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      The content in this story may be disturbing to some readers. Sensitive readers beware, this is a dark BWWM bully romance novel with themes readers may find troubling and frank discussions about race that may disturb some readers.

      Violence, strong language, potentially offensive content, sexual violence and death are all mentioned explicitly in this story.

      This is a hot, slow-burn interracial romance story in an interconnected series.
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        A dark twist wrenches Crispin and Amina apart just when their relationship reaches a point of true racial healing and understanding.

      

        

      
        Crispin invites Amina to his family home in Barbados.

        It doesn't take long around the old colonial plantation for Amina to uncover the Barclay secret.

      

        

      
        Where they get their rum...

        The dark history that made her boyfriend a billionaire...

      

        

      
        Keeping their relationship together isn't easy once they touch down in paradise.

        Reaching the mile-high club on her billionaire boyfriend's private jet is a high that crashes with Amina's hopes for a future with Crispin.

      

        

      
        The tall, blond Englishman's bigoted family doesn't approve of his dark-skinned girlfriend.

        More problems from Crispin's past loom around them.

      

        

      
        As their universe turns to chaos, they have to fight for what they truly want.

        A world where race doesn't matter.

        A world where they can make love on the beach...

      

        

      
        And have the happily ever after they should have had from the start of their warm, Caribbean holiday.

      

        

      
        This is Book #3 of a 6 book series with a morally grey alpha hero, a black female lead and a lovable cast of characters. This series must be read together, in order. This is a spin-off series to The British Bully Series with Ben & Libby, another interracial bully romance set at Rapetti Academy.
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      Crispin pushed hair out of my face and leaned over me, panting. His warm body pressed into mine, making me want him more. He was so perfect and so close. I loved the feeling of his hulking, muscular body hovering over mine. His gaze lingered on me and lying beneath him on the reclined chair, I wanted to strip his clothes off and see every inch of Crispin’s body naked again.

      “I want you right now,” he murmured, the background of the private jet fading around us so it was just me, my billionaire school crush and luxurious leather chairs.

      His body was toned from soccer and Crispin in general never skipped the opportunity to stay active. I didn’t just love his musculature but Crispin’s sheer size. I craved seeing him naked again as badly as I wanted to deny it to myself. Seeing him naked again turned me on.

      I ran my hands down his back appreciating the sheer size of Crispin’s physique. His closeness made me whimper without Crispin really touching me. The roar of the jet engine surrounded us with dull white noise. I couldn’t help but find it peaceful to be beneath him with the soft rush of sound and Crispin’s protective body over mine.

      Being alone with him was magical. 30 thousand feet above everywhere…

      And we were official. I was his girlfriend and that was almost as magical as being with him.

      “I want you so badly,” Crispin whispered again. His soft voice and his English accent melted me in his arms. I had never felt so open with Crispin. I couldn’t tell if it was the ‘girlfriend’ label or the luxury.

      His words made me shiver and he leaned over to kiss my shoulder tenderly. He wanted me. Not any other girl. Me. Amina Hewett. And he knew exactly how fucked up my life had been. He knew all my dirty secrets. All the horrible things I’d hidden. My whole life, I’d gone to bed crying, wishing that someone understood. Wishing that I could just tell someone.

      And now Crispin Barclay knew. And he hadn’t run away.

      I grabbed Crispin’s shirt and pulled him closer, running my ankles along the backs of his legs and drawing him close to me. We were alone except for the pilot and two stewards who were locked away in the front of the plane so we had total privacy. I didn’t know if I would have cared. I wanted him that badly. Crispin didn’t seem worried at all but then again, Crispin wouldn’t.

      I pushed my hand under his shirt, desperate to feel his body. His amazing body, cut from sprinting down soccer fields and running unreasonably fast miles. He shivered as I touched him which made me want to touch him more. I ran my hand over his biceps, continuing to enjoy his thick, sinewy muscles.

      He chuckled as I touched him and murmured, “That feels nice.”

      I bent my fingers and ran my nails over Crispin’s perfect, ridged abs. He groaned as I applied gentle pressure to his chest. Using my other hand, I pulled his face close to mine.

      “I quite enjoy when you have your way with me, Lips.”

      “Have my way with you?” I whispered, inhaling his scent and attempting to get impossibly close to him. I had never been so needy about a guy before and Crispin responded extremely well to my touch, making me more comfortable with enjoying his physique.

      “I like when you get all wild.”

      His fingers caressed my thighs and I shuddered as I squeezed him close to me. I never wanted this plane to land. We didn’t have much time left in the journey, and I knew Crispin enjoyed taking his time with me. I was greedy for him and I didn’t want him to stop or for us to somehow miss out on this moment.

      I never wanted to move away from Crispin. I slowly ran my fingers over the dark tufts of hair beneath his navel and followed the little trail to the waist of his trousers. I ran my hand along the front, stopping at his belt buckle for a moment and then rounding my grasp over Crispin’s hardness.

      He was really hard. I was ready for him too and extremely impatient. The longer we waited, the more I was sure the plane would suddenly spiral out of control and something would shatter this moment. Crispin kissed me again and then murmured, “Go on, Lips. We’re here and we’re entirely alone...”

      Crispin leaned forward and then the cabin door that ought to have separated us from the staff burst open.

      The blue-eyed older woman yelped, “Mr. Barclay!”

      “Damn it, Ms. Perkins!” Crispin snarled.

      She made another shocked yelp and averted her eyes as politely as possible given the circumstances. I shoved Crispin off me and adjusted myself in my seat, squeezing my knees together as if proper posture could stop me from looking wanton to Ms. Perkins.

      She stammered nervously, “Oh my! I’m sorry. Mr. Barclay...”

      Crispin groaned and leaned back in his seat with a sigh. I didn’t make an audible noise but I quietly wanted to smack the hell out of Crispin. He had worked me up to the edge and then pulled away at the last second. My frustration needed an outlet and apparently, Crispin’s did as well.

      “Well, you’re already here. What is it?” He snapped while completely red in the face.

      She responded stiffly. “We’re ready to serve dinner.”

      “Go ahead,” Crispin snapped, “Hurry.”

      He added with more intense and demanding frustration, “Bring wine.”

      I’d never heard Crispin treat anyone that rudely before. His cheeks darkened as she hastened away and he glanced over at me.

      “Why are you giving me that look?”

      “She didn’t mean to interrupt,” I whispered, “It’s fine. We have the entire holiday. Don’t be rude.”

      “Right,” Crispin muttered.

      “You should say sorry to her.”

      “Why? I specifically asked not to be interrupted.”

      I couldn’t sit back and let Crispin act like that.

      “Don’t act like a brat.”

      “I am a brat,” Crispin huffed, “A horny brat who⁠—

      Ms. Perkins emerged with trays and set them down on the folded tables in front of us.

      “Thank you,” Crispin said and then he muttered, “My apologies for snapping.”

      Ms. Perkins looked like she’d never heard Crispin say that before and lifted the metal covers away from our food. Crispin was still trying to feed me all the time, clearly. I stared at the plate and tried not to let thousands of horrible insecure thoughts rush through my head. It’s just a steak. A really nice juicy, not horrible and fattening steak. With potatoes. And tasty veggies. Yum.

      Crispin put his hand on my thigh, jerking me out of my food-induced reverie. He leaned over and kissed my cheek before he whispered, “I’m not through with you, Twiggy. Have a bite. I can wait for sex... You’re worth it.”

      My heart skipped a beat and I looked up at Crispin with a goofy smile on my face. I didn’t want him to see me getting all cheesy, so I turned my head away and started cutting my steak. Instead of cutting the entire thing in tiny bites and dividing the bites in half, I cut a single bite and put it in my mouth.

      “Mmmmm.”

      That steak was damn good.

      “I knew you’d love it,” Crispin said, chuckling.

      Ms. Perkins re-emerged from the other compartment of the jet with a bottle of wine on ice. Crispin muttered a crisp thanks and then uncorked the bottle. He glanced over at me with a mischievous grin.

      “I’ve been having mixed feelings about the holiday. My entire family’s gone and I’m about to see my bloody grandparents... Would you be terribly upset if I wanted to... get super drunk?”

      I didn’t want to navigate a strange country on my own. I knew nothing about Barbados and taking care of a drunk giant didn’t seem like a good idea. Getting drunk after we arrived on the mysterious island seemed like a much better idea.

      “Are you sure?” I asked Crispin, trying to be the responsible one. Crispin grinned at me like he thought I was worried over nothing.

      “I’ll still look after you,” Crispin promised as if he could read my mind. “And you can drink too. I would love to get you smashed.”

      I rolled my eyes. Crispin just wanted to have fun and after our frustrating moment, I craved some release.

      “As long as we’re not drinking whiskey.”

      “We?”

      “We’re on a private jet, Mr. Barclay. If you’re getting drunk, I’m getting drunk.”

      Crispin laughed, “I love you.”

      My heart always did a little jump when Crispin told me that he loved me.

      “The feeling’s mutual, Mr. Barclay.”

      “Oh, now you’re making me feel old. And anyway, before the story broke, I used to be a Hargreaves-Barclay,” he groaned, in a very British accent that did make him sound much older than his eighteen years. Crispin had a deep voice. The type of voice that I could listen to all day.

      Crispin poured a glass of deep red wine for me and then poured one for himself. He sipped his wine and sighed. I was nervous about drinking something that wasn’t prosecco but watching Crispin tip the glass back into his throat and inhaling the sweet heady scent made me want to drink it. Shamelessly. I tried a sip. Damn.

      I wasn’t an expert, but the wine was good and it made looking at Crispin even better. One look at him and I craved nothing more than kissing him and tasting the wine off his lips.

      Crispin seemed to be lost in thought about his family now that we we had been interrupted. He told me a few anecdotes about yacht parties and family reunions in Barbados before he grew quiet and sad.

      He started talking about his parents, which I probably should have expected based on the shift in his expression and the sadness perfectly captured in his blue eyes.

      Crispin cleared his throat and explained to me, “My grandparents hated my father. They always thought my mum could do better than him. She was the Hargreaves… Maybe they were right.” For a moment, a dour look crossed Crispin’s face. Then he seemed to pull himself together and he grinned. “As soon as we land, I’m taking you to the beach.”

      “What about your grandparents? Won’t they meet us at the airport?”

      Crispin snorted and said, “We’re not that sort of family.”

      I didn’t know what sort of family he meant. Crispin was always saying weird stuff like that. Boy, bye.

      He took another gulp of his wine, polishing off the glass. We ate and drank for a little bit more and talked about silly stuff. Crispin hated all my opinions on classical music, preferring the baroque period. Hm, bad taste He also hated all my opinions on soccer boys and kept trying to defend Jack Dyson for forgetting my name after asking me out three times. I said that King Kong white boy needed to clean his fingernails and Crispin agreed with that part. Crispin’s hands were always clean.

      Before I knew it, my tummy was full, two bottles of wine were already gone, and when Crispin tipped the wine bottle into my glass only three drops came out. His face was beet red. Pink all over. He was more relaxed than I’d ever seen him and instead of looking all sullen and grumpy he was... smiling. Easy-going.

      He chuckled as he shook the last few drops from the bottle.

      “Twiggy...” he said, chuckling even more, “Did we drink three bottles of wine?”

      The thought suddenly struck me as hilarious. Had we? No way. But maybe we had. I giggled and Ms. Perkins emerged from the back and cleared our plates. Crispin leaned over and pressed his forehead to mine. His eyes drew me in, like they usually did.

      “Twiggy,” he murmured, “I think we’re properly drunk.”

      “I’m not,” I answered, giggling like I was successfully keeping my drunkenness a secret from him.

      His voice was low and gravelly, “Can you hold your liquor?”

      I shook my head. I 100% couldn’t hold my liquor. And Crispin was right, the fact that I was drunk would be a big problem once the wine hit me properly. Oops.

      I giggled a little and Crispin said, “Oh, sweetheart, we’re in trouble.”

      “Shhhhh,” I whispered, giggling again.

      Crispin grabbed my cheek and pulled my face towards his. We started kissing again. Classical music played on the plane’s speakers, hopefully a sign from Ms. Perkins and the rest of the crew that we wouldn’t get interrupted anymore. Crispin climbed over to my seat, his body pressed over mine as he unfastened my seatbelt. Yes.

      He reclined my seat.

      Crispin grunted and spread my legs open as he lay fully clothed on top of me, kissing me. He was flushed and anxious to get his clothes off. I couldn’t blame him. I dragged his shirt off his shoulders and pulled him against me, touching his abs again. My hands found his belt but instead of hesitating over his trousers, I undid his belt and slid his pants down over his butt.

      His lips moved to my neck as I undressed him and he found that same sweet spot he’d discovered the first time we’d made out. He kissed right beneath my ear by a couple inches and any time he touched that spot, I moaned. Loud. Crispin pulled away, surprised.

      “Woah,” he whispered, “That was hot.”

      “Was I too loud?”

      “I’d prefer it if you were loud,” he murmured, pushing my legs up and apart urgently. His large hand touched my stomach and then moved to my breasts. He groaned.

      “My favorite,” he whispered, running his thumb over my nipples through my bra. I gasped as his finger flicked past my nipple, unraveling me. He reached behind me and with two fingers, unhooked my bra. The straps fell around my shoulders and Crispin moved his lips back to my neck, kissing me slowly there and then running his tongue across my collar bone.

      Then suddenly Crispin tugged his head away from mine, a worried expression on his face. My heart raced.

      Had I done something wrong? Had I farted? Maybe it was silent but deadly and Crispin would always remember me as the weird fart girl... Fifty thousand insecurities flashed into my head but Crispin only groaned again and bent his forehead against mine. I touched his bicep instinctively. His muscles were nice.

      “You are going to kill me,” he whispered.

      “What is it?”

      I was busy squeezing his enormous biceps and imagining them bulging out of his toned body as we had sex but Crispin’s lips weren’t even on my body anymore. Troubling...

      “I don’t have a condom.”

      That’s it?

      “I don’t care,” I said, “Whatever. YOLO.”

      “No,” he murmured, “Not YOLO... whatever that means... We both had chlamydia. You made your boundaries clear before. Remember? Just because we’re drunk and I really want you...”

      “Just do it,” I whispered, drunkenly, running my tongue along Crispin’s neck like a temptress, “Who cares about condoms... I want sex.”

      Crispin groaned and shook his head again before murmuring, “We should be safe. With you, I want to be safe.”

      “But... we don’t have chlamydia now! And I swear I didn’t go back for round two with that roommate of yours. No herpes anywhere up in this.”

      Crispin chuckled.

      “Trust me,” he said, “This hurts me more than it hurts you.”

      “Trust me,” I grumbled, pushing against his chest, trying to get Crispin’s perfect 6’6” frame away from me if he was only going to tempt me with it, “It doesn’t.”

      “I love you,” Crispin whispered, “Okay? And although I want to be safe... I don’t want to leave you hanging.”

      He put his hand on my crotch and whispered, “So... can I eat your pussy on the jet or will you punish me by keeping me from your perfect cunt...”

      Damn, white boy!

      Crispin smirked and waited for me to answer. There weren’t many possible answers. We were a couple hours away from Barbados. There was no reason to say “no” except for getting walked in on. I raked my fingers through Crispin’s cornsilk hair and pulled his face close to mine. I kissed him and thought about his offer.

      I liked when he did that but...

      “Can we just kiss?” I whispered, “I’m too drunk. Just want to kiss.”

      I wanted to feel more of Crispin when we made love. I didn’t want to feel sleepy and out of it. His hands moved to my hips and he nodded, pressing his forehead to mine as my lips wrapped around his. We kissed for a while. I lost track of how long we’d been kissing when Crispin finally moved away from me. My heart jumped.

      He pulled away between kisses and uttered agreeably, “Kissing you is great. You have the best lips... But I want more... I want so much more...” He moved away from me again and said firmly, “We need to stop. Okay? We just need to. Until we land...”

      “Okay…” I whispered.

      “I’m going to do so many dirty things to you,” Crispin whispered. My thighs clenched together. I was already soaked and I didn’t know if I could handle more teasing. Crispin clearly didn’t care about that. If he was experiencing frustration, he clearly thought I should suffer the same fate.

      “Like what…” I replied, willfully engaging in my own torture.

      Crispin smirked. “Eat your cunt on the beach. Putting my tongue so deep inside you that you scream my name…”

      He went on until I couldn’t take it anymore. I reached for Crispin’s hand, fully intending to give in. But we were both too drunk and when he reached back for me, he grabbed my hand so tightly, I thought he would break it.

      “Ow!” I groaned, wriggling beneath Crispin’s grasp. He was out of control as much as I was.

      “Sorry,” he breathed, “Sorry. It’s just... I’m really fucking drunk. Come sleep it off with me, Twiggy. Before I say something stupid.”

      A couple hours later we landed, sleeping in each other’s arms. I woke up and checked my phone as the wheels touched the runway. That was when I saw the text from my dad.

      I handed my phone to Crispin as the staff bustled around the plane preparing to help us disembark.
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      He read the message and then gave me a stern look.

      

      Unknown: Amina. This is your father. I got a new phone number. I’m sorry for all of the drama I caused and I just want you to know, I never meant to hurt or offend you. I lost control. I’m wiring $12,000 into your account. I’m still hoping to spend Christmas together, doll. I miss you. Love, Daddy.

      

      “We need to talk about him,” Crispin said, “And about what he did to you. I know he’s been stabbed, but he got off easy if you ask me.”

      Crispin would rather talk about my problems than the fact that his name was in the news again and that the stories weren’t flattering. Most of the press still suspected Crispin of committing his parents murder. They dug into alleged boarding school scandals and most of the time made things up and even photoshopped pictures to suggest Crispin had spent the past year in Germany partying and “celebrating his brother’s death”. Avoiding the headlines was nearly impossible in the age of cellphones and group chats. The football boys were particularly insensitive.

      The press apparently didn’t notice any contradictions between their rumors about Crispin in Germany and their speculation about how Crispin spent his time at boarding school. He couldn’t possibly have been both places at once, but the media didn’t care.

      He was serious though and put all his attention on me whenever he didn’t want to think about his own problems. I knew, because I did the same thing.

      “I don’t want to think about my dad,” I said, “Seriously. I should just delete the text. He’s an idiot.”

      If he thought he could tempt me with money, he was wrong. I didn’t want it. I would rather eat baked beans and toast off the ground every single day or better yet, avoid eating entirely. At least I had Crispin here.

      He handed my phone back to me with a sigh. His broad chest moved slowly and his presence made me feel a lot calmer, even if he hadn’t done anything except sigh. I wanted to nuzzle against his chest and just stay there.

      “Okay,” he said, “But I’m only giving you a pass because we’re finally here and like I promised, I’m taking you to the beach, even if we’re both knackered. The sea helps you take your mind off things.”

      I leaned over and kissed him, which made Crispin get this goofy little smile on his face. He never really smiled like that. But when I kissed him, he melted a little bit.

      Barbados... I’d never been here before but I looked it up on my phone when Crispin told me about the hotel and his grandparents’ home. I couldn’t wait to see a monkey. Crispin had told me wild monkeys ran around everywhere and I really wanted to see one in real life.

      We descended the stairs of the plane. At the bottom, we handed our bags off to his staff and a nice man with a bald head, walnut-colored skin and green eyes handed Crispin the keys to his Jeep, calling him “boss man” and saying a lot of words that I didn’t really understand. Woah. They have an accent! This is so cool.

      It was hot and Crispin’s car here was more... normal. In England, everything he had seemed extremely luxurious and over the top but Barbados was a lot more relatable to me. Crispin was rich; Katrina had said they were almost billionaires. It felt rude to ask about his money, but I liked the idea of money being less of an issue here. England could be stuffy. Barbados seemed cool.

      Crispin’s Jeep was from the 90s or something and it had tons of stickers on it about surfing and England. There were two surfboards strapped to the top. He held the door open for me and I climbed in. There was a picture of him, August and a biracial boy tucked in the vent. I didn’t ask who the kid was and Crispin didn’t explain. But I was definitely curious. Maybe he would bring it up later.

      Crispin climbed in on the other side, a big smile on his face.

      “Barbados! My grandparents won’t mind waiting. I’ve got to get your clothes off, Twiggy.”

      “I thought we were going to the beach.”

      “We are. That’s where I’ll be taking your clothes off,” Crispin responded impishly. He was

      “I can’t swim naked.”

      Crispin winked and muttered, “We’ll see.”

      “Do you have condoms for this plan?” I asked suspiciously.

      “I’m always prepared,” Crispin said, although I had my doubts.

      What was this crazy white boy going to get me into? I held on tightly as Crispin jammed the key into the ignition and the Jeep roared to a loud start. The heat seared the roads around us and the humidity made everything look hazy along the highways.

      He bumped down Tom Adams Highway. I couldn’t stop staring at the greenery everywhere and hanging my head out the window searching every tree for one of those monkeys I heard so much about. I didn’t see many monkeys but I saw a lot of people with cinnamon brown skin and darker. Most people were dark-skinned like me. I also saw lots of buses and fruit trees and students in uniform.

      I wanted to soak up all of it. Crispin drove  all the way to a rotary where we whizzed around to Errol Barrow Highway, down Graeme Hall Road, past a gas station with a loud argument happening outside over a backpack and then down some narrow bumpy streets until we got to a gorgeous beach unlike anything I’d ever seen. I searched everywhere for a sign, but I couldn’t find one. Crispin announced where we were so I didn’t have to guess.

      “Dover Beach!” Crispin said, brimming with excitement. His blond hair was a mess already and his face somehow halfway to sunburn even if the sun had barely touched him. “The place where I had my first kiss.”

      “So you’re taking me to a hook-up spot?” I protested.

      “I was eleven. Trust me, I didn’t know anything about sex. Come on! I want to show you.”

      He was like a puppy, grinning from ear to ear. It was as if the weather had instantly dried up the dark cloud hanging over his very British head.

      “Bloody hot here,” he said as he opened my door, “Are you sweaty? I’m sweaty.”

      I stepped out, right onto the sand. This place was paradise and I already knew I never wanted to leave. The heat traveled through the bottom of my feet and spread warmth throughout my body.

      My hair and skin absorbed the energy from the sun. Unlike Crispin, I didn’t have to worry about the sun demolishing my skin within a matter of minutes. My melanin protected me and shimmered in the sunlight. I had never thought my skin looked so beautiful before. It’s like I was made for the sun.

      But I was definitely overdressed. I took off my sweater, so I was just wearing a black dress, fishnet tights and moderately high boots which instantly garnered stares from everyone passing by. I didn’t think I dressed that weird, but apparently the people of Barbados disagreed. Crispin didn’t seem to notice the stares and I couldn’t blame him for focusing on the turquoise waters in front of us. He was wriggling his way out of his clothes and soon my 6’6” blond boyfriend was shirtless.

      “Come on!” Crispin shouted, his smile broadening as he saw me wearing barely anything.

      He grabbed my hand, pressing the automatic locks on his car’s key fob as he raced down the beach, dragging me behind him. Except, Crispin was super athletic. He could run a mile in under five minutes and he spent all day long sprinting. I was barely heavy enough to avoid getting blown over by the wind gusting along the beach. I was tired but fuck it felt good.

      Crispin let go of me and yelled, “Come on! Let’s go, Amina.”

      I pushed myself to keep up with him and I found that I could, although he must have slowed down a little.

      “Isn’t it great?”

      We came to a quick halt on an isolated end of the beach, with only beach condos overhead, laughing about how silly we might have looked to anyone inside them.

      Crispin lifted me up and spun me around, yelling, “I love you, Amina Hewett! I fucking love you!” I wrapped my legs around him and he kissed me on my lips and on my neck before he whispered, “I love you and I love the sunshine. I’m so happy that you’re my girlfriend. One more second of acting like I could be only friends might have killed me.”

      I sighed and scrambled off him, landing on the soft sand and kicking my shoes off, making me even smaller compared to Crispin Barclay. He kicked his shoes off and kept staring at me and panting.

      “You didn’t have a problem dating Sarah Clifford or Ella,” I pointed out.

      “Sarah asked me out,” he said, “And Ella... well. That got out of control. I’ve always had feelings for you, Amina. My first kiss was...” He turned really red then.

      “Okay. Spit it out, Barclay.”

      “My first kiss was from a black girl. She was from Barbados and... we met on the beach. And I kissed her. She had your skin color.”

      “That is so corny!”

      Crispin turned even redder.

      “It’s already embarrassing. I admitted it! You don’t have to poke fun.”

      “You’re one of the scariest boys at school,” I said, “I have to make fun of you. You always have to be so... alpha. So it’s funny.”

      “I can’t tell if that’s a compliment or an insult,” he responded.

      He put his arm around me and pulled me close to him again.

      “You decide, white boy.”

      “Very nice, Lips,” he whispered, “Tease me... Twist the knife in.”

      He bent down to kiss me. I raked my fingers through his hair and kissed him back. Crispin made a low noise in his throat and then pulled away from me. His voice was hoarse again when he spoke.

      “Tonight,” he said, “We’re going to do it tonight. If you’d like.”

      “You’re the one who stopped us last time!”

      “Only because I don’t want us to be irresponsible.”

      “Okay. So I shouldn’t read into the fact that you slept with Sarah without protection but you won’t sleep with me.”

      Crispin sighed and then stroked his chin. “I did that with Sarah because... it was stupid. I was drunk and an idiot. I thought I didn’t care. Devin?”

      I had a past too. I couldn’t imagine what Crispin thought about me and Devin. Shame coursed through me whenever he brought it up, even if I didn’t want to show him.

      “Devin didn’t like condoms,” I said, shrugging, “I figured most boys don’t.”

      “Just because boys want something doesn’t mean you have to give it to them.”

      “Right,” I whispered, “So you’d be fine if we never had sex?”

      I had my doubts that Crispin would believe that when it came to himself. He smirked and kissed the top of my head.

      “Well...” Crispin said, “Not exactly...”

      I tiptoed and kissed him again and Crispin held onto me. Tightly. Then he set me down and sighed.

      “I want to touch the water, but we should get to the Pink Plantation.”

      “The what?”

      “The plantation.”

      “What do you mean ‘the plantation’?” I asked again, this time, very slowly so Crispin Barclay could understand.
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      “Well... I’m sure you’ve heard of my family,” he said huffily, like he was next level famous or something.

      Boy, bye! We don’t care about dank ass British people in Texas! I folded my arms and said, “Crispin...”

      “I assumed you knew,” he said, “We’re literally... I mean... there was a scandal about it and everything.”

      I knew about his parents, but I couldn’t remember Crispin having any other public scandals. Maybe the detail had slipped through the cracks in all the headlines, but I was 100% certain I would have remembered learning about my white boyfriend’s affiliation with a plantation.

      “Enlighten me, white boy,” I snapped, feeling well-justified since my white boyfriend had just sprung a surprise plantation on me. I didn’t think to look up “does my boyfriend own a plantation” when I was googling the island.

      “I thought I mentioned it,” he grumbled.

      “Um... I don’t remember that.”

      Crispin seemed to get all annoyed that I’d brought it up at all. His cheeks were red and his dark brows furrowed a bit.

      “I didn’t choose how my ancestors made their money,” he snapped, “And believe me, I’m not fond of my grandparents either. We own four plantations here and, technically, I own the distillery. Okay? Satisfied? Do you want to discuss the entire portfolio one week into dating?”

      “You own a slave plantation.”

      “Slavery’s not legal, Amina. So no, I don’t own a slave plantation.”
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