
  
    [image: My Only Wish is You]
  


  
    
      my only wish is you

    

    
      
        KATRINA MARIE

      

    

  


  
    
      Facing Her Rejection © 2018 by Katrina Marie. All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including photography, recording, or by information storage and retrieval system, without written permission of the author, except where permitted by law.

      This book is a work of fiction. Names, places, characters, and incidents are the product of author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.

      Editor: Small Edits

      Cover Design: Aurora Hale

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Author’s Note

      

    

    
      
        Prologue

      

      
        1. Marshall

      

      
        2. Bianca

      

      
        3. Marshall

      

      
        4. Bianca

      

      
        5. Marshall

      

      
        6. Bianca

      

      
        7. Marshall

      

      
        8. Bianca

      

      
        9. Marshall

      

      
        10. Bianca

      

      
        11. Marshall

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        Acknowledgments

      

      
        Also By Katrina Marie

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
        You are worth fighting for.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            author’s note

          

        

      

    

    
      If you want to see the content warnings of all my books, you can find it on my website.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            prologue

          

        

      

    

    
      Going back to school is the last thing I want to do. It means leaving her, the one person I feel a connection with. I didn’t see her coming, and she’s my polar opposite in every way. But I can’t stay, and I can’t ask her to leave.

      The tattoo shop, Life in Ink, is slow for the time of day. Usually when the sun starts to go down people make their way into this part of town, hoping to get a tattoo from Charleigh or Bianca. The guys do amazing work, too. But the girls…They are what draw the crowd in. Charleigh’s marketing efforts have definitely helped in that area.

      Sophie is at the desk in the lobby, checking her phone while trying not to stare at Adrian. When is he going to realize that she has it bad for him? It’s apparent to anyone who has been in their presence for more than five minutes. “Hey, Soph. Is Bianca around?”

      She’s so startled she almost falls out her chair. “Oh, hi Marshall. Um,” she glances around the shop. Not really looking for anybody in particular but doing her best to keep from making eye contact with me. “She called in today.”

      “Is she okay?” She hasn’t responded to my text messages or answered the phone. That’s not out of the ordinary since she’s not a fan of having it on her all the time. But knowing she called in doesn’t sit well with me.

      “I don’t know,” she shrugs. “She only said that she wasn’t feeling well.”

      “Okay.” She never calls in to work. Tattooing people is her entire world and her passion. I know for a fact she had a few appointments today, and she’s not one to let them down or reschedule. Something weird is going on. “Can you tell her to call me if you hear from her?”

      Sophie only nods. Relieved, she turns back to her phone. I turn to the front door to leave when I spot Charleigh coming out of her studio. Her eyes go wide. Something is definitely up.

      “Charleigh, have you heard from Bianca?” She backpedals, rushing to get out of my line of sight. It’s no use, I follow her into the room. “Why do you look so panicked? You’ve talked to her, haven’t you?”

      She sighs. “Yes, I’ve talked to her.”

      “She’s not sick, is she?”

      Shaking her head, she fiddles with a sketchbook sitting on the counter. “She’s not. She doesn’t want to see you today.”

      “Why not?” I demand. It’s my last chance to see her before I leave this evening. I wanted to take her to lunch and make it special for us.

      “She said it would be too hard for her.” Charleigh picks up a pen and begins to sketch, keeping herself busy while delivering news she knows is going to destroy me. “She fell for you over the summer. Hook, line, and sinker. Seeing you leave will only tear her apart knowing she can’t go with you. And you aren’t staying.”

      “How am I supposed to tell her goodbye?” I sit in her tattoo chair and bury my face in my hands. I fell for her, too. It wasn’t supposed to happen. I was just looking to spend time with someone I found interesting. Instead… I found a person I would fight for. But I have to leave. I’ve already registered for my classes. And, even though my parents aren’t struggling, I can’t let them take the financial hit that dropping my classes would entail.

      “I don’t know, Marsh. But don’t blow up her phone. It’s difficult enough for her already.”

      Sighing, I get to my feet. “Thanks. Will you tell her I’ll miss her and that I’ll be back in December.”

      “Yeah, I’ll tell her. But give her time to heal. She doesn’t get close to anyone, and frankly I’m a little surprised she let you in.”

      “Thank you.” I give her a quick hug. She’s become a part of our group since she started dating Jake. More than that, she’s good for him. “You better send me pictures of Layla. Just in case Jake forgets.” Layla is Jake’s seven-month old baby, and I’m happy he got his shit together so he could be a part of her life.

      “I will.” She looks me over, seeing the sadness all over my face. “Things will work out the way they are supposed to. Like I said give her time, but don’t give up hope.” She winks, and I let myself believe her if only until I walk out of this shop.

      With a wave and quick look at Bianca’s area, I leave Life in Ink. Regret passing over me and wishing I had more time with the girl that took me by surprise.
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      I don’t think I’ll ever get used to Jake living on his own. I mean, I’m sure I will, but it’s weird. We were roommates, literally in my tiny bedroom at my parent’s house, for the entirety of last summer. Now… He’s all grown up and living like an actual adult. He’s even a huge part of his daughter’s life.

      And what am I doing? Sitting on his couch moping about a girl who obviously wants nothing to do with me. I could have it so much worse, but I don’t. I have two parents that love and support me, some of the best friends a guy could ever need, and an invitation to hang out with everyone tonight. I’m debating skipping the get together so I can continue sulking…alone.

      “Stop fucking frowning,” Jake says from across the room. He’s picking up the few video game cases he has to keep Charleigh from riding his ass about it. They are seriously the oddest pairing, but they work.

      “I’m not frowning,” I argue. “I’m scowling. There’s a difference.”

      He shrugs, “Looks the same to me.” Shoving the last game case onto the shelf, he sits on the coffee table. It wobbles under his weight, and I’d be lying if I didn’t secretly wish it collapsed and he fell right on his ass. “Are you coming over to Tonya’s with us?”

      “Nope.” I lean across the worn couch in Jake’s living room. It’s not comfortable, but at least he’s doing his best to make this a home. Staring up at the ceiling, I continue, “No offense, but I don’t really want to be around a bunch of couples. Not unless I can have her by my side.”

      “Have you tried calling her since you’ve been home?”

      “I’ve called her every damn day since I left for school in August.” I growl. “You know that. But, all I get is her voicemail. I’m actually surprised she hasn’t blocked my number yet.”

      “That must mean she isn’t over you.” He throws his hands in the air as if he just had the greatest idea ever known to mankind. “You should make some grand gesture. Girls like that shit, don’t they?”

      Charleigh enters the room at that precise moment. “Wow,” she shakes her head. “It’s a wonder you ever managed to snag me with all that romantic prowess.”

      He waggles his eyebrows, “We both know what prowess won you over.”

      “Don’t be a dick.” She turns to me, taking in my slumped, sad figure occupying their couch. “She isn’t over you. She’s trying, but it’s complicated.”

      “How is it complicated?” I shake my head trying to understand. “When you like someone, you date them and see where it goes. You don’t refuse to see them and ignore all their calls.”

      “Understandable, but her family isn’t exactly accepting of some people she chooses to date.”

      “Why?” Baffled, I run my hands through my hair. It’s starting to get too long. I’ve been so immersed in school work, football, and trying to get Bianca to talk to me that I haven’t had it cut in who knows how long.

      “That’s not for me to explain.” The frustration that is no doubt evident all over my face must sway her a bit because she dangles a small carrot in front of me. “You should try to talk to her. But don’t tell her I suggested it. I was under her wrath before, and I don’t want to be there again.”

      “Where is she?” My keys are in my hand before I’ve even made it off the couch.

      “Well,” she clears her throat. “It’s the weekend, and if I’m not there, someone has to be to cover any clients that have to come in.”

      I stand up and pull Charleigh into my arms, squeezing her to me in appreciation. “Thank you,” I whisper.

      “Hey, hands off my girl,” Jake shouts. He’s laughing so I know he isn’t being serious.

      I set her down, and rush toward the door. Just as I pull it open, Charleigh hollers. “Don’t forget, this wasn’t my idea.  You just randomly showed up.”

      Waving her off, I close the door behind me. Excitement coursing through my veins. This probably isn’t a smart idea, but I’ve never been one to back down from going after what I want.
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        * * *

      

      The drive to Life in Ink takes too long, and not long enough. The heater blows full blast to combat the cold night air. I have no idea what I’m going to say to her, or if she’ll even want to talk to me. But I have to do something. I can’t keep torturing myself with thoughts of her. I need to know if there’s still something between us.

      I park a few streets away from the shop. The walk over is going to make me freeze my ass off, but it will give me time to come up with some sort of speech. Who am I kidding? I’ll most likely spout nonsense as soon as I see her.

      Pulling open the door to the small tattoo shop, I let the warm air wrap around me. My hands are stiff from the cold even though they were shoved into the pockets of my coat. Sophie’s eyes widen the minute she sees me. The wild panic in her eyes is the same as when I came here to tell Bianca bye before I left for school.

      “Marshall,” she whisper yells. “What are you doing here?”

      “I came to see Bianca, obviously.” She stutters, about to give me some sort of canned excuse about her not being here. “There’s no point in lying
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