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    Dear Readers
To those who believe in soulmates. Whether they're dark or light, you are theirs as they are yours.
Just like the first book, all translations will be at the back of the book, after the last chapter.
The song dedicated to this book is; Head First by Christian French
Please keep your mental health in mind while reading.
Have fun!

      

    


Take it all in.. I know you’ll enjoy it as much as I will.
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Prologue
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One year ago

Natalie/Rick
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NATALIE

Today is my best friend Elliana’s wedding. She is the daughter of a man who’s in the Russian mafia and her soon-to-be husband is now the head. According to her, they’re getting married so her father can be considered higher in rank. Of course, her father is a complete asshole who forced her into this, but she ended up loving her man despite that. And I’m happy for her. 

I’m standing behind Elliana as she finishes putting the final touches on her makeup. I have a huge smile curving my lips and tears burning the backs of my eyes. She looks gorgeous. When she sets down her lipstick I rush into her back, wrapping my arms around her shoulders. She chuckles and brings her hands up to squeeze my arms.

“You look stunning, Ell. You’re going to knock him on his ass.”

Her eyes are watering when I look over her shoulder, and her smile shows off her perfect teeth. “I hope so. If he cries, I need a picture for blackmail.”

We both laugh and I pull away so she can stand. The moment I finish fixing the train of her dress the wedding coordinator walks into the room with a cold smile and tells us to get ready to walk. She grabs me by the elbow and rushes me out of the room from Elliana’s side to meet up with the best man to talk for a few minutes so our walk doesn’t look awkward in the photos. When the best man comes in view she lets me go and leaves us to go finish whatever she needs to. I stand a few feet away and can’t force my eyes from him. He’s beautiful. His hair is a darker blonde and sits effortlessly styled, cut so it’s shorter on the sides and a couple inches of length on the top. His sky-blue eyes are smiling at me, matching his sensually curved lips. My eyes travel lower to find his chiseled jaw line leading to a thick neck. Time feels as if it slows down when I take in his body. He might be wearing an all-black three-piece suit but it doesn’t hide the massive muscles on every inch of him. 

Big arms, thick thighs, and I can only assume at least a six pack. When my mind finally takes back control of my eyes and I look up to meet his gaze, he’s looking at me with amusement and a single brow raised. My cheeks heat and I clear my throat nervously. I’ve never been able to resist admiring dangerous-handsome men but, when it comes to speaking with them? I’m barely capable to form coherent sentences. 

He notices my blush and takes his own time trailing his eyes down my body. He takes longer than I did, making my blush grow to a blazing fire. When he finally looks back to my face, I can see the pure desire glazing his stare.

“I’m Rick. You must be the maid of honor, Natalie.” I nod, clenching my jaw tight so I don’t say something stupid. He walks closer so he’s only a foot away. “It’s nice to meet you. You look beautiful.”

I smile shyly, “Thanks. It’s nice to meet you, Rick.”

The moment his name slides off my tongue his smile deepens and his irises blaze, turning to a dark ocean. When I think he’s going to be like any other man and back away, he surprises me. He steps closer so our shoes are touching and leans within a few inches of my face. 

His smile doesn’t falter as he flicks his eyes to and from my mouth before holding eye contact. “I would love to get to know you before the wedding starts. Elliana said we would get along.”

My voice comes out as a whisper, “She did?”

He nods. “So, what do you like, Natalie?”

I force a dry swallow, pinning my gaze to his smiling lips, “Well... In general, or?”

Rick moves impossibly closer and it has my legs moving backwards. He follows me step for step until my back connects with a wall and his tall six foot four body surrounds my space and steals the air from my lungs. As I take a deep inhale I instantly regret it when all I get is his subtle fragrance of citrus and vanilla. My breath hitches in my throat when he leans in so his mouth brushes against my ear. 

“In general. Hobbies. Food... Men—”

He leaves his last suggestion open like that’s the one he cares most about. My nerves have my hands sweating and my eyes refusing to blink. When he pulls back I let out a quick breath as I take in his eager patience.

“I—Uh—Well...” He laughs darkly and licks his lips, stepping back further and taking my body in once more in a quick once over. I clear my throat and gather the crumb of courage I have. “Well, Rick, I like reading and cooking. I love almost every piece of food that gets put in front of me. And when it comes to men, I prefer those who are upfront but not flashy and who know how to treat a woman right.”

His smile turns into a devilish smirk as he chuckles deeply, “I also enjoy reading and eating. Look at that, I think we’ll get along just fine.”

My eyebrows come together in confusion as I notice he didn’t say anything about the men part. “And the other part?”

“Oh, I’d love to have you cook for me, Natalie.”

For some reason my nervousness starts to mold itself into further confusion and irritation. Was he not just flirting with me and getting in my personal space? He asked about what I like in men then decided to completely dismiss what I said about it. Is he playing with me?

I cross my arms, pushing him further from my bubble. “I only cook for men I’m dating.”

His smirk doesn’t falter upon my comment. “I could make that happen.”

Before I can say anything further the coordinator walks back in and tells us we need to walk. Rick doesn’t hesitate to wrap my arm around his and walk to the double doors leading to the backyard. As he guides me down the hall I try not to focus on the tense muscle pressing against my arm. His arms are hard and big, engulfing mine in our casual embrace. Why couldn’t Dominic’s best man be uglier so I would feel more comfortable?

We stop in front of the double doors and the music starts. I paste a smile on my face and start to step forward. Rick ensures we walk slowly, taking our time to reach the altar. His arm starts to flex around mine as he leans down so he can talk quietly to me.

“Natalie. I do believe you’re still blushing. Would that have to do with me by chance?” I don’t say anything and just shake my head. He chuckles lowly so only I hear. “I was hoping you’d say yes. I like seeing you blush for me. Although, I’d much rather see that blush spread over your ass after I’ve spanked it. I’d make sure you’d enjoy it, don’t need my girl feeling pain without any pleasure involved.”

My blush starts to sting my cheeks to accompany my wavering smile. Rick doesn’t care that we’re walking along to stand beside our friends for their wedding, he doesn’t stop spewing filthy words in my direction. I’m no innocent woman but, the things he says are on a new spectrum of my experiences. I can’t say that I don’t like it. He’s impossibly sweet even though his words are not.

“If you find yourself bored tonight or just want company. I’ll be there in a second. I’d love nothing more than to spend the rest of our night together. Either talking or... Other things. I promised Elliana I would be a gentleman but, I can still be a gentleman while bringing you to your knees. Don’t you agree?”

Before I have to answer, we’re standing in front of Dominic who’s looking at Rick like he’s going to kill him for talking to me on our way up here. Rick kisses my cheek causing a delicious lingering tingle before stepping aside to stand with Dominic. I scurry over to the other side and keep my eyes down the aisle to watch for Elliana. My urge to look back over to Rick is almost too much to deny but then the music changes and Elliana starts to walk down. 

My plastic smile turns to a genuine wide grin as I watch my best friend walk to her fiancé. Her eyes are watering and her smile is so big her cheeks look to be on the verge of cracking. I take a moment to watch Dominic. I’ve only ever seen him look pissed or indifferent but when I look over now, his face is glowing with pure love for my friend. His eyes are watering and his smile matches hers. Elliana would kill me if she knew he’s about to cry and I’m not photographing the moment, but I didn’t bring my phone out here. Their love for each other might’ve never been predicted, but there’s no denying that it’s fully blossomed. 

Elliana and Dominic both disappeared after the ceremony leaving me with Rick for company. I’m sitting at our dinner table playing with a napkin in my lap. It’s almost impossible to not look to Rick when I feel his eyes glaring a hole in my face. He hasn’t said a word to me since our walk and I kind of miss hearing his honey thick voice echoing in my ears. I gather my confidence and look up to meet his blue stare. There’s a tenseness to his expression, his eyes are wandering over my face like he wants to capture me in this moment. 

I open my mouth to speak but he beats me to it, “Who are you, Natalie?”

My brows furrow. “What do you mean?”

He shakes his head slightly before putting his sensual smile back into place and meeting my eyes. “Nothing. How are you enjoying the wedding, gorgeous?”

I smile shyly, “It’s beautiful. I’m happy that they both ended up loving each other. I wasn’t a fan of the arranged marriage but it seems to have worked out just fine.”

He nods, “It has.” He seems at a loss for words as his eyes darken and he takes in my face once more. His smile falters slightly before he speaks again, “Would you like to dance?”

Before I can answer, Elliana and Dominic walk back outside and sit down at the table. I take the chance to escape Rick’s unwavering interest in me and hug Elliana. Our food gets delivered and I make sure to stay in conversation with her while Dominic distracts Rick as best he can. 

We spend the rest of the night drinking and dancing. Every lull in Dominic and Rick’s conversation, Rick tries to talk to me again but thankfully Elliana saw my reaction and took over. I know she’ll ask about him and me and why I seem so nervous around him but I don’t want to tell her. I barely want to tell myself. He is a type of man I’ve never encountered before and it scares me. Not only is he sinfully gorgeous but he’s charming and sweet while also impossibly sexually charged. 

When there’s only a few guests left I start to clean up the tables. I get about five done before Rick finds me. I feel him before I see him. His subtle fragrance meets my nose and my thighs automatically cinch together. His chest brushes against me and I freeze. I stand still as he brings his large hands up from his sides to trail his fingers lightly up my arms. A whimper slips from my defenses making him groan lightly. The amount of alcohol I’ve taken in tonight is definitely not helping me control myself. 

“Natalie.” He says my name darkly like it’s a secret prayer.  

My voice is shaky as I speak, “Yes?”

He bends forward so his nose sits in my hair and his mouth brushes against my ear, “Would you like to accompany me to the other room?”

My mouth wants to say no but my dumb head nods yes. Why does he have to be so irresistible? I barely know the man and I already would follow him anywhere. He gently places his hand on the small of my back and leads me inside. The further we get from the remaining crowd, the heavier my breaths become. He leads me into the guest room and shuts the door behind us. My body is like a statue as I stand in the middle of the room staring at a wall. The moment he steps into my back I have to resist the urge to melt into him. I’ve never been around a man that could make me feel so calm but also so tense. 

He stays close to my back as he talks, “I want to apologize if I made you uncomfortable earlier today. It seems my filter likes to not work around you. If I made you uneasy in any way, I am truly sorry.”

My whisper bounces around the quiet space, “That’s alright.” I take a deep breath and turn around to face him, having to tilt my head up so I can see his eyes clearly. “It was just unexpected, that’s all.”

His face is soft under my searching gaze. The blue in his eyes is dark, making them look like a storming ocean. He’s breathing deeply and his shoulders look tense. A shaky smile appears on my face and I use the alcohol in my system to control my hand to reach out and touch his arm. The muscles under my palm tense for a brief second before relaxing. His hand reaches out and hesitantly cups my cheek. The heat from his touch pleasurably burns my face and a shock tingles my skin making a light gasp slip up from my throat. His brows draw together slightly and I watch as he swallows harshly. 

“Who are you, Natalie?”

That’s the second time he’s asked me that and I still don’t know what he means. I stumble on a reply as he brings his other hand up so he’s holding my face. His eyes bounce back and forth between mine as he slowly leans forward. Is he about to kiss me? My legs close together to hold back my rising arousal but my feet lift from the floor so I can meet his advance. 

He doesn’t remove his stunning eyes from mine as our noses brush and he stops. He’s not moving forward anymore and it’s making my anticipation grow painfully. When seconds pass without him fully leaning in, I mentally say fuck it and push higher on my toes so our mouths connect. The moment our lips touch, a zap travels from my mouth to my toes and we both take a sharp inhale from our nose. His fingers tighten against my head and he pulls my face closer, causing my body to fall forward into his. My hands come up to catch myself and they clutch the fabric of his shirt tightly. 

A sigh comes from his nose as he opens his mouth and sticks his tongue out to lick the line of my lips. I open for him and he doesn’t hesitate to delve in. He tastes like cake and honey, and it’s the best thing I’ve ever experienced in a kiss. A moan vibrates between us and I slip my arms through his to close around his neck. He lets go of my face and quickly grabs under my ass and lifts me into the air to wrap my legs around his waist. I cling to him like a sloth to a tree, loving the way his hard body melds into me perfectly. 

I don’t realize we’re moving until I feel my back slam into a wall. My moan vibrates our lips and he groans in return. He holds my ass tightly in his hands as he pulls his mouth from mine to trail kisses down to my jaw and neck. I whimper into the scorching air around us and roll my hips forward. His hard length brushes against me and he growls deeply, biting my collar bone. 

“Fuck, Natalie.”

Another moan leaves me upon hearing the way he says my name so darkly. I continue to roll my hips forward until he presses me further into the wall, his body closing me in so I can’t move. His face moves back into view and his fast breath fans over my face.

“Better be careful, angel.” His eyes are a blazing fire of need and it makes a smirk creep onto my lips. When he catches it he lifts the corner of his mouth in a growl and pushes his erection against my clit and rolls. My smirk falls as yet another moan fills the space. “Does my angel need something?”

I try not to think of his claiming nickname and hold my eyes on his sinful mouth. Just picturing the way he would make my body crumble underneath those puffy lips and devilish tongue has my underwear soaking between us. When he sees goosebumps start to pebble my skin and a blush rise to my cheeks he smirks sinfully and crashes his mouth back to mine. 

Before we can do anything more, the door bursts open and we both swing our surprised faces to who stands there. Dominic and Elliana are both looking at us with amusement and shock. I can see Elliana trying not to laugh. I slip hurriedly from Rick and push him away as I stand. 

Rick chuckles and smiles, “Oh, hey guys. Nice wedding.”

Dominic doesn’t say anything as he glares angrily at Rick but I can hear the laugh in Elliana’s voice as she starts to close the door again, “Nat, lock up when you guys are done, okay?”

I just nod as the door finally closes and keep my gaze on the wood. Rick laughs again, his charm breaking the tense moment. 

I clear my throat and keep my eyes on the door, “I have to go.”

As Rick reaches out to grab my arm I rush to the door and run outside to my car. I slip into the seat and slam the door closed before resting my head on my steering wheel, breathing deeply. My eyes are squeezed shut as I urge my body to come down from the arousal still igniting my skin. When I look up, I see Rick walking over to my car with a concerned look. My heart pounds against my chest as I hurriedly start my car and drive away. Who is Rick and what spell does he have over my body?

––––––––
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RICK

I’m sitting beside Elliana’s hospital bed watching as Dominic sleeps on the other side. Elliana and I just rescued Dominic from being held by an angry partner of Elliana’s father. I look to the bandaged wound on her chest from where she got shot when she jumped in front of a bullet meant for Dom. The pain and anger at my lack of actions rages in my blood. I should’ve been the one who jumped in front of the bullet, not his new wife.

Dom is like a brother to me and I feel like I failed him. His wife of just twenty-four hours almost died because I let her come with me to get him. He hasn’t once mentioned how I shouldn’t have brought her and I know it’s because she wouldn’t have let me say no. Right as I’m about to get out of my chair I notice Elliana’s head start to move as a groan fills the quiet room. My eyes widen and my heart stutters. Thank god.

“Dom.”

The moment his name leaves my mouth his eyes are open and he’s leaning over to hold Elliana’s hand. I sigh with relief and drop my head into my hands. I let the anger fade from my muscles and the relief take its place. The words they share with each other don’t reach my ears as I replay our night. All I’m wanting to do now that Elliana is awake is leave and find comfort. The first person that flashes in my thoughts is Natalie. 

That woman is something my heart immediately recognized and claimed. When my eyes first saw her walk into the room at the wedding, my heart stopped. She’s the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. Her shiny light brown hair, her short, slightly curvy, but toned frame, the blue of her eyes like that of the shiny sea, and plump lips that curve up deliciously when she smiles... My soul was calling out to her like it knew her for years. When she smiled lovingly at Elliana or laughed at the jokes of the wedding night, it grew my heart. I’ve never craved a woman like I crave Natalie. The way she blushes under my watchful gaze or widens her eyes when I say something sexual stirs something deep inside me that I would follow to my death. 

My whole being itches to be around her. I finally look up when I realize Elliana and Dom are no longer talking only to find them sinking into each other’s mouths. I clear my throat and smile when Dom chuckles and sits back down in his chair. When Elliana looks to me with thankful-caring eyes my heart cracks knowing that I could’ve never seen her become more of a sister if tonight went wrong. 

I talk briefly with her before excusing myself, claiming I have someone to go see. She looks at me knowingly while my brother looks confused. The moment I step outside to go to my car the weight on my shoulders lifts and my muscles strain with anticipation upon seeing Natalie. 

I pull up to her apartment building and take deep breaths finding her bedroom light on. She’s not expecting me and I’m sure she’ll ask how I knew where she lived. I might be Dom’s right hand man but that’s not all I do. When Dom found out how good I am with computers, he brought me in as the boss at his systems security company. I’ve loved the job but I still crave the violence of being in the mafia, so Dom kept me as his right hand. 

I walk into Natalie’s building and quickly find myself in front of her door. My heart is hammering away at my chest with anticipation at seeing her again. I might’ve just met her, but I already know she’s mine. If she doesn’t know it yet, she will soon enough.

I knock firmly on the door and try to stop my fingers from fidgeting. When she opens the door her eyes widen in surprise and her mouth drops open slightly making me smirk.

“Rick? What are you—”

I don’t let her finish as I reach out to hold her face and crash my lips to hers. Surprise fills me when she doesn’t hesitate to wrap her arms around me and kiss me back. I walk her back into her apartment and shut the door with my foot. Biting her lip, I let myself take a quick scan of her apartment before walking her backwards to her room. Her legs hit the edge of the bed and she starts to fall back. I wrap an arm around her back and control our fall to the mattress. I trail kisses down her neck and speak between them.

“I’m sorry... I just had to see you.”

As my lips hungrily kiss around her neck and shoulders she speaks breathlessly, “Wh—what happened?”

The undeniable concern in her tone crashes my heart into my ribs and I give her a lingering kiss before resting my face on her chest. She tentatively reaches her hands up, resting one in my hair and rubbing the other up and down my back. Our breaths slowly go back to normal as she holds me against her, waiting patiently for me explain why I just showed up. 

When a few more minutes go by of me just relaxing against her, she shyly speaks again, “What happened, Rick? Are you okay?”

I nod but then change it to shake my head. My arms are squished between her and the bed and I tighten my hold around her, taking in her comforting presence and relishing in the calmness she brings to my soul. She tightens her arms around me in return and kisses the top of my head gently. She starts to sit up so I let go of her and sit beside her, resting my elbows on my knees and my head in my hands. I feel the mattress lift as she stands and let out a sigh, thinking she’s about to kick me out. 

Only, she surprises me more when I feel her kneel in front of me and hesitantly pulls my hands from my face. I tighten my jaw as I look into her confused eyes. I watch as her eyes move to my hair then lower to look at my clothes and I remember I’m still wearing my bloody clothes and probably have some in my hair too. My jaw clenches tighter thinking I’m going to scare her away with coming into her home with dry blood covering my clothes. 

The serenity I was feeling seconds before rushes away quickly as she stands and takes a step back, keeping her eyes on my clothes. I sigh and close my eyes tightly as I stand.

“I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have come.”

As I move to exit her room, her tiny hand wrapping around my forearm stops me. I keep my eyes forward even as she moves to stand next to me and looks up at my face. When I still don’t look at her she gently grabs my cheek and pulls me so I have to look down at her. The blue of her eyes are dark with building tears and my heart starts to hurt. I really should’ve thought about what I was doing before coming here. She has no ties to the mafia besides Elliana and isn’t used to the violence of our lifestyle like Elliana is. 

My jaw muscle twitches against her fingers as she takes a deep breath and shakily smiles up at me. I close my eyes so I don’t have to see the slight fear in her face and grab her hand to kiss her palm. She met me for the first time just a day ago and here I am shoving my way into her space covered in blood. I let go of her hand and move to walk away again but for the second time, she stops me. I turn my confused look down at her and see her caring smile brightening her face. 

“Would you like to shower?”

My face softens and I smile smally, “Sure, angel.”

She nods once and leads me into her bathroom, starting the shower and grabbing a fresh towel from under her sink. I watch her move around in her short shorts and tank top, making sure there’s soap and a washcloth ready for me. When she’s satisfied with the temperature of the water, she walks back over to stand in front of me. She notices my smirk and blushes but holds our eye contact. I cross my arms in front of me and lift my shirt over my head, setting in on the floor at my feet. Her blush deepens to a darker pink and her eyes widen as she takes in my bare chest. I let her take in a good eye-full before smiling devilishly and laughing deeply.

“See something you like, angel?”

Her eyes swing back to my face and I see her confidence rise as she rolls her eyes and moves to leave. I grab her wrist lightly and pull her so her face is inches from my chest and her breath comes out in a whoosh against my skin. Lifting my hand, I brush hair behind her ear and cup her cheek. 

“You plan on showering with me?” I see her throat force a swallow as she shakes her head no, not looking at my face. I pinch her chin and lift so she can see the need in my eyes. For a reason I can’t explain, I need her by my side right now. She must see how much I need this because she sighs and nods her head. I nod once and drop my smile so she understands how much I mean my following words. “I won’t do anything, Natalie. I just need you with me right now.”

Her eyes soften and she nods again. I let go of her face so I can finish removing my clothes, making sure to give her a break from my prying eyes as she strips her own clothes off. After I fold my clothes so they sit neatly on the floor, I turn to find Natalie standing near the shower covering her naked body with her arms and looking at her feet. From what I can see, she has nothing to be concerned about over her body. She’s stunning. I walk slowly to stand in front of her and notice her growing more tense which each of my steps. When I stop in front of her I grab her chin and lift. She keeps her eyes down until she can’t and meets my gaze. I smile sweetly and kiss her forehead. 

“You’re beautiful, Natalie.”

She smiles shakily before trailing her gaze down to take me in. I let go of her and watch her reaction. I know she notices my hard cock when her eyes grow twice in size and her lips tighten. A laugh rumbles through my chest and I step closer but keep my cock from touching her. I have a feeling once it feels any part of her, I’ll be a goner.

“I told you. Beautiful.”

Her eyes swing to mine and she hesitantly lowers her arms from her body. A normal man would immediately let their eyes feast on her sinful body but I’m no normal man. I hold her eyes and deepen my smile. After a few seconds and I still don’t look down, her brows push together slightly and she speaks quietly.

“Aren’t you going to look?”

I tilt my head and cock a brow, “Do you want me to?” She starts to shake her head no but then stops to lick her lips and nods with fervor. “I need words, Natalie.”

She licks her lips again, “Yes.”

I nod once and back up slightly to look at her. Her tanned skin shines under the bathroom light and her shoulders are tight with anticipation waiting for my reaction. I take my time looking over her goosebump ridden skin. Her breasts sit perky between her toned arms and above a flat-soft stomach. Her hips flare out slightly and lead to thick-toned legs and cute feet. I twirl my finger in the air to signal for her to turn around. I see her breath hitch in her chest but she follows my silent instruction and turns to face the shower. The smooth skin of her back sits against slight muscle, her ass is round and the perfect size for my hands. As she starts to turn again to face me I catch the scar that runs vertically down the side of her thigh and my brows furrow. The unexpected anger at seeing her have such a big scar overtakes me and I stop her midturn to bend down and get eye level with it. I run a gentle finger over the raised healed skin of the scar and I hear her inhale sharply. I pull my hand away and stand, turning her to face me.

“Did that hurt?” She shakes her head and smiles smally, pulling some of the anger from my muscles. Before I can ask what it’s from, she takes my hand and pulls me into the shower. 

I let her step under the spray first and watch in fascination as her whole body relaxes under the heat of the water. Her eyes close and a deep sigh leaves her nose as she runs her fingers through her hair. My cock twitches when she starts to push her hands over her body. She opens her fiery blue eyes to catch me watching her. I think she’s about to crawl back into her shell but clench my jaw when she holds my eyes hostage and continues to rub the water further into her skin. I make sure to keep my eyes on her face as her hands glide over her toned stomach and up to cup her perky tits, her hands too small to fit fully around them.

The fire of her confidence rises as she squeezes her tits, “Still won’t do anything?” I shake my head tightly once as my jaw muscles pulse from tension. Her head tilts. “You sure?”

I growl in warning and she smirks like she just won. My hands fist at my sides as I watch her take her sweet time washing her perfect body. When she finishes, she steps aside so I can get under the water. The desire I have for her burns my veins as I watch her cheeks flush as I wash myself. The need to take her against the shower wall is high, but my need to respect her is higher. I finish washing quickly and turn off the water, handing her a towel before grabbing one for myself and drying off. We stay silent as I follow her back to her room. I find myself growing unnaturally awkward when I realize that I don’t have any other clothes to wear other than the blood-filled ones in the bathroom. Natalie notices my hesitation of what to do and she walks into her closet quickly. She comes back out in another sleep set and hands me a bag.

“Here. I got these for my cousin’s birthday but I’m sure he won’t care if I actually have a gift or not.”

I nod and take out some gym shorts and a black cotton shirt. I keep my eyes down as I dress, only finding her gaze again when I’m fully dressed. She clears her throat and shuffles in place like she doesn’t know what to do. I rake my eyes over her body only to find myself pinning my stare at the scar on her thigh. Her fingers slide over it like she could
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