close to him.
"What the hell do you want? Are you following me?" I say, completely exasperated.
Easton tightens his grip on the steering wheel and looks over at me, getting right into my face.
"Get in the fucking car." He growls.
"Wha-what?" I sputter. "No, absolutely not! I'm with my friend right now. You can't just come and interrupt me and tell me what the hell to do!" I huff.
Who the hell is this guy?
"Rose, I'm not going to tell you again. You don't want me to go and talk to your little friend over there, do you?" He smirks at me, his black eyes twinkling in the sun. It almost seems like he has a little humanity in there and then - nope, nothing.
It's like he really is dead inside.
"I'm giving you a minute before I go over there and remove that preppy douchebag from my town." He clicks the home button on his phone, looking at his clock and then looking up at me expectantly.
By the look in his eyes, I know that he's not kidding. I let out a groan from deep, deep within my soul.
I stomp back over to Corey, who sits there with his jaw clenched and posture so poised and stiff that you would think he has a board taped to his spine to keep him so straight.
"Corey, I'm sorry about this, but I really have to go with them. They are some kids from my class and I guess there is some assignment or something that needs to be done...urgently." I lie. "Can we finish this conversation later? We can meet up next week or something...when I'm not so... distracted."
He narrows his eyes around me, looking me up and down before shooting his gaze to the truck behind him. I'm sure I only have about thirty seconds left, and I really am worried what's going to happen once I get to zero.
"Please, Corey?" I ask urgently.
"Those don't look like the best type of people, Rose. It's worrying me a little bit, to be honest."
"Do you know them?"
"No, I don't. Not really, anyway. Be careful, and call me when you get home, okay?" He leans over and gives me a peck on the lips, looking over at the truck out of the corner of his eye.
"Your time is up, Rose." Comes from the truck behind me. He voice is laced with a barely restrained fury. Looking back at the truck, I notice Jackson sitting in the backseat with a knife in his hand, tapping it up against the window in an impatient pattern.
I gulp, going from worried to terrified.
"I've got to go." I say, grabbing my things and walking off towards Easton's car.
"Wait, Rose-" Corey starts.
"No, Corey. Just no. I will call you later." I barely spare him a glance as I walk off to Easton's car, getting in the backseat without looking at any of these crazy men.
Absolute. Fucking. Psychos.




CHAPTER EIGHT

Easton
 
Man is the cruelest animal. – Friedrich Nietzsche
I have to calm myself down and restrain myself from getting out of my car and beating this preppy loser to a fucking pulp. But then I feel tempted to beat myself to a fucking pulp, because...
What. The. Fuck.
Rose is not mine, I don't even know the bitch. She's just another rich girl trying to find her way to the wrong side of the tracks. Find some excitement to change things up a bit.
Even though I'm sure she never would be on these side of the tracks if she had a choice, I can still see the hints of desire every time I look her way. She has the same look in her eye that I'm sure I do in mine.
Heat.
"What the fuck are you doing, dude?" Jackson lashes  out at me from the backseat.
"I don't know. I just... don't know. Want me to drop you guys off?"
Logan barks out a laugh. "Hell no, this shit is just getting good!"
He slaps his sweatpant covered thigh, more hyped up than the rest of us are.
We found the man who skimped us on our coke, and what do you know? He didn't have anything for us. I beat him into a bloody mess as Jackson twiddled his knife from behind me, enjoying the pain I was inflicting on someone else.
Logan doesn't enjoy the mess as much, but he still gets amped up when I get in a fight.
He knows it has to be done.
"You know who that guy is, right?" Jackson says.
"Yeah. I know." I say. This guy - Corey, is nothing but a coked-out trust fund baby. The kid is more trouble than he's worth, and Rose needs to know which side of the track she lives on now. Corey used to be a sporadic buyer, but lately he has been coming through more and more frequently. Not that he deals with any of us exclusively, but I always know what's going on in my town.
I groan, watching as she waltzes my way with a heavy scowl on her face and whips open the back door to the truck, hopping in and slamming it shut with a grunt.
I snap my gaze back at her. "You better watch how you treat my possessions before you do something you will regret." I growl.
"What the hell am I doing here? You had to come and just make a mess of everything, didn't you? What is so important that you had to threaten me? And him!" She shrieks. Oof, she's pissed.
Good, me too.
I put my truck into drive and fly off the main road, giving the stupid fuck with loafers a look of pure victory. She's mine now, preppy boy, and I will carve that shit into her ass if I need to.
Wait… the fuck?
I grab these thoughts by the next and squeeze the life out of them. She is not mine, she will never be mine.
I ponder on my thoughts so long that I forget I'm driving like a madman with a stranger in my backseat. Pulling over on a backroad by the Mississippi River, I throw the car into park and glance back at her in the rearview mirror.
"The hell you doing with that loser?" I bark.
She is sitting as far away from Jackson as humanly possible, and I can see he is enjoying it by the small smirk playing on his face.
She throws me a look of disgust. "He's my friend. Why the hell do you care? Why the hell am I here?"
"Stay the fuck away from him. And more importantly, keep him the fuck out of my town." I say.
She snorts, very unlike her high maintenance ass. "I will do no such thing. I don't even know you guys." She tries to open up the door, but I'm quicker than she thinks, slapping the lock button and child proofing the shit out of her door.
"Let me out of here before I scream."
"Scream all you want baby girl, no one can hear you down here." Logan says softly.
"And if they do, no one will come help anyway." Jackson says.
Raw fear crosses her features. She looks panicked, like we might hurt her. Her breathing picks up so quick I'm afraid this chick is going to pass out in my car.
"Hey, stop." She looks at me in the eye and I take down a corner of my wall, letting her see that I am not the monster everyone thinks I am, at least I don't need to be. She immediately takes a big breath. "We're not here to throw you in the river or anything. Just wanted to set something straight. You live on this side of town now, not with those fucking uppities. You don't belong to them anymore, and I’m sure now that you're over here you don't even have the friends you used to. Am I right?" She scowls at this, making me huff out a laugh. 
"Yeah, that's what I thought. Those people in Woodbury are nothing but conceited, plastic assholes who care about nothing except their wealth and image. You need to learn the rules of the road. You're no longer rich. We keep our distance from Woodbury for a reason. They stay on their side of town, and we stay on ours.  You understand?"
Jackson leans in close to her and whispers, "This is where you nod your head yes, rich girl."
Slowly, she nods once. Once again, we are in the locked eyes trance that is starting to become our thing. Locked in each other's gaze. It makes me feel uncomfortable, like she can see deeper into me than anyone ever has before.
"Good. Now that we understand each other, listen up. That preppy fuck you were talking to. Corey is his name, right?" She nods again. "Yes, Corey. Stay away from him, and I'm not going to tell you again. You might think you're in the right here, but you're not. He's not who you think he is."
She opens her mouth – I'm sure to ask a million questions, but I don't have time for that. "Stop. I see your mind running a marathon from here."
She once again opens her mouth, probably this time to curse me out, but Jackson steps in this time, slapping a hand over her mouth. "Quit while you're ahead, babe. Listen to what Easton says, and there won't be any problems." 
Once I'm sure she's not going to talk my ear off, I start up the car again and make my way back to Starbucks, and her car.
I pull up next to her car and she gets out, slamming the back door and stalking off towards her car. As she's about to open up her door, I roll down my window and smirk at her. "Oh, and Rose?" I sing.
She stiffens and looks over at me with annoyance plastered across her face.
"Remember when I said you don't belong to them anymore?"
She crosses her arms over her chest. "Yes, I unfortunately do remember that piece of information. What about it?" She sasses.
Damn, she's a bitch.
"Do you want to know who you do belong to?"
She rolls her eyes. "No, but I'm sure you're going to tell me anyway."
"Me, baby. You belong to me." I give her a smile, showing her teeth and all. Her jaw drops, and I figure my job is done.
I drive off and watch in the side mirror as she gives me a big middle finger.
Before I roll up my window, I stick my hand out and give her one right back, watching as she flings her arms up into the air in aggravation before jumping into her car.
Well, maybe her moving here will work out, after all.




CHAPTER NINE

Rose
 
A man might befriend a wolf, even break a wolf, but no man could truly tame a wolf. – George R.R. Martin
When I pull up to school on Friday, I'm glad to have survived my first week at this rust bucket of a school. I'm hoping to spend a little time with my mom this weekend. Before we moved here, we would make plans to spend the day together – going to the spa, having a shopping day, just about everything and anything.
I haven't seen much of her this week. She has been leaving a little earlier each morning for work, so she's already gone by the time I wake up. In the afternoons when I get home, she's either still at work or if I get home late, she is usually sleeping. I'm not sure if she's tired from her first job in forever, or if she's being a heavy hitter with that bottle of wine.
All I know is, I'm getting a little worried. My plan is to spend a little time with her and maybe rake her out of this depression she's drowning in.
The good thing is, she hasn't been fired or quit her job yet. She must be doing something right.
Cara has been a miniature sidekick this week, making sure I don't feel like a lonely duckling as I travel through the graffiti ridden walls and bathroom stalls with broken locks of the Grove high.
Thankfully, Easton has been out of school the last few days and I haven't seen him since the night he dropped me off at my car after his ambush.
Logan, on the other hand, has been popping up here and there, trying to be my friend. He's funny, that's for sure. I just don't know if I can forgive him yet for being such a shit on my first day of school.
Hopping out of my car, I run a hand down my Dolce and Gabbana dress in an attempt to smooth out the wrinkles.
"Well, aren't you a sight for sore eyes." Comes from Logan behind me.
I turn around and give him a look, which only makes him smirk playfully and drape his arm over me. "What's that look for, you're not happy to see me?"
I attempt to shrug out of his hold, but it only makes him tighten his arm around me.
"You ass, would you let me go?"
"Uh, no babe. Sorry."
I give up on and continue on our walk inside of the school. When we pass a group of girls, I hear the head of the bitch squad whispering about me and sneering. "She is such a slut, I swear. Can't you tell how badly she wants their attention?" The girl whispers to her friends, except she doesn't say it quietly, and I immediately feel my guard start to rise.
How dare these girls? They don't even know me.
I look her over, noticing her spaghetti strap tank top that rises over her belly button, showing off a dangly belly button ring. She's also wearing black leggings that honestly look so thin, if the light shines on her ass I'm sure I will be able to tell the color of her thong.
Her minions are wearing similar attire, showing off way too much skin.
And they call me the slut?
I open my mouth to say just as much when Logan beats me to it. "Ay, you bitches got a problem?" Logan lashes out angrily.
The whole group stiffens, and the minions look down at the ground while the leader looks at Logan with fear in her eyes.
"Logan, I didn't even see you there. I missed you last weekend, baby. Why didn't you text me?" Gross. Gross and nasty is what this girl is.
She might as well spread her slutty thighs and let all of the Grove High see what's between her legs.
"That's what I thought. Keep your mouth shut or I will shove my cock in there so deep you won't be able to talk for a week." He winks, and then pulls me with him the rest of the way into school.
I look back at them as I'm being pulled inside and see the main girl's face turn beet red. I laugh under my breath and look up at Logan, surprised he had my back. I'm sure he's slept with at least half of the group, he really didn't have to stick up for me like that.
"Thank you." I say softly.
Logan stops and looks down at me, confused. "For what, babe?"
"For sticking up for me back there. I'm sure those are your floozies or whatever. I would hate to ruin your reputation."
He breaks out in a big smile, showing off his dimples that make him look absolutely stunning with his blonde shaggy hair. "No worries, babe. We've got your back."
"Not sure if Jackson does…" I say.
"Nah, he does. He's just quiet. He really likes you, actually. Him and feelings just don't mix well." He shrugs like it's no big deal.
He walks me to class and then just as I'm about to turn the corner, I hear him call my name. "What?" I say, walking back up to him.
He pulls me around the corner where there are less nosy, lingering students. "Fight tonight. You will be there, right?"
"Tonight?" I gulp, suddenly nervous. I really, really don't want a repeat of the last fight. "I'm not sure…"
He laughs. "There is no 'I'm not sure'." He mocks me. "You're going. Easton wants you there, you go there."
So, there is definitely no hope in getting out of this one. "Can I bring Cara?"
He waves his hand noncommittedly. "Sure, sure. Whatever."
A small sliver of relief pours over me. Maybe if we stick together this time, I have a less chance of being assaulted. "Okay, then. I guess."
"Damn right. Text me when you're on your way. Easton doesn't want you alone."
"Oh, for fuck sake. What the hell is wrong with that guy?"
He scratches his chin but has a knowing look on his face. "Yeah, not getting into this one. Text me when you get there. Do not walk alone." He says seriously, pointing his finger right into my face.
I reach up and swat his finger out of the way, tired of all these bossy men. "I will text you when I get there. Quit acting like you guys are my father or something. It's really starting to creep me out."
His head falls backward and he lets out a bark of a laugh. "Oh, rich girl. You are in for quite a ride. Good thing is, I think you will fit in just fine here." And with that, he stalks off towards a leggy blonde who keeps glancing back and giving Logan fuck me eyes.
Gross, whatever.
I head to class and attempt to rid these strange men from my mind.

Easier said than done.
◆◆◆
 
Cara: I'm outside. Come open the door?
I read the text from Cara and walk to my front door, revealing an excited Cara. "Ready for tonight? Can't believe you got the invite from Logan. Pretty jealous, girl." Cara says, standing in the entryway of my nonexistent foyer.
I roll my eyes. "It's nothing. He was just being pushy. I don't know what's wrong with them, they keep acting like they rule the world. It's annoying."
"They don't act like it. They do." She toes off her shoes and follows me into the house. Looking around, she inspects the Shack with open eyes. "This place is pretty nice. You acted like it was a piece of shit. This house is like, twice the size of my trailer."
I swallow down a chuckle. "Um, this house is a piece of shit." I then think about what she said, and how much nicer this place is than hers. Wincing, I say. "I didn't mean -"
She waves me off like it's not a big deal. "It's fine. I know I live in a tin can. And you're like this... princess from the rich and famous city."
I open my mouth to say something, to apologize, anything really. But she doesn't seem bothered, and I feel way too awkward. So, I walk into the kitchen and open up the refrigerator, doing the next best thing. "Can I get you anything? Water? Pop? Cheap wine?" I roll my eyes at the last one. There is enough wine in this dump to hydrate all of the Grove.
"Cheap wine?" She wrinkles up her nose in disgust. "I'll stick with a soda, thanks." I toss her one and crack open a bottle of water, taking a few swigs before we walk off to my room. "Where is your mom, anyway?" She asks, looking around for her.
"Work or something. I don't know, honestly. She's been out a lot. I think she gets off work and goes somewhere, but I don't even ask. I don't care, really. If she wants to keep her life a sudden secret from her only daughter, then screw her." I shrug. "It is what it is."
She looks over at me sympathetically, but then goes into my room to look around.
I'm glad that she's not really prying into my personal life, and I'm sure she's not doing it because she comes from her own shit life. From what I've heard, her step-dad is a really asshole. Her mom doesn't do much to help, more like whines from the couch but never stands up for her own daughter. Piece of shits, the both of them.
At least I don't have an abusive mother. I just have an absent mother. And a broke sperm donor for a father.
Once I reach my room, I finally glance at the outfit Cara is wearing. A cute, strapless black jumper that shows off her tiny frame and large boobs. "Damn girl, cute outfit." I say. 

I got dressed on a pair of overly ripped designer jeans with a black halter cami. It's super cute. A little more bold than what I would usually wear, but I feel like stretching the boundaries tonight. If I'm going to live in this town, I might as well dive head first into the lifestyle too.
"Thanks. But you look hot too. Your outfit shows off all of your curves in the best way." She looks me up and down, appraising me with a smile.
"Thanks. So, before we leave, I wanted to tell you something." I wring my hands together as my nerves start to get the best of me. I've really tried to bury the feelings on what happened last time I was at the Pit, but most of the evening I have been nearly dizzy with worry that the same guy will be there, watching and waiting for me.
"What is it?" She notices my unease, coming up to me and sitting next to me on the edge of the bed.
"Well, okay. So, after we left the Pit last time, I was walking to my car and some guy came up to me and attacked me." I look down at the floor as I tell her this.
God, why do I feel, like, guilty? I don't know what I feel, but this whole thing just hasn't felt right since it happened.
"Holy shit! Rose, why didn't you say anything? What happened? Do you know who it was? I swear, you need to carry some pepper spray or a knife on you or something. I would have shanked the hell out of any guy that pulled one on me."
"I - I didn't know the guy. He looked like some random homeless guy or something. Easton... Easton actually saved me."
Her eyes grow as wide as saucers and her jaw falls into her lap. "Easton...saved you? What the hell does that mean?"
"It means exactly that. He came and saved me. I don't know, maybe he was outside or something and he saw me? Or he was just walking by? I don't know, but I'm just thankful that he was there when he was."
"Easton never goes out there after a fight. He leaves out a separate exit, or even stays the night in the upstairs apartment." Upstairs apartment? "Maybe he... no, never mind. Couldn't be."
She seems to shake off her thoughts, but now my curiosity has been utterly peaked. "No. No, you can't do that. What were you going to say?"
"It's crazy. I'm thinking absolutely crazy and it's most likely not even in the realm of what was going on. But I don't know. Maybe he was watching you?" She looks at me sideways, like she is looking at me in a new light.
"Pfff. Yeah, right. Easton the "Reaper" was watching me? Some girl from out of town, who he doesn't know, who he is a dick to, was watching me? Yeah, you are thinking crazy." I stand up and go to grab my things, not even giving water or sun to allow that theory to grow.
"Yeah... yeah." Cara seems lost in thought, so I grab my things and walk out to the kitchen and scribble a note to my mom.
Mom,
Going out with a friend... Might be back tonight, otherwise will see you tomorrow.
Love,
R
A part of me hates my mom for what she's done and her lack of parenting when I've needed it the most. But another part of me will always be a mommy's girl, and I will never worry her on purpose.
"Cara, let's go, otherwise we will be late!"
"Coming!" She shouts, walking towards the door and putting back on her flats. 

I slide into my flats - finally heeding to her advice - and we head out the door.




CHAPTER TEN

Rose
 
Desire is the kind of thing that eats you and leaves you starving. - Nayyirah Waheed
Arriving at the Pit feels like some sort of bad omen. Last time I came here, I was almost raped by a pudgy old man with the smell of rot leaking from his pores.
What kind of night will tonight be?
Cara decided to drive tonight, promising that we will walk hand in hand into the building and back out to her car when we leave. We made a pact that we would keep an eye on each other tonight, and it makes me forever grateful for her friendship.
"Hey, Jerry. How's it goin'?" Cara asks, going up to the hulk of a bouncer and giving him a friendly smile.
"Cara! Two times in a week? Come over here!" He grabs her by the bicep and hauls her into him, squeezing the life out of her in a type of hug that I cringe at. That shit looks painful.
When he lets her go, he looks her up and down and then looks over at me, doing the same. He frowns, "You girls lookin' for trouble tonight, or somethin'?"
Cara laughs and swats his arm. I'm sure to him it felt like a piece of dust hitting him. "No, just going to enjoy a girl's night out!" She grabs my wrist and pulls me with her. "See you later, Jerry!"
"Night ladies. Don't go gettin' into any trouble." He repeats.
With a wave over her shoulder, we walk inside. "Uh huh, okay. Night!"
Once we enter and are once again walking down the dim hall with the flickering yellow lights that lead to the main area, I remember one important task that completely slipped my mind.
Stopping in my tracks, I pull Cara to a halt. "Oof, what the hell, Rose?"
"I totally forgot to text Logan. He gave me some serious ass instructions to not come into the building until I texted him." I then think about how much of a pussy I sound like, and internally slap myself across the face. "You know what? Never mind. Let's go." I start hauling her with me down the remainder of the hallway, but this time it's me that is pulled to a halt. "Oof, what the hell?"
"Wait a sec. Logan told you to text him?"
"Yeah?"
"You should text him. I'm not in the mood to piss any of those three off."
"Who cares? If any of them start throwing a fit, I will blame the whole thing on me." I shrug.
"Rose..." Cara starts, suddenly looking unsure.
"What? Come on! We got dressed up and are looking smoking hot. I never would have dressed like this in my old town. The girls there were too rich - and they were never this risky. I want to have a good night and I don't want to let some bossy ass boys tell me what the hell I need to do!"
"Bossy ass boys, huh? Bossy ass might right, but boy? Think again." Comes a voice from behind me, and I shriek and grab my chest.
"Holy shit, Logan! How did you know we were even here?" Looking over at him, I see the pissed look on his face and only feel a sliver of guilt. He's been nice to me this week, I should try not to shit on our friendship.
"Do you really think that anyone who gets in this building is going to go unnoticed by us?" He laughs like that's the stupidest thing he's ever heard.
I roll my eyes, already annoyed by his presence. "Yeah, okay buddy. You know I'm here now, so have a good night. Cara and I are going to get some drinks." I grab Cara by the wrist and this time, she doesn't stop me.
Surprisingly, Logan lets us pass.
Unfortunately, and not all that surprising, these boys have to get in the last word. "Don't go drinking too much, ladies. Oh, and hey, Cara? I really approve of this outfit." He appraises her up and down with a heated look, and I am reminded on how good looking he really is. He turns to me looks me up and down as well. "Although, I don't think Easton is going to like yours as much."
I flick him off and walk away. I'm sure not going to let Logan or Easton ruin my good night.
Walking over to the bar with Cara, it's me this time who yells to the bartender. "Two strawberry lemonade vodkas, please!"
I hand him money from my wallet that seems to be getting smaller and smaller by the day. It's starting to worry me and I really need to sit down and figure out a game plan for the future. I'm guessing I need to find a job, or at least find some summer gig once school lets out. I've never had one before, and I'm not even sure where I would start.
The bartender delivers us our drinks, and I hand one to Cara who lifts hers in a toast. "To new friendships and a wild night."
I give her a devilish look and clink my glass with hers, downing my drink quicker than I should have. I instantly feel the effects, the lightheaded feeling hitting me full force.
Cara finishes hers as well, and we set our glasses down on the counter before making our way over to the fighting ring.
Cara might be tiny, but she sure knows how to scrap her way to the front.
By the time that we make it through the crowd and up to the front of the ring, the same rambunctious announcer that was here last time is announcing the fighters for the night. He announces Easton, who looks as raw as ever. Sweat drips from his body like he ran a marathon just before coming here. Logan and Jackson are on each side of him, as well as the man from the other night who is checking his taped hands once again. The crowd is going wild for him and I'm pretty sure I see a few panties fly across the air.
Jealousy and fury make me wrinkle my nose in disgust. Is this the type of shit he likes? Slutty girls with genital warts? Girls who open their legs at the first sign of an alpha male?
The announcer introduces the other fighter of the night, Reggie the "Viper" Vixon, snapping me out of my disturbing thoughts.
I don't want to think about Easton like that. He's a bossy asshole who also thinks he can bully me into doing what he wants. No, thank you.
The Viper is a tall, thin man. Taller than Easton, but also significantly thinner than him, too. I'm not quite sure what makes this guy a fighter. Easton looks like he could crush him like a bug. Not that Easton is overly built by any means, but he has that fighter build to him, and it's hard not to appreciate the obvious hard work that he does in the gym.
Once the bell rings and the fight begins, I'm surprised to see Viper so quick on his feet. I see where he gets his name from. He might not be the strongest of men, but if he hops across the ring like that long enough, I'm sure any other fighter would get tired enough where Viper can make his strike.
Hmm, fitting name, I suppose.
Easton though, he seems to be looking almost too relaxed to be fighting. He looks more like he should be sitting in a recliner watching television instead of standing in a ring about to fight with someone called Viper.
Easton gets a few punches in, but Viper just continues jumping around the ring like he's a fucking rabbit. That should have been his name - Rabbit.
Suddenly, Easton looks like he has lost him momentum. He seems tired, and Viper uses this moment to lay a few into him, excited over the possible win against the Reaper.
Easton is just playing a game, I realize.
He launches out of his tired position and flies over to Viper, landing punch after punch until Viper is a heap on the ground.
Viper attempts one more time at standing up and beating this thing when Easton winds his arm back to impossible lengths and lands a swift left hook to Viper's cheek, sending him flying across the ring and knocked out up against the edge.
The bell rings, signaling the end of the fight.
The announcer comes up and the crowd goes wild as he lifts one of Easton's arm in yet again another victory.
As the crowd cheers and Logan and Jackson come up in the ring to congratulate Easton, he only does one thing.
His eyes fly to mine and a zing of electricity shoots between my legs. His eyes darken to black pools of lust, like he realizes what just happened to my body. Everyone else in the Pit disappears and Easton and me are the only ones left in this room, in this town, on this planet.
It's just us.
What snaps me back to reality is my friends voice as she whispers into my ear, "Holy shit."
"What?" I turn towards her, breaking eye contact with Easton.
"Did you see that look Easton was giving you? Holy panties, Rose. That was some type of porn or something."
I roll my eyes. Looking back at Easton, I see he is already walking off with his friends, not sparing me another glance.
"Let's go get another one of those yummy drinks you got me addicted to." I say, ready for her to mosh her way out of this pit.
"Hell yeah, girl. I told you they're good." She grabs my hand and pushes her way through the crowd. I watch her, taking notes on how to be a scrappy bitch in the future if I ever need to be.
Cara orders us some drinks, and we pay the small fee and then happily sit and chat for a while.
After a while, I hear the high-pitched annoying screams of girls and turn around, watching them all flaunt over the boys in what I'm sure is their usual spot. The girl who called me a slut the other day is attempting to rub her tits all over Easton. Her minions are acting just as slutty, rubbing themselves all over the Logan and Jackson's legs.
Yuck, they look like bitches in heat. I'm surprised they haven't sprayed on them to mark their territory.
I glance at Easton and see he is paying me no mind. I scowl into my drink. He was so quick to give me that heated glance earlier, but now he's acting like I don't even exist. I turn back around and chat with Cara until I feel a presence behind me.
Turning around, I notice a cute guy who I've never seen before. He looks to be a little older, maybe twenty or so, with short brown hair cropped in a military cut with harsh cheek bones and blue eyes. He's handsome, not as handsome as Easton, but he is definitely someone I would have swooned over if I saw him in my old school.
"Hey, ladies. Can I get you a drink?" He says smoothly. His voice is like honey, thick and warm. My eyes warm at his friendliness.
Cara and I both look down at our drinks, seeing that there are only a few sips left.
"Yeah, I guess I can have one more." I say. I look at Cara and she nods in agreement.
"I couldn't help but notice you two have been sitting here over by yourselves. Did you two come here with anyone?" I force myself to not glance towards Easton, instead leaning in more towards him and giving him a flirtatious smile.
"Nope, just us and our single selves."
Hottie takes the hint, his eyes turning molten as he sits down on the stool next to mine. "Well, that's too damn bad. Good thing I saw you before someone else in this place came and swooped you up." The bartender hands our drinks to the guy, and he passes them on to us before taking a swig of his own drink.
"I'm Jesse." He says, holding out his hand.
"Rose." His grip is warm and firm. Good, I was always told by my mother to stay away from people with a weak handshake.
"Cara. Nice to meet you, Jesse." Cara sounds kind, but a little off. I'm about to turn to her and ask what the hell her problem is when Jesse steals my attention with another question.
"What did you think of the fight tonight?" Jesse asks me.
"It was good. This is only my second one, so I'm not really sure what the norm is around here."
"Oh, really? Where are you from?"
"Woodbury."
His eyebrows fly up to his hairline and he lets out a small whistle. "Woodbury, eh? What the hell are you doing in these parts?"
"Just moved to the Grove."
He squints at me, as if to question why someone would do such a stupid thing. I have no plan in delving into such personal information to someone I just met. I decide to move the subject off of me.
"So, what about you? Where are you from?" I ask.
Jesse is about to respond when I feel nails digging into my forearm. Turning towards Cara, I'm about to curse her out for stabbing me with her acrylic nails when I see the look in her eyes.
Worry, or... is that terror? What's going on? "Cara, what is it?"
I hear a commotion coming from behind me, and  I turn towards Jesse and see him on his ass on the ground with Easton standing over him.
I fly off of my stool and try to shove Easton out of the way, but it's like shoving a brick building. "You asshole! What the hell are you doing?"
He turns his glacial glare towards me before looking back at Jesse, who seems confused and a little apprehensive.
"Hey, man. I'm sorry. She said she wasn't here with anyone. She told me she's single!" He puts his arms up, and I immediately roll my eyes at the crack in his voice.
Pussy.
"She's with me." Is all he says. Fucking caveman.
"Sorry, man. Sorry." With that, he scoots back on his ass and once he's far enough away from Easton, he turns over and books it out of there.
Easton stands there with his back to me, breathing hard and his back as stiff as stone. I do the only thing I can do.
I shove him again, this time in the back when he is not expecting it. He barely moves, but his foot does shuffle and inch forward on the ground.
Ha, success.
He turns towards me, pissed as all hell.
Well, okay. He's pissed? Because I'm even more pissed that he had to go all fucking macho on innocent Jesse.
I raise my hand, ready to slap him across the face when he grabs me by the wrist in one hand, squeezing so tight it's almost to the point of pain. His other hand grabs me by my lower jaw and holds me immobile.
"What the fuck do you think you're doing?"
"Having a good time? What the hell does it look like I'm doing? Why did you have to come and ruin my good time? Couldn't get it up for the chlamydia ridden whores?" I hear a gasp coming from a few feet away, and I'm sure I offended one of said chlamydia ridden whores.
His grip moves from my jaw to my neck, cutting off my rant.
"Watch it."
"Or what? What the hell else can you do? Lock me up in your dungeon?" I grit through the lock he has on my neck.
"Or I will bend you over my knee in your little slutty outfit and teach you some fucking respect."
Rage so powerful I'm surprised I don't turn into the Hulk overflows throughout my body, and I break from his hold and give him my most powerful shove yet. Still nothing.
So, I do my next best thing. "I hate you!" I shout with as much power my lungs will allow.
I don't even grab my bag or look at Cara, I just stomp off to the bathroom, fury blowing out of my ears like a fucking choo choo train.




CHAPTER ELEVEN

Rose
 
When we don't know who to hate, we hate ourselves. ― Chuck Palahniuk
Shaking with anger, I ignore all of the looks and whispers around me and walk to the nearest bathroom, locking myself into the stall and shoving my head into my hands.
I fucking hate Easton.
I seriously hate that guy. Who the hell does he think he is? He is such an asshole, such a fucking bully. He ignored me out there, acted like I didn't exist when I know he saw me sitting at the bar. He lets some sluts with some serious camel toe dry hump him like he is the fucking king of the world.
Then he has the audacity to come and ruin my good time just because what - he couldn't bear to see me happy? Does it make his dick hard to see me pissed?
I breathe through my anger, tears of frustration and fury trying to make their escape, but I breathe through it until I no longer feel like they are on the edge.
I've always been an angry crier, and I hate it.
After long enough where I feel I have reigned in the beast that wants to break free, I quickly pee and then hurry out of the stall, ready to get back to Cara.
We did promise, after all, that we wouldn't leave each other's sight tonight.
What I see once I get out of the stall, though, stops me in my tracks.
Five of the girls who were out there flirting with the guys, four of which are blocking my exit as a fifth one stands by the door, to not let anyone in or let me out, I'm not sure.
They look ghetto, with their worn, slutty clothes and their overdone makeup. They look like a cheap date. Or maybe a prostitute.
I look down, wanting to ignore them. I might be able to take one of these girls, but definitely not four or five.
I've never gotten into a fight before. Like, yeah, I've gotten into verbal pissing matches with girls from my old school. But I've never been as aggressive as I have been since I moved to the Grove.
I try to walk around them to the sink and wash my hands of the filth of a public bathroom, but one of the girls on the edge stands in front of me, bumping me with her shoulder and making me fall back a step.
"Um, excuse me." I mumble, attempting to walk around them again.
"You're not excused, bitch." Comes the catty girl who called me a slut the other day.
My spine stiffens. I can handle bullies, but I can only take the torment so long until I feel like I'm going to explode.
"Seriously, move out of my way." I say a little firmer this time.
The top bitch, whose name I don't even know to be honest, separates from her posse and comes to stand nose to nose with me. "You really don't know who the fuck you're messing with, do ya? Walking into my town, into my school, like you own this place. Who the hell do you think you are?"
I stare at her, saying nothing.
"Huh, bitch? Are you a mute? You think just because you got the boys talking to you and acknowledging you that you got them in your back fucking pocket, don't ya?" She pops a piece of gum in her mouth, depositing the wrapper on the floor.
I wrinkle my nose at her - a trashy slut and a trashy litterer? What a waste of a human.
"You got nothing to say, huh? The fuck is wrong with you, bitch?" She comes up to me and gives me a little shove.
I can't just stand there and get walked all over. So, I do the only thing I apparently know how to do.
I shove her back - hard.
She falls back against the sink, and fury - pure, venomous, fury - looks back at me. I'm pretty sure she snarls like a cat, but I can't be too sure because as she stands up from her slumped position against the sink, I hear a rrrriiiiippppppp.
I gasp as my hand flies to my mouth.
Uh, oh.
The girl's shirt got trapped on a sharp corner near the old, rusted sink, and as she stood up it cut through her thin fabric like butter.
All the girls gasp and the turn towards their leader, who is looking town at her shirt like she got a bad haircut or something.
"This! This is my favorite shirt!" She screeches. Really? That shit is tacky, and it should have been tossed years ago. "You are going to fucking pay for that one, slut!" And this time, when she walks towards me, her friends follow behind her.
All with determination set on their faces.
Shit.




CHAPTER TWELVE

Easton
 
We are each our own devil, and we make this world our hell. ― Oscar Wilde
I swear, if I don't end up killing Rose, I will have to buy myself a fucking medal or something. She is pissing me off more than I can even comprehend. I've never had someone burrow under my skin the way that she has. I barely know the bitch, but she's found a way to weasel her way in and find a way to push every damn button that ignites the anger inside of me.
First, she has to give me fuck me eyes when I look down at her after my win. I tried to squash those eyes and all my thoughts about her by finding some easy pussy. It seemed to be working, until I looked over and of course - what do I see?
Some random dude giving Rose fuck me eyes and leaning way, way too close to her.
So, she can't really be pissed that I came and swiped the stool out from underneath his ass, I mean - come on. The dude was encroaching on my territory.
I felt the Reaper come alive inside of me, and I honestly very, very rarely feel him actually come alive at all.
Only when fighting, and just about every time Rose is around.
Why, though? What is it about her that turns me inside out?
I walk back over to an emotionless Jackson and a smirking Logan. I shove Logan just for the hell of it. "Don't say a fucking word."
He puts his hands up in the air, pretending to act aloof. "I have no idea what you're talkin' about, bro."
"Uh huh, sure." I sit back down in my chair, leaning my head back and running my hands down my face in exasperation.
My horniness has turned into exhaustion. The urge to go balls deep in some random has dissipated as fast as a scared rabbit. Now I just want sleep. Maybe a beer too, but mostly just sleep.
I'm glad that the girls left, because I wouldn't be able to handle their needy asses for a moment longer tonight.
Without even having to say anything, a beer arrives and I down half of it in one go.
Suddenly, I hear my name being called and turn around to see Cara, my nosy neighbor and apparently Rose's new best friend, rushing up to me. What stops me though, is the terrified look on her face that immediately puts me on edge.
"Easton!" She shoves her way through people to get to me, and I set my beer down.
"What is it"? I ask once she gets to me.
She bends over and puts her hands on her knees, taking a few deep breaths. "Rose..." She is so out of breath, I would laugh at her if it wasn't for the fact that she said Rose's name.
"What is it?" I bark. What the fuck is going on?
She stands up straight and points behind her. "Rose - I think something's wrong with Rose. I tried to go after her in the bathroom, and someone's blocking it. I heard some noises inside, and it didn't sound good." She takes a huge breath. "Easton, something's wrong with Rose -"
I don't hear the rest of what she's about to say, pushing my way through people like they're fucking tissues. I can hear Logan and Jackson get up and rush behind me, and together the three of us shove people and pick them up to toss them out of the way on our journey to the bathroom.
Once I get there, I gently try to open it and feel someone pushing it closed. Fuck, now I'm pissed.
With a kick, I slam the door open and hear a girl being flung across the bathroom on a cry and eventually hitting a stall, the bathroom door creaking on its hinges.
What I see in the center of the bathroom makes my eyes go from black to red.
Rose is curled up in the fetal position on the ground as the four bitches who were trying to ride my cock earlier circle around her, kicking her over and over again. Logan and Jackson rush around me and pick them up by their hair or clothes, tossing them out of the way but not letting them leave the bathroom.
I rush over to Rose, who is unconscious and bleeding on the ground. I instantly check for a pulse - not sure how far these girls would go to get their point across, and let out a sigh of relief when I feel it steady and strong.
Just passed out, thank fuck.
I hear Cara come in and let out a horrified scream behind me, but my eyes are on the five girls trembling in the corner.
I go up to the head bitch, Trisha, and grab her by her neck and slam her up against the wall. Not like I did with Rose, no, this time I am holding back from squeezing the life out of this slut.
"I'm letting you go right now because I have more important shit to do. But just because I let you go does not mean you are off the hook. I will fucking find you, and you will pay for what you've done tonight. You feel like runnin' away? Sure, go ahead. But still, I'm going to fucking find you, and I'm going to fucking wreck you." I say slowly and quietly.
I faintly smell the scent of urine, but I can't even find it in me to laugh at the pitiful people in front of me.
All I feel is rage.
"Now get the fuck out of my building!" I roar, practically shaking the floor with my fury.
They scatter like flies and without a second thought, I go over to Rose and pick her up in my arms, walking out without saying a word. My boys know what to do. We all walk out through the back entrance where we can escape without curious onlookers.
Jackson rushes out around me to go grab a car, while Logan grabs onto a hysterical Cara to calm her the hell down.
Moments later, Jackson is pulling up with my truck and I open up the back door and hop in, keeping Rose secured in my arms. Cara hops in next to us while Logan hops in the front seat with Jackson.
Jackson skids out of the lot and looks over at me in the rearview mirror. "Where to?"
"My house."
With a nod, Jackson navigates through the city and back to the Grove. I continuously check Rose's pulse and reign in my temper from shouting at a weeping Cara beside me. Shit was scary, I don't deny that. There was a lot of blood, I almost hesitate not bringing her to the hospital, but that would just raise too many questions.
Plus, we're all minors.
I am a little worried about her being unconscious, but with a strong pulse, that relieves a lot of my concern.
Pulling up to my house, Jackson parks sideways, but before he can even turn off the truck I'm already opening the door, rushing into my house and straight to my bedroom. Jackson comes in behind me, lingering in the doorway and looking a little unsure of himself for once.
"What do you need?" He asks.
"Water, ice, Ibuprophen." I think for a second. "A fucking gun to blow those bitches brains out."
Jackson smirks and nods as he walks out to get what I asked for. He knows how I'm feeling, and I'm glad he at least has a semi soft spot for Rose.
Laying her down on the bed, I take off her shoes and brush her hair out of her face as gently as I can, clenching my jaw as I see the bruises already starting to form. I go and get a towel, wetting it from the nearby bathroom. I hurry back in my room and seeing Jackson standing over her, fury running across his face as he sees how beat up she is.
He's a good guy. A mute, but a good guy. He just buries his emotions deep.
I lay a hand on his shoulder and give him a little nudge. "Thanks bro, for everything."
He nods and heads out of the room. He and Logan will spend the night, I'm sure. Just to make sure everything is okay. I hear Cara in the other room, too. Shit, might as well be a fucking party when my girl gets jumped.
Jesus... again with this my girl shit?
I shake those thoughts out of my head as I head into my room, closing my door and shutting out the world.
I sit down on the edge of the bed next to Rose, using the washcloth to wipe away the blood that covers her face. My fury builds with each moment - with every cut and every bruise that I uncover.
Once her face is done, I peel off her clothes and let out a groan at the state of her body.
Her hips and back are covered in bruises. Doesn't look like anything too much worse than what someone would get in the ring. But because she is not used these kinds of beatings, I'm sure she's going to be feeling pure agony in the morning.
I grab the ice packs and slide into bed next to her, ready for a long night of taking care of the new girl.




CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Rose
 
The marks humans leave are too often scars. ― John Green
"This! This is my favorite shirt!" She screeches. Really? That shit is tacky, and it should have been tossed years ago. "You are going to fucking pay for that one, slut!" And this time, when she walks towards me, her friends follow behind her.
My eyes go wide in fear. Shit, this is bad.
The girl whose shirt ripped runs towards me and before I even have a chance to defend myself, she lands a punch to my cheek bone.
"You stupid. Fucking. Whore!" She screeches, grabbing onto my hair and pulling me down to the ground.
I attempt to kick at her, get her the hell away from me, anything. I think I successfully land one when I hear a groan come from her, and I think I'm about to be able to escape from her when the other three come over to me, kicking the hell out of my back and sides and throwing in some punches and scratches.
It's hopeless even trying to fight back at this point. I curl into the fetal position and try to protect my head from further damage, but eventually, the pain becomes too much and I pass out.
Shooting up in bed, I gasp and then let out a cry at the shot of pain that shoots through every inch of my body.
"Aahhhhhhh." I groan, clutching my head.
"Whoa, whoa. You're okay." I feel a hand gently lay on my back and snap my head up to look behind me, and then groan again. "Shittttt."  The pain is almost so much that I black out again, but taking a few breaths settles my throbbing head - just a touch.
"What am I doing here?" I moan.
"Getting taken care of. What does it look like you're doing? Here, take these." A few small pills land in my hand and I hear a bottle open next to me.
I don't even ask what they are. If I'm here and I'm alive, I doubt the first thing Easton is going to want to do is kill me. He could have just gotten it over with while I was out.
After swallowing down the pills, I pass him back the bottle of water and slowly lay back down, closing my eyes and scrubbing my hands down my face.
Laying there, I suddenly notice that I can feel his worn sheets up against my bare ass and freeze every bone in my body. I'm sure I look like a statue.
"Where the hell are my clothes?"
"I took them off. Had to assess the damage."
"What's the verdict."
"You've got a nice ass."
The corner of my mouth lifts in a smirk, but I don't have even a blip of energy to do anything else. I wait, silently, and he continues.
"They really did a fucking number on you. You're lucky you're alive."
I'm suddenly so, so angry that I landed myself in this situation. If I would have kept Cara with me at all times like we promised, I never would have ended up all banged up and in pain.
And of course, when I'm angry, I cry.
I shudder out a breath, feeling my eyes fill up but willing myself to stay strong. I feel movement beside me and Easton lays down, curling his arm around my stomach.
"They won't be botherin' you again." He says in a low, deadly tone.
"Did I win or something?" I say in an attempt at humor.
"No. But I always do." He must not have gotten my joke, his anger too powerful to crack through at this point.
"Easton?" I whisper, the pain too much and sleep is already starting to consume me again.
"Yeah?" He rasps.
"Thank you."
He says nothing, curling down deeper beside me and the protection that he suddenly makes me feel allows me to drift back into dream land, and this time, with no nightmares. Or memories.
◆◆◆
 
Waking up a second time in his bed, I feel a little bit more coherent and the pain is a little lighter. Still excruciating, but at least bearable. Running my hand where Easton once lay, I feel cold sheets. I turn over, noticing the rumpled sheets, but no Easton.
I sit up and look around, seeing the small bedroom that is even smaller than mine at the Shack. I thought my bedroom was about to beat some smallest room ever record, but seeing this room blows that right out of the park. I look around and notice it looks like a classic guy room - with its half-naked women on motorcycles and some famous fighters - I'm assuming from MMA. I scooch my way out of bed and grab one of his shirts that is laying against a small chair in the corner of his room.
Slowly sliding it on - I cringe as the fabric slides over each bruise and scratch.
Shit hurts, badly.
Lifting the collar up to my nose, I inhale the perfect, menacing scent of Easton. I'm embarrassed for smelling his clothes like some horny girl. This is so unlike me... but since moving here I guess you could say I'm so unlike me, too.
I walk over to the door and crack it open, peaking at the three guys all sitting on a couch in the living area in what looks to be a serious conversation. I can't hear what they're saying, but by the looks on their faces - it looks to be pretty intense.
I tiptoe out there, not wanting to feel like an intruder but also not wanting to feel like I'm eavesdropping.
Easton is the first to notice me, snapping his head up in surprise and then taking a closer look at me. Once he notices what I'm wearing, he stands up and his eyes heat with a mixture of lust and anger.
Behind him, I see Logan and Jackson look up at me too.
"Look who finally woke from the dead, rich girl. How you feeling?" Logan looks me up and down and lets out a whistle. "Now those are some legs."
I pull my shirt down as far as I can to cover myself. I'm about to respond to Logan when Easton feels the need to butt in.
"Go change." He barks, standing up and blocking me from the guys' gaze.
I place my hands on my hips. "I can't find my clothes."
"I threw them away. Go find something else to put on. Now."
"What the hell do you mean you threw them away? Do you know how much those pants cost? Oh my God!"
He rolls his eyes like I'm being a drama queen, but those pants were - holy shit - expensive.
Now I'm pissed, and feeling a little evil myself. Walking past him, I shrug. "You know what? I'm actually pretty comfortable just like this." I try to walk around him to the couch, but I only make it two steps before I'm hauled up into his arms bridal style and carried back into his room.
"What the hell? Put me down, you fucking beast!" I pull on his ears and his hair. I would hit him, but my wrists and arms hurt too much and I don't want to hurt them more.
My physical attempt at hurting him does not go as planned. He swats my hands away. "What the hell are you doing? God, do you ever listen? Or are you honestly some spoiled rich child who thinks she's entitled to everything?"
My face gets red at his accusation. I'm getting really tired of people calling me rich. If I were rich, I wouldn't be here!
He sets me down on the bed gently - thank God - and turns around and aggressively opens up a drawer, grabbing a pair of sweats and throwing them at my face.
"Put these on. Don't fucking come out there until you have some pants on your damn legs."
He walks towards the door when my anger gets the best of me. "Are you kidding me? I mean, thank you for saving me, twice, no less, but really? You can't just boss me around left and right and honestly believe I'm going to just follow you like some lost puppy. Do people actually bow down to you like some king? Wait, don't answer that. I know they do. But you can't seriously believe that I'm going to. I mean, seriously!" I'm nearly out of breath after my rant, but Easton looks completely unaffected.
"Are you finished?" He drawls.
I clench his pair of sweatpants in my hands, so, so damn angry at his cocky ass. "I'm going home. Can you take me to my car?" I barely wait a second for him to answer before I continue. "You know what? Never mind, I'll walk. Wouldn't want to be indebted to you anymore than I already am." I mumble, shuffling on the sweatpants and then grabbing my purse and phone from the corner of his room.
I try to walk past him but he blocks the doorway with his hand. I try to be quick and slide underneath his arm, but the pain is too much and makes me too slow.
"Stop. I'll take you home." He says. His attitude is gone and in its place is... is that kindness peeking through?
I don't dare read into it, so I nod my head in agreement and follow him out with my face towards the ground.
I hear Easton tell Logan and Jackson that he will be back, and then he places his hand at the small of my back and ushers me out the door.




CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Rose
 
The daggers of silence last longer than anything ever spoken. ― Shannon L. Alder
The ride back to my house is filled with pure and complete silence. Awkward and thick. The only noise is the rumble of his engine and the occasional mumblings of me giving him directions when he needs to turn.
As he pulls up outside of the Shack, I'm about to walk out and not say a word when he stops me with a hand on my thigh.
"Take some more painkillers, and take it easy. I'm... sorry for what happened to you. Those girls won't bother you anymore."
I glance over at him, surprised at his caring words. I don't say anything, just give him a small nod and hop out of his truck, limping towards my door.
Unlocking the door and stepping inside, I close it and peak out the window, watching as Easton sits in his truck, still looking at my front door. After a moment, he seems to shake out of whatever thoughts he's having and revs his truck, whipping out of my street.
"Where have you been?" I hear from behind me.
Turning around, I show my mom my battle scars and watch as the blood drains from her face. "Oh my goodness, Rose. What in God's name happened to you?" She rushes up to me, putting her hand up to my face but not touching, probably realizing that the pain is as bad as it looks.
"Just getting to know my peers." I sass.
"Don't play games with me, Rose. This looks serious! Do we need to go to the hospital?"
"And add that to our list of ever-growing bills? No, thank you. I'm fine." I grumble as she ushers me over to the living room and pushes me gently down onto the couch.
"What really happened? And who was that boy that dropped you off?"
I sigh, knowing that my pushy mother will never let this go until I reveal at least something. "I don't know, Mom. Some people from school must feel threatened of me or something. A few girls from school cornered me and threw a few punches. It's really nothing. I slept it off and took some pain killers. Now I just have to wait for these ugly bruises to fade." I wave a hand at my face, speaking as if the swelling and bruising is a loose button on my blouse.
"Oh honey, I'm sorry. I knew we should have kept you at Woodbury Prep. Do you want to go back? We can try to find a way to make it work." It's now that I notice she seems relatively sober, and I'm glad. This is the first time in over a month that I haven't been able to smell the scent of booze on her breath.
Thinking about going back to my old school, and possibly being shunned at being the poor girl at the rich school - no, I just can't.
"I'm fine, Mom."
She sighs, not pleased. But at the end of the day, she knows that I'm just about as stubborn as she is.
"Any more of this and I swear I will pull you out of that school. I swear it, Rose. I'm not going to let some new town and new school completely ruin you."
Ruin me? Excessive, but okay.
"I think I'm going to go lay down in my room. My muscles are feeling pretty sore."
"Okay, honey. Okay. I can make us some dinner, if you'd like?"
I smile and nod, just to get her off my back. "Sure, that's fine."
I start walking away when my mom calls my name. Turning back to her, she asks, "And don't think I didn't catch you evading my question about that boy. Who is he?" She asks, voice stern like an actually involved mother.
I sigh. "He's no one. Just a boy from school."
She narrows her eyes at me, and before she can ask any more questions I walk off to the bathroom, shutting the door and turning on the shower. I slowly peel off Easton's clothes and nearly cry out at the pain. Looking in the mirror, I see the awful, round bruises that cover my back and sides. Some are black while others are already starting to turn a disgusting shade of yellow.
I whimper as I go to poke one. Fuck, that hurts.
Hopping into the shower, I finally let my pain and anger take over and choke out a sob. I bite my hand to stifle the sounds that echo throughout the small bathroom, but it's no use.
The pain is just too much to bear. With each spray of the water that rains down on my battered body, my muscles weep in agony.
◆◆◆
 
After my shower and a short dinner with my mom, I head back to my room and shut the door. She tried to question me more, but the moment she grabbed for a glass of wine, I knew that her questions were going to become less concerned and more pestering.
She threw back her drinks like they were bottles of water in the Sahara Desert, and the moment I found an opening, I fled to my room to escape her drunkenness.
I'm laying in bed, trying to get comfy but it seems nearly impossible to find a comfortable position. I took some pain killers about an hour ago, and they are only now slowly beginning to kick in.
As I'm on the brink of sleep, I hear a knock at my window that makes me frantically searching for a weapon.
Knock, knock
It comes again. I hesitantly pad over to the window only to see the hulking frame of Easton standing outside my window. I unlock my window and slide the glass up. "What are you doing here?" I whisper.
He doesn't respond, grabbing onto the frame and hefting himself up through my window like he has done this a dozen times.
Standing in my bedroom, he makes the room shrink to about the size of a tin can.
"Easton, what are you doing here?" It's then that I notice him staring down at me with his black eyes.
Looking down, I realize I'm only wearing a tank top – sans bra – and panties. I attempt to cover myself with my arms but he just shoves past me and hops into my bed. I quit fussing with my outfit when I realize he has seen me in less when he undressed me. "Are you going to answer me or just sit there like a mute?"
"Would you just fucking come to bed? It's been a long day and I'm beat. Not in the mood for your bitching." His face is pointed towards the ceiling with his eyes closed, like this is the most normal thing in the world.

I scoff. He just keeps testing me and testing me. "But why would you be coming to my bed instead of your own?"
He scowls at me like I'm stupid for asking the question.
I roll my eyes. "Whatever." Walking over to the other side of the bed, I slide underneath my covers and face away from him. "Easton?"
"What?" He sounds so annoyed with me at this point.
"Thank you for coming over." As much as he is an asshole, I can't deny that his presence makes me feel safe and protected.
He lays down on top of the covers and runs his fingers through my hair. "No worries, Rose."
"Mmm." I mumble, finally comfortable – in his arms, no less. "That feels nice."
"Yeah?" He asks.
"Yeah." His scent quickly fills up my room, and his comforting hand makes me feel drowsy within seconds.
I fall asleep next to Easton the "Reaper" Malone in my room. Happy. Protected.
Who would have ever thought?




CHAPTER FIFTEEN

Easton
 
This inhuman place makes human monsters. ― Stephen King, The Shining
 
I watch as Rose finally finds some rest after shifting positions every ten minutes. It felt like it was going to go on forever, but finally it seemed like exhaustion won when her heavy and steady breathing took over.
I try to tamper down my fury, but the anger that I have inside of me is too much to bear, and I grab onto the corner of her sheets and squeeze them in my fist, only letting go when I start to hear the rip of the expensive threads tearing.
I think back on earlier, and how I was able to find a little bit of retribution for Rose. I don't think that murder would be enough justice, but at least I got my point across.
Hopping into Logan's car, I look over at him. "Did you find out where they are?"
"They're at Tiffany's house." Jackson mumbles from the backseat.
He has been uncharacteristically verbal since Rose got beaten up, and I think she hit a soft spot in him, because his anger is next in line behind mine.
I nod my head, turning back around as my anger starts to come on full force.
I want to fucking wreck these bitches.
Pulling up to the small townhomes in town, we park on the side of the development and I smirk when I see Logan opening his trunk and pulling out a baseball bat. I was going to use my hands, but a baseball bat will also get our point across, I'm sure.
Jackson walks up first and turns the door handle, giving us a nod when it opens with no trouble. We quietly walk in and I can hear the girls upstairs. And what are they doing?
Talking shit about Rose.
Tiffany is cackling as one of the other girls says, "She was such a fucking coward curled up on the floor! Did you see her trembling? She's fucking pathetic!"
I open up the bedroom door and stroll in like I was invited to this shit fest.
Their eyes go wide and they all stand up at once and make a line of pitiful whores. "Oh, I'm sorry. Am I interrupting? Go ahead, continue." I say, grabbing my knife out of my pocket and flicking the blade open, waving it around in a 'come on' gesture.
"I - I wasn't saying anything." Says the dumb bitch who must have been the one just talking about Rose. I decide to go after her first. Walking up to her, I see her tremble to such an extent I'm almost worried she's seizing.
Oh well, not my problem.
I grab her by her long ponytail and yank her to me with her back aligned with my chest. I put the blade up to her neck and look over at Tiffany. "Punch her or I'll slit her throat."
"Wh-what?! No!" Tiffany cries.
I press the blade deep enough to make the girl cry out but not enough to break the skin.
"Last chance before her filthy blood drips all over your floor. Unless, that is, you want to explain the mess to mommy and daddy?"
"Please, Tiff, please! I don't want to die!" The girl screams.
"Fine!" Tiffany runs over and gives her the most un-punchy punch I've ever seen in my life. Definitely not the treatment Rose got.
"Oh, come on. You can do a little better than that? I mean, Rose got beat till she's black and blue. Don't you think your friend should see what a great fighter you are?"
She looks at me with terror in her eyes before glancing quickly at the door. No luck there, Jackson is leaning up against it looking at his nails like its tea time.
"Three...two..." And bam. The bitch gets socked with a pretty good amount of strength as Tiffany gives it her all just as I'm about to say 'one'.
I let her go and watch as she falls to the ground in a ball of sobs as blood drips from her nose into her palm. I chuckle as I go up to the next girl wrap my hand around her neck as she tries to run away. Squeezing hard enough to cut off her oxygen, I say, "Ah, ah, ah. Not so fast. Come on, Tiffany. I don't have all day."
"I'm supposed to hit all over them?" She shrieks.
"Well, I mean, do you expect us to? We can, but... you know the guys hitting girls and all that. I'm not really into beating up women. You on the other hand, really have a knack for it. So whadya say, come on slugger."
The girl in my hands I realize is almost passed out from my strong grip, so I loosen up my hold a little bit and listen as she gasps, the oxygen finally going back up to her brain.
Before I can even react, Tiffany hits her next friend with as much force as the previous. This time, I hear a crunch and let out a little cheer and hope that she broke something.
Karma.
One by one, we get through the four girls until it's just Tiffany, cradling her hand like it's sore.
Boo fucking hoo.
Going up to her, I grab her by the neck and throw her down onto the floor, pressing my boot into her chest and leaning over with the tip of my knife pressing into her stomach. "Now, what about you? Your friends are all over there crying like wimps and I don't think any of them have the strength to hit you back."
I pause as she lets out a rather annoying cry and wait until it passes.
"You know - none of your friends would have done anything had you not suggested going after Rose. They follow their leader, and lead you sure did. Now tell me, what do you think it is you deserve?"
I hear a crash behind me and glance up, seeing a sheepish looking Logan. "Whoops. Slippery fingers." He wiggles his fingers holding the bat and I glance over and see her dresser and nightstand, broken into bits.
Shrugging, I glance down at her. "Poor thing, look at you. Crying so hard you look like you're going to pass out." I press the knife further into her stomach, enough to draw blood. I have to hold back from killing the bitch.
I grab her hair and yank her up to standing, and using my blade, start slicing off her hair. It's a sharp as hell blade, but I guess it's not as good as I'd hoped it would be for cutting hair.
Shrugging again, I keep slicing and pulling out her hair as she weeps and cries for help.
Once her hair is as butchered as possible, I nod at Logan who gives her a slam with the bat to her knees, making her cry out and fall to the ground.
I bend over, getting right into her face. "Now listen here, Tiffany. You will not show your face at the Grove High again. I don't care where you go, Newport High, somewhere in Antarctica, or fucking drop out for all I care. You will not show your face at my school again. And if you do? I will fucking kill you. I can promise you that. Okay? Same goes for your little friends, too."
She sobs what I think is an okay, but that's not good enough for me.
"Come on Tiffany, I need words. Do you fucking understand?" I shout in her ear.
"Yes!" She sobs.
"Good. Let's go, boys." I say, giving just one more thing.
A swift boot to her face.
I hear the sweet sound of bone breaking.
That one broke, for sure.
I sigh as I relive my day, the exhaustion finally weighing down on me. I really wish that I could have killed all of them, but I know Rich would have been pissed to have to clean up that mess.
They deserved it though. They deserved to get murdered in cold blood for hurting someone innocent that didn't even do anything to them.
I take a big breath as fury warms my blood, not wanting to rip the seams on any more of Rose's expensive sheets.
I curl in closer to her, securing her to me and making sure she is protected by every inch of my body.
Once I'm confident that I am doing all that I can to keep her safe, I finally let sleep overcome me with the promise of only getting a few hours of sleep.
I know I'm an idiot for driving all the way here, but I'm not doing it because I think I sleep better when I'm near Rose. 
No, I just wanted to make sure she's going to be all right.
Yeah, right.




CHAPTER SIXTEEN

Rose
 
If you don't hunt it down and kill it, it will hunt you down and kill you. ― Flannery O'Connor
I wake up the next morning and finally feel rested. I still ache, but at least my headache is gone. Probably from finally getting enough sleep. Memories from last night flood my mind and I look towards the other side of the bed, seeing it empty once again.
I sigh, bummed that Easton can't seem to bare to spend the night with me. I finally thought that we were breaking ground last night, but I'm sure it was just manipulation on his part to get what he wants.
I stretch and groan, working out the creaks in my back and testing out my soreness.
Feeling well enough to move, I go over to my phone that's lying on my nightstand and turn on the screen, seeing multiple notifications.
4 missed calls from Corey
4 texts from Corey
What the hell?
Opening up the texts, I start reading them, which started last night.
Corey:  What's up? Do you want to do something tonight?
Corey: Rose? Where are you?
Corey: I hope you're not with those losers from Starbucks.
Corey: Rose, come on babe. I miss you.
Yuck. What is wrong with him? He has never been this needy before. I set my phone aside and make a note to call him later so he doesn't start blowing up my phone again.
Walking out to the living room, I see that my mom is already awake. Thankfully, I don't see a glass of wine in sight.
"Hey sleepy. How are you feeling this morning?" She asks, already dressed to the nines like she's still in Woodbury or something. Some things don't change, I guess.
"A little bit better." I walk over to the kitchen and start rummaging through our cupboards in search for some breakfast.
"Come sit down. Let me whip you up some of my famous pancakes."
"Famous pancakes? Since when do you cook?"
She looks appalled. "I cook!"
"When?"
"Well...well..." She sputters and I let out a pitiful laugh.
"Yeah, that's what I thought. Our cooks had famous pancakes. You? Not so much. But by all means, go ahead and give it a whirl." I walk past her and go lay down on the couch while I hear her mumbling about ungrateful children.
A short while later, mom yells to me to come eat.
With a grumbling stomach, I walk over to a stack of pancakes and grab two for myself. "Why the hell did you make so many?"
"I'm sorry, where is all this cursing coming from? You didn't grow up here, you know. This is only temporary until we can get back on our feet."
I decide not to reply, digging into my pancakes. "Mmm, these are pretty good. Four stars." I smirk at her.
"Four stars! I worked really hard on these. They are definitely five stars." I push the plate over to her and she takes a bite, chewing and then looking over at me. "Okay, four stars." I laugh at this and then she follows. And for the first time since moving here, it feels like we are finally getting along. This is how things used to be with us - almost like good friends. Now, we're lucky if we can handle being in the same room for an hour without ripping each other's throats to shreds.
We hangout this way for a while, finally getting along and catching up on things we have been keeping from each other.
Mom likes her job, and she's meeting some people that she says are really friendly. Her friends from Woodbury still aren't speaking to her. When she starts talking about this, she gets that look in her eyes and I know she is craving to numb her pain with alcohol.
I tell her about Cara and how I didn't think I would meet a friend who I would really get along with here. Mom says she would like to meet her - but I shut that shit down before it can build into anything.
I'm not going to let anyone meet my mom when she is in such a depressive state.
Later in the afternoon, after going to the bathroom and I'm walking back into the kitchen, I see her finally giving in and grabbing a glass and her boxed wine.
Sighing in disappointment, I yell to her from down the hall, "I'm going to go lay down for a bit, my muscles are starting to get cramped up."
"Oh, okay, honey. Do you need anything?"
"No, I'm just going to take some Ibuprophen and go take a nap."
"All right, honey. I will come check on you in a little bit."
I go to my room and shut my door, wishing that I had a lock on it so I can keep her out when she gets drunk. The one thing that would tip me over the edge would be for her to come barging in here rambling nonsense about the unfairness of her life when I'm in the middle of sleeping. I literally cannot bare to even look at her when she gets in that condition. She has no self-control lately when it comes to her wine.
Laying down in bed, I grab my phone and see more notifications popped up.
Two texts from Corey
Jesus, will this guy leave me the hell alone?
Corey: I need to see you.
Corey: Fuck, Rose! Answer me!
Shit, this must be serious. It takes a lot for Corey to curse, and even when he does, he very rarely will say fuck. I type out a halfhearted text just to get him off my back.
Rose: I'm not feeling great. I will text you tomorrow and we can do something this week.
I lay my phone down on my bed and roll over in an attempt to go to sleep when suddenly, my phone starts vibrating with a phone call.
"For fucks sake, Corey if this is you, I'm going to lose it." Grabbing my phone, I see it's Cara and my anger subsides.
"Hey, Cara. What's up?"
I hear sniffles coming from the other end of the phone and my defenses immediately rise.
"Cara? What is it?"
"Can you come over?" She whispers in between hiccups.
"Yeah, sure. Are you all right?"
"No, not really."
"What's wrong?" I ask as I get up and grab my car keys and purse, ready to head out the door.
"I will tell you when you get here, okay? Please, just come now." Her voice breaks at the end, and I immediately want to kill whoever made my only friend cry.
"I'm on my way."
"Thank you." She clicks off the phone and as I'm about to leave, I remember telling my mom that I was going to take a nap. I'm not sure if she is going to want me to leave tonight with how I came back the other day.
Going to my bed, I shove some pillows underneath my blankets to make it look as similar to a sleeping body as I can recreate.
Quietly walking over to the window, I slide open the glass and pull an Easton, leaping out into the night like this is the most normal thing ever.
◆◆◆
 
Navigating to the other end of town later in the evening is something I never thought I would be doing when I woke up this morning. The homeless and the druggies start lingering outside their homes and on the street corners. I double check that my locks are locked even though I'm sure if someone wanted, they would be able to get to me with no issue.
I keep an eye peeled for the homeless guy who attacked me outside the Pit. Every overweight, greasy looking guy makes my muscles seize up and I almost turn back around for home. I mean seriously, is this shit really worth my life?
I sigh.
Cara definitely came to my rescue when I needed her, and I really need to be a good friend and do the same.
Pulling into the trailer park, I pass Easton's house on the way and breathe a sigh of relief when I don't see his dark, oversized truck parked anywhere.
I park near Cara's trailer and walk up her rickety stairs, holding on the loose, warped railing that I'm sure would crumble if I put any real weight on it.
As I'm about to knock, it swings open and reveals a puffy faced Cara. "Oh my God, what happened?" I run up to her in concern.
She grabs on to my wrist and pulls me inside, looking around the outside of the trailer before she shuts the door and locks it. Turning towards me, she puts her hands on her face and tries to keep in her sobs with no success. She breaks down in front of me - my scrappy, scared of nothing friend, breaks down in sobs in front of me.
"Cara, seriously. What is it? You're starting to freak me the hell out!"
Sitting down next to me, she looks at the floor and explains. "Y-You know how I told you my step-dad would beat my ass if I got another truancy?" I nod my head, not understanding. She hasn't been truant at all since I started. "Well, by beat my ass, I meant literally. And he doesn't just do it if I'm truant. He more like... does it whenever his loser ass pleases."
She chokes out another sob and my eyes trail across her body, not seeing any bruises. At least none that are visible. "So... did he do something to you? Today?"
She nods her head yes.
"What the hell happened?"
She shrugs. "I don't know. I was just sitting in my room and he came barging in and yelling to me about doing the dishes and cleaning the house. I ran out to the kitchen to get them done so he wouldn't hurt me, and..." She chokes out a sob. "He started yelling at me that I was wearing slutty clothes, but I wasn't even doing anything besides laying in my room! And they're just shorts!" I nod my head in agreement, because they are in fact just shorts. "H-he grabbed the fucking wooden spoon and held me against the counter as he beat my ass." She puffs out a fake laugh. "Literally this time."
"Wha...?"
She stands up and turns around and pulls down her shorts, revealing dark, painful looking welts all across her butt. I gasp, not even believing what I'm seeing.
I have never seen as many assaults in my entire life as I have since I moved here.
"Shit, Cara. We have to go-"
"No. No. Absolutely not. I only have the rest of this year before I can move away from here and get away from this psychopath forever." She lets out a huge breath. "I only have to make it a few more months. If the cops were to get involved, I would either be told I'm lying or they would take me away from here and put me in some foster care and I would fall behind in school and not be able to graduate on time!"
"But-"
"No, Rose. I didn't call you over here because I want to report it. I called you over here so you can help me forget. Please, help me forget?" She looks at me pleadingly, and I immediately know I will do just about anything to make my friend happy.
"What do you have in mind?" I ask hesitantly.
She gets up and walks in an awkward movement over the small kitchen and grabs a bottle of Jack Daniels. She looks in serious pain. "Drink with me?"
"On a Sunday?" I groan.
"What, are you a fucking nun?" She snarks.
"No... Whatever. Pour me a glass, will you? Just... put something else in there, too. I won't be able to handle it straight up."
"Wimp." She mumbles under her breath, but grabs a Coke from the refrigerator and starts mixing the drinks.
While I wait, I look around and inspect her house.
Calling it a house is a stretch, it's just about as small as Easton's, but this one is less updated. The couch I'm sitting on has an ugly floral pattern and some of the cushions have stains on them. I shift away from the unknown stains and squirt a little sanitizer on my hands from my purse.
Can never be too safe.
The television that's situated in the living room is outdated and small. An antenna sits on the top of it, and I'm guessing that means they don't get any cable.
I almost laugh to myself then feel like a bitch. I've honestly never seen an antenna in real life before. I don't even know where you would buy one of those if you needed it.
Overall, her trailer is almost like one big hallway. On one end sits her bedroom, bathroom and laundry area. The kitchen and living room take up a majority of the trailer. The kitchen sits at the far end and has some ungodly grass green countertops that make the kitchen look even smaller than it is. The counters are littered with food boxes and beer cans, and I cringe to think about all the germs that are festering inside of that pile of dishes in the kitchen sink.
Yeah, I'm a germaphobe.
Cara walks back over to me with two classes filled to the brim with a dark liquid. She walks over to an old school stereo system in the corner of the room and puts on some music before downing about half of her cup in one gulp.
She's no longer crying, which is a good thing. But now I'm almost worried that she's drowning her sorrows with alcohol, and that's not something that I'm going to let happen. She will not become my mother.
"Whoa, slow down. No fun in drinking if it leads to passing out within an hour."
She looks at me and gives me a look that cuts right into me. Slinking back into the couch, I'm worried that the scrappy side of Cara is going to lash out on me. 

"Oh, come on, Rose. Live a little. Just let go for once, would you? Just one night?" She gives me puppy dog eyes and a pouty lip, and I instantly give in, bringing my glass up and taking a sip, wincing at the amount of alcohol she poured into my glass.
"Hell yeah. Tonight – tonight we are going to get down and finally get you to let loose for once in your life!" She screams, shaking her ass to the beat of the music.
"Hey! I let loose." I scoff.
"Huh, yeah, okay. Miss Priss from Woodbury wouldn't know what a good time was if it bit her in the ass."
"Hey!" I stand up and walk over to her. "Take that back! I'm not some stuck up bitch. I just didn't grow up like…" I wave my hand around.
"Yeah, I know. Poor. Just say it. We're all poor here. But the good thing is, is that we don't give a flying fuck! Live it, love it, and repeat. Now get your ass over here and loosen up."
I'm a little affronted by her thinking I'm some snob, and I decide to prove her wrong. Taking a larger gulp, I set my glass down and start shaking my ass next to her, and together we start dancing the night away.
We both look like a pile of awkward limbs, I'm sure. With the bruises covering our bodies, it's hard to dance as good as we're both capable of. But, we're not going to let the pain get in the way of a good time.
"Yes, finally!" She shouts, going to crank up the stereo as loud as it will go. It feels like the heavy bass is shaking the plaster of these thin walls.
We dance like this for a while - so long that I even lose track of time. We are both on our second drink – with about three fourths alcohol and one fourth soda - so we are both feeling fairly drunk at this point.
Suddenly, there is a pounding on the front door, making us each jump about a foot into the air.
I walk up to her and whisper in her ear, "Who do you think it is? Is it your step-dad?"
"No, he has a key. He would have already burned this house down if he heard me blaring the music like this. With us in it, too..."




CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

Rose
 
There are many who don't wish to sleep for fear of nightmares. Sadly, there are many who don't wish to wake for the same fear. ― Richelle Goodrich
 
The door thumps again and I swear I can feel each pound in the pit of my stomach.
Feeling too intoxicated to even deal with the rude hecklers, I turn the music up and go back to dancing. Closing my eyes, I shout, "Ignore them, Cara. They will go away eventually."
"No, I won't." Comes a deep voice from behind me. I scream and cover myself. 
See, from dancing and drinking so for so long, I got sweaty and Cara let me borrow some of her shorts. Because she is about 5'1 and I'm about 5'6, these shorts let about half of my ass hang out of the bottom.
And that is directly where Easton's eyes have landed.
I cover my ass and back away from him. "Uh, seriously? What the hell are you doing here?"
He tilts his head to the side as he slowly stalks towards me. "What am I doing here? In my park? What are you doing here, not resting at home?"
"Cara needed me, so I came over." I look over at her and see both Jackson and Logan standing over her with murder covering their faces. Not because we decided to have a mini-party. No, it's because they saw the welts on her ass and look about moments from going Ed Gein on someone. Lampshade style.
"Are you fucking shitting me!" Logan shouts, and this is officially the angriest I have ever seen him.
Easton's body stiffens as he notices his friend's aggression. He gives me a look to stay put and walks over to them. I watch as Logan and Jackson explain to Easton what happened. Cara just sits in the corner with her head down. As each moment passes, Easton's body coils tighter and tighter to the point where I'm almost afraid to be in the same trailer as him. He looks like he is about to snap.
Logan leans into Easton and whispers to him, and Easton gives him a look of agreement and then Logan storms out, leaving an angry, yet emotionless Jackson standing in a protective stance beside Cara. Bodyguarding her.
Easton walks back to me, still angry as he looks over at me. "This is why Cara needed you?" He asks gruffly.
I nod my head yes.
He nods his head back as if he understands, then shoots a sad look Cara's way. "This might be the life we grow up in, but Cara doesn't do shit wrong and she doesn't deserve the crap that piece of shit gives to her. We're going to make sure that he doesn't bother her anymore."
I look over at Cara and feel bad for the stuff she has had to endure during her life. Is this all she knows? Abuse? I could cry out with the thought of someone as innocent as Cara growing up here scared and hurt.
Turning back to Easton, I see he has a frustrated look on his face, and I can't be so sure if it's the situation he is frustrated with or himself. Probably both at this point.
"Let me take you home." He says firmly.
Bossy fuck. "No, I'm not ready. I'm letting loose, as Cara likes to call it. Right Cara?" I shout.
Cara perks up at my voice and wiggles her way out of a hulking Jackson that is hovering over her, coming up to me with her drink in hand. "Hell yeah. Guys, get out of here if you are going to be douche bags. We've had enough of those for a lifetime."
Grabbing my drink, I clink mine against hers in agreement and go take a big swig. As I'm going in for my second, the drink vanishes from my hand and I look around like it disappeared on me. Shit, I must really be drunk.
I'm suddenly lifted into the air and swung over Easton's shoulders. "What the hell are you doing, you big bear? Put me down!"
"Quit being a bitch and do as you're told for once, all right?" He barks at me.
"Bitch? You are really starting to get on my nerves, buddy!" I start punching his back with all my might until I'm out of breath and my sore muscles are starting to catch up with me. "Shit, I'm feeling a little dizzy. Put me down." I'm dropped onto the stained couch and don't even have it in me to think about the rough spot underneath me. My only goal is to make the world stop spinning.
"Shit…"
"Are you all right?" Easton says gently as he brushes some hair out of my face.
"Yeah, but I do think I'm done drinking now." I smirk at him, anger gone when I look into his eyes that have suddenly gone a warm, whiskey color. This might be the first time ever he has looked at me in any other form besides contempt.
"Easton?"
"Yeah, babe?" He says softly. The low rumble floats out of his chest and lands on mine, making me feel tingly down between my legs.
"You have the most beautiful eyes." Oh, God. I just said that?
He smirks at me like he knows I didn't want to say that, leaning over me to whisper in my ear. It isn't his leaning over me that makes me catch my breath, though, it's his hand that brushes up against my side and lands on my hip, touching me and caressing me. I almost let out a moan.
"You, my little Rose, are something else. Let's get you home before you cause any more trouble, yeah?" His lips brush against my earlobe and I break out in goosebumps.
What's happening to me? I have never been this affected before.
"Mhmm." Suddenly, I want to do anything he says just as long he keeps touching me like this.
His lips slide from my earlobe down my chin, giving me a kiss on the edge of my jaw. He then stands up and walks over to Jackson, who is sitting in the corner of the room, still brooding.
These fucking boys.
Not even a moment later, Easton comes back over to me and picks me up like I'm light as a feather and walks me out of Cara's house. I have to lean back, upside down and shout a goodbye to Cara. She is just as drunk as I am, and I'm sure she won't remember anything that happened tonight tomorrow morning.




CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

Easton
 
Stare at the dark too long and you will eventually see what isn’t there. ― Cameron Jace
 
I have feelings for her.
There is no doubt about that, and there is no use in trying to fight them anymore.
The moment that I walked into Cara's house and watched Rose gracefully move to the music in those fuck me shorts, I almost bust a nut in my pants like a damned fifth grader. Then I glanced over at my two boys and watched them get the same look in their eyes.
I don't think I've ever come that close to knocking their asses out.
Looking over at her now as I bring her back to her house, it's taking some serious effort to not reach over and dig my hand into her creamy thighs.
She's staring out the window with a soft and tired look on her face. For once, we aren't at odds. Don't get me wrong, I want to whip her ass for being out of bed when she should be resting, but I've come to the conclusion that she's one of those persistent girls who is going to go against everything I say, just so she can prove her independence.
She starts humming along softly to a tune that is crooning through the speakers in my truck, and I can't tell if this softness coming from her is from her fading drunkenness or if she just hides this sweetness from me.
When we arrive at Rose's house, I snap out of my pathetic ogling and pull up to the side street, turning off my truck and looking over at her.
Her eyes widen when she realizes I'm getting ready to get out. Reaching over, she grabs onto my forearm and digs her nails into my skin. "Wait, what are you doing?" She is slurring less than before, but still drunk as fuck and not near sober enough for me to trust her getting into her house by herself.
"Getting you to bed. Let's go." I hop out and round the car as she whisper yells at me.
"I am pretty sure I can make it inside by myself, thank you very much." Except the moment she steps out of my truck, she stumbles and nearly falls flat on her face.
I grab her around the waist and haul her against me. Shit, she has the most intoxicating floral scent to her.
I have to keep myself in check so I don't lean over and start inhaling her like a maniac.
She looks up at me with those big doe eyes of hers and a look of pure want. I turn away from her lips that are begging to be kissed and rasp at her, "Yeah, you really look like you got it. Come on."
We walk up her cracked walkway and Rose pulls her house key out of her purse, quietly unlocking the door and slowly opening it to quiet the squeaky bolts from creaking.
As she walks, she keeps swerving left and right, knocking into walls and softly giggling. I'm afraid her mom is going to wake up, so I pick her up again and walk in the direction of her room. Passing the living room, I see her mom passed out on the couch with her mouth hanging open.
Wrinkling my nose in disgust, I turn the other way and enter Rose's room, closing the door quietly behind me.
I go to drop her on the bed but she grabs onto my shirt at the last minute, bringing me with her. I almost slam into her on the bed but prop myself up so I'm only an inch above her.
And again, she looks up at me with her eyes pleading for something. Anything.
"Won't you kiss me?" She asks in a husky voice.
I nearly groan. This time I do bend down and drag my nose along her neck and down her jaw. The next thing I know, weakness takes over and I press my lips against the bottom of her jaw.
She tries to grab onto the back of my neck, but I pry her arms off and lift myself up off the bed. "No, Rose."
"Why?" She nearly cries. "Am I not pretty enough for you?" She sits up and tears her shirt off, leaving her in a tiny, lacy, expensive as fuck bra that lifts her tits in the most magical way. She brings her hands behind her back, ready to take off her bra when she utters the words that tear me in two. "I know I'm a virgin, but -"
I slam into her before she can take off her bra and grab ahold of her hand that is trying to unclasp it. 
Looking into her eyes, I make sure she is looking at me directly into mine before I say my next words. "You're a virgin?" The growl that comes out of me with those words is untamable.
The beast in me is untamable.
"Yes." She says hesitantly.
"Jesus Christ." I stand up and walk over to her dresser, opening drawers until I find a sleep shirt and toss it at her. "Put this shit on." She shrugs it on and looks down, embarrassed.
"Rose, look at me." I order.
She looks up at me and I swear I see the hope in her eyes dying by the second. "You will not be losing your virginity while you're a drunk fucking mess." Any feelings that I have for her, I have to push out of my mind and just forget about them. Because, fuck, I am not going to fuck and dump her.
She deserves more. But I can't do more. I don't think I even know how.
"And, what the fuck? Don't just take your clothes off for anyone. Don't go around acting like a fucking slut." My anger gets the best of me and I regret the words the moment they slip through my lips, but I can't take them back.
All hope completely dies from her eyes "I am not -" She whispers, but I have to cut her the fuck off.
"Enough, Rose. Go to sleep. You're drunk." I can't look at the sadness in her eyes anymore. It feels similar to a knife to the chest.
How do I walk away, though, when the only thing my stupid heart wants to do is stay?
Her face burns red with fury, but her drunkenness wins over as her eyelids turn heavy. I take that as my cue to get the fuck out of there before I do something stupid.
Like bag the drunk, virgin girl who I'm catching stupid feelings for.




CHAPTER NINETEEN

Rose
 
Hell isn't other people. Hell is yourself. ― Ludwig Wittgenstein
When I wake up in the morning to a throbbing headache, I almost contemplate just skipping school and staying home for the day. That is, until my mom starts knocking on my door and yelling for me to get up for school. I could fake not feeling well – she might even believe me. But, on the off chance that she realizes I'm hungover, she would probably find a way to ship me off to my old school.
As much as I miss my old school, I don't want to be the poor outcast with nothing to her name.
Nope, that's not me. "I'm up!" I shout, wincing when my yell shoots straight to my head. Curling onto my side, I see a small glass of water and two pills set out on my nightstand. Suddenly, memories from last night come flooding back to me, and if it were possible, I would vanish inside of my mattress and never come out.
I seriously told him I'm a virgin? What the hell is wrong with me!
Not that I couldn't change that in the blink of an eye. All I would need to do is message Corey and I'm sure he would be over with his pack of Trojans. I've always suspected that was one of the reasons he wanted to take a break. I wasn't giving it up, so he had to go search for it somewhere else.
Which is one of the reasons we are not together now.
Hidden behind the glass of water is a piece of paper that I didn't see before, and my hand quickly reaches out and swipes it and then I burrow under my covers as I read it.
Rose
I'm sorry about what I said last night.
Here are some pills for your hangover.
Logan will be waiting outside to take you to school today.
-E
Ugh. He seriously had to say he's sorry through a piece of scrap paper? What ever happened to the real kind of apology? I don't know what to make of this guy, but all I do know is that I'm nearly dizzy from all of this back and forth.
Crumpling up the piece of paper, I toss it in the corner of my room before getting out of bed. I pop the pills in my mouth and chase them down with a swig of the water before stumbling to my bathroom to get ready. After a quick shower, I blow dry my hair and put on my floral-patterned skirt with a black top and some black flats.
Walking out into the kitchen, I see my mom is already throwing on her shoes and grabbing her things to walk out the door. "Rose, you better hurry or else you will be late." She's dressed like she is ready to go to the country club for some gossip with her friends – not to answer phones at the front desk of a dentist office.
I wave her off, "Yes, mother. I'm leaving in a few minutes."
"Are you feeling okay? You don't look so good."
"I'm fine, just a headache." And an everything ache.
"Okay… if you're sure. Call me if you need anything, okay? You have the number to the office?"
"Yeah."
"All right. Love you." She's looking at me curiously and I give her a fake smile so she can get the hell out of here. Talking is making my head hurt more. I'm honestly not sure if I'm going to last the whole day.
She takes my smile at being sincere before walking out and gently closing our front door. She is almost like two different people at this point. Her pre-alcohol time of the day is her old self. Her loving, caring, attentive mother hen self. 
Her post-alcohol time of the day is a completely different person. Uncaring, barely acknowledging anything besides her glass of wine and her miserable life. It's embarrassing, and completely unlike her.
The door opens again and my mom stands there, looking at our front yard with a funny look on her face. "Honey? Who is this strange man sitting in front of our house?"
I roll my eyes and groan internally. "Just someone from school, Mother. Ignore him."
"He doesn't look very friendly…"
"No one in this town is friendly, Mom."
She chuckles. "Well, you've got a point there. Love you!"
I grab a bottle of water and an apple from the refrigerator and head out the door, shutting and locking the door behind me. This is new to me, too. I've never had to actually lock up a house before. At my old house, a housekeeper or cook would usually be there throughout the day. I could come and go as I pleased. Now, not only is my house ten times more silent than it used to be, but now I also have to protect what little belongings we do own by locking up when I leave.
Looking behind me, I see Logan leaning up against his two-door old school Pontiac Firebird giving me the biggest smirk I've ever seen. "What are you smiling for?" I grouch.
"I'm glad to see you made it out of bed this morning. Cara is in about the same shape you are."
"How is she doing?"
"Fine." That's all he says and I squint at him, trying to find a hint that he may be hiding something. Nope, no luck. These guys are about as closed as a casket.
"Where did you end up going last night? You kind of just randomly disappeared."
He shrugs and avoids eye contact. "I had to take care of some business. Now, are you coming, or do I have to throw you in my car? And I'm telling you, my car is too precious to get scuffed up by your pouty attitude."
I huff at him and think about slapping him across the face just for the hell of it.
We have a standoff for a few moments until my stomach starts grumbling from hunger. Shit, hunger wins. I take a bite of my apple. "Fine, let's go then."
He looks back and forth between me and my apple. "Don't even get a drop of that shit in my car."
I pretend to dribble some of the juicy apple onto his seat, but the angry fire burning in his eyes makes my joking turn into apprehension.
"You guys are no fun. You all are going to have gray hair at the age of like, thirty years old or something. You all need to loosen the hell up or something." I grumble as I take the last bite of my apple.
"We are fun. It's just, since you've been here, shit has been crazy. And not only that, you seem to have wound our buddy Easton up real tight. We've never seen him like this over a girl before." Logan shakes his head like it's the craziest thing ever.
Like this over a girl? Like what?
I chew on this thought for the rest of the ride to school, and when we pull into the lot, I already see Easton standing by his truck. Waiting to bully me around, I'm sure. Or call me out for being probably the only virgin in this school. 
No, town.
I hop out of the Logan's car and speed away from the three men who are burning holes on the back of my neck. Just when I think I'm far enough away from him, I feel a massive arm wrap around my waist and I'm swooped into the rock-hard body of Easton. "What do you want?" I grumble.
"Where do you think you're going?" He rumbles in my ear.
"Away from your bossy ass."
He sighs. "What's got your panties in a twist?" He raises an eyebrow as he looks down at me.
"Nothing. I just... don't have time for mind games. And that's what you are - a big ol' mind game that wants to pull my strings whenever you please." Wow, way to get into it in the school parking lot.
"I'm not playing mind games with you, Rose." The look in his eyes is sincere. So sincere, in fact, that I have to look away from his eyes that are speaking too much.
When he keeps walking next to me with no sign of leaving me alone, I turn back to him and say, "I'm surprised you're even at school. Aren't you supposed to be off training for your next big win or something?"
He smirks down at me. "Win, huh? You have that much faith in me already?"
I roll my eyes like he's ridiculous and try to pull away from him, but he only tightens his hold on me and suctions me to his body. "Next big fight is on Saturday. I have a few days off until I need to start training."
"And how are you even going to graduate? The teachers just pass you – just like that?"
He shrugs. "I do what I can. Sometimes I can't get all my assignments finished. But usually I do. It's just not as big of a concern for me. I'm not going to college, so…" He trails off and shrugs again, not really caring either way.
Cara uses this moment to shout my name from the other side of the parking lot, and this time when I do pull away from Easton, he lets me go. I start walking away when he calls out my name.
"What?" Jesus, this man.
"Quit running, Rose. I'll always chase you, but quit running."
The look in his eyes holds a heat that also has a hint of desire in it. It captures me, and I'm suddenly enslaved in his presence.
"Okay."




CHAPTER TWENTY

Easton
 
Don't be a fool for the Devil, darling. – Anne Rice
 
"Okay."
Shit.
Of course, her words hit me straight in the heart. I have to hold myself back from trailing after her like some love-sick puppy. What is it even about her that reels me in? She is not what I usually go for in a girl. I'm not someone who usually likes the pretentious girls, or anyone who thinks they are better than someone else, really.
She's a virgin, for fucks sake.
I walked out of her house last night telling myself that I was going to keep my distance and move on with my life. Act like she's nothing but another girl here at this school. But, the moment that her scowly ass hops out of Logan's car this morning, that thumping muscle in my chest yanked me towards her like a dog on a leash.
It's like whatever deal I made with myself last night flees my brain the moment she shows up in front of me, sass and all. She's wound me tight. I've tried to release her from my thoughts.
Rose, Rose, Rose.
I keep an eye on her but let her run to her friend like I am some big, bad wolf. But I guess in a sense, I am.
I walk up to Logan and Jackson who are talking over by our cars and ask Logan, "So, what happened last night? You never called me back."
He runs his hands through his wild hair. "Yeah man, sorry. Pops called me home and I had to deal with his shit the rest of the night."
I nod in understanding. "So, did you take care of the step-dad?"
"Hell yeah, I did. Found that fucker down by the bar and waited for him to leave. Told him that if he so much as looks in Cara's direction again, he will have to deal with Rich Malone." I agree, Rich has a zero-tolerance policy for being an abusive fuck to minors or being a pervert.
"What did you do to him?" Jackson growls. Almost like he's hungry for revenge.
"I didn't bring him to the hospital, but I'm sure he had to find his way there somehow. I think I left him with dislocated shoulders and a broken nose. Oh, and I carved the word pervert into his forehead." He chuckles but then his eyes turn deadly. "I swear, I was so close to killing that motherfucker for even touching Cara. I know we don't all hangout like we used to, but…" He sighs and runs a hand down his face in frustration.
"But you've loved her since you were a child and don't know how to deal with your feelings?" I tilt my head at him and watch as he turns his deadly scowl on me.
"Fuck no, dude. No, just…" He sputters and can't seem to get his words out. I start cackling and a quiet Jackson even lets out a few puffs of a laugh. Logan turns to Cara and gets that look that I'm sure mirrors how I look at Rose.
Fuck, we're all screwed in the land of women.
"No worries, dude. I won't leak your secret."
He shrugs his shoulders as he looks angrily at the ground. "Thanks, bro."
"So, tonight…" I start.
Both of them snap into action, and we all know we have to be on point whenever we do Rich's business.
"What's the deal?" Jackson is ready to take over the reins of the business when the time comes. He is completely invested in the business.
"There are some new drug runners and Rich wants us to make sure that everything goes smoothly tonight. We can't afford any mistakes tonight. The shipment is one of our bigger ones."
"How much?" Logan asks.
"A few mill, at least."
Both Logan and Jackson nod in agreement. My boys are one hundred percent dedicated to serving the family business, and I know they won't let me down.
The students are starting to walk into the school so I give my boys a nod and then walk over to my little Rose, ready to keep her close to me today. Word is that some of the guys around here have been sniffing around her and are ready to ask her out. I'm going to shut that shit down before it even starts.
Walking up behind her, I lay my arm across her shoulder and haul her to me. "Ready?"
"Ready for what?" She looks at me all confused with her cute little nose scrunched up.
Shit, Easton. Get a fucking grip.
"I don't need an escort to class if that's what you're planning on doing." She looks over at Cara who has an apprehensive look in her eyes before she mumbles a see you later and scurries away to the entrance of the building.
I stop us in our tracks and look down at her. "Why are you fighting this?"
"Because…"
"Spit it out, Rose." I bark down at her.
"Because, you're… you're too much! The girls, the fighting, the title that you have over this town! It's so much, and I can barely stand up straight as it is. I can't keep up."
"I'm not asking you to keep up."
"But I have to! Don't you see? Your lifestyle is on a completely different universe than the one I'm living. If I don't keep up, I'll drown into the background."
"No, you won't."
"Really? And how do you know?"
"Because I'll keep you afloat. I'll save you, little Rose. Just like I've been saving you since day one."
"I…I…" She's speechless, and I go in to save her, once again.
I wrap my hand around the back of her next and lean down until I'm just a breath away from her, one twitch forward and our lips would be touching. "You will see eventually."
"See what?" She whispers.
"That you're mine."
And with that, I disconnect from her and walk into the school, knowing she will be following behind. She's just as stuck to me as I am to her. Screw this push and pull. She's mine - and it's time my little Rose realized it.
◆◆◆
 
By the time school is over, I think Rose is going to strangle me. I've been sticking close to her most of the day, basically growling at any guy who comes too close to her. She's giving me snarky looks, but I think she's actually enjoying my possessiveness. If the gleam in her eye is anything to go by.
And even if she doesn't, I don't fucking care. I found her, I caught her, I keep her.
Rose and Cara are a few steps ahead of us as we exit the school and start walking towards our vehicles.
"What are your plans today?" Cara asks.
"Mmm, nothing, I don't think." Rose tells her.
"Sorry, she's busy." I say to Cara.
"I'm busy. And what am I doing, boss?" She tilts her nose up at me.
"I'm going to bring you home today. You know, hangout and shit." I narrow my eyes at her and dare her to give me any snarky remarks.
I think Rose realizes this when she tries to slip one passed me. "I will text you when I get home." She leans in and whispers to Cara.
I snort out a laugh and shake my head at her. Always trying to have the upper hand.
"All right, I will talk to you later." Cara gives us a little wave and walks off towards her car, Logan and Jackson following close behind her.
Rose turns towards me and cocks a hand on her hip. "So, you're bringing me home today? I knew I should have driven myself..." She mumbles.
"Can't I bring my girl home without any complaints? Shit, you're annoying sometimes." I run my hand down my face in exasperation. This girl is more trouble than she's worth.
So why can't I stay away from her?
"Your girl?"
"Shut up, Rose."
"Your. Girl?" She asks again, looking up at me all confused like. "I'm not going to just jump into bed like you like any other girl in this shitty town. Just so you know." She flicks her hair over her shoulder like she's made of gold.
"I know. But you sure wanted me to jump into your bed last night without a second thought."
"Agh! I was drunk." Her face flames red.
I chuckle at her. "I know. The truth always comes out when you're drunk."
She tries to shoulder past me. "I'm not going to sit here and let you give me shit. I'm going home. Goodbye, Easton."
I tamper down my chuckle and grab her by the bicep. "I'm sorry. I won't bring it up again."
She gives me a side eye like she doesn't believe me.
"Come on, just trust me, all right?" I break down a little bit of the hostility that lives inside of me and give her a part of me that I don't let anyone see.
I see the moment she notices. Her whole demeanor changes, and she melts.
"Let's go." I reach out for her hand.
She takes it.




CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

Rose
 
You become a changed person when you face the reaper and deny him your soul. - Martha Sweeney
 
Easton brought me home, which I guess is a good thing because it would have sucked ass to have to walk all the way home. Maybe this was his plan all along, having Logan pick me up in the morning so that I would need a ride home in the afternoon.
I'm not sure what his plan is. Is he just dropping me off? Is he coming inside? I'm going to have to try and sneak him past mom, because the last thing I need right now is for him and my mom to have to exchange words.
My mom would not approve of this man.
When we pull up in front of my house, I breathe a sigh of relief when I see she isn't home. But that leads me to another question - where the hell has she been lately?
Easton parks, and just like last night, he turns off his car before hopping out.
Well, he is obviously staying.
I sigh, knowing that I probably don't even have a say in the matter. Grabbing my backpack, I hop out of the truck and catch up to Easton who is already walking up the walkway to my house.
I unlock the door, and Easton opens it up like he owns the place and waltzes in, going straight towards the kitchen and helping himself to a glass of water.
I kind of just stand there, not really sure what I should be doing with myself.
After he grabs his glass of water, he walks passed me and into my room without even sparing me a glance.
What the hell is he doing?
I follow behind him – because what the hell else am I supposed to do?
He toes off his shoes and plops down in my bed before grabbing my remote and turning on my tiny television in the corner of my room.
I stand there in the doorway and watch as he gets comfortable like he owns the place.
"Are you just going to stand there and stare at me, or are you going to come over here?"
"What are you even doing?"
He rolls his eyes. "I'm hanging out. For once, I don't have anything to do every second of the day. Now are you going to sit there and complain some more, or do you want to come over here and hang out with me?"
I shrug off my backpack and walk around to the empty spot on the bed before crawling on and sitting awkwardly on the edge of the bed. Easton huffs out a laugh before he grabs me with his paw of a hand and rakes me over to his side. "There, better. Was that so hard, honestly?"
"No." I squeak.
His body heat washes over me and suddenly all I can concentrate on is his manly scent that is slowly filling up my room. The thump, thump of his heartbeat pounds against my side in a steady rhythm. I pretend to be really interested in the show, even though it looks like the most boring daytime show I've ever seen in my life.
"Okay, so, let's play a game or something." I blurt out.
"A game?" He looks at me like I'm seven.
"Yeah, like twenty questions or something. I ask you something, you ask me something... you get the picture. All right, I'll start. What's your favorite color?" 
"Red, you?" 
"Teal. Okay, now you ask a question." 
"Uh... what's your favorite food?" 
"Anything with bread, to be honest. What about you? Let me guess, like pizza or something?"
"Nope. Steak, for sure." He gives me a sharp smile and shows off his teeth.
"Really? Huh. Okay, so what is your favorite movie?" 
"Scarface, hands down. Or anything Quentin Tarantino." 
"Of course. I probably could have guessed that one." I laugh.
"What about you? What's your favorite movie?" Sitting up in bed, I look down at him and watch as his eyes sparkle with a boyish look I've never seen before. He seems happy... and relaxed.
"Oh, I don't want to say. You will just laugh at me."
Cue the laughing. "I will not, just tell me." 
"I'm like... a hardcore Harry Potter fan. Like, my friends from Woodbury don't even know that about me. But anytime it's on, I will give up just about any plan to sit at home and watch it." I bury my face in my hands and listen as he lets out a low chuckle.
"You told me you wouldn't laugh, you liar!" I drop my hands and push him in his chest.
He grabs onto my hands and pulls me down on top of him "I think it's cute. My little wizard. We could always do a little role play or something, if you'd like." He rasps in my ear on a laugh.
My face flames red as the images of us dressed up in Hufflepuff gear float through my head.
His eyes grow dark and heated, and the hand that is against my hip tightens in what I imagine is restraint.
"What's going on in that pretty little head of yours?"
"I'm just… a little overwhelmed is all." I swallow loudly. What just happened? What are we doing?
"That liquid courage you had last night doesn't pour over into sober courage, does it?" He gives me a lopsided smirk, only the corner of his mouth lifting.
It takes my breath away. I don't think I have ever seen him let loose a genuine smile – if that's what this can ever be considered – before.
"No. You're just more… menacing than what I'm used to."
His eyebrows pull in, revealing a harsh line that appears between his eyes. "What do you mean 'what I'm used to'? I thought you were a virgin?"
"I am. Though, that doesn't mean I haven't done anything before…" I can't look at him when I say this. Although I haven't had sex with anyone, I have gotten to second base with Corey. He was pushy, and for a while I wanted to be with him no matter what. I let him get farther than what I was ready for. In some ways, I regret what I did with Corey. But I guess I did get a little experience, so I'm not some virginal child in a pool full of almost-adults with about a million notches in their bedpost by now.
"And what is it that you have done?" He leans up and hovers over me, trailing his hand up and down my side.
"N-nothing. Just some touching…"
"Mmm, touching, huh? Like this?" He trails his hand down my side and to my bare legs, legs that are barely covered now that my skirt has ridden up to the tops of my thighs. His hand edges along the hem of my skirt before trailing up ever so slowly, revealing my expensive yet modest pink undies with lace around the edges.
He looks up at me with hooded eyes once he gets a peak at them. "Cute." Once again, he gets a lopsided grin which makes me turn to mush and heat rush between my legs.
He runs his fingers along the lace edging before whispering. "Is this the kind of touching you're talking about?"
I nod my head yes.
"How about this?" His fingers dip underneath the top of my undies and linger there at the top of my sex, not really delving in, just hovering and making my legs quiver with need. "Have you been touched here, Rose?" He slowly lays his hand down on my sex, which covers my entire private area, considering his hands are fucking huge. I also say a little prayer to the heavens for remembering to shave the other night.
"Rose? I asked you a question."
"Yes."
His eyes grow dark at my admittance. "And did this horny little shit get you off?"
"N-no."
He seems to like this idea – that whoever I had what little sexual experience I've had with – couldn't get me off.
"Hmm. That's not good. He must not have done it right." He uses his pointer finger and runs it along my slit, revealing wet heat that makes him instantly groan. "Holy shit, Rose. You are dripping."
My face burns red at his statement. I can't help what he makes me feel, or how my body reacts to his presence.
I try to close my legs but he uses his other hand to hold my hip down on the bed. "Hold on there, little Rose. I didn't mean that in a bad way. I meant that in a very, very good way." He swallows before running his pointer finger along my wetness again, swirling it around before running his finger past my clit. "Doesn't that feel good?"
"Uh huh." I nod my head, nearly drunk in pleasure.
"I'm sure it does." He repeats this for a while, running his finger along my wetness and bringing it up to swipe along my clit, giving it a little more attention each time. I start to feel a low thrum in my legs that slowly works its way up, and I'm shocked that I'm about to orgasm from this. The only times I have ever been able to get off have been by myself. That – and it always takes longer than just a few minutes.
By the time the thrumming makes its way up to my thighs, my legs are spread wide and my skirt is bunched up around my hips. My underwear, which is now pulled to the side, is soaking wet with my juices. "Yes, come for me, Rose. I know you want to. Come, now." And with his command, I shoot off like a rocket. My back bows off the bed and I let out little whimpers while Easton pushes all of the right buttons.
Once I come down, Easton slowly readjusts my underwear before sticking his fingers into his mouth, letting out a groan and closing his eyes once he tastes my juices.
Not a moment later, his phone vibrates with a text. He shifts over and pulls his phone out of his back pocket, reading something before sliding it back into his pants.
"I've got to go."
"What?" I shoot up into a sitting position and pull my skirt down as far as it will go. I'm suddenly feeling well underdressed, even after what we just did.
"I've got to go. I'll talk to you later." He stands up off the bed and slides his shoes back on, acting like we just talked about our homework instead of him just getting me off on the most intense orgasm of my life.
"But – but what about you? Do you want me to…" I point to the obvious bulge in his pants.
He looks down and then readjusts himself. "No."
"But-"
"Rose." I stop at the firm tone in his voice and look up at him. "I'm fine. I'll talk to you later, yeah?"
"Okay."
He gives me a nod and not much else before walking out of my room in as quickly as he came.
All I can think to myself is...
He never even kissed me.




CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

Easton
 
In time we hate that which we often fear. - William Shakespeare
 
When I get the text from Rich, I know it's time to hightail it out of Rose's house. Can never keep him waiting. I've done that once before, and the repercussions were something I'd prefer to never have to go through again.
And I had the bruises to prove it.
Driving towards my house, I shoot off a text to Logan and Jackson that it's time to work and receive a thumbs up from them within a matter of seconds.
They know that Rich doesn't wait around for anyone, too.
I still have the scent of Rose on my fingers and I can still taste her on my tongue, and it's taking some serious effort to get rid of this hard on. My dick wants Rose, but my mind knows that sleeping with her would be begging to walk up shit creek.
Although, I guess that didn't stop me from diving into her panties without a second thought.
There's something about her - something that pulls me in and it's like my brain short circuits. She makes me feel like a horny kid and a monster all in one. It also doesn't help that I can't seem to get her off my mind. I've tried, trust me, I've tried. I've even tried to find some pussy from some of my old hookups. The only thing that I can focus on even when I'm balls deep in some other bitch is the thought of Rose's long, dark hair and her no-nonsense attitude.
She thinks she's strong, and she wants to be strong. But I see the vulnerability beneath her expensive clothing and her not so strong poker face.
Shaking off any and all thoughts of Rose, I pull into my lot and see Logan and Jackson already waiting for me. They hop in without a second thought and I pull out, speeding towards the warehouse where we will be meeting with Rich before we get to work.
"What's up, bro? Where you been?" Logan asks, dressed in his black joggers and hoodie. Jackson is dressed similarly. We all try and dress comfortably when we do our runs. No one likes having to fight or run after some jackass when you're wearing tight jeans and some uncomfortable shoes.
"Shit, you know." I know they will give me shit if they know I was knuckle deep in Rose's pussy.
"Didn't you bring Rose home after school?" Jackson, ever the quiet one, chooses this moment to speak up.
"Yep."
"And? Did you fuck her yet?" Logan asks.
I shoot him a murderous glare before looking back at the road. "Dude, shut the fuck up."
"What?" Logan laughs.
I sigh. "I'm not talking about this right now."
"Why? I was just asking if -"
"Bro, shut up! Easton, what did Rich say?" Thank God for Jackson.
"He said to meet him at the warehouse and that six o' clock is when the shipment is happening. He wanted to discuss beforehand."
Jackson nods his head, and Logan finally digs his horny head out of his ass and doesn't say another word about Rose.
Parking in the alleyway around the block from the warehouse, we silently walk in and pass a few of my dad's lackeys on the way to his office.
I knock on the door and hear the powerful tone of Rich bark towards the door. "Come in."
I turn the knob and open the door, seeing my father sit behind his desk in his three-piece suit that oozes money. If I could, I would give a disgusted look at the money that shows in the little things that Rich has.
It's funny, as we sit in this warehouse that Rich owns, with its crumbling, dilapidated walls and lack of any kind of decor whatsoever, in the center of it - sits Rich, in his expensive suit and watch. That's about the only thing that shows his wealth. Otherwise - everything he keeps in life is real and hood like the rest of us.
He is dedicated to his roots, that's for sure. And I like that about him. I like where we come from. Wealth changes people, and I'm glad that Rich isn't one of those cases.
"Boys, come in. Shut the door."
Jackson shuts the door and the three of us walk up to his desk and stand there, waiting for his direction on our next run.
"You guys are needed over at the warehouse in Minneapolis. A shipment will be arriving that we cannot afford any mistakes in. We've got a new crew working on the transport, and while I'm sure they will be fine..." He looks over at me and I nod. "I need you guys to make sure there are absolutely no mistakes."
Logan and Jackson nod, and together we make our plans on driving out to Minneapolis and supervising the shipment that should be arriving in the next hour. This warehouse is one of our locations located in North Minneapolis. I try and stay away from anywhere in North Minneapolis because of all the shit that goes down over there, but sometimes it's just unavoidable.
"Call Hugo if anything goes wrong, otherwise we'll talk soon." And with that, he gets back to whatever it is he is working on at his desk and dismisses us.
Hugo is Rich's right-hand man, and also works under Randall and Collin, too.
The boys and I exit with a nod and hop back into my car, quietly making our thirty-minute drive over to Minneapolis. We don't speak much, which is common right before we go on a run. Like before a fight, I usually sit in silence and amp myself up to prepare for whatever might be in front of me.
Even though the days are growing longer, the sun begins to set on this cloudy day, making the drive to Minneapolis even less exciting than usual.
I'm surprised that Hugo isn't going to be present during the shipment. He is one of the main supervisors during a job this big. Rich must have needed him for something else though, which is fine. It actually makes me a little happy, it means that he trusts us in some way or another.
We pull up to one of the many empty warehouses in Minneapolis. I park my car and flick the key, turning the car off. "Ready?" I ask, opening the door before receiving an answer.
It doesn't matter if they aren't ready. We have to be ready. And in the end, I don't even have to worry about them, because my boys? They are always ready.
"Let's do it." Logan says, and the three of us walk around to the side of the warehouse, giving a nod to one of the regulars watching the side door in the alleyway.
The warehouse looks tiny from the outside, but when we walk through the door, we immediately walk down the stairs which leads to a massive basement filled with about a hundred workers. Some are longtime workers of ours, while others are faces that I haven't seen before.
We each move in separate directions to oversee different areas of the warehouse. Walking towards a group of new people, I pay particular attention to them unloading the milk crates which are filled with more cocaine then they can even imagine.
Each of the men handle the boxes with care and certainty. None of them have shifty eyes or shaky arms. They all seem legit, but I can't base it off of a moments glance. Continuing my walk, I go up to a group of men who are working side by side and talking with each other.
"Gentlemen, how's it going?" They each startle from my strong tone, but easily recover and go about their jobs.
"Good, good. Very good." They don't recognize me, but they obviously know I am someone of power by the respect they give me.
"Is this your first day?"
"Yes. I've done smaller jobs in the past, but haven't worked in a warehouse before." One of the men with shorter brown hair responds while he continues to work.
"Mmm. Well, I'll let you to it then." I make note to keep an eye on those two. They didn't seem suspicious, but you can never be too careful.
I continue my walk and meet up with Jackson and Logan in the middle of the room. "How's it going?" I ask them.
"Good, no issues that I've seen." Logan says.
"Everything seems to be going pretty smoothly, actually." Jackson says. He looks suspicious, but he is kind of always that way.
The workers move quickly, as is necessary. Quietly, smoothly, and efficiently is nailed into everyone one of these persons heads when on the job. The last thing we need is some crackheads thinking we're throwing a party, or the police to catch on to our operations.
Rich has quite a few police officers in his back pocket, but there are some that refuse to take dirty money.
"This is almost boring. I was hoping for at least a little action." Logan pouts and I wrinkle my nose up at him.
"You're a fucking idiot." Jackson groans.
"What? This is the first time being in charge of a job. This is almost a joke."
"No, it's not. It means that Rich has a loyal set of workers right now. We don't need to do anything to fuck that up." I growl. This dude is an asshole sometimes.
"Whatever, it looks like they're finishing up. I'm going to make one more round." Logan grumbles like a petulant child and walks away.
Jackson doesn't say anything, just shakes his head and walks in the opposite direction.
I sigh as I walk towards the door. Sometimes, I can't believe I'm friends with those two. One's an idiot, and one's a mute. I love them to death and would die for them, but shit, talk about Beavis and Butthead.
I glance over at the new workers, not noticing anything out of the ordinary or anything that would raise any suspicion. I must be right – Rich just has a bunch of loyal ass workers right now.
Once the product is loaded onto the crates, they get wheeled out and loaded up into the various trucks. I watch as the workers start to disburse after the long hours of them standing on their feet. Glancing at my watch, I see that it's already ten o' clock.
Shit, time flew by.
The truck doors close and one by one they start pulling out of the back alleyway. Once the last one leaves, I nod towards the guard at the door and start walking to my truck.
"So, what now?" Logan asks when I hop back on the highway.
"What do you mean, what now? I'm dropping you fuckers off at home."
"Already? Do you want to smoke or anything? I picked up some AK."
"No. I'm fucking beat, and I really have to show face at school tomorrow. I have to get some shit done before I start training again."
"Yeah, true. Jackson?" Logan looks over at Jackson and grumbles under his breath. Glancing in the rearview mirror, I let out a chuckle when I see Jackson's head tipped back and mouth wide open, already knocked out.
"Well, looks like you get that blunt all to yourself." I smirk at him.
Logan shakes his head but says nothing.
Driving down the highway towards home, my mind drifts to Rose in her bedroom earlier today. Even the thought of her, remembering her smell and her taste, makes me instantly hard. I shift in my seat, grateful that it's pitch dark in here. It would be awkward to have to explain to Logan why I'm hard as a rock driving home after our day.
I haven't had time to check my phone, but I wonder if Rose has tried to reach out to me. She seemed a little upset earlier, and I did leave abruptly. I can't really say too much to her, though. She shouldn't have to get mixed up into my own mess of a life.
Just remembering the way she tasted on my fingers makes me have to conceal a tortured groan. Good God, what I wouldn't give to sink balls deep into her tight pussy.
Her scent was pure and virginal, almost like discovering a hidden lagoon. You want to keep that shit all to yourself.
I want to keep her all to myself, too.




CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

Rose
 
I think one who thrives on death may be defeated by life. – Elswyth
 
I spend the rest of the evening feeling beyond out of sorts. By the time nine o'clock rolls around, I slam my phone down on my bed, finally giving up the hope that Easton may still be coming back tonight.
I trudge out to the living room, still in a half daze from my powerful orgasm, only to find that my mom still hasn't come home yet.
Where the hell is she? She usually is back from work hours ago, passed out watching her Housewives of Beverly Hills or some shit. Those woman used to be her, and I think she likes watching it and pretending that her life is still like that.
Fucking pathetic.
I walk back to my room and call her – only to have it ring over and over again until it gets to her obnoxious voicemail.
Hello, this is Brenda. I am unavailable to take your phone call right now. Please leave me a message and I will get back to you as soon as I can. Thank you, buh-bye.
Ugh. Her voice in it is so over the top that I'm almost embarassed to call her my mother.
I don't think she would ever change her voicemail. Her voice and demeanor now days is too depressing… too hopeless. I'm sure it reminds her of what her life used to be like.
And then when she drinks – she is either too emotionless, or emotional. One or the other, you never really know which one you will get until she is knee deep in liquor.
I call her a few more times only with the same result until I give up and walk back to my room. With a sigh, I lay back down on my bed that still has a hint of Easton lingering on my sheets.
Embarrassingly so, I lean over and take a whiff of my sheets, only to inhale his manly scent and have to fight to quell the heat that floods between my thighs. I've never been this turned on before. I've never been that… wet before.
With Corey, it was a fumbling of fingers and hands, at least on my end. He seemed more experienced, which I tried not to think about back then due to jealousy, but now I just roll my eyes at his playboy ways. The little lubrication that my body made when we fooled around was barely enough to keep the wincing from my face as Corey plunged his fingers inside of me. In the end, he had to grab the lube from his bedside table to relieve the grimace from my face and my uncomfortable whimpers.
Sadly, but not unsurprisingly, he still didn't get me off.
Thoughts of Corey immediately make any heat that I have running between my legs fleeing for the hills.
With one more glance at my phone, I see no new texts messages from Easton.
Fuck this dude.
I'm not trying to be a clinger, but I’m also not a slut. And if his plan is to just hit it and quit it, he can go look at the pussy posse down the road because that is not me.
◆◆◆
 
The next morning, I hear and roll my eyes at the sound of my Mom moving around in the kitchen. I shuffle out of bed and throw on a hoodie before walking out of my room, squinting at the bright light shining in from the morning sun.
"Where the hell were you last night?" I get right to the third degree.
"I was just… out with some friends." She says without looking directly into my eyes. What is she hiding?
"Hey… if you're into some serious shit, I think I have the right to know about it. What are you doing, hooking? Prostitution?" I'm just giving her shit at this point, but I can't deny that I enjoy the angry red creeping up her neck.
She huffs and rolls her eyes at my exaggeration. "I'm not into anything. I was out with some friends last night and lost track of the time. And hey, who is the parent here, anyway? Don't question my whereabouts if you won't let me question yours." She complains.
What is she, fifteen? And who the hell stays out that late on a weekday at her age! She's acting like a fucking teenager.
"Um, neither of us?" I laugh and shake my head. Does she think that she has really been a mother since we moved here?
She gives me that look - that look that she can only give when she's sober. She means business. She pops her hands on her hips and narrows her eyes at me. "You better watch how you speak to me, young lady. Life might be different right now but that sure as hell doesn't mean that you get to act like a little brat all of the sudden. Quit acting like you grew up around here and start acting like the person I raised you to be!"
"You might have raised me to be prim and proper, but haven't you ever heard of the term adapting to your environment? Well, that's what I'm doing. The reason we are in this situation might not be your fault, but that doesn't make you completely innocent in this situation. You have barely acted like a mother since we moved here. You have been an alcoholic and acting like a child. Staying out all night? Ha! If you're going to do what you want, I'm going to go ahead and do what I want, too."
"No, you aren't!" She shouts at me.
I laugh. "Oh yeah? Just fucking watch." I shout back before slamming my door closed. Leaning up against the door, I take a few deep breaths and try to brush off my guilt. I miss my mom, my old mom. The one who wouldn't yell at me or fight with me over this petty shit.
But I guess I wouldn't ever yell at her either in my old life. We've both changed, I guess. Adapting to our new environment or whatever you want to call it.
Walking over to my wobbly dresser, I pull out a white lace midi dress and pair it with my green suede jacket from Guess. After hopping in the shower, I throw on some minimal makeup and dry my hair so it lays in a dark, straight sheet down my back. After slipping on my black heels, I open up my door to complete silence.
A sad laugh falls out of me. Of course, my mom couldn't even stick around to talk anything out. No, she just walks away like she always does nowadays. And by the time tonight rolls around, she will be drunk off her wine again where talking will be out of the question.
I grab my keys and am out the door, only to have déjà vu smack in me in the face. Logan is standing outside by his car, once again waiting for me. He has his signature cocky smile on his face – only today I'm not in the mood for it.
"Not today, Logan."
He frowns when he hears my tone and lifts himself off his car. "What's up, Rose?"
"Nothing, I just want to drive myself today, all right?"
He grimaces and approaches me like a wild animal. "Are you sure everything's okay? You sound… extra bitchy this morning."
I grind my teeth to stop from taking out my mother-daughter issues on Logan. He just does what Easton tells him to do. He probably doesn't even really care about me.
And by the way, fuck Easton too.
"Tell your boy Easton I'm not a booty call. Next time he pulls one on me like that I'll kick him in the balls." I say. Logan's eyes get larger with each word I speak. I would wait around for whatever his response may be, except I don't care.
I turn around and slip my sunglasses on before hopping in my car, ignoring Logan's shouts at me to wait up. I turn on my car and crank up the radio before reversing out of my driveway and wiggling my fingers at a furious looking Logan.
Yikes, I've never seen him that angry before. Oh, well.
I drive to school and try to ignore the angry rumbling of Logan's car behind me. How his car sounds angry, I don't know. All I know is, I can feel his anger all the way from here. These boys are going to have to get one thing straight – I'm not going to be bossed around like some bendable toy. I'm not going to bow down for anyone, and they are just going to have to get over that shit real, real quick.
Pulling into the parking lot, I see Cara hopping out of her own car and I press on my horn to get her attention while parking next to her. She looks over, ready to cuss out whoever is honking at her until she notices it's me and lets out a huge smile. "Hey, girl."
"Hi." I get out and grab my things.
"Wow, nice dress. You know, you don't always have to dress like you're going to a party, you know that, right? You don't live in Woodbury anymore. I mean, shit, look at me." She waves at herself and I spare a quick glance at her ripped, worn skinny jeans and Tupac cutoff.
I shrug. "It's just what I have always worn. You might feel comfortable in that." I nod at her outfit. "But I feel most comfortable in this."
She rolls her eyes but lets it go. "By the way, you never texted me last night."
I slap my forehead. "Shit. I'm so sorry, Cara. I totally forgot."
"What happened? Easton came over, right?"
I let out a sigh. "Yes, he did, for a little bit anyways."
"And? What happened? He was all caveman yesterday when I wanted to do something with you after school."
"Things were… good, I guess. Then he got a text message and disappeared. I haven't heard from him since." I am trying to not let it bother me, but what if it was another girl or something?
Cara nods her head like she completely understands. "My guess would be his dad. Whenever he needs something, Easton jumps to it without hesitation. It's always been that way. How you make it sound… I would bet on it."
"I don't know. It doesn't matter, anyway. I'm glad we got interrupted. I got too into the moment and forgot who I was with. I kind of needed that wake-up call."
"Interrupted, you mean…?" She gives me the look, and I give her one back. "Oh my God, did you…" She starts making these gestures with her hands and I instantly wrinkle my nose in disgust.
"Gross, stop that. No, not that. Definitely not that."
Now Cara looks confused. "Well if not that, then-"
"I'll tell you later. This isn't really the time or place to get into this stuff." I grimace. "It really was nothing, anyway." The last thing I want to get into on our way walking into the school is how Easton gave me the most powerful orgasm of my life – with his fingers. And how I'm still a virgin.
The moment we pass the exclusive side of the parking lot, I feel eyes on my back that nearly make me want to reach my hand up and itch my neck. It's not as heavy of a gaze as the one Easton gives me, but still…
I look back and see Logan and Jackson standing near their vehicles with their arms crossed over their chest, Logan giving me a pouty frown while Jackson looks like he wants to ground me for disobeying. Relief washes over me when I don't find Easton's truck anywhere in sight. At least I don't have to deal with that can of worms.
I turn away from the brooding boys and continue on my walk with Cara into the school, sighing when I know I will be feeling their presence lingering in the background throughout the day.
We stop at Cara's locker first, and while she's grabbing her things for first period, I feel the distinct buzz in my purse indicating a text. I cringe, hoping it's not Easton, or worse, my mom.
 
Corey: You can't ignore me forever, Rose. Meet me today.
Shit, I forgot about Corey. Sighing, I tap out a reply.
Rose: Okay. Meet me at the park down the street from my house.
I type out my address and hit send, already seeing the bubbles pop up. Jesus, this kid is starting to be a little creepy.
Corey: Can't wait to see you, babe.
I put my phone away and try to ignore the creepy crawlies that I feel are moving over my skin at the thought of meeting up with Corey. I'm not sure what it is that's making these feelings so strong. I didn't even have these feelings when I met with him at Starbucks. He was acting a little different, maybe. But definitely not this… persistent. And he definitely didn't give uncomfortable feelings, unlike now.
I try to brush off these ridiculous thoughts. It's just Corey, for fucks sake. I've known the kid for years. I know his family – they are almost like a second family to me. We dated for years and ran in the same circles. There is nothing to be hesitant about. If he wants to get back together, I will just lay it down straight for him. He should understand. He's cute – he can get any girl he wants back in Woodbury.




CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

Easton
 
We're nothing but hollow vessels in search of what makes us alive. - Underoath
 
I get the text from Logan that Rose wouldn't get in his car today.
Logan: I would seriously steer clear today, bro. She's on one.
I roll my eyes and let out an audible groan. What is her deal this time? I swear, it's like she's cool and chill one minute, and then the next minute she decides to snarl at anyone who crosses her path.
Why does she choose to be the most difficult woman I've ever met?
I pull into the school around lunch time and hop out of my truck, making a beeline for the lunch room. Rose thinks I want to be some macho asshole who bosses her around, but what she doesn't realize is I am only doing this to protect her. In the short amount of time that I've known her, she has been seriously injured once, and almost molested by some hobo fucker another time.
Can anyone blame me if I get a little apprehensive with letting her run wild? The chick is apparently accident prone. That, and I’m sure when she ran around Woodbury, the most that she would have to worry about would be tripping on designer shoes and too many manners.
Here – it's like she's a lone fawn out in the wild, having to fend for herself.
I can't help but have the urge to protect her from all of the things I can't control. I don't know why I feel the need to protect her – but I do.
I walk into the lunchroom and to our usual spot in the back. No one dares to try and take our spot. No one wants to deal with the Reapers.
I see my little raven-haired devil and walk towards her. Jackson gives me a knowing smirk, while Logan and Cara are in a heated debate about God knows what.
I can tell the moment that Rose notices my approach. Her spine snaps straight and her hand stops in its ascent of lifting food to her mouth. I smoothly slide in beside her and wrap my arm around her shoulder.
"What's up?" I say to no one in particular, trying to ignore Rose as she tries to escape from my hold.
"Yo. Ready to start your training tomorrow?" Logan asks, reaching across the table to give me a fist bump, which ends up being directly in front of Cara's face. Cara reaches out to pinch his bicep, making him yelp.
"Yeah. Everything is ready to go." I had to run over to the gym this morning to meet with Duke, my trainer. He knows that school isn't important to me, but he still thinks I need to walk away with a diploma. Whatever – I will listen to him because I know I wouldn't be able to get nearly as good of training anywhere else as I do with Duke.
"Could you let me go, please?" Rose mumbles into my ear, probably not wanting to draw attention to herself.
"This is the hello I get? I take it you didn't miss me then?" I give her a small smirk
She rolls her eyes. "Seriously?" She sticks her nose in the air like some snooty girl and keeps trying to disconnect from my heavy arms locked around her. I hate when she acts this way. She might be from Woodbury, but that's not her real personality, it's all just a cover.
"What is your deal?" Logan was right, she is on one today.
"Nothing, I'm just not in the mood to be a booty call today. Is that going to be a problem?"
I can feel my eyebrows raise to my hairline. "Booty call? Who said anything about a booty call?"
Her cheeks stain pink. "Nothing, never mind. I'm not going to talk about it right now."
"Well, I can fix that for you." I stand up and grab her by the waist, lifting her out of her seat before placing her down. Grabbing her by the wrist, I pull her through the cafeteria, ignoring the curious onlookers before dragging her to a quiet corner and pressing her back up against a random locker. "Problem solved. What do you mean, booty call?"
She sighs before yanking on the hem of her little white dress, almost distracting me with her never ending legs. "Last night…"
"Was great." I interrupt, earning a small smile from her.
"Last night… was great. But, I'm not the kind of person that does the friends with benefits thing. I'm sorry… I just can't." She shrugs and looks down at her toes instead of looking me in the eye.
Which is probably a good thing, because I'm confused as hell right now.
"Like I said before, who said anything about a booty call?"
"Well no one, but –"
"Exactly. No one. You aren't just a booty call to me, Rose."
"Last night…"
"Last night I got caught up with stuff. I wasn't bailing on you."
She finally looks up at me, relief shining in your eyes, but still a little bit of apprehension lingering in the corners. "Seriously? You weren't just going to… I don't know, finish off somewhere else?"
I let out an incredulous laugh. "Why the hell would I do that when I had the sexiest woman I know already in front of me? No, Rose. I had to meet up with my dad. I definitely wasn't meeting up with any girls."
The tension drains from her body, and I grab onto her waist and haul her up against my body. "Quit fightin' me. 'Cause we're happening."
"Why won't you kiss me then?" She blurts out.
I look down at her beautiful, pouty lips that are begging to be abused. Ravished. Bruised. "Because you're not ready." I say, running the pad of my thumb across her lower lip, almost losing my cool when she pokes her tongue out and swipes at her lip, hitting my thumb with her tongue in the process.
She leans further into me, desire now swirling in her eyes and making her voice turn raspy. "How do you know I'm not ready? You wouldn't be my first kiss, you know."
My hand that's running along her thumb moves down and I pinch her chin with my thumb and pointer. 
"Is that so? Tell me, who have you kissed? I'd like to know their names so I can go kill them."
She swats at my stomach. "Stop. You're so cruel."
"Only where you're concerned."
The bell rings, signaling the end of lunchtime. "Well, I guess I better be going." She stands up straight and runs her hand down dress, flattening out the nonexistent wrinkles.
"What are you doing after school today? I ask, because I'm apparently becoming obsessed with this chick.
She shrugs. "Not much, meeting with a friend before going home and dealing with my drunk mother." She clams up, realizing her slip about personal shit. I pocket this information and know that I need to learn more about her and her past life a little more if I expect her to open up to me. But for now, "What friend?"
She bites on her bottom lip, hesitation oozing from every ounce of her body. "Just an old friend. Oh, shoot. I've got to go. Can I text you later? Wait, I just realized we've never texted before. Do you even have my number? Damn. I will get it from Cara later. Okay, got to go. Bye!"
That sly little…"Rose!"
She turns back to me with a semi-guilty look on her face, already burrowing herself in between the throngs of people. She thinks they can save her, but she is oh, so wrong. "Yes?"
"What friend?" I swear to God if it's that little prick Corey, I'm going to castrate his ass.
She pulls her phone out and pretends to answer the phone. "Hello? Oh, yes." She says to no one before reaching a hand up and giving me a little wave, pointing to her phone and walking off.
That little shit.
◆◆◆
 
As the last bell rings for the day, I jump out of my seat, ready to search for Rose and give her hell for trying to be a sly shit earlier when I feel my phone vibrate.
Shit.
Pulling it out, I see a text from my dad.
Rich: Meet me at the office.
Easton: Be there soon.
 
I tap out the pointless reply as I redirect my direction back to my truck. Rich likes to be acknowledged that we received his text, otherwise he gets angry.
Can't have that.
I don't tell Logan and Jackson that they need to come with. Rich would have let me know if they needed to come. I have to be honest, now I'm even curious what I'm summoned for. There are rarely instances where I'm needed and my boys aren't.
This thing with Rose is just going to have to wait until later. As much as I would like to stop her from seeing whoever the hell she's seeing, Rich's work does not wait for anyone. Including the girl who has wound me so deep inside of her web.
So fucking deep.
I hop into my truck and drive the twenty minutes over to his office. It being daytime and a weekday, people pass by me on the street as if we all just regular civilians. Little do they know, I'm about to meet with the biggest drug dealer in Minnesota, maybe even the northwest.
Walking into his office, I give a nod to Hugo before knocking on his door. His usual come in vibrates through the door and I enter, seeing the harsh scowl pasted on his face.
"What's going on?" I ask, instantly on alert.
"We've got a problem."
"Okay…."
"Follow me." With his hands in his dark gray suit pants, he looks every bit of a mob boss as you would expect. His dark hair is greased back with not a hair out of place. He used to be quite the ladies man, once upon a time. After my mother, he became a ruthless killer and only on the occasion will treat himself to some fun. His dark brown eyes are void of all emotion. People say I have the same hateful look in my eye, which I guess might be true, mostly in the ring.
His faced is lined with years of stressful days and nights, and an almost permanent frown sits on his face. He's a tall and thin man, like me, except the power he holds in his stance is something I will never be able to compete with.
I follow silently as he walks through the halls of the warehouse until we get to the doors which lead to the basement. My heart rate speeds up in understanding. Someone tried to play us, and now they have to pay the price.
Who was it, though?
He creeks open the solid steel door and we make our descent down the stairs to the cement basement. A harsh, dank smell assaults my nostrils along with the metallic scent that I instantly know as blood.
The basement to the warehouse is one large, cement block with no windows and no exit except for the door that we just came through. I'm not sure what it was supposed to be once upon a time, but now we use it as a holding cell of sorts, or if you really pissed off Rich, a torture chamber.
The walls are always ice cold and the basement has a feel of death to it. I avoid coming down here if at all possible, the smell alone makes my nose curl in disgust.
Once we reach the bottom of the stairs, we turn the small corner and come across a man secured to a chair with a look of pure terror on his face. He looks familiar, and I immediately notice him as one of the guys from the warehouse in Minneapolis. One of Rich's new transporters.
"Easton, this man here is Jason Edwards. You might have met him the other night down at the warehouse. Is that correct?"
"Yes, sir." I narrow my eyes at Jason, wondering what he did to earn himself this death sentence.
"Apparently, this morning he decided to go to the drop off site and try to record some information for Sanders about our shipments." He lashes out and my eyes widen. This guy works for Sanders? What the fuck?
Sanders is Michigan's key drug lord and we are usually able to stay out of each other's way with no issues. What used to be a mutual working relationship between two huge businesses is now a huge fucking mess. 
This problem is going to have to be dealt with, fast. Most of the new guys will need to be brought in for questioning to make sure there are no other traitors.
And if this is coming from Sanders directly, then we have a much bigger issue on our hands.
"Was it just him?" I ask.
"Yes. Did you notice anything at the warehouse the other night?" I try to think back to last night and if anything looked out of place that I didn't catch. Or if there were people who were talking to Jason that might also be in on it. I mean, he was talking to another new guy, but that doesn't necessarily mean that guy is in on it, too. But the more I think about it, the more I think Jason was not at all nervous and I didn't see anything out of the ordinary, so you just never know.
"I mean, no. I remember Jason from the other night, but he was just working quietly with another one of the new guys. I didn't notice anything out of the ordinary, and I was keeping an eye out all night."
"Fair enough. We can't always catch them right away, but you need to keep a closer watch. Not just on the new people, on everyone."
"Yes, sir."
"So, now. What is it we do to when we encounter a traitor?" Rich asks so smoothly, you would think he was discussing what's for dinner instead of murdering someone.
"Murder." I watch Jason when I say this and watch fear bleed into his eyes.
"Correct." He gives me a smile that looks nearly possessed before turning back to Jason. "Now, Jason. Do you remember when you began working for me, you went through a thorough assessment and training to understand the requirements for what is expected of you?"
Jason mumbles incoherently, which only heightens Rich's anger. Walking over to Jason, he grabs the corner of the tape and rips it off as hard as he can. I hear the facial hairs being pulled out of Jason's face, and it's taking all my might to keep from wincing.
That shit must have hurt. He deserves it, though.
"Jason, I really don't enjoy repeating myself. I've got better things to do than saying the same thing over and over again, don't you think?" He frowns down at Jason, and Jason looks like a bobble head with his head shaking in such a spastic motion that I'm almost worried he's going to snap his neck in half.
Would at least save me the trouble.
"Do you remember the training you went through before you starting to work for me?"
"Y-y-yes."
"Do you remember the clause that states what happens if you so much as leak, steal, or attempt to be a rat in my operations?"
"Yes!" His voice cracks and he half sounds like a pig squealing from his broken tone. "Please, I will do anything. I beg you, oh, God! Please!" He tries lifting his hands in a prayer motion but they are tied down on the arms of the chair he is sitting in and can't move more than a half inch.
Rich looks at Jason with no pity and more along the lines of a dog shitting on his shoe. Turning back towards me, he tells me, "I want you to take care of it. I was going to have Hugo handle it, but it's been a while since you've gotten your hands dirty." Hands dirty, as in adding a body to my kill count.
Rich asked me here to kill someone. Can anyone say father of the year? I can't lie and say this will be my first, either. Anyone who works for Rich has murdered at least one person while working here. And if you haven't had your hands full of blood, then you have at least been involved in something that has had its hands full of blood – and you are just as guilty.
No one is a saint when you work in this business.
I give a nod to Rich before turning towards a sobbing Jason. He's begging and pleading for mercy, and snot and tears are covering his face with more piling up every second. I ignore his cries for help, push back the few emotions that I have inside of me and grab my glock from the back of my pants that I slipped in there after exiting my truck. Lifting it up so it's eye level with Jason's forehead, I repeat a mantra in my head that I have been saying since I've been a child, and I pull the trigger.
No mercy.
Jason's head lobs forward and reveals the mass of blood and brain matter splayed across the cement walls. The smell of death is almost too overpowering in this basement. I try to breathe out of my mouth and not smell the pathetic remains of Jason. I tuck my glock back into my waist and turn to Rich.
"Good job, son." He lays his hand on my shoulder for a moment before readjusting his suit and motioning for us to leave the room.
Son.
It's so rare that he ever shows any kind of emotion with me that it nearly halts me in my tracks when I hear the word son coming out of his mouth.
Is murder what it takes to have his affection?
No. Because there is no affection where Rich is concerned. If he shoved the love of his life out of his life, he is about as emotionless as a rock.
I wipe some splattered blood off my forehead and follow Rich back up the rickety stairs of the warehouse. When we reach the top, we pass Hugo who gives us a nod before looking to Rich for guidance.
Rich turns towards me. "Easton, we will talk later. I have to head out to Illinois with Hugo on some business, but should be back tomorrow afternoon." So, it's Easton again. Noted.
With a nod towards me and another pat on my shoulder, Rich and Hugo walk towards Rich's office, and I'm dismissed.
I walk back out to my truck with only a single-minded focus.
Time to find my Rose.




CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

Rose
 
Never test another man by your own weakness. ― Joseph Conrad
 
I'm half surprised when school gets out and Easton is nowhere to be seen.  I figured with how I left things, he would be standing there with a heavy scowl and caveman presence.
I see Logan and Jackson talking over by their vehicles, and I'm sure if they end up noticing me they will follow me until Easton comes back from wherever the hell he went.
I don't even look for Cara. I just hop in my car and start the drive over to the park where I'm supposed to meet up with Corey.
I'm not sure what his deal is or why he is so persistent with meeting up with me. I moved away, why does he feel the need to get back with me now? Hell, when I lived there most recently, we were barely even hanging out anymore.
It's just odd. The whole thing is odd.
Pulling up into the mostly empty parking lot, I spot Corey's Range Rover and pull up next to it. I hop out and look into the window of the Range Rover.
Hmm, empty.
I walk around the park, the dried yellow grass crunching underneath my heels. These parks aren't what I'm used to in Woodbury. Those parks would have the most high-end playground equipment, a pavilion, restrooms, picnic tables, and luscious green grass with flower beds.
This park in the Grove – yellow stained grass, dry and unkempt. An old school swing and metal slide that is bound to burn you on a hot day and go squeeeeaaak as your thighs stick to it on your way down.
There is one lone bench off to the side, and even an outhouse on the far side of the park next to a small baseball field. Sitting on the bench though, is Corey. And he is staring at me like he wants to eat me alive.
I stop in my tracks, not used to receiving this type of look from him. His eyes make fear start jumping around inside of me, something I've never felt when I've been around Corey. His hair is wild today, not in its usual gelled to the side style. Something is different about him, and I guess I'm about to find out what that is.
Hesitantly, I walk over to him and give him a small wave. "Hi, Corey. What's up?"
His eyes are red rimmed and his nose looks raw. Is he sick?
"Rose, baby. I missed you." He gets up and gives me a hug before pulling me down on the bench next to him.
"Is everything all right? You don't look well." His knee is bouncing at a fast pace and I have to refrain from pressing on his knee to stop the jiggling of the bench.
"Yeah! Yeah, everything is fine. I just miss you. Things aren't the same without you, and I've been wanting to see you, but you've been hanging out…" He stops and sighs before continuing, "I mean, you had to move here, in this disgusting town. Seriously, I feel bad that you have to live like this. The people here, they're bad news. I think about you all the time in this filthy city and I can't help but think that you should reconsider my offer on coming to live with me." His words are jumbled together and spit out at a rapid pace. It's almost too fast to keep up.
When he looks up at me with his red rimmed eyes and his jittery body non-stop moving, I finally realize what is going on with him.
He's high.
I try to scoot away from him a bit and get some relief from his heavy stare, but he notices and gets a nasty look on his face.
"What's wrong, you don't like me anymore or something? You interested in the grungy poor kids now? I saw those guys who ambushed us and took you from Starbucks. I've heard of them. Those fucking Reapers. Is that what you're interested in now?" Spit flies from the corner of his mouth and I am officially terrified.
Who is this, and what has he done with sweet ol' Corey?
"N-no, Corey. That's not it at all. You will always my friend. I just think – I think we're better off as friends." I internally cringe at my weak tone.
"Friends?" His face slowly grows red in anger. "Friends? You think I want to be friends? Is there somebody else now? Finally let someone pop that cherry?"
"Corey! You are the one that broke up with me!" I stand up and put my hands on my hips. He has always been a good kid, where are these cruel words coming from?
He turns from furious to pleading in the blink of an eye. "Baby, I never should have broken up with you. I'm sorry. I miss you and I want you back. Please, babe." He looks moments away from getting down on his knees.
His hot and cold attitude is giving me whiplash.
"Corey… we broke up because you didn't want to be tied down. You wanted to play the field, which I think was for the best. I wasn't ready to be in a serious relationship or have sex…or any of that!"
"I'm not asking for it now! I just want you!" He shouts.
"Why, though? Why now? We don't live near each other. We don't go to the same school. We probably aren't even going to the same college."
"I don't care about any of that! Everything that I did, it was a mistake, and I'm here to make things right." The determined look in his eyes doesn't calm me even though his tone returns to normal. I'm glad we're at a park where there are no kids. If we were back in Woodbury, the police probably would have been called on us by now for a domestic dispute.
I take a step back, ever so slightly. Then another. He is creeping me out, and my fight of flight instinct is telling me to flight on this one.
"I'm sorry, Corey. I think we're better off as friends." His eyes narrow as he watches me step away from him, which only makes me want to get away even more. 
I glance down at my phone. "Shit. I totally forgot I need to meet with my mom at home for dinner. Let's talk later, okay?" I give him a smile to reassure him, but I think it does the opposite.
Because he advances on me way too quickly.
Grabbing my wrist, he yanks me to him and I yelp out in pain. "Corey, let go. You're hurting me!" I attempt to yank my hand away, but he only grips it harder.
"I'm not going to let you be some little slut to some hood rats." He mumbles in my ear as he starts pulling me towards his car.
Digging my feet in the ground, I nearly trip when my heel falls off my foot and I stumble into him. "Please, Corey. Whatever is wrong, don't take it out on me! I haven't done anything!" I cry.
"Let fucking go over her. Right. Now." Booms a voice from behind me.
I startle and turn around, seeing Logan and Jackson walking towards us with anger written all over their face.
Corey grabs me even tighter and yanks me towards his chest. "Leave us the hell alone. We don't want any trouble. Do we, baby?" He looks down at me with a crazy look in his eyes and squeezes my wrist so tightly I'm afraid he's going to break my wrist.
I cry out in pain and watch as both Logan and Jackson snap into attention, walking towards me with clear purpose written in their features.
Jackson walks up behind Corey and grabs onto his neck, squeezing until Corey releases his hold on me. Logan comes up behind me and swoops me up, getting me a far enough distance away from Corey. Squatting down, he looks at me with a protectiveness I'm not used to seeing in his eyes. "Are you all right?" He looks me over as if inspecting me for injuries.
"I'm okay-" I stop and turn around at the sound of tires screeching.
Easton parks his truck sideways in the parking lot and comes flying out, giving me a glance before continuing his walk over to Corey and slamming his fist right into Corey's cheek.
"Easton!" I screech. Shit. Bad move.
"What?" He barks at me, nearly making me shrink back into myself.
"You can't hit him."
"Why the fuck not?" Great, his fury makes me realize I'm going to be hopping from one psychopath to the next.
"Because his father will get you arrested. He's a hot shot attorney over in Woodbury. You can't afford that. You have a fight on Saturday."
His fist falls to his side as he looks at his boys. They solemnly nod their head in agreement. Bending down, he gets an inch away from Corey's face. "If you so much as even look in Rose's direction ever again, it won't matter who your daddy is because you will be fucking dead. Do you hear me?" He growls and goosebumps scatter across my arms.
Corey is now trembling even more, but I think this time it's out of fear and not from the drugs running through his system. He starts to look towards me but Easton uses his elbow and crashes it into his eye, making Corey groan out in pain. "What the fuck did I just tell you? Do you want to die? Do. Not. Look. At. Her. Don't breathe near her. Don't even whisper her fucking name. Do you understand?" Their noses are nearly touching at this point. 
Easton's face blood red with fury. 
Corey's face is white as a sheet.
My mouth is gaping like a fish.
"Yes." Corey surrenders, his voice wobbly and without its usual cocky tone.
Easton smiles at him, but the smile holds no friendliness. He pats his cheek a couple times – more like slap - before standing and looking down at him. "Good. Now get the fuck out of my town before I change my mind."
This time, Corey doesn't even look at me. He keeps his face towards the yellow, dried up grass and shuffles over to his Range Rover. He speeds out of the tiny lot, kicking up dust in his wake and leaving us all standing there in complete silence.




CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

Rose
 
I wanna be somebody else. ― P!nk
"Come on." Easton growls out of nowhere, grabbing onto my wrist and yanking me towards him.
I glance back towards Logan and Jackson, seeing  they aren't the least bit phased by Easton's caveman ways anymore. They both give Easton a nod before walking off towards Logan's and my car.
I look over at Easton, ready to make a comment when I the anger bleeding from his face.
If looks could kill…
I zip my lips and let him pull me all the way to his truck. He yanks open the door with unnecessary force before grabbing me by the waist and plopping me down on the passenger seat. He looks me over once making sure I’m okay, then grunts and slams the door shut.
I watch him outside the truck as he rounds the front, clenching his fists with his black eyes and heavy scowl. 
He clenches his jaw, enhancing the sharp lines of his cheekbones and making him look even more untouchable.
"Shit…" I whisper under my breath. Why is he turning me on? I don't know how my body can even think about being turned on right now.
He drives me crazy. Absolutely fucking crazy. That – and I swear if we are forced to be together for more than thirty minutes, one of us will end up going Dateline on the other. Someone will end up killed, that's all I know.
So, how is he making me feel these lustful feelings? And more than that… when he's around, I just feel… protected. Even in his most angry state, there is just a part of me that knows I'm not the one in danger. All the times that he has come to my rescue since I've moved here, I feel like he's someone that I can count on. Even at times when I don't want to count on him at all.
Like now.
I don't want him to think that I need to be carried through the horrors of my new life, or that I need a babysitter to handle all of my messes. I'm independent, and I really only want to prove to everyone that I have the ability to take care of myself.
Shit, I guess I have been taking care of myself for a while now. I don't need anyone to step in and tell me what's what.
But – I can't deny that there is something about Easton's aloofness that reels me in. This push and pull ends up with me being pulled in. The pull is so strong, it's pointless to fight it at this point.
I like Easton Malone.
He hops in his truck and I do my best to school my features so he can't read the revelation I'm having that I'm sure is painted all throughout my face. By the way he is huffing and puffing and about to blow my damn house down, I'm sure he's oblivious to the freak out I'm internally having right now. 
He cranks his car on and pulls out of the lot, starting in the direction of his house and away from mine. "Logan and Jackson will deal with your car." He says between gritted teeth, apparently barely able to reign in his anger.
I peek behind me and see Jackson getting into my car, then reach down into my purse and see that my keys are missing. How did they…?
I shake my head. These guys are too sneaky for their own good. They shouldn't go into the drug dealing business. They should go be a secret FBI agent or something. They would be good at that.
I don't respond to Easton. I'm not sure what I'm feeling at the moment, and I think I'd rather just mull it over on the ride to wherever the hell we're going instead of starting up a whole new argument about absolutely nothing.
I'm angry. I'm angry that Corey had to treat me like this and ruin our lifelong friendship over stupid drug habits and a crush. If it is even a crush. Maybe the drugs are just taking over his mind and he's not even thinking clearly. I'm mad that he put me in the position where I once again looked like the victim. He has never been this aggressive with me, and I’m super fucking angry that he had to go all grabby on me.
I'm sad. I'm sad that I've lost a friend, and that I've lost what I'm assuming is my final ties back to Woodbury. This is where I belong now.
But most of all, I'm… turned on. All of these mixed feelings are leading me to feeling both hopeful and helpless at the same time. More than anything, I just want to be someone else for a while. I want to let go of Rose Strauss from Woodbury, and be Rose Strauss from the Grove.
I don't want to worry about who I should be, and for the first time in what feels like ever, I want to just… live. Experience what every other high school kid gets to experience in life without worrying about the stupid shit that every single red-blooded human in Woodbury frets over on a daily basis.
With these thoughts, I finally sit back in Easton's car and let go of all the bullshit, and just be. No more worrying about Corey. No more worrying about my mom. From this point forward, I'm just going to worry about myself.
A few moments later, Easton pulls up to his house – still fuming, I might add. While I sit on the other end of his truck, feeling as light as a feather.
He switches the car off with a flick of his wrist before hopping out and walking over to my side of the car. Opening the door, he gives me a look that could cut glass. "Get out."
"Rude." I mumble under my breath. Way to ruin my good mood.
"What was that?" The edge in his voice makes the hair on the back of my neck stand on end.
"Nothing." I spare a glance over my shoulder at him, and watch his heated eyes land right on mine. Shit. I turn around and try to control the shiver that tries to make its way through my body.
What is it with him and his eyes? They lock me in. Every. Single. Time.
I walk up to his front door and wait for him to unlock it. He comes up behind me and I can feel the heat radiating from his body as he presses up against my back, leaning forward and unlocking the front door with a click. He pushes the door open but doesn't move. He just stands there, hovering over me and making my body heat up to hellish levels.
I can feel the whisper of his breath as he breathes in and out across my neck. I swallow down a groan. His smell is so, so manly. If I could, I would rip the smell right out of him and keep it for myself. Inhale deeply like I want to. Like I would, except I don't want to embarrass myself.
He leans down so his lips graze my earlobe, "Are you going to walk in or would you prefer to stand out here all night?"
I snap into action, walking inside with purposeful steps. Once I get inside though, I have no idea what his plan is so I end up just standing there in the center of his living room. He walks in behind me and shuts the door, locking it with a sort of finality that I feel all the way to my bones.
He walks past me and stalks towards his room. I have no idea if he wants me to follow or not, but I don't know what else I'm supposed to do, so I quietly pad behind him until we're both standing in his tiny room.
Easton is walking around his room, setting down his stuff on his worn, wooden dresser in jerky movements. His keys rattle against some spare change that was lying in his pocket. Once his pockets are emptied, he yanks open a drawer and pulls out a shirt before reaching behind his neck and yanking his tee off in one quick movement.
I inhale a quick breath at the sight of his ripped abdomen. I swear, I've never seen abs that are this perfect before. Each ripple in his stomach looks like it is made from stone. He notices my change in demeanor and stops what he's doing. Glancing up at me behind his long eyelashes, he gives me a smirk that makes my breath catch in my throat. He lifts his hand that's holding the shirt, holding it midair.
Then he drops it.
The looks he gives me makes me realize what's about to happen. My hands start shaking so I squeeze them together, my fingernails digging into my palms. I need the bite of pain to take away the rush of panic I'm suddenly feeling.
He walks over to me and shuts his bedroom door, clicking yet another lock that secures me away from the outside world. He lifts his arms and cages me up against the door, his scent assaulting me in the most delicious way.
"I'm doing everything in my power not to tear into you about not listening to me. Why don't you ever listen to me?" He rasps.
"I can assure you that I'm not five, so I don’t need a babysitter or another useless parent. I'm capable of taking care of myself. So please, tell me why I need to listen to you all the damn time?"
"Because I have your best interests at heart."
I guffaw. "My best interests at heart? It was my decision to go see Corey, so that's what I did."
"And see where the fuck it got you?" He growls.
I shrink back at that one. "I'm not usually this…accident prone. Shit never started happening until you came around." I narrow my eyes at him. “And I would have had it handled even if you and your goons didn’t come running to the rescue.”
"My goons, huh?" He chuckles at me.
"Yeah. They made Corey even more unpredictable than he already was. It wasn't good. I'm not sure what Corey was about to do until you showed up."
He chuckles. "Well it's a good thing I'm here then, isn't it?" 
"I don't know."
"Why is that?"
"Because since you've come around, I can't get you out of my head. Its… distracting. You’re distracting.”
A cocky smirk crosses his face. “Having a hard time getting me out of your mind, Rose?”
“No… well, yes. It’s frustrating. What the hell are you doing to me?”
“Whatever I want, baby.”
"And what if I don't want it? What if I said no?" I'm lying to myself even thinking these thoughts, but I'm hoping the more I try to get away from him in my head, maybe my body will start to listen, too.
"Is that what you want? Me to back away from you right now? Because Rose, I would never force you to do anything. But… from the way your thighs are quivering, and that fuck-me look that’s bleeding from your eyes, I think not wanting me is that last thing you want."
I think back to his truck, and how I was finally going to just let go and be who I want, not who I'm expected to be. And the first time in my life – I decide to be bold.
My hands go up around the back of his head, grabbing onto the hair there and holding on for dear life as my lips crash into his. I attempt to take control, but I knew it would be too good to be true when it comes to Easton. He grabs onto my hips and pins me even further into the wall, half of me melting into the wall, and the other half of me melting into Easton's body.
He plunges his tongue into my mouth and I let out a tortured moan, my body going from five to one hundred in only a second. I feel like I'm burning from the inside out and it's taking everything in me to not tear off my clothes and show him how much I want him.
His fingertips trail along my abdomen around to my back, being delicate when I know he wants to ravage me just as much as I want to ravage him.
Except we can't. We can't tear into each other because I know we're both afraid there won't be anything left in the end. We will both be obliterated. The tension and the heat between us will make us combust into flames.
I haven't known Easton long, but the feelings I have for him go beyond just sleeping with him and calling it a day. I have never been the person who is okay to just willingly give up their V card like it's a slice of cake at a birthday party. I've always had the thought in my mind to savor it – to give it to someone special and who means something to me.
Easton might be that someone.
I'm about to disconnect from him to let him know this when I hear a bang of the front door slamming shut. My eyes fly open, but Easton seems to be lost in his own world of lust, pulling my hips even closer to his and pressing his startling large erection into me.
Good Lord.
I get momentarily distracted once again by Easton and his cock that is seemingly trying to poke a hole through his jeans. He lets out a grunt and starts trailing his hands higher and higher up my body until pounding sounds at his bedroom door.
"Easton! You home? Your truck is out front." Comes a voice that I've never heard before.
"Shit!" Easton yanks his hands away from his body and runs his hands through his hair in irritation. He looks over at me and a look crosses his face that I haven't seen on him before.
Apprehension.
"Who is it?" I mouth.
"It's Rich." He grumbles. I try to think about who the hell Rich is when it suddenly clicks in my head.
Rich. Easton's father. The drug lord.
The murderer.
My eyes grow wide and my hands start to shake as Easton stands on the other side of his bedroom trying to adjust his erection. I look towards the window but see it's so tiny I know I would never be able to fit through it.
Easton chuckles. "Yeah, good luck with that. Get ready, looks like you're about to meet daddy dearest."
"But-" I'm cut off when Easton walks over and opens up the door, revealing a hulk of a man who looks like an older version of Easton, except with dead eyes.
Easton has some evil eyes, eyes that I would never want to be on the wrong side of.
Rich, though?
Rich's eyes look like they have seen everything under the sun. He looks like an emotionless killer that would break my neck with a flick of his finger.
Absolutely frightening.
"Oh. My apologies. I didn't realize you had company." He says to Easton before turning his soulless eyes over to me. "Rich Malone. And you are?"
"Rose Strauss." The quiver in my voice is unmistakable. I want to bolt the hell out of this room and all the way home.
"Strauss? I think I know a Strauss. Do you know-"
"I'm sorry, but why are you home? I thought you and Hugo had some business to take care of today."
Rich narrows his eyes at Easton for interrupting him, but I think Easton was trying to save my ass from getting the third degree.
"Meeting was postponed until next week. Which really puts a shit on the whole deal, but we'll get it done."
Easton nods at his father like he understands what the deal is, although I am completely clueless to the whole thing.
Probably a good thing.
We all stand there awkwardly for a moment until Rich clears his throat. "All right then. I will leave you to it."
"Actually, I was just heading home. It was very nice to meet you, sir."
"Nice to meet you too, Rose Strauss." His voice gives me the chills. I don't think he meant to creep me out in how he said my name, but it did anyway.
"Let me bring you home." Easton says.
I nod at him because I don't want to walk, and honestly, I don't want to even think about bickering with him in front of his father anyway.
"I'll be back soon." Easton says to Rich.
"I have to be back at the office in a few hours." Easton nods at his father and I know that was a cue to hurry back here.
Without another word, we book it out of Easton's trailer and into his truck. No words are said and the spell that we were both cast under earlier has been broken. My heated body has turned into a chilled body.
No wonder Easton is called the Reaper. He was raised by that man.
As we near my house, I keep glancing at him and noticing the way his fists clench the steering wheel over and over. I try to ignore it, but I am Rose Strauss after all. I can never be a docile mouse.
"Are you all right?"
"Fine."
"Are you sure? Back there-"
"Rose, I said I'm fine. Okay?"
"Okay." I turn back towards the window as we take the last turn.
I tried to talk to him. If he doesn't want to speak to me about it, then I'll let him be silent and mope.
He pulls up to the curb in front of my house and shifts his truck into park. Glancing over at him, I say, "Thanks." 
I open up the door, ready to hop out when he clamps his hand down on my wrist.
"What the hell, Rose?"
"What?" I ask, confused.
"That's it? Thanks?" He says through gritted teeth.
"Well…yeah? What else is there to say?" What does he want from me? He was barely speaking to me a few minutes ago.
He looks up to the sky and mumbles a few words under his breath before yanking me forward and sealing our lips together.
His hands tangle in my hair and he holds onto me for dear life – like he doesn't know what to do with me, yet he doesn't want to let me go. Like I am his light, and yet I am also his darkness.
Like I can heal him, but I might destroy him.
Easton releases me with one last kiss and looks me right into the eyes, letting down a sliver of his wall and revealing the vulnerable person that lays beneath the armor.
"That's what else, Rose. Have a good night." And then his armor is back in place and he shifts his truck back into drive, waiting for me to exit the truck.
"Have a good night." I say as I hop out of the truck and stand there as it speeds away into the night, the muffler loud enough to be heard in the next town over.




CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

Easton
He who does not punish evil commands it to be done. – Leonardo da Vinci
Well, my plans for the evening have been tossed into the grinder
It wasn't even my intention to let things get that far with Rose, but the moment she looked up at me with those big blue eyes of hers, I knew I wouldn't be able to walk away even if they used a pliers to pry us apart.
And what the hell is up with Rich?
When I saw him earlier, he looked ready to head out to Illinois. What happened? Is it serious?
I never would have brought Rose to my house if I thought he might show up. My business and personal life have always been separated, and I have always intended to keep it that way.
The whole situation doesn't sit right with me.
"Fuck!" I slam my hand on the steering wheel as I navigate through traffic and swerve around stupid kids who are using the middle of the street as a playground.
Once I pull back up to the trailer, I hop out and quickly walk up the stairs to the door, ready to get this shit over with.
"Rose Strauss, huh? Pretty little toy you've got there." Rich says as I open the door and watch as he sits down on the ripped and stained couch in his expensive suit, puffing on an equally expensive cigar.
My back stiffens straight and I'm not sure how much I can battle him or even how much I should show of my emotions in this conversation. I don't want to let on how much I actually care for her – because the moment I do, Rich will be able to use her as a ploy for me to do whatever he wants, whenever he wants.
He might not be a man who hurts kids or abuses them – but that doesn't mean that he doesn't have the means to get the job done in other ways.
"What about her?" I ask, sounding bored. I head over to the refrigerator and grab myself a beer. Sounding as uninterested as possible is probably the best way to approach this. Making her sound like a groupie slut is better than making her sound like someone who has dug her way into my empty chest.
"What do you know about her?" He asks, letting out rings of smoke in my direction.
Taking a sip of my beer, I swallow it down while trying to contemplate how to answer. "She's new to town. Don't know much about her besides she used to have a lot of money, and now she doesn't. She lives across town with her mom." I shrug, hoping this will appease him.
It doesn't.
"Do you know who her father is, Easton?" He asks, tipping his head to the side and narrowing his eyes.
"No. She's never mentioned him." At least that's the truth.
"Does Leonard Strauss ring a bell to you?"
My eyes grow wide. Leonard is her father? Holy fuck.
Leonard is someone that dad has worked with for years. He has operated a couple of our distribution centers and a laundry business just north of Minneapolis. He was a good business man until about a half a year ago when it was brought to Rich's attention that some of the money has gone missing from the laundry business.
Rich tried to talk to Leonard, but he has been MIA since.
"Do you think she knows anything, son? Is she some kind of rat trying to figure out something for Leonard?"
I shake my head vehemently. "No, fuck no. She's clueless about our world. She knows nothing."
"And we will keep it that way." Rich says sternly.
"Yes, sir." He looks at me for a moment to check the honesty in my answer. Once he's sure I'm not lying, he changes topics.
"Hugo informed me on our way to the airport that Sanders may be up to something in Michigan. I didn't think it would be smart to move another shipment here from Illinois until I know what the hell Sanders is up to. I can't afford another rat."
"So, what are you going to do?"
"I'm going to let them think I went to Illinois for the week and wait for the next shoe to drop." He looks nonplussed, and I'm not really sure what to make of it.
"All right then. So, what, you're just going to hole up here for the next week?"
He shrugs. "That's the plan. Is that a problem?"
"No. No problem." I finish off my beer and go to throw it away. "Haven't had you home in a while, anyway. I have a fight on Saturday, though. Not sure how much I will be around after tomorrow."
"Ah. Who are you fighting?" He tries to keep up with my schedule, but often times his own schedule gets in the way and loses track of the latest.
"Luke Jakes."
"Mmm. He shouldn't be a problem for you."
"I'm not worried about it."
He stands up and comes over to pat me on the shoulder. "That'a boy. Keep it up." He glances down at his phone. "I've got a call to make. You sticking around for the night?"
I figure the last thing he wants to hear is that I want to leave and sneak in Rose's window again. "I'm staying in."
He nods his head in approval. "I'll be done soon. Maybe we can put a dinner together or something."
We have nothing that isn't expired in this house, but I decide not to tell him that. "Sounds good." I wave him off and walk into my room, shutting the door and sitting down in my bed.
Shit. A week with Rich? Fuck me.
I hate getting wrapped up in Rich's shit more than I need to. And him being home? That means I'm at his beck and call while he's here.
I just hope the shit with Sanders doesn't blow up and I get roped into killing someone.
Although, maybe after a week with Rich, killing someone will be the least of my worries.
Fuck.




CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT

Rose
 
I said to my soul, be still, and wait...So the darkness shall be the light, and the stillness the dancing. - T.S. Eliot
After the rumbling of Easton's truck can only be heard in the distance, I finally walk up the steps towards my house. Opening the door, I notice the lights are on, which I hope means that my mom is awake and coherent, and not passed out drunk.
Although, the moment that I open the door, I hear voices – my mothers and a male voice.
What the fuck?
Rounding the corner, I see my mother on the couch with a man I've never seen before. They both look up as I enter the room.
"Oh! Rose. You're home. I wasn't expecting you." She fiddles around nervously and then gains her composure. "Jeff, this is my daughter, Rose. Rose, this is Jeff, one of the dentists at the office."
Jeff is a tall, skinny man with slightly graying hair. This is not my mom's type. Although, she never really dates at all, the men she would usually gawk at were men with gold flying out of their ears and enough money that they could sneeze one hundreds. This man, though? This man looks like an average Joe. He looks like he can stand on his own two feet and makes an honest living out of himself. I'm surprised, and honestly, a little freaked out.
I glance over at Mom, noticing the clear look in her eyes and am surprised once again to find that she actually looks sober. Is this where she has been sneaking off to after work? I thought she was at a bar, or even worse, hooking.
"Pleased to meet you, Rose. I have heard so much about you."
"I can't say the same about you." I say bluntly.
His cheeks turn slightly red which surprises me. Who is this man?
"Rose! Be nice." She scolds.
I clear my throat of the bitchiness. "Nice to meet you, Jeff."
"Would you like to eat dinner with us? There is more than enough." He waves his hand at the takeout, and I think he's honestly nervous to be around me.
"Oh, no. That's okay. I think I'm just going to go to my room. Have a good night."
"Rose-" My mom starts, but I cut her voice off with the close of my door.
Sitting down on my bed, I cringe as the metal frame creaks with each movement.
It's times like this – times where my uncertainty about everything is so overwhelming, so consuming, that I wish to disappear. I wish for things to go back to the way they were before. Back to when I had nothing to worry about besides gossip and my hairstyle for the day.
Now, none of that matters. All that matters now is finding out how to survive day to day.
I hear my mom giggle from the other room and wrinkle my nose in disgust.
Fucking gross. Mom now gets more dick than I do.
My phone buzzes in my purse and I bend down to pick it up, seeing a message from Corey.
Corey: Hey, what's up?
Hey, what's up? Like he thinks we just went to the movies last weekend, not that he just freaked me out and almost kidnapped me earlier today. That – and Easton basically threatened him with death if he so much as thought about me.
This guy has balls.
I'm about to set my phone on my nightstand when it buzzes again.
Corey: I know you're reading this. I just wanted you to know…you guys fucked up today.  You will all regret it.
My brows furrow at his message. What does he mean by that? Regret what? Him nearly assaulting me at the park earlier and being stopped? Yeah, I'm totally going to regret that.
I'm staring at my phone when it vibrates again, only this time it's not from Corey. It's from Easton.
Easton: You good?
Rose: Yeah. Are you?
Easton: Yeah. I'm sorry about earlier… about Rich. I didn't think he would be home.
Rose: It's okay. He's just a little scary. Lol.
That's putting it mildly. I thought I was going to pee my pants.
Easton: Yeah. Sorry about that.
Easton is actually apologizing for something?
The three bubbles appear showing that he is typing another message, and then they disappear. This happens a couple of times before another message pops up.
Easton: I had a good time today.
Well, since he's obviously not talking about the incident with Corey, he must be talking about our heated moment in his room. The thought of it makes me melt into a puddle of arousal.
Rose: I had a good time too.
Easton: Yeah?
Rose: Yeah.
Easton: Good.
Nothing else comes after that, so I set my phone down and lay back on my bed. I'm not going to keep texting, since we seem to be prone to fighting at the drop of a hat. I don't really want to jinx the moment we just had.
I close my eyes and think about Easton's hands trailing across my body and leaving fire in its tracks until I'm drifting off to sleep. That is, until my phone buzzes again.
Easton: Have a good night, baby.
And then I fall asleep with a smile on my face.
◆◆◆
 
In the morning, I wake up and get ready for school, opting for a pair of ripped jeans and an off the shoulder cashmere sweater. It's a bit cooler than it's been the last few weeks, and I'm going to take today as an excuse to be comfy.
Walking out into the kitchen, I see my Mom sitting at the table with a cup of coffee in front of her and her phone in her hands. She glances up when I reach the kitchen.
"Good morning, Rose. How did you sleep?"
"Fine…" Her nice demeanor is throwing me for a loop. Since moving here, she has been in a chronically bad mood, drunk mood, or I'm still wealthy mood. She seems almost…normal.
At least Jeff didn't spend the night. Or, maybe he did. But at least he left before I woke up.
"Sit down, would you? I wanted to speak with you about something."
Oh God, here it comes.
I sit down next to her and wait for her to start. She looks down into her mug, slightly tapping her finger nails on the handle.
"Mom, what is it?" I ask, losing patience. If she doesn't hurry, I'm going to be late for school.
"Oh, sorry. What did you think about Jeff?"
"I have no thoughts about Jeff. I don't know anything about him."
"Rose, would you cut the shit? You never used to be this… bold before we moved here. What are these kids teaching you?"
I scoff and roll my eyes. This fucking woman. "Maybe I've always been this way and I'm not afraid to speak my mind anymore. Have you thought about that?"
She sighs but says nothing else.
"Jeff. What about him? You guys are dating or something?"
"Yes, as a matter of fact, we are. And Rose, he's really kind and I would like for you to give him a chance. He's a good man. I wouldn't bring him around if he was anything but. He's a hard worker and…" She trails off and looks unsure before she looks up at my face. I'm surprised to see actual tears in her eyes. "He has been helping me with my drinking. I know you have noticed that since we've moved here, I've gotten a little… out of control."
I cover my snort with a small cough, but I think she realizes I'm just being an ass.
"He noticed there was something going on and came and asked me about it one weekend when we were closing down the office. We ended up talking for hours, Rose. Hours. He's a divorced man and had a drinking problem shortly after he got separated, but he overcame it and he is helping me overcome my own problems. He's helping me."
She wants so badly for me to believe her, to trust her. She wants me to trust him, too, by the looks of it.
I just… can't.
"Okay." I say, only to appease her.
"Okay? Does that mean you will give him a chance?"
"A chance for what, exactly?"
"To be in our lives. I really like him, Rose. And I know you would like him too, if you gave him the chance."
"I'm not looking for a father."
Her face turns red as the anger finally catches up to her. "I'm not asking for that! All I want is for you to give him a chance. Maybe I can finally be happy, for once in my life!" She screams.
I pity her, honestly. She thinks that she's had this horrible life when she's gotten a lump sum of money deposited into her account every month so that she can go shopping, go on trips, or have lunch dates with her friends. When there are people who actually have shitty lives, like Cara, who gets abused by their stepfather.
A feeling ripples through me, and it's becoming my friend.
The feeling of disgust.
"Sure, whatever. I have to go." I get up and forgo any kind of breakfast this morning and walk towards the front door.
"Rose! Do not walk away from me! We are not finished here!" She yells from the kitchen table.
I turn around when I'm at the front door, ready to explode this bottle of rage so I can go on with my day. "You know what, Mother? Your life has been nothing but a fucking box of chocolates your whole life. You have had shit handed to you left and right without any sense of struggle. Even when we moved here, you were lucky enough to land a job right away and find us a decent enough house to put a roof over our heads. You sit here, every fucking night, with a bottle of wine and drink yourself into a stupor because your life is so fucking hard. Well you know what? I'm done. Is this Jeff guy good for you? I don't fucking know, and I don't fucking care! Date him, marry him, whatever. Just leave me the hell out of it! I can't take your whining and complaining anymore! Talk to me when that bottle is down for good, how about that." My voice is hoarse at the end of my speech, but I figure I did good enough by the way her jaw is nearly hanging to the floor.
I turn around, open the front door and slam it shut behind me, glad to have gotten that dynamite off my chest that has been building up since we moved here.
I stomp off to my car and am already backing out of the driveway before I even have my door closed. All I know is – I'm not dealing with this drama today. If I had it my way, I would bury these problems so deep that they would never be able to find their way out of the ground.
Ugh, I fucking wish.




CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE

Easton
 
Anger is an acid that can do more harm to the vessel in which it is stored than to anything on which it is poured. ― Mark Twain
The worst part of my day is when I get a call from my dad or Hugo saying that the boys and I are needed on a run. What's even worse than that, is when it's on a day that I'm supposed to be in the gym all day.
"Don't worry. It should be quick. Hugo will be with you, and we just need to figure out if Sanders is up to something or not." Rich says from the couch. He has wormed his way into this place and I can't find an escape no matter what I do.
"What happened to laying low and just waiting for the shoe to drop?"
He waves me away. "Hugo heard that some shit is going on and I need you to keep your eyes and ears open. If we lose out on a shipment because of Sanders, someone is going to fucking pay!" He points his long finger in my direction like he can pull some imaginary trigger and blow my brains out. "This is why I need you guys there. There is no one I trust more than you guys."
Rich woke me up this morning by pounding on my door and telling me to get dressed for a run. This sucks, because I'm supposed to be training today. My schedule is pretty strict before a fight, mostly the day before. That – and now I got a text from Cara saying she's throwing a party tomorrow night. I'm going to have to go to that too, because I can't just sit down and let some dumb fuck walk up and try to pull a sly one on Rose. Not that she would fall for any other joke of a guy here, but I'm still not going to chance it.
Which means I need to cram all of my training in a short amount of time.
Hugo is going to drive us to Plymouth to get the job done. Hopefully this is quick and there are no sightings or Sanders of any of his minions. If there is – well, this whole day might as well get flushed down the shitter.
I hear both Jackson and Logan walking up to the door – thanks to the thin walls of the trailer – and open it up before they can knock. They both give me a solemn look before going and saying hello to Rich. They both know that this day needs to go quick or training is going to be hell today.
"Boys. Good morning. Ready for the day?"
"Yes, sir." They both say. Like I've said before, they both want to end up working in the family business. They were made for this shit.
I don't.
Rich's phone rings with a text notification and he glances down at it briefly before looking up at us. "Hugo just arrived. I want you three to keep a watchful eye for anything that might seem out of place. Anyone with shifty eyes or looking out of place at all – move in on them. Figure out what's going on. No mistakes today. All right?"
"Yes, sir." All three of us say in unison.
"Good, good. What I always like to say is - kill or be killed. Don't get killed, all right?"
We all give him a nod before walking out the door and into Hugo's SUV.
◆◆◆
 
Pulling up to the location in Plymouth about forty minutes later, I can sense it's not only me that is ready to get to work. I can feel the excited energy vibrating out of my two friends next to me. They, just like me, are always ready for a fight and to spill some blood.
Walking into the Plymouth warehouse, it's mostly like the others we occupy around Minnesota. Large and empty, the walls are cement slabs that make you wonder if they have always been this color or if someone intentionally painted them a deathly grey just to ward off any intruders.
Inside the warehouse the ground floor is filled with tables set up in the center of the room where our guys are separating and weighing out the various bags of cocaine for shipment. Everything looks to be running smoothly as of the moment, the quiet but quick workers making sure things can get done in the short period of time we have.
Hugo, also noticing the ease of the workers, goes over and stands by the door we just walked through, making that his spot to guard and oversee everyone.
"I'm going to go walk the perimeter." Logan says, patting his pants where his glock sits before walking out.
Me and Jackson walk around and talk briefly with those we know and watch over of those we don't. After about an hour, things start to be wrapping up when I notice a shadow flickering from one of the far hallways.
I look over at Jackson to see if he noticed, but he's too focused on the workers and watching for any suspicious activity with them.
I nudge him with my elbow. "I'm going to go check the south side."
He gives me a small nod. "Looks like they are finishing up." I glance at the workers and notice them packing up the remaining product and starting to fill up the trucks. These will be transported to some of the major cities in Minnesota and around the United States.
"I'll be back in a few." Looks like this run will end with no issues if it keeps going as is.
I walk to the south side of the warehouse where I thought I saw someone walking. I walk light on my feet, not making a sound as I move from one hallway to the next.
If there is someone in these hallways, I will find them. I always do.
I hear some shuffling near the back exit and speed up my steps until I'm nearly running towards the source of the noise.
A large body is trying to tiptoe towards the door, but the heavy footsteps he makes gives him away to anyone who is even remotely trained in this business.
I was, at least.
Just as he is about to open the door, I wrap one arm around his neck and use the other to lodge my gun into his back. One shot and it will go straight into his heart.
Bang. Dead.
The man coughs and tries to get away, but I squeeze my arm tighter, cutting off the blood supply and having him gurgle for air in the process.
Once he's calm enough, I swing him around so his back slams up against the door. He's trapped, and from the knowing, panicked look on his face, he knows it too.
What's even more shocking is who it is trying to escape the warehouse.
Someone who has been missing for months.
"Leonard?" I growl, swinging my gun up until it's pressing up against his temple. Hair as dark as night - just like Rose's. The eyes are slightly smaller than Rose's, and Rose's lips are much more plump than his, but other than that, I definitely see the resemblance between the two. His hair is cut into a military cut - short to the scalp. He's barely aged throughout the years except for the laugh lines around his eyes have become much more pronounced.
"E-E-Easton. P-please don't shoot. Let me explain."
"You've got about thirty seconds until I put a bullet in your head. What the fuck are you doing here, Leonard?"
"Please. I'm not the bad guy. I-I didn't run away with the money, I promise. The whole thing is just so messed up. You wouldn't even believe the shit that's been going on." He starts chuckling and shaking his head like his cat that's been missing has finally come home.
I throw a swift punch to his gut.
He bends over and groans, attempting to cough through the pain.
"Leonard, I'm sorry. You must be mistaking me for someone who fucking cares. Me? I don't. Where. The fuck. Is the money? Where the hell have you been? Most importantly, why are you here? Every solution in my mind means that you're working for Sanders. Are you a fucking rat, Leonard? Are you the big rat that's been sneaking around on us?"
The attempt at joking is gone from his eyes and in its place is pale, wide eyes almost as white as his skin at this point. Dude looks like he's going to pass out.
"Sanders thinks I'm working for him, but I'm not! I'm not, Easton. You have to believe me. He wants me to get some intel for him, but he doesn't realize I'm trying to get some information on them, for you. I had to move the money out of the laundry business or they never would have believed me when I told them the story. I've been staying low for you, Easton. For Rich."
His head is wobbling like a bobble head and all I can do is stare at him and try to decipher if he's being even remotely serious at this point.
Could this all be a misunderstanding?
Would one of Rich's most loyal, most long-time workers, really be a rat for Sanders?
But if Leonard isn't the rat, that means that someone still is.
Most of all - this stupid pussy is seriously Rose's father? I see where her daddy issues come from.
"What are you doing here Leonard? Whether or not you're working for Sanders, how in the world did you know this shipment was happening today? You have been gone for months. There is no way you could have found us here unless you heard something from someone."
"Um...uhh... oh damn." He pulls on the collar of his shirt and starts sweating profusely. "I've been, uh, following you."
"You've been... following me?" I deadpan.
"Not for long. And I don't mean following-following you. I just mean, I needed to speak to you without getting shot from Rich, and I don't know. Hah. I just, you know, needed to talk with you. I have some information for Rich... you know, information on Sanders." He wipes his brow with a shaky palm, and I'm not sure if he's on some drugs or if he is that bad of a liar.
"Listen here, Leonard. I don't have all day to deal with this shit. I've got shit to take care of, otherwise I would just bring you down to Rich right now and sort this out. You say that you have information for Rich? I'm giving you until Saturday night. You go and straighten this shit out with Rich or we are going to have everyone in Minnesota on the hunt for you. And when we find you? You will wish some sick, sadistic fuck like Jeffrey Dahmer would have gotten to you first." I release him and take a step back.
"Yes, of course, Easton." He straightens his clothes and takes a step away from me. "I will speak with him by Saturday. No problem."
"Get the fuck out of my sight then." I bark
With a flash, the door opens and closes and Leonard is gone. He better stick to his word - or else he will have some serious explaining to do. And I will then have to tell Rose why I killed her father.
Fuck.
I rake my hands through my hair in frustration. This is the absolute last thing I need at a time like this. Finally - when things are starting to become somewhat normal, this shit happens? Am I supposed to explain this shit to Rose?
Because most likely - Rich is going to want Leonard killed no matter what the outcome is or what he has to say. Rose will freak out, most likely. I mean, I guess I'm not totally sure since we haven't really discussed her father. But anyone would lose their shit if they knew their boyfriend killed her father.
Wait, what? Boyfriend?
"Shit." I groan and slap my palm against the wall.
I'm going to just keep this shit to myself until we figure out what's really going on with Leonard. I'm not going to freak Rose out until we know for certain if he is the rat or not. Rich might not like that I let him go today, but I'm not dealing with this tonight.
And I haven't really been looking for Leonard these last few months. If Rich puts me on the search crew, I guarantee I would find him within twenty-four hours. Easily.
Walking back out into the main area, I see Logan and Jackson standing near Hugo as the rest of the workers finish loading up the trucks. The table have been emptied and taken down, and some of the trucks have even left for their transports.
"How'd it go?" I ask once I reach them.
"No issues." Logan says. Looking over at me, I can tell he immediately notices how off I am by the way his body tenses. "What happened?"
"Leonard." I mumble.
Jackson's back stiffens as he looks around. "Leonard? Where?" Hugo even steps up at this, looking around as if he might jump out at any moment.
I shake my head. "He's gone. I'll tell you guys on the way back. Can we get going? I gotta go train before my fight on Saturday." The last of the trucks starts up and begins pulling out, and I take that as my cue to get the fuck out of dodge.
As I walk to Hugo's truck though, a thought comes to mind.
If Leonard came to talk to me, why did I catch him trying to sneak out?
Shit.




CHAPTER THIRTY

Rose
 
So when the Devil wants to dance with you, you better say never, because a dance with the Devil might last you forever. – Immortal Technique
When I walk into school on Friday, my energy level is about as full as my gas tank, which is actually below empty right now. I feel like I'm running on fumes and I'm not even really sure of the reason why.
Since my fight with mom the other day, she seems to have been doing her very best to avoid me at all costs. She's been gone before I get up in the morning and she is never home when I get home in the evenings. The only indication she even comes home at all is her daily coffee mug in the kitchen sink.
I'm not even sure what I feel about the situation anymore. All I know is, I can't take this avoiding thing we have going on for much longer.
Easton, Logan and Jackson have also been gone since yesterday. They all came to school early in the week, and things went pretty rather smoothly considering there was no yelling or fighting involved. I'm not sure when Easton and I went from the I hate you vibe to the I'm kind of feeling you vibe, but I'm just going to roll with it until it crashes. Which I'm sure it will at some point, knowing my life.
The boys are now off to prepare for Easton's fight tomorrow night. I'm looking forward to it – considering this will be the first fight that I go to since we became a thing. If we even are a thing.
Jesus.
I run my fingers through my pin straight hair and pull myself together. It doesn't really matter what our relationship status even is.
Right?
A pounding on my window snaps me out of my rambling thoughts. Looking over, I see a smiling Cara and give her a small smile before hopping out of my car.
"What the hell are you doing still sitting in your car?" She asks, tilting her head to the side.
"Nothing really. What's up?" Now is definitely not the time for a counseling session. Preferably never.
My aversion apparently goes in one ear and out the other. Her mind must be focused on something else. "Tonight is the party, remember? I've already texted the boys and they're planning to be there later tonight. We should sneak out early to get everything ready before people start showing up. You down?"
Let me think about this – sit here and wallow in self-pity? Or go get fucked up and shoot this self-pity in the face?
No brainer. "Just let me know when."
"Yes! I knew I loved you! Let's head out after lunch. I have to get myself hot tonight." She shouts to me as she starts walking away.
"Hot? For who?" How did I not know that my newest best friend liked someone?
She blushes and leans in to me. "I'm hoping to score with Logan tonight." She whispers.
"Lo-what?" I screech.
"Hell yes. You know how good looking he is. I've heard he's a machine in bed." She bites her bottom lip and I instantly go from eager for information to wanting to soak my ears in boiling water.
"Gross. Way too much information!" I plug my ears, because no. I just can't.
"Ha, whatever.  I think he's secretly been pining for me forever. Might as well give him what he wants."
She is seriously grossing me out. "I will see you at lunch. We will go get ready for the party then."
"Sounds good, see you in a bit." She struts away in her tight jeans that make her ass look about five times bigger than it actually is.
I walk to class, hoping that this day goes quickly so that I can forget this day inside a bottle of liquor.
Shit, I'm becoming my mom.
◆◆◆
 
"'Kay, so we have about five hours before people start showing up. We need to get liquor, kegs and snacks. Anything else?" She has a post-it note and a pen, scribbling down what's needed for tonight.
"I don't know. Maybe some cups or plates or something?"
"Oh! Duh. Fucking idiot. Of course." She writes that down as I navigate to the closest Walmart.
"Are you using your fake ID to get the liquor?" In Woodbury, some of my friends' older siblings would always score us some bottles. I've never been expected to pick it up myself.
"Uh, yeah?" She looks over at me with a weird look. "Jesus. You really are a rich bitch aren't you." She laughs and looks over at me, only clamming up when she notices the scowl on my face. "Sorry, I'm just saying. I will talk to my guy about getting you one. You can't live in the Grove without a fake ID. Seriously."
"Whatever." I pull into the Walmart parking lot and we walk in and grab a cart, ready to load up on snacks for a bunch of kids with the munchies. "Considering I still have to get ready, I have less than five hours. I have to go home and get changed and stuff."
"This won't take long. What are you wearing tonight, anyway?"
"I haven't decided. What are you going to wear?" I ask.
"A dress... not sure which one. Something that will make Logan bust a load in his pants when he sees me." She laughs.
"Oh my God, stop!" I laugh and cover my ears. "Can't you be discreet? Like, ever?"
"Be what?" She tilts her head at me, and she honestly looks confused.
"Nothing, never mind."
Although, secretly, I'm trying to figure out what dress I can where that will make Easton want to bust a load in his pants when he sees me, too.
◆◆◆
 
A few hours later, I'm freshly showered and my hair is in large, dark curls that cascade down my back like a waterfall. I've got dark, smoky eyes that make the brown streak in my eye pop out like no other. I decided to go with a darker look than what I usually go for, because I also decided to let go of the rich bitch I keep being referred to as and embrace the new badass me.
And badass me might also be a little darker. At least a few shades.
I decide to go with some high waisted jeans that cut off near my belly button with a top that is pretty much a bra; a black little number that only covers my chest with thick leather straps lying tightly over my shoulder. It is probably the most daring thing I've put on since I moved here.
Mom left a note on the counter saying she's out for the evening with Jeff. I barely spared it a glance before sliding on my heels and walking out the door.
◆◆◆
 
Pulling into the trailer park, I can see there are already people who are getting their partying on. Music thumps through the park as it rattles the thin, cheap walls of the trailer homes. Teenagers are stumbling down the road as they walk towards Cara's house. Apparently, some people decided to party before even showing up here.
Finding a spot to park takes effort, but I eventually find a tight squeeze without nicking any cars next to me. Honestly, none of the cars would probably notice anyway, with all of the dents and scratches that adorn all of the cars in this town.
Locking up my car, I follow the heavy bass of the music and give an apprehensive wave to the neighbors that are sitting on their front steps as I make my way up to Cara's door. I walk in – since the door is already wide open. The booze and snacks are already starting to dwindle away. I'm glad we bought as much as we did. I don't think we would make it through half the night without our two shopping carts full of junk food.
"Holy. Shit. Rose!" Comes from behind me, making me twist around and I spot my best friend. Correction – smoking hot best friend.
"Shit, Cara. That dress is dangerous." The dress is already too short as it is, but the slit up the side of her thigh shows that she is definitely not wearing any panties. The side of her hip is almost fully on display.
"Dangerous you say? That's the point. But don't get me sidetracked here. Do you see your outfit? Do you see your curves? Let's forget about the boys and just date each other. I don't need Logan, all I need is some Rose and I will be one happy woman." She looks me up and down and I see her eyes already a little hazy.
My cheeks grow warm. "Thanks, Cara. I wasn't really sure if this would be too much or not, but I thought I would just go for it. What the hell, right?"
"It is definitely too much. Too much for me and every person that is going to walk in here tonight. I'm seriously turned on by you right now. I can't even imagine what Easton is going to do when he sees you in that top. Shit, your tits are about to explode right out of it." She swipes her finger along the top of my cleavage and I bounce back, looking down and seeing that, yes, she is of course right.
I try to adjust the top to no avail. "Ugh, I knew it was too small. Can I borrow something of yours?" Now I just feel self-conscious. I cross my arms over my chest to cover myself up. I don't even have a large chest, about a B. But this top definitely makes me look more like a large C, at least.
"No. Absolutely not. It's not too small. It's perfect. The top is supposed to do that to your chest. Only the most daring of daring girls can pull this kind of top off. And you blow that shit out of the park. Come on, enough about your tits. It's been way too long since I've been laid. Let's go get drunk and dance the night away while we wait for our men."
She grabs me by the wrist and drags me from her living room over to the kitchen. I'm glad it's a nice night out, because people are able to hangout both inside and outside so we don't all have to be cramped in the confines of the cube that is her living room. Talk about claustrophobia.
After mixing me a drink, she hands it to me and grabs her own. I take a sip and wince at her love for mixing majority liquor with only a dash of soda. I take note to drink slow and not have more than two. Otherwise tomorrow is bound to be an awful day.
Cara takes a large swig of her drink before coming up to me and shouting over the music. "Have you heard from any of the guys? I'm not sure what time they are planning to show up."
"No, I haven't heard from any of them since Wednesday." Easton, more specifically.
Cara, being in wedge heels taller than my own, doesn't have to look up to me nearly as much she usually has to. "I've barely heard from Logan either. Don't sweat it, things get really tense between all of them before a fight. I don't think it has anything to do with you."
I shrug and take another sip, glad this one goes down a little smoother than the last. "Hey, I never asked. Does your mom know you are throwing a party? And what about… you know, your step-dad?" I mumble the last part, not wanting to draw unwanted attention.
Cara sighs and rolls her eyes. "My dearest step-father has been sleeping in a room above the bar downtown. Most nights, my mom stays there with him. I haven't seen her all week. I doubt she will randomly show up tonight. They are probably three sheets to the wind at the bar, listening to karaoke and playing fucking darts."
I frown at her, hearing the sadness in her voice. I wish my friend had a different life. She doesn't deserve this, she is way too good of a person to be put into this lifestyle.
"What about your step-dad. Have you seen him?"
She shakes her head no and finishes off her drink. "Haven't seen him since that night. That's one thing I'm happy for, at least."
Pretty Ricky's Grind on Me comes on, and Cara goes from forlorn to excited in the blink of an eye. "I fucking love this song. Stay here, I'm going to get another drink. Do you need another one?"
I wiggle my glass in her direction, showing her my drink with still half a cup left. "Pff, lightweight. I'm getting myself a drink, and then we're dancing. Okay? Don’t move." She walks off in her ungodly high heels like she's walking a runway.
Shit, if I was in high heels that high, I would have already busted my ass. Don't get me wrong, I live in high heels on a daily basis. But the things she is wearing? They are a hazard more than anything.
A few minutes later and she grabs me by the wrist again, pulling me into the center of her living room. The minimal furniture she has in her house has been pushed out of the way so there is more room for everyone to move around.
Cara takes a large sip of her drink, and I follow suit. This time, the drink slides down smoothly and could almost be considered tasty. Almost, but not quite.
Nearly plastering herself up against me, Cara uses her free hand and places it around my waist, grinding up against me to another song. Although I'm not sure what the name of this one is, it's equally as erotic and hypnotic as the other songs, with its heavy bass pounding into your body, you can't help but fall victim to the beat.
I take another sip of my drink and place my hand on her hip beside her ass, following her lead and grinding into her just as she is to me.
This goes on for a while, so long, that both of our drinks are gone and all the other partygoers flow in and out, but we pay them no mind. Our cups have been deposited on a table off to the side, and sweat drips from both of our bodies as we finally let loose.
Cara leans into me so close I'm almost worried she's going to kiss me. I'm even more worried that I might let her. Shit, I've had way too much to drink. "Look towards the front door." She whispers.
I sneak a glance over at the door and see the three stooges, with Easton front and center. Their mouths are hanging open and I watch as Easton's eyes grow darker by the second. Shit, he's in one of those moods.
Cara pulls my face back to facing her. "Follow my lead, okay? I just want to see how far we can go until they intervene."
"Okay." I breath. I'm too intoxicated on everything to even care at this point.
Cara sinks even further into me, both of our bodies slick with sweat as she reaches up and pulls me down to her lips, kissing me and groaning into my mouth like she has been waiting all night to do this.
I think she has.
I moan back, because how can I not? I'm not… into Cara like that. I'm not into girls like that in general. I think Cara might be, but I know she doesn't like me like that, her heart is too set on Logan to fall for someone else. I think this is just the alcohol speaking and her letting go of her shit life. Cara has a rocking body, that's for sure. Her petite frame and her perfect curves make the best mini treat I've ever seen.
It's just… we've been dancing all night. And I'm so turned on at this point, I wouldn't be surprised if a wet spot was forming on my jeans at this very second. I'm comfortable with Cara, but what's turning me on more than anything at this moment is knowing that Easton is a few feet behind me, watching me overflow with desire.
I know he wishes he were Cara right now. Shit, I wish he were Cara, too.
Cara releases my mouth and looks up at me with heavy lidded eyes. "I can feel their lust brewing from the other side of the room. Can you?"
"Yes."
"What's going to tip them over the edge?" She gets an evil smirk on her face, and I can't help but mimic it as I see the wheels turning in her head.
"Let's find out then. You down?"
I nod my head yes, and that's all the agreement she needs before she grabs my hand and peels it off of her waist, lifting it to the side of her chest. I suck in a breath, unsure on how far I want to go.
Cara must notice my hesitancy, because she squeezes my hand on top of hers, letting me feel her soft, plump breast in her hand. "Just let go, Rose. Be in the moment. I'm not trying to fuck you. Let's just get our boys riled up, okay? Let go with me, Rose. Just let go."
My drunkenness is finally catching up with me, as is my desire to let go of the tight ball of tension that is throbbing between my legs. I give her a nod and squeeze her breast on my own, liking the way Cara's face melts into one of pleasure.
She lets go of my hand and brings it around to my ass, feeling the curve of my body before traveling up my sides. Her hands start moving up, and my hands slowly start moving down. Her body is so much different from a man's. Not something I would usually enjoy, but something I'm enjoying in this very moment.
Is it the alcohol? Or is it the heat I feel from Easton's stare blazing into my back?
By the time Cara's hands reach my chest, my hands are at the low end of her waist, near the slit on her dress that shifts with each movement of her body. I know she's not wearing panties underneath this dress. I've been dancing with her all night. She's completely bare.
My want has reach uncontrollable limits at this point, and Cara uses that exact moment to move her hand over the top of my breast, letting out a little sigh as her fingers slip into my tiny top, the pad of her finger slowly grazing over my hardened nipples.
I have to bite my lip to control the groan that wants to break free. I'm moments away from sprinting across the room into Easton's arms and begging for him to give me the release I so desperately need.
My hand, which has been lying still at the edge of the slit on her dress, swipes underneath the fabric as I graze my hand across her private parts, feeling her need drench her thighs.
I'm about to be much more daring than I ever intended and explore her folds, and I'm honest to God thinking Cara is about to take my breast out of my top when both Cara and I are both lifted off of the ground so quick, I don't have time to see what's happening. I look towards the door and see an empty doorway, and I glance around and see an empty living room.
Have we been dancing for that long? Or did they kick everyone out?
I look over where Cara was taken and can only catch a glimpse of Logan as he shuts her door. Well, good. Just what she was hoping for. I have a smirk of satisfaction on my face when I'm tossed onto what I'm assuming is Cara's mom's bed before the door slams shut and Easton looms over me like the deathly Reaper that he is.




CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE

Rose
 
The scariest monsters are the ones that lurk within our souls. – Edgar Allen Poe
"What the fuck, Rose? Are you trying to fucking kill me?" He growls, and I'm unsure if he's literally pissed off or just as turned on as I am that he can barely see straight.
"Easton." I sigh. "I've been waiting for you."
"Waiting for me, huh? Didn't look like it to me. Looked like you were about to scissor fuck your best friend in the living room." Oh, he definitely seems pissed.
"We were just… having fun. I've been waiting for you for so, so long. And I'm just so… horny." Oh, God. My mind feels clear and not all that drunk, but the words spewing out of my mouth are uncontrollable.
"Is that right? Horny for what? Horny for Cara?" The shit is taunting me.
"No. I don't want Cara, you know that. I want you Easton. I've wanted you for so long."
I stretch out on the bed and hope that he will take the hint and come fuck me seven ways till Sunday. His eyes grow dark again as they travel my body. "And what the fuck are you wearing?" He groans and looks to the sky as if asking for patience.
"Don't you like it?" I sit up and flip my hair over my shoulders, showcasing my heaving breasts that are so in need of attention. Peeking down, I see my nipple still peeking out of the edge of my top. I don't even try to adjust it, I just want him to peel the damn thing off of me.
"Like it? It's going to be burned into my memory for a lifetime. Except it's also getting burned, literally, and you're never wearing that shit again. The tops of your nipples are fucking spilling out like a waterfall. I'm going to have to kill Logan and Jackson for even witnessing you in this outfit. I'm going to have to kill everyone in the Grove."
His words that would usually anger me get pushed aside. My want is overriding my anger at this point. Reaching back, I unclasp my top and finally – finally, let my breasts breathe. My nipples, hard as stone, nearly make me come undone as the cool air hits them. I can't help it as I reach up and touch them.
The sensation is just too much. I groan, loud.
"Fuck it." Easton growls from near the door as he stalks over to me, pressing my shoulders down so I'm lying on the bed. He covers my body with his own and gives me a heated look moments before leaning down and taking a nipple into his mouth, lapping it up with his tongue and then biting down.
"Oh, God."
"God isn't here, baby. Only your fucking Reaper." He dives down again, alternating between my breasts and coiling my insides so tight, I think even a breath between my thighs would make me shoot off like a rocket.
I grab onto his hair and pull him up for a kiss, tangling our tongues together and breathing in each other's need.
Easton gives me one more kiss before sliding down my body, playing with my breasts before moving to the tops of my jeans. "Shit." He groans. "Do you fucking see this, Rose? You soaked through your fucking jeans." I lean up and glance down, seeing a large wet spot sitting right in between my thighs. "Cara really turned you on that much, huh?"
"No, no. It wasn't Cara. It was… you."
"Me? What did I do?"
"You watching me like you did. I felt… turned on. I could feel you wanting to take Cara's place. I imagined you were…"
"Imagined I was what?"
"I imagined you were Cara. Dancing with me, touching me, kissing me." My voice wobbles at the end. This is too much. Just… too much.
He presses his fingers up against the wet spot, the seam of my jeans hitting me right in the clit. "Oh." I arch off the bed, but Easton is right there and presses his hand into my bare chest, holding me down on the bed.
"Are you ready for this, Rose? I need you to be sure before we go any further."
"I've never been more sure of anything in my entire life."
He smirks at me, black eyes and all. My devil.
Flicking the button free on my pants, he takes the edges and peels them off slowly, like each inch of my leg is a treasure and he wants to savor every moment of it.
Once my legs are free, I'm completely bare to him, only a thin scrap of lacey black panties which have been pushed between my folds anyway. I've never been this naked in front of someone before.
It feels undeniably erotic.
"You are a queen, Rose. Your body is an absolute temple, and I'm going to worship it until the sun comes up."
He stands up and reaches into his pocket, pulling a condom from his wallet and ridding himself of his pants and shirt. Standing in front of me in a pair of briefs, I wish I had the guts to tell him he is the one who should be worshipped.
His marred, ripped body is not something many people get to witness. Get to savor and enjoy. But I get to. I get to be at his mercy as he takes my virginity – the one thing I have been holding on to. For the right person, that is.
That person is Easton.
Because I know, without a doubt, that he will take care of me. The blood that runs from between my thighs will run onto him and for a moment, we will become one.  He will break through that barrier and take what is his.
What's always been his.
He peels down his briefs and I'm rewarded with the first glimpse ever of a cock in real life. And I have to say, it's a spectacular one at that. It bobs long and hard, warning me of all the things to come.
Leaning over, Easton grabs the thin straps of my thong and peels it down my legs, and then we are nothing. Only skin.
Kneeling on the floor, Easton grabs my knees and spreads them as wide as they will go, baring my most intimate area for him to explore. He looks up at me and licks his lips, speaking no words from his mouth, but speaking stories from his mind.
Mine.
With a blink, his eyes turn cloudy with lust as he looks down at my wet folds and licks his lips, ready to take a taste of what's finally his.
Leaning forward, he flattens out his tongue and groans loudly as he laps me up like I'm his last meal on earth.
"Oh, fuck." I cry out. I had no idea it would feel like this. What the hell was I waiting for?
For Easton, of course.
My cries of pleasure only spur Easton on and he grabs onto my hips in an almost painful grip, pulling me towards him to where I'm nearly sitting on his face. I'm unable to move at this point, Easton's hands are holding on too tightly. All I'm able to do is succumb to the pleasure and hold onto his hair for dear life as he assaults my body with his mouth.
"Fuck, you taste like honey." Easton rasps as he looks up at me, his mouth glistening with my arousal.
I lean back and squeeze my eyes shut, feeling about moments from drowning in my lust for Easton.
"You want to come, baby?" He strokes my thighs as his hot breath dances over my clit.
"Uh, huh." I garble. This is too much.
"Where are your manners, Rose?" He taunts.
"Please!" I cry out.
"You're not going to wear anything like that again, are you Rose? You wouldn't torture me like that? You don't want me to go to jail for gouging everyone's eyes out, do you?"
I shake my head no, eyes still closed.
"Look at me, Rose."
My glazed over eyes fall open and I peak over at him, seeing him looking devastatingly seriously at me. "Tell me you're mine, Rose. Tell me you're mine and no one elses."
"I belong to no one." I squeeze my legs closed to try to relieve the pressure that has been building for hours. I'm a shit, and I realize that. But he can't choose my moment of weakness to go possessive on me.
"Rose." He backs away from me.
My eyes narrow and my pleasure overrides my need for Easton. "Fine, if you don't want to get me off." I shrug and reach down, ready to do the job myself when my wrists are grabbed and held above my head.
"I will tie you to this bedpost and leave you on the cusp of an orgasm until you tell me who you belong to. I will sit here all day, shit, all year if I have to. It's time to be honest with yourself, Rose. It's time to give in."
His words might be more than I want to hear, but the look in his eyes tells what he really means.
Be mine.
"I'm yours." Tumbles from my mouth without a second thought, and that's all he needs before leaning forward and sucking my clit into his mouth, flinging me off the edge and into a mind-blowing orgasm.
"You are the sexiest woman I've ever seen in my life." He stands up and wipes his mouth, his eyes half-mast with need.
I give him a small smile, still unable to speak. Or use any of my body parts.
"Are you sure you're ready? This is your last chance, Rose. Once I get started, I don't know if I'll be able to stop." Glancing down at the wetness leaking from the tip of his dick, my throat turns dry. The thought of it fitting inside me is both terrifying and exciting all at the same time.
I'm expecting the pain. I'm ready for the pain.
"I'm ready." I whisper.
Grabbing the condom he tossed on the bed earlier, he slides it on with an ease that makes jealousy burn through me. I wish – just for a moment – that it could be both of our first times. That we could experience this moment of firsts together.
He climbs up on the bed after the condom is on and hovers over me, pressing an intimate and gentle kiss on my lips and brushing the hair from my face.
"It's going to hurt."
"I know."
"I can't take your pain away. I wish I could, but I can't. All I can do is try to bring you pleasure with your pain."
"I want the pain. I want to feel everything."
The corner of his mouth lifts in an evil smirk and he leans down and kisses me again, although this time the gentle man is gone and in his place is an eager man filled with heat and finality.
I feel him reach down and align his erection with my center, and without a word, he starts pressing inside of me. At first, all I can feel is a pinching sensation that gets worse with each moment.
"Relax, Rose." He grunts.
I try to relax but the pinching turns to burning, and tears spring to my eyes even as I try to suck them back. It's no use, because they fall anyway.
"It's going to be okay." He whispers into my ear. Grabbing onto my hips, he holds them steady and then plunges his hips forward, breaking through the only piece of innocence I had left and claiming me for his. The burning, burning deep within me makes me cry out in pain.
Leaning up, he breathes deeply as if he needs to reign in his control. "I told you I was the devil. Welcome to my hell." He leans forward and licks my tears off my cheeks before giving me a sincere smile. "It will only be uphill from here, Rose."
I'm not sure if I can believe a word he says, I'm frozen – still as a statue. Too afraid to move and experience even an ounce more of pain. I was expecting to feel the pain, ready for it even, but I didn't think this is what everyone meant by it. This is agony.
But then Easton reaches forward and dances his thumb along my clit, rubbing and exploring the most intimate part of my body. Slowly, I start to loosen up and relax into the mattress. "That's it. Feels good, don't it?" And slowly, while he moves his fingers around my magical spot, he slowly starts to move in and out of me in a gentle pumps.
"Ahhh." I moan in both pleasure and pain. I feel torn apart down there, but the pain is slowly starting to abate into a more pleasurable sensation.
Grabbing one of my legs, he hooks his arm underneath my knee so he can reach deeper inside of me; destroying me for anyone else. "Shit, Rose. Your blood is all over my fucking cock." I clench at his words. He sounds almost… aroused.
Peaking up, I see he is right – the blood is staining him and has even smeared a little on my thighs. "You see that, Rose? That blood? It's fucking beautiful. It's raw."
"Easton." I moan. The pressure of his movements combined with his finger on my clit is making my legs quake. The orgasm that is building in me is not like anything I've ever felt before. This one will destroy me.
"I can feel you… clenching." He grits. "I'm so close, Rose. I'm going to come so fucking hard." He starts pumping faster and moving his thumb harder against my clit and before I know it, I'm shouting out his name.
"Easton!" I scream.
"Rose. Fuck!" He follows after me, and I feel every pulsation of his cock as he empties inside of me. "Shit."
After a moment, he sits back and pulls out, slipping off the condom and tying it before tossing it into the nearby garbage can.
Laying down next to me, he pulls the covers up over us and trails his finger down my jaw line. "Are you okay?"
I can feel my cheeks grow warm as I smile up at him. "I'm more than okay." I lean up and kiss him, which I think surprises him since he's usually the one to initiate our kisses.
He groans and grabs on to the back of my neck, rolling me over until I'm straddling his hips. "Rose, Rose, Rose." He sighs as his hands go up to my breasts and he starts gently playing with them. "You know you aren't just a fling to me, don't you?" He says casually, like this isn't the big relationship talk I've been wondering about for the past week.
"I-I wasn't sure…" I hesitate.
"You aren't. I know we didn't start right, and you really piss me that fuck off sometimes, but… you mean more to me than just a simple fuck. I just wanted you to know that."
I look into his eyes and the only thing shining back at me is sincerity. "Okay."
"Okay?"
"Okay." I confirm.
"Good. Now get over here and show me you feel the same." He pulls me down and kisses me deeply, longingly, urgently.
Before I know it, he has another condom on and I slowly slide down on top of him, ignoring the burn from my already battered body and I show him.
I show him that he means more to me, too. A lot more.




CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO

EASTON
 
One thing you can't hide, is when you're crippled inside - John Lennon
Waking up in the morning, the first thing I notice is the floral smell that honestly makes me feel like less than a man with how much I enjoy it.
The second thing I notice is the warm, soft body that is curled around me like a koala. Rose is nestled into the crook of my arm as she softly breathes in and out, every so often letting out a little sigh that brings a smirk to my face.
Things last night were… more than I ever could have imagined. Walking into Cara's house with Logan and Jackso, and seeing Rose and Cara look about three seconds from fucking each other on Cara's floor did things to me. Not only did it bring on an instant boner, the jealousy and rage I felt we're not something I ever would have imagined feeling. Horny? Hell yeah, because who doesn't get turned on when two chicks go at it? But the jealousy and rage? That is not something that I anticipated when it came to Rose.
But then, Rose has become the most unexpected pain in my ass since she strolled into town.
The moment that I sunk inside of her last night, I knew I would never be able to let her go. I need to try and tone down my asshole so that she doesn't end up running away, but sometimes it's just hard with her stubborn ass.
This shit with Leonard and Rich doesn't help things. I have a fight tonight, but now I also have to deal with the shit with Rose's father. What is going to happen to him? And how am I going to break the news to Rose that her father is a piece of shit scumbag? And that I'm probably going to have to kill his ass?
Pounding down the hall rouses me from my thoughts, followed by screaming that I know can only be coming from one person.
Shari.
Cara's Mom.
The door flies open, startling Rose out of sleep as she shoots to a sitting position and pulls the covers up to her neck.
"What the fuck! What are you doing in my room? Why is my house a fucking disaster! Cara! Get your ass in here and get these people out of my fucking house! Cara!" Her drunk ass either hasn't gone to sleep or she has already hit the bottle this morning. Either way, the bitch is fucked up. Her baggy blue jeans have holes that aren't from fashion, but more from being worn for too many years. Her tank top shows off her saggy cleavage and gives us the disgusting view of her not wearing a bra.
We might be poor in this town, but at least we have a little class, unlike this woman.
Rose is trembling next to me, and my protective instincts rear its ugly head.
"Shari, shut the fuck up and get out of here." I grumble, laying a hand on Rose's back to help calm her nerves.
"Easton, is that you?" Shari squints at me and the woman has never looked uglier.
"Yes, Shari, it's me. Now would you get the fuck out of here so me and my girl can get dressed?"
"Get out of here? This is my damn house!" She shouts, spittle flying from the corners of her mouth.
"I give zero shits. Quit acting like you’re the queen of the fucking castle when you haven't stepped foot in this park in over a week. You're lucky your daughter has your EBT card so she doesn't have to starve. Your disgust me, now get the hell out of here."
Her face grows red – nearly purple – but I don't give her a chance to reply.
"Get the fuck out!" I boom, shaking the walls of the trailer.
Shari scurries out of the room, shouting something to Cara before leaving the trailer all together. She will try to take the upper hand because she's drunk, but at the end of the day, she still knows who I am. Who my father is.
"Was that – was that Cara's mom?" Rose peeps.
"Mhmm." I lean back on the bed and lay my arm across my eyes. This shit day is not starting out well.
"Shit. And I thought my mom was a wreck."
I sigh but say nothing. I really have to get moving and head to the gym, but sitting in this warm bed with Rose sounds way more tempting.
I pull her down into my arms. "How are you feeling?"
She thinks for a minute before responding. "Okay. A little sore, but not too bad."
"I didn't fuck you good enough then."
"What? No! It was perfect."
"Perfect, hmm? I was gentle on you. I went easy on you."
"Don't go easy on me."
I snap my eyes over to her. "You don't want me to go easy on you? You want to see what it's really like when I fuck you?"
"Of course." Her cheeks burn into an incredible shade of red. Red as a rose.
"Turn around then. Up on your knees and grab hold of the headboard." She senses the change in my demeanor because she turns around without another word and does as I ask.
Her naked body, trembling with need, would make me fall to my knees if I wasn't already on them. Her body shakes with what I'm sure is anticipation and hesitation. I won't hurt her, at least not much. I'm not into BDSM or any shit like that, but I prefer to take the lead when it comes to sex.
Bending down, I look at Rose's cunt and her folds that are swollen from last night. Her hole is glistening and I know if I were to stick a finger inside, I know I would find wet heat. I stick two fingers into my mouth to wet them and then slip them in between her folds, loving the sounds she makes once I reach her clit.
That's her spot, her weakness. I will remember that.
"That feel good, Rose?" I ask as I sink a finger into her hole and find exactly what I knew I would, a drenched cunt.
"Mhmm."
"You sure you're not too sore? Your pussy looks a little red from last night." I know she hears the smirk in my voice because she whips her head around and glares at me. She hears what I asked – it was a challenge.
Are you ready for a fuck? Are you really ready?
"I'm ready." She pushes her ass back into my hand to reaffirm what she said. If she's really sore, she's not letting on to it.
I grab my last condom from my wallet on the nightstand and quickly slip it on. Rose is practically dripping down my fingers at this point, and I know she's ready for me.
"Ready?" I ask one more time.
"Y-" I don't give her a chance to respond before I sink into her, going all the way to the hilt. Her walls pulse around me and I have to grind my teeth together from exploding like a fucking fourteen-year-old.
Grabbing onto her hips, I set up a rhythm that is both hard and fast. As much as I would like to take my time with her like I did last night, I have a fight to win tonight and I can't afford to lose.
"Oh, Easton!" Rose cries, hanging onto the headboard for dear life.
I bring a hand around and give her clit a small pinch, and she clenches so tight it pushes me over without warning. "I'm fucking coming, Rose. Come. Now!"
"I'm coming!" She shouts and loses her grip on the headboard, falling down on the bed as I continue to pummel into her, emptying everything I have in me.
"Shit." I say after a moment.
"Shit is right." Rose breathes and lets out a chuckle.
"Are you lovebirds done going at it like rabbits? We have to fucking go, Easton." Logan says from the other side of the door, turning the knob and starting to open it.
"Don't open the fucking door, Logan!" I shout.
"Jesus, okay. Hurry up though. We have to head out." He yells before walking away.
"Fucking idiot." He sighs as he sits on the bed and removes the condom. I walk over to Shari's dresser and take the first rattiest shirt I can find. "Here, put this on."
"Um, gross? I'm not wearing this shit." She holds it between her fingers like it's covered in feces.
"Well you're not leaving this room topless, and you sure aren't wearing what you wore last night. Put it on." I order.
"What the fuck, Easton? No, fuck that." She looks at me like I'm crazy.
"Rose, I have to go to the gym. I'm already running late. Can you just please not be a fucking bitch and do what you're told?"
"Easton! Are you serious? Fuck you!" Rose cries.
I look over at her and see her eyes filling up with tears, and the guilt hits me instantly.
Walking over to her, I grab her and pull her into my arms. "I'm sorry, Rose. I'm a dick, I know. I've got so much shit going on today it's starting to get to me. One thing that would help me get through it is knowing that some guy isn't leering at you in your next to nothing top. Logan included. So please, can you just put this on until you get home and then you can burn it for all I care?"
She pulls away from me, but at least she shrugs it on. "I hate you sometimes."
"I hate me too, most of the time."
She slips on her jeans and is about to walk out of the room, but I grab her by the wrist and yank her into my lap. "Don't be mad at me, baby. Please?"
"Don't be a douche bag then."
"I will try my very best to not be a douche bag from now on."
"Promise?"
"Scouts fucking honor."
She smirks at me and I know I'm forgiven. Leaning down, I lock my lips with hers and give her the best goodbye she'll ever have. After a minute, I release her and see the stars floating from her eyes.
"I've got to go. Text Logan when you get to the Pit tonight. I'll see you after the fight." I lean down and give her one more peck before slipping on my clothes and opening up the door, revealing an inpatient Logan standing near the front door.
"Ready to go? Or feel like going for round five, is it? Jesus Christ, you guys make me sick." Logan grumbles.
"Shut the hell up. Let's go." I give Rose a nod and then we head out the door.






CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE

ROSE
 
I watched you suffer a dull aching pain. Now you've decided just to show me the same. - The Sundays
After the boys leave, I walk towards Cara's room and knock on the door. "Cara? You up?"
"Come in here." She says.
Walking in, I smile at Cara's sleepy state in the center of the bed. She looks as thoroughly exhausted as I feel.
I plop down next to her on the bed. "How was your night?" I ask, laying down next to her.
She gives me a tired smirk. "Shit. I think I'm in love. He got me off more times than I've ever gotten myself off before. And I've gotten myself off more than I can count."
"You slut." I laugh at her.
"Shut up. I would ask how your night went, but I don't think that's even necessary. I heard it – all night. These walls are paper thin, you know? Good thing you didn't grow up in a trailer. I'm trained to keep it on the down low."
My face burns red. "Shit, sorry."
"No need to apologize. That was your first time, right?" I nod slowly. "How was it?"
"It was… amazing. It hurt so bad at first, but then… it didn't. I don't know. I can't explain how it felt. It was just so, so good. I'm sore now, but in a good way, you know?"
"Girl, I know. I feel the same."
"These boys." I laugh.
"Right." She laughs and then turns serious. "So, about last night…"
"Oh, God." I grab a pillow and put it over my face. "What did we do?" I groan.
She gets up to take the pillow off me and looks down at me. "Why are you embarrassed? It was just a joke to get them worked up, and fucking hell it worked. That, and it was kind of funny to see them like that, don't you think?"
"Well, yeah. But… I'm not into girls." I cringe.
"Me neither. Well, let me take that back. I wouldn't say I'm not into them, but I mostly like guys. And Logan is really all I can see right now. "
I nod, but I'm not really sure what to think about it. Cara is my best friend, and it was all fun and games, but it was just that, a game.
"You are hot, I'm hot, and we were both drunk off our asses. And – we wanted to fuck with our men a little bit. There's nothing wrong with that." She smiles down at me.
"No, you're right. It was fine."
"Good. And it got us seriously laid last night. If we ever need to egg them on again, I know exactly how to get to them now. You're kind of fun to mess with, too." 
She barks out a laugh when I swat her hand away after she pretends to reach towards my breast and give it a squeeze.
"Gross, is that my mom's shirt you're wearing?" She wrinkles her nose up in disgust.
"Ugh, yes. Easton is such a control freak sometimes. I swear if I wasn't worried about him going all looney on me tonight, I would wear something like I did last night to the Pit tonight."
Cara rolls over and gets up out of bed, revealing a completely naked body. "Oh my God, you were trying to feel me up when you were naked?" I shriek.
She laughs. "Get over it. Logan fucked the horny out of me last night. I haven't been able to move from the bed since." She waltzes over to her dresser and pulls on some sweats and a t-shirt, sans underwear and bra. I'm not sure how some people can go commando all the time. Grosses me out a bit.
"So anyway, about your mom. I had the pleasure of meeting her this morning."
She groans as she throws her hair up into a bun. "Sorry about that. She's something else, right? She deserves a Mom of the Year award or something. Fucking drunk." She grumbles.
"I know my house isn't great either. But, you're always welcome to come over if shit here starts to become too much."
She shrugs. "Thanks, but I figure I only have a couple months left until we graduate, and then I'm getting the fuck out of this box."
"Where are you going? College?" This is complete news to me.
"I don't know. Maybe. Or just find a job and a small apartment if I can. As long as I am away from these fuck ups who raised me – and out of this park – I figure I will have won… at least a little bit."
"I agree with you there."
"Enough of this talk depressing talk. Let's go cook some pancakes and gain back the calories we lost last night." She laughs and leaves her room, walking straight to the kitchen and grabbing what's needed for breakfast.
"I'm in." I sit up and follow her to the kitchen, cooking breakfast with her and spending a good morning with my best friend.
I just hope this happiness lasts.
◆◆◆
 
Later in the afternoon, I head home after making plans with Cara to meet at my house in a few hours so we can drive together down to the Pit.
Once I pull up to my house, I can't tell if the feeling in my chest is relief or dread when I see my mom's car parked in the driveway. I can at least be thankful that Jeff's car isn't here. The last thing I need right now is to have a confrontation with him when me and mom have been at such odds for the last week.
After I park and get out of my car, I wince at the slight soreness I feel between my legs. I hope no longer a virgin isn't written all over my face.
I walk in and see my mom in the living room watching Judge Judy. "Where have you been?" She asks, pressing mute on the TV.
"Slept over at Cara's." I drop my purse on the floor and sit down on the couch next to her. Looking over at her, I really look at her for the first time in quite a while.
She's no longer dressing up in her designer clothing like she's on her way to the country club. In its place is a modern shirt and some khaki capris. She looks… like a mom. The frown lines around her mouth and eyes are also gone. The sadness that bled from her day after day is dried up and happiness now shines from her eyes.
That – and I don't see or smell any liquor anywhere near her.
She nods her head and glances around every inch of my face. "I would like to meet her. You seem to really like her."
"She's a good friend." I toy with the edge of a frayed pillow, not really sure how to move on from here.
"Rose, can we talk? I mean really talk here. No arguments, no yelling, nothing. Just two adults, talking and having a real conversation."
"Okay."
"I know I haven't been the best mother to you. Your upbringing has been less than normal, with your father and then with me. I understand that I'm not perfect, and I wish I could take some of the things back that I have done, spend more time with you when you were a child. Moving here, having to get a job, meeting new people and even Jeff… it has opened my eyes. It made me realize the importance of life and how materialistic so many things I used to have really were."
"What I have learned is what's most important - family. You, Rose, are my family. I should have always put you first and I haven't done that lately. And for that, I'm sorry. I'm sorry for being a shitty mother, and for turning to alcohol when I should have just turned to you and held on to you."
At this point, both of us have tears falling down our faces, and it feels so good to hear this.
"I want us to start over. Make moving here a fresh start for the both of us. No more drinking, no more fighting. Just me and you, baby girl. What do you say?"
"Yes, Mom. And I'm sorry too. I shouldn't have said those things to you."
"Yes, you should have, Rose. Because I needed to hear them. But, Rose, don't take your anger out on Jeff. He hasn't done anything. And he is a good man. A really good man, and he would like to get to know you. Would you do that for me? Would you give him a chance?"
"Yeah, I'll give him a chance." I relent.
"Oh, thank you, Rose. I promise you will love him!" She pulls me into a big hug, and for the first time in forever, I sink into my mom's arms and am surrounded by her motherly smell.
We sit like this for a little while until I check the time. "I have to go get ready." I get myself off the couch and stretch, cringing when I notice I'm still wearing Shari's shirt.
"What are you doing tonight?"
I know I can't tell her I'm going downtown to watch a fight. We might be living in a different world, but I know she would be opposed to me watching people beat each other to a pulp.
"Cara and I are going to the movies and then just hanging out at her house for the night." The lie flows out of my mouth so quickly, I have to give myself an internal pat on the back.
"Oh, that sound's nice."
"Yeah. Are you doing anything?"
She gets a small smile on her face. "Jeff is going to take me out to dinner in a few hours. I was going to see if you wanted to go… but it sounds like you have other plans."
"Yeah… maybe next time?" Time to put on my good daughter face.
"Yes, let's plan on it." She gets up off the couch and comes to give me one more hug. "I love you, Rose."
"Love you too, Mom."
◆◆◆
 
An hour later, the doorbell rings just as I finish getting ready.
"Coming!" I yell.
I open the door to a smiling Cara, dressed in black, ripped skinny jeans and a sleeveless, high neck top. "Cute outfit." I say. Her little booties add the perfect touch to her outfit. She looks pretty badass.
"Me? What about you? You look smokin'." I'm wearing some washed-out jeans and a spaghetti strap ribbed tank. I decided to go more casual tonight, and I didn't really want Easton to be distracted by my attire. Less is more, at least for tonight.
"Rose, is this Cara?" My mom comes from around the corner in the process of hooking some earrings in her ears.
"Yes. Mom, Cara. Cara, Mom." I introduce.
"So pleased to meet you, Ms. Strauss." Cara adds such sarcasm, I can't help but roll my eyes.
"You girls look pretty fancy to be going to the movies tonight."
"Mo-" Cara is about to ask, but I interrupt before she can blow our cover.
"You know how it is, never know what cute boys are going to be at the movies." I laugh, awkwardly, and give Cara a shut the hell up look.
"All right. Well you girls have fun. Jeff should be here anytime to pick me up, so I have to go finish getting ready." She gives us a smile and walks back into her room.
"Movies, huh?" Cara elbows me.
"Shut up. I didn't want to get into it with her tonight. Mostly after we finally started getting along again. Anyway, I just have to go and grab my purse and throw on my shoes. I will be ready in a few."
"Go ahead, I'm just going to snoop through your house." She waves me off and goes to wander around the Shack. But, I guess compared to hers, it might be considered a mansion.
Rushing back into my room, I grab my wristlet and throw on my flats and am ready to go.
"Ready?" I ask once I reach the living room. Cara is bending over looking at some pictures that are on a shelf in the living room.
"You were a cute baby, Rose."
I go over see she is looking at a framed picture where my mom and I are on one of our vacations to Disney World when I was little. "Yeah, that was a fun vacation."
"I've never been anywhere." She sounds sad when she says this.
"Someday." I give her wrist a squeeze and a warm smile.
"Yeah. Someday." She snaps out of her sadness and looks over at me. "Okay. You're ready? Let's go then." Cara says.
We shout goodbye to my mom and then head out.
Ready to make it a night to remember.




CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR

Easton
 
Violence give me violence. – A Day to Remember
An hour before the fight is set to start, the worst possible thing happens.
Rich shows up.
"You all ready for tonight?" He asks with a cigar hanging out of his mouth and his hands shoved into his pockets, exuding authority and power. Not something I'm really in the mood to be around right now.
"Yep." Before a fight, I have a specific routine that I go through, and I rarely, and by rarely, I mean never, deviate from my routine. So, for Rich to show up here unannounced is not good for my mentality right now.
"Have you heard from Leonard?" I ask while I finish out my stretching.
"Nope. Hugo received a message earlier that he was going to show up here after the fight. So, here I am. If he's hoping I'll sit here while he makes a run for it, he has another thing coming. I have some people keeping a watch around town. If he tries anything stupid, we'll catch him."
Only one thing caught my interest in his sentence. "Leonard is coming here?" Shit, Rose will probably lose her shit if she finds out her dad is here.
"Yes. Is that a problem, Easton?" He looks at me with narrowed eyes and dread sinks into my stomach. He is fucking testing me with this. He knows Rose will be here and he wants to see if she is in on anything.
"No, sir."
"Good. Good, then. I will let you get to it. Good luck tonight. Let's meet after and go over what our next steps are with Sanders."
"Okay."
With a nod, Rich heads out and I'm back to the silence.
Jackson and Logan are around here somewhere. They usually stay out of my way, but close enough that if I need them for anything, they're there. Probably somewhere with my trainer, Duke, going over the fight that will be a walk in the park for me.
My mind flits to Rose, and I have to tamp down my erection that starts twitching at even the thought of her. Her smooth body, her floral scent, her soft moans.
"Fuck." I shake my thoughts free from Rose and try to focus on my fight. I might be the best fighter in Minnesota, but being too distracted can cost anyone a fight.
"Ready to get started, man? Time to head out there." Jackson says from the doorway.
"Yeah. Where's Logan?"
"The girls just got here. You should have seen the look on Logan's face, dude. He just about fucking sprinted to the door."
I laugh. "He's so whipped."
"Yeah, well. He has been since elementary school. Only difference is now he's got the pussy too. He's never going to want to come up for air now."
"Shit, ain't that the truth." I grunt.
He gives me a look. "Pussy is going to get you killed, brother."
"Jackson, if Rose's pussy is the cause of my death, I will die a happy man." I go and give him a pat on the back. "Don't worry, you will get it. Someday."
"I fucking hope not." He grumbles. "Whatever, let's go. You got a fight to win."




CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE

Rose
 
If you can't be a good example, at least be a horrible warning. - Aileen Wuornos
 
"Ladies, looking hot as always." Logan says when he opens the back door to the Pit for us. He gives Cara a look that makes her swoon and melt into a puddle at her feet.
"Let's hurry up. You don't have to stand with everyone else today. You get special VIP passes on the side of the ring." He winks at us and ushers us inside.
And once again, the apprehension of being here takes hold. Every single time I enter this building, something happens. The first time I come here – I almost get assaulted by a homeless guy. The second time I come here – I get jumped by a group of nasty sluts.
What is going to happen this time? In the pit of my stomach, I can just feel the urge to flee the building  growing with each passing second. I should go, I know I should just go before something happens and irreparable damage hits.
But, before I get the chance, the crowd swallows us up in the noise and excitement of the fight about to start. I look in every direction and only see energetic bodies ready to see blood.
There is no getting out now.
The fast-paced dance music is thumping from the speakers so loudly, I wouldn't be able to talk even if I tried. Logan has a hold around Cara's waist, who is holding onto my hand as we're being dragged to the side of the ring. We go up a few steps and then are on a platform of sorts above everyone else. There are minimal people up here, but with all of the people in this building, it still feels incredibly packed.
"The guy tonight, Luke Jakes, should be a walk in the park. Not sure what Easton's even fighting him for, to be honest. Last time they fought, Luke had such a bad concussion, he was out the rest of the year. Surprised he didn't get a brain injury from that one." He shrugs. "I guess we'll see tonight."
The moment the lights dim and the music shuts off, you can feel the anticipation level rise about a million notches in this room. The smell of eagerness, sweat, and liquor fills the room.
The announcer, who I now know goes by the name of Erickson, amps up the crowd as he introduces Luke and Easton. Easton, obviously, draws the crowd into louder, more excited cheers.
"Now let's get to it!" Erickson shouts, hopping out of the ring like his ass is on fire.
Both Easton and Luke step up to each other, ready to be the winner. But only one will succeed.
For a brief second, Easton glances over at me and locks me in our classic stare. He doesn't hold it long though, because before I know it, he reels his fist back and clocks it in Luke's face, making him stumble back against the rope surrounding the edge of the ring.
Shaking his head, Luke clears the fogginess from his brain and charges towards Easton like a bull. Easton is prepared for it, dodging each jab and uppercut that Luke is trying to hit him with.
This goes on for quite some time - Easton dodging each hit that Luke tries to make and Luke getting socked left and right.
It finally gets to a point where Luke is dripping blood and it seems like he is down for the count, when suddenly, he swings his leg out and Easton drops down like a sack of bricks.
I think everyone gasps at the same moment. I think Luke is even surprised that he was able to land any kind of a move on the Reaper.
Easton doesn't stay on the ground long. I can feel an immense amount of rage building all the way from this side of the ring. Easton lifts himself off the ground like he's as light as a feather, and in a flash is in front of Luke, tossing hit after hit in his direction.
Luke's momentary lead is long gone as he lays on the ground, trying to block any and every hit that Easton lands on him.
I see the moment that Luke's light dims. He goes from blocking the hits to a bloody body lying on the ground. Erickson comes out to state Easton is once again the winner, and Logan and Jackson have to come into the ring to pretty much pry him off of Luke's body.
Easton is pissed. I haven't seen him fall even once to the ground in all the times I've seen him fight – and I think what makes him even more angry is the fact that Luke was supposed to be an easy win.
I know he feels weak because of his fall. But he shouldn't. Because he still beat him by a mile and then some.
The rage and darkness coming off of him is frightening. Even I don't think it is a good idea to confront him right now.
Logan and Jackson usher Easton off of the stage after the cheering dies down and Cara grabs my hand. "Let's go get a drink. Easton seemed pretty pissed so I'm sure it's going to be a little bit before they come out."
"Okay." Damn. I've never seen Easton that angry before. If they wouldn't have pulled Easton off of Luke, I'm almost certain Easton would have killed him.
Shoving ourselves through the people, we make it to the bar and order our usual vodka lemonade. "There's a lot of people here tonight." I say, watching the crowds of people move around like waves in the ocean.
"Yeah, I'm not sure why, honestly. This wasn't even supposed to be a big fight." She furrows her brow in concern. "Easton seemed pretty pissed, I hope that they make it out here soon."
"Yeah." I frown into my drink. I knew tonight was going to suck.
We sit there for an hour until both Cara and I can't take it anymore. Neither of us feels like dancing, so we've just been sitting here staring off into space waiting for the guys.
Cara hops off her stool. "I'm going to go look for them. You coming?"
"Let’s go." I leave my empty glass on the counter and follow her through the throngs of people. Once we make it to the entrance towards the back, I wish I never would have left the bar.
The boys are standing there talking, and right in the middle is Easton with a woman shoving her barely restrained tits right in his face.
He doesn't even seem interested. Actually, he still seems pretty angry, to be honest. But what's bothering me is that she's even standing there, basically petting his fucking chest with her disgusting, cheap, manicured hands in the first place. Easton is supposed to be mine, and the audacity some people have to still spread their legs for someone who is taken is terrible.
"I'm not going to stand here and watch this. I'll be back, okay? I'm just going to go to the bathroom."
"Let me come with you. I don't want to stand here and watch this shit, either."
"No, I just need a moment, okay?" I rub my forehead because the tension headache that's coming on is making me want to go into a dark room and forget the world.
"Rose, don't you remember what happened last time?" She worries her lip, and I know she's thinking the same thing I am.
"Cara, I haven't seen any of those girls since the fight. No one has even looked at me funny at school. I'm going to go to the bathroom.  You can tell Easton that I'll be back once this whore of a woman quits rubbing her tits all over his chest." And with that, I stalk off to the bathroom, angry as hell.
I'm not angry at Easton, I'm just angry in general. He hasn't done anything wrong. I guess my jealousy issues with him are a little deeper than I initially thought. The women around him stand there panting like a dog in heat. I can't take it, and I don't want to have to see it every time we go out. What will it take – me to tattoo the word taken across his forehead in red ink?
The darkness is surrounding me like a dark cloud on a stormy day.
And the rain won't fucking go away.
◆◆◆
 
Walking into the bathroom, I breathe a sigh of relief that there are only a few people in here. Less people to look at me like I'm a schizophrenic while I'm huffing around like a maniac.
I'm irritated.
I'm irritated that life wants to screw me over at every turn. I'm irritated that Easton can't punch that slut in the face like I wish he could. He's too good for that though. He might talk shit to her, call her names, but he will never put his hands on a woman just to get her away from him.
I'm not that good of a person. That's why I had to walk away before I knew I would do something I'd regret.
So, here I am, squatting in a stall and hovering over the toilet because it has so many diseases, I'm afraid to even think about it. I take my time, but once ten minutes have passed, I know I only have a few more minutes before Cara or Easton come looking for me.
I flush with my foot and wash my hands, wrinkling up my nose at the coke head next to me in shorts so short she has more ass showing than what is covered.
How is this my life now?
Things have changed so drastically over such a short amount of time, I have a hard time believing this is nothing but a dream.
I went from living in a fluffy cloud to living in a bucket full of shards of glass. I get cut left and right and by the end of the day, I don't know if there is any blood left to drain from my body.
I like my friends, but these people and the places like this one – this building – or our school, is so run down and decrepit it's hard to believe I'm even living on the same continent.
My mom finally seems happy though, and she deserves happiness. I'm happy too, in a way. And I will sacrifice my happiness of having to live here – even if it's only for a few more months – just to see my mom's happiness bloom.
Even if mine might wilt. I just hope it doesn't.
After drying my hands off with the paper towel, I toss it in the overflowing garbage bin with no bag and walk out, following the dark hallway back to the main room.
What stops me though, is the noise of shuffling.
My nosy ass can't help but want to find out where the source is coming from.
I look left, then right, then left again and walk quietly towards the back offices that lead to the south exit.
And what I see has my eyes nearly falling out of my head.
Rich.
Rich and a huge man, standing there holding some man up to a wall, although I can't see who the mystery man is. Two other men, who look suspiciously like Logan and Jackson. If I were to guess, I would have to say that those men are their fathers. One is tall, built, and has blondish hair that has mostly turned white. I would have to say that he is probably Logan's father, Collin Boyer. 
The other man standing there is quiet as a statue, much like how Jackson stands around every day. Must be Randall Shaw. His eyes and mouth are the same shape as Jackson's, and I know without a doubt, I'm going to watch something very, very bad happen.
"P-please." Comes a garbled voice.
My whole body is plastered behind the wall, shielding me from their sight. I wish I had some supersonic hearing or something, because I can only stretch my neck and ear out so far.
"You have no right to beg or plead. You lost that right when you became a traitor." Shivers run down my spine at the tone of Rich's voice. It's the tone of death.
Shit, I'm about to see Easton's dad murder someone. I want to flee, I even silently beg my body to flee, but my feet appear to be cemented to this sticky ground.
"You have to let me explain. It's not what you think!" The man pleads, and I almost feel bad enough for him. But if he got himself into this position, he must have done something terrible.
Right?
"What does Sanders know?" Rich gets right to the point.
"Nothing! I swear. He thinks I'm getting all this information for him, but really I'm just trying to help you!" I hear some shuffling and then "No! Please, I beg you. Please!"
The curiosity gets the best of me. I peek my eyes around the corner and watch as a gun gets placed against the man's temple. I still can't see him properly; Rich's head is still blocking his face.
"No one ever asked you to get information from him. Now – now you have put us in a precarious position.  I'm sorry, Leonard. But you know the price."
Leonard?
The silent, but unmistakable sound of a bullet flies through the chamber and gets lodged into Leonard's skull. The silencer attached to the gun might have kept the sound to a minimum, but I swear, the sound of the bullet going into his head is something that will haunt me until the end of time.
Rich steps away from the mystery man and reveals a fast falling Leonard.
Leonard – my father.
"Dad?" I whisper, then slap my hand over my mouth. Glancing around, I breathe a sigh of relief when I realize they didn't hear my slip up.
I turn around and lean against the cement wall. Holy shit. I just saw someone get murdered. No, not just someone. I saw them murder my father. Not that it should really mean anything. The man is nothing to us.
Nothing.
I doubt me or my mother even flashed through his mind for a moment before his light went out.
But still…
Dead.
Tears that I never – not in a million years – would have expected begin filling up in my eyes until the world in front of me is one blurry, jumbled mess.
"Shit." I whisper, wiping at my face in fast motions as the tears fall one after another down my cheeks.
When I hear movement behind me, I know I have to get out of here – and fast - before I get caught and get a bullet lodged in my brain, too.
My feet start moving before my brain catches up, and before I know it, I'm opening the southside exit and am outside in the darkest alleyway known to man.
I lean over and plant my hands up against the brick wall, breathing in and out in deep breaths in an attempt to slow my breathing.
"Oh, God. Oh, God. Oh, God." I can't believe I just saw that. Am I supposed to tell someone? Am I supposed to tell Easton? Has Easton known about my father this whole time? Was this some sort of a ploy – some kind of a game to kill my father? What's next? Do I die next?
I need to tell Easton. I need to find out if he had anything to do with this. He couldn't have, right? If he would have known, he would have been there with Rich as he shot my father.
"Ohhhhh, shit." I groan.
The stupid slut has long been forgotten and seems ridiculous to even complain about compared to now.
They killed him with such nonchalance, like they were asking someone to pass the remote.
Like they were asking if they should wear the blue or gray tie.
Like they wanted to know if they should order red or white wine.
"Damnit."
The night air cools my skin, and soon I'm shivering so much, but I don't know if it's from the shock or the cold air.
Once my tears have dried and I no longer feel on the verge of hyperventilation, I get ready to go head back inside when I feel a sense of dread wash over me.
Not again.
I glance over my shoulder and see a shadow lurking in the distance. When he steps out of the shadow, I'm relieved to see it's Corey. But that relief is short lived when I see the wild look in his eyes.
He looks completely unhinged.
"Corey… what are you doing here?" I wipe my face and smile at him. I'm sure I'm failing at looking normal.
"Hello, Rose." His voice isn't friendly, and neither is the way he's holding himself.
I realize, in this moment, that the dread I was feeling all night wasn't because of seeing the slut with Easton, and it wasn't about seeing my father get murdered.
No, it was for this moment, right here.
This is going to be the worst yet.
"Shit." I whisper.




CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX

Rose
 
I think in some ways I wanted it to end, even if it meant my own destruction. - Jeffrey Dahmer
 
"Corey..." I try to slowly step closer to the door, but he notices my retreat and his eyes narrow into deadly slits.
"Hold on there, Rose. Not so fast. What happened to you? We used to be tight. Now... what? You have no time for your old friend? You too much of a trailer trash slut now to give me the time of day? Well guess what, Rose. That's not how it's going to work anymore. I've waited way too long, been sitting on the sidelines way too fucking long."
"Corey, we've always been friends. I'm always here for you. You're not sitting on the sidelines, because we're friends. We've always been friends!" I feel like I'm getting hysterical, which isn't a good thing. Corey doesn't look good. His clothes are ripped and dirty and his hair is a ratted mess. It almost looks like he has been living in his car or something. I know he couldn't have been home recently; his parents would never be okay with his appearance.
"No, Rose. Friends isn't what I'm talking about. That's not what I'm talking about at all."
"I-I'm seeing someone."
"I know you are. You're with that fucking punk, Easton. Why, Rose? Why? What does he have that I don't? You like the poor fucks that can't treat you to dinner? He's not good for you, Rose. He's not." His blood red eyes are blazing fire at me.
"We've been over this. We had our moment, Corey. But that moment is over. We're better off as friends, we always have been."
"No! No, we aren't. I love you, Rose. I love you so much. Can't you see that?" He starts moving closer to me and I try to step back, but Corey is right there to grab onto my wrist as he hauls me up against his body.
"Corey, let go." I try to shove him away but it's no use. His arm feels like bands of steel.
"Why can't you love me, Rose? Why?" He grabs onto my hair and hauls my head back, laying a heavy kiss on my lips.
"Urrrgh, Corey, stop!" I unplaster my lips from his, but all it does is pull hairs out of my head. "Please, stop. You're hurting me." I whimper.
"You fucking hurt me, Rose. You hurt me when you date someone else. You hurt me when you let him stick his cock inside of my pussy." My eyes widen at his statement. How could he know?
"Yeah. You think I wouldn't realize you guys are fucking? No way in hell would he be dating you and not fucking you. I know guys like him. You fucked him! You're a fucking slut, Rose!" He yanks my head back and I can feel each and every hair in his grip tear out of my skull.
"Ow!" I cry out, tears springing to my eyes. It fucking hurts.
"Shut up, Rose. Shut the fuck up." He spits each word in my face with malice.
My body starts feeling bruised from his heavy hands holding me tightly, and the tiredness from the day is slowly seeping in. I can't give up though, I don't know this Corey. I have no idea what he might be capable of.
"Like I said, Rose. I'm done sitting on the sidelines while someone else gets what's mine. You're mine, Rose. And this pussy? This pussy is mine, too." He grabs between my legs in a rough grip, squeezing and making my sore, sore vagina scream out in pain with his aggressive grab.
"Tender, huh? Why is that? Has someone been fucking my pussy lately? That's okay. Get the rough, uncomfortable time out of the way so that we can enjoy it. I don't particularly enjoy the bloody cherry all over my cock, anyway. Now we can have the fun. Doesn't that sound good?"
I shake my head no and whimper, the pain becoming too much.
"No?" He backs us up against some crates and blocks me in. Alarm bells start ringing and I'm almost afraid to admit to myself what I think is about to happen.
I can't let it happen. I can't.
"Please, Corey. Please. I know you're not a bad person. Please don't do this. You will regret it."
He laughs a slow, heavy laugh that settles into the pit of my stomach like rotted coal. "See, that's where you're wrong, my sweet Rose. I'm not going to regret anything. I think I'm going to very much enjoy this."
I cry out when he reaches for the button on my jeans, only to be silenced when he slaps a hand over my mouth, his dusty, dirty hand making it hard to breathe.
"Shut the fuck up, Rose. I'm done with the talking." He unbuttons my pants with fast movements, making tears leak out the corners of my eyes. "Don't be sad, Rose. I'll make this enjoyable for you. I promise."
My pants are peeled down my legs even as I wish that they could be stitched into my skin. The air falling across my legs feels much colder than I think it should. It feels full of death.
I hear a snap and instantly know that my black lace panties that I wore for Easton are now a piece of black fabric wasted on the littered pavement in the back of an alleyway.
"Oh, God." I groan. I cannot let myself become a statistic. I refuse to be someone who dies and gets raped in the back of an alleyway.
I'm going to fight. I'm going to fight until I win or until someone comes for me. I've been gone way too long, and I know Easton has to be looking for me at this point.
I use all my strength and try to wiggle out of his hold. It only angers him.
Blackness and pain flashes across my sight. "Quit fighting." He growls. The slap he delivered to my cheek pulses and throbs in pain. I'm sure my bruises and cuts that have faded from my last fight will once again be renewed  after tonight.
The straps of my top are torn and shoved down, revealing my breasts that are heaving with horrified breaths.
"Fucking yes." He reaches down and squeezes each breast, alternating between plucking and pinching my nipples.
He can try this disgusting form of foreplay all he wants, I will never get aroused in any way, shape, or form.
He reaches down between my legs and pries them opens, shoving his hand in between them and jabbing two fingers into my already battered hole. "Shit." I cry out, trying to close my legs or wiggle his hands out of me. Something. Anything.
Blackness and pain again. "I said quit fucking fighting." This slap was harder. Much harder. I can't take much more. My vision feels like it's starting to go in and out. I'm too afraid to pass out, though.
I'm not sure what I would wake up to.
Corey presses his hips in between my naked thighs, and I refrain from fighting too much when all I want is to get away from his erection.
I don't want this!
"Uh, Rose. You're body is so fucking beautiful. We'll be so good together. I'm going to fuck you so hard you will be imprinted with my fucking cock."
My pulse starts beating in my ears so loudly that his voice comes out muffled. I still hear his disturbing words, though. I will never forget his vile words, or his filthy hands.
"Do you hear me, Rose? Nod if you hear me." I nod, only slightly. "Good, girl." He unbuttons his own pants and I hear the shuffling movements of his pants and underwear sliding down his legs.
I don't watch.
No, I stare up at the sky. I watch the stars twinkle and wish for some kind of sign. Anything. I wish I had something sharp on me to stab Corey with. My fists aren't strong enough to do any sort of damage. My legs are pinned and I have no way to knee him in the balls. I have essentially no way of getting free.
My only chance is Easton.
I feel Corey's bare cock tapping against my inner thigh, and I squeeze my eyes shut. I can't even look the stars in the eyes anymore. I'm too embarrassed.
"Fuck yes." Corey whispers, almost to himself. I feel the pressure and jabbing of his penis trying to enter my dry entrance. I'm not prepped for him. I don't want him. My body does not want him.
Corey doesn't care.
More stinging and jabbing, and then a deep burn. "Yes." Corey moans as he finally makes his entrance. Tears fall down my cheeks in unstoppable waves now.
Once he gets to the hilt, he stops for only a moment to adjust himself. He then uses one hand and presses it up against my neck to stop my moving, and his other is holding my hip in a locked grip.
A moment later, he almost pulls out before plunging back in. In and out, in and out. He fucks me hard and fast, just like a man who is high up on cocaine.
I barely register anything at this point. I can't. Darkness fades in. The torment, combined with his chokehold on my neck makes the edges of my vision slowly start to fade.
I can't believe this is happening.
I can't believe I'm getting raped.




CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN

Easton
 
This is the point from which I could never return, and if I back down now, then forever I burn. – Immortal Technique
"You looked so good up there. I bet you could use a good release right about now. Am I right?" This random bimbo, who introduced herself as Rochelle, says to me as she tries to rub her hard, silicone inflated tits in my face.
"Uh, I'm good." I try to step away from her without acting like a dick. I don't know this one, and I'm trying not to be a complete asshole to everyone in my sight. But if she doesn't get off my dick soon, she's going to be disappointed.
She blocks my path from leaving. "Aw, come on. I've heard some of the other girls around here say you blow their mind. One said she even passed out from too many orgasms. Let me take this bad boy for a spin." She tries to grab my junk, but I snatch her wrist before she makes contact, giving her a warning squeeze.
"I'm seeing someone." I fling her wrist away from my body like it's covered in herpes. Although, it might actually be covered in herpes.
"You are, huh? Where is she? I don't see her anywhere. And even if you are, it's her loss she isn't here right now. No one would even have to know." She whispers the last part as she leans up on her tiptoes, trying to sound seductive as she whispers in my ear.
All I feel is hot breath and smell stale liquor on her breath.
I glance at Logan and Jackson, who have been bickering behind me for the longest fucking time about absolutely nothing, but for some reason we all stop and look around for Rose and Cara. All I see is Cara, who keeps glancing behind her, looking nervous as hell.
This dumb bitch, who I've had just about enough of about two seconds into meeting her, starts dancing her fingers up my forearm in some kind of annoying itsy-bitsy spider dance. "Would you fuck right off? I do not want you. Go away. Do you hear me? Go. The fuck. Away." I shove her off me with a little more force than necessary, and watch as she catches her bearings up against the wall before giving me two ugly ass middle fingers and hobbling away on her cheap stilettos.
Logan is already to Cara, talking to her and glancing in the same direction as Cara has been, giving off the same worried look.
"What's going on? Where is Rose?" I nearly growl.
Logan slightly steps in front of her and I give him a bewildered look. I would never actually hurt Cara. Is he fucking serious?
"While you had big tit Betty over there practically riding you, Rose got irritated enough where she went to go cool off. She didn't seem that mad at you, though. Just irritated. It's been a while since she's been gone. She said she was going to the bathroom…" She bites her lips nervously and my blood starts pumping erratically throughout my veins.
Something isn't right.
I charge my way through Cara, Logan and Jackson, bulldozing my way through everyone to get to the bathroom. If I see Rose on the ground again, beaten to a bloody pulp, I swear I'm going to lose my shit. I'm going to walk back and find Rochelle, and slit her fucking throat for clinging to me like a damn magnet.
I shove people out of the way left and right, not giving a fuck if people fall on their asses or not. The nervous boulder in the back of my throat is growing bigger by the second, making it almost impossible to breathe with how terrified I am.
What if I'm too late this time?
What then?
I refuse to think like that, so I strangle those thoughts until they're dead and gone, and bust my way into the girl's bathroom.
Shrieks and screams and a few what the hells are thrown my way, but my only mission is to find my girl. It doesn't look like any foul play has been going on, but that doesn't really mean anything.
"Rose?" I shout, pounding on the stalls that are locked and looking inside of the empty ones. "Rose!"
"She's not in here, bro." Jackson says from behind me, worry clear as day in his eyes and in his voice.
I slam my hand into the door, making girls scream and jump a foot into the air behind me. "Where's Rose!" I roar.
"Calm down, dude. Flipping the hell out isn't going to solve anything. Have you tried calling her?" Logan asks. 
Why the hell didn't I think of that?
I whip my phone out and dial her in record speed. Only, she doesn't answer.
I look over at Cara. "Are you sure she's not pissed at me? She's not even answering her phone." I tug my hand through my hair, feeling like my control is hanging on by a thread. I'm going to fucking lose it.
"She didn't seem pissed at you. Maybe a little irritated, but she's always a little irritated with you." She shrugs, trying to remain calm when I know she's anything but.
"Stay here and keep calling her. I'm going to run out front and see if her car is still here." Jackson says before sprinting out of the bathroom.
"Good thinkin', bro." I press the redial button so many times I lose count. I'm about to whip my phone against the  wall of the hallway when Jackson reappears.
"Her car is still here…" He says, anger and worry dripping from his voice.
"Okay. I can't just stand here anymore. Something isn't right, I can just feel it. We need to split up. Fucking call me if you see, hear, or even smell her. I swear I will rip this place apart until I find her."
Everyone nods and both Logan and Cara take off towards the bar, probably hoping she just went to go get her fruity little drink and not that something isn't monumentally wrong.
Where the hell are you, Rose?
I walk in the opposite direction towards the back offices when I hear grunting and low voices. I speed up and push the door open so quickly, only to come across a sight that makes me never wish I came back here.
"What the fuck?" Hugo is shoving a dead as hell Leonard into the closet of the back office, while Rich, Collin and Randall are standing there puffing on a cigarette and looking like they're discussing the weather.
"Easton, how'd the fight go?" Rich asks all nonchalantly.
"Fine… what the… what the fuck happened?" I don't have time for this! Where is Rose? Did she see her father? Is she hiding somewhere crying? Did Rich see her and kill her and is hiding it from me?
I bury all my emotions and give Rich a blank stare, hoping he will reveal any kind of hint on where I can find Rose.
"Leonard was working against me." Rich says, smoke flowing through his nostrils.
"Ahh. How do you know that?"
"Are you questioning me, boy?" Rich's face turns from lazy to furious.
"No, I'm not questioning you. I'm just wondering what happened. The other day he told me he was working against Sanders, and now you're telling me he was working against you? I'm just wondering what happened. Did he confess?"
"I know a traitor when I see one. He was hopped up on drugs and spewing lies out like it was nothing. He cannot be trusted. And he knows what happens when I can no longer trust someone who has worked for me." He shakes his head in pity.
Only I know the last thing he feels right now is pity.
"What are you going to do with him? He will be stinking this place up by morning."
"Hugo will take care of him once we close down."
I give him a nod. "All right. Well, I guess I will just let you guys to it."
"Hold on there, Easton. What are you even doing back here? Shouldn't you be up at the bar, partying with your friends and that little girlfriend of yours?"
The way he says girlfriend makes my hackles rise, but when I look into his eyes, I think he's just trying to get a reaction out of me.
I let out a breath. He didn't kill Rose.
"I just... was back here this morning and thought I lost my headphones. Logan or Jackson must have them though." The lie flows out so easily, Rich would be proud if it wasn't him I was lying to.
"Hmmm. Okay then. We'll talk later. Have a good night." Everyone gives me a nod and I leave, shutting the door behind me. They're lucky I wasn't some random passerby. But then, I suppose if anyone happened upon them, they would just kill them and be done with it.
I sigh and keep looking through the other empty offices back here, only to come up empty with each one.
"Fuck!" I shout. I know without a doubt that something is wrong. I can feel it in my veins.
I turn towards the front and am about to walk towards the bar when the door to the back alley comes into my line of sight. I wouldn't think anything of it, except something keeps pulling my gaze back to that damn ugly red door.
"Shit." I might as well check out back otherwise the thought won't leave my mind.
Slamming my palms up against the handle, the door flies open and the horrific sight in front of me appears that will forever be burned into my brain.
Corey, pinning down what looks to be a catatonic Rose, who is stark naked. His fucking cock pummels into her over and over again as he brutally rapes her.
Darkness and waves of hot rage flood my body as I turn into what can only be described as the Reaper. They might have called me the Reaper many times before, but this time, I only have one thought in mind.
Death.
I stalk over to the coked-out fucker and grab him by his naked, hot shoulder and slam him onto the cigarette laden pavement behind me.
"What the -" Corey cries, but doesn't finish his sentence before I stick my fist in his face. Not once, not twice, but repeatedly. He cries fall to groans, which fall to grunts, and eventually, a small whimper.
I can't stop, though. My anger is too much. I grab him by the front of his face and slam that back of his head over and over into the pavement, creating a bloody pool behind his head.
His shallow breaths only make me angrier.
This fucker does not deserve to live another breath.
I slip my glock from the back of my jeans and release the safety, cock it, and pull the trigger. I have no sense of right or wrong, or getting caught as I cock and pull, bullet after bullet releasing into this fucker's skull until and empty click is the only thing that speaks back to me.
"Shit. Easton!"  My shoulder is grabbed, but I'm too much in a trance to comprehend who is speaking to me.
"Fuck!" Logan's voice muffles behind me, and I turn around, seeing that my elbow went straight into his nose, which is now flowing blood like the Hoover Dam.
Seeing Logan, and a stunned Jackson taking in the scene around him, snaps me out of my state.
"Rose!" I leap to my feet and walk over to her where she is still laying down and staring at the sky, eyes as wide as saucers. "Rose, talk to me babe." I rip my shirt off and place it over her naked form. "Rose, say something!" I turn to Jackson. "Go get the truck. Now!" Jackson takes off into a sprint as I look towards Logan. "Go inside and make sure no one comes back here." Logan nods and walks back inside.
"Oh, shit, Rose. Fuck, babe, I'm so sorry. Please speak to me, say something." The only reason I can tell she is alive is her breathing.
But what breaks my heart is the slow blink she makes, releasing a lone tear as it tracks down her face. Drops of water falls on my upper lip, and I look up to the sky and see a clear night. That's when I realize that I'm crying, too.
"Shit." I wipe my tears quickly. I don't remember a time when I have ever cried in my life, ever. It only makes me want to go to that dead fuck ten feet away and bust another clip into his brain.
The rumbling of the truck blares down the alleyway and soon makes its appearance. I'm cradling Rose in my arms, whispering promises to anyone who is listening to make this go away.
This pain. This brutal, overwhelming pain that is throbbing throughout my entire body.
It feels a lot like despair.
I don't know how I'm supposed to make things right, but fucking hell I'm going to try.
"Please wake up. Fuck, please let this be a dream." My wishes go unanswered when I glance down and see a still catatonic Rose looking towards the sky. Except, she's not really looking at the sky. Her eyes are completely empty.
Jackson slams on the breaks moments before Logan comes barreling out of the back door. Both look equal parts distraught and murderous. I can't blame them, because that is only an inkling on what's going inside of me.
"What the fuck are we supposed to do? We need to go to the hospital, bro." Logan stresses while yanking at his hair.
"No, we are not going to the fucking hospital!" I bark out. "Bring us to my place, and fucking hurry." I lift Rose into the car and curl her up against me, watching for her blank eyes to make any kind of movement.
Nothing.
"Why isn't she waking up?" Jackson barks in a worried tone after getting into the car.
Logan shuts the trunk door, having just thrown Corey back there. Not sure what we're going to do with him.
"I don't know! Rose? Rose! She hasn't acknowledged that we're even here, at all. I don't know what the fuck to do." I give her a little shake, but her body just wobbles like a dead corpse. I check her pulse again, letting out a relieved breath to feel it still beating.
She just won't wake up.
"Rose, wake the fuck up!"
Speeding through the night, the glow of the street lights flickers in through the windows and casts a glow on Rose's face every few moments. I trace her features, memorizing every curve and feature there is to know about her face.
"I'm not sure what happened tonight or how it came to be, but I can assure you one thing, my little Rose." I grumble into her ear. "Everyone is going to fucking pay."




To be continued...






































Don't be afraid to report abuse. It will save someone.


Domestic Abuse Hotline: 1 (800) 799 – 7233
Sexual Abuse Hotline: 1 (800) 656-4673
Suicide Hotline: 1-800-273-8255








ABOUT THE AUTHOR
A.R. Breck lives in Minnesota with her husband, two children and two dogs. She enjoys reading, writing and sharing her stories with the world. When she isn’t working, A.R. Breck loves to watch horror movies, road trip around the country and read forbidden romance novels.










FOLLOW ME
Instagram: @ar.breck
Facebook: @ar.breck
Goodreads: @ar.breck
Email: ar.breck@yahoo.com







cover.jpeg
BRECK

R

A





