
  
    [image: Until Forever]
  


  
    
      UNTIL FOREVER

      YOU’RE MINE, 3

    

    
      
        JENIKA SNOW

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Jenika Snow]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      UNTIL FOREVER (You’re Mine, 3)

      By Jenika Snow

      www.JenikaSnow.com

      Jenika_Snow@Yahoo.com

      Copyright © February 2020 by Jenika Snow

      First E-book Publication: February 2020

      

      Photographer: Wander Aguiar

      Cover models: Andrew Biernat & Emily Spencer Jones

      Photo provided by: Wander Book Club

      

      Editors: Kayla Robichaux

      Cover Creator: Popkitty

      

      ALL RIGHTS RESERVED: The unauthorized reproduction, transmission, or distribution of any part of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.

      This literary work is fiction. Any name, places, characters and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or establishments is solely coincidental.

      Please respect the author and do not participate in or encourage piracy of copyrighted materials that would violate the author’s rights.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Synopsis

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

    

    
      
        Epilogue One

      

      
        Epilogue Two

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      She was the shy new girl who’d walked into class. I instantly knew we’d be inseparable.

      Abigail and Max. That sounded perfect.

      Everything about her mesmerized me, from her sandy blonde hair, to the sweet scent of cotton candy bubble gum that clung to her. And as the years passed, those feelings of infatuation I had for her grew to something so much more.

      Bone-deep, soul-claiming love.

      And now at eighteen, we were both ready to start new paths in life. I was ready to be a man and tell her how I felt. But was I crossing a line that couldn’t be uncrossed?

      Would I ruin what I had with my best friend all for the hope she was in love with me, too?

      But fear of the unknown had nothing on what I felt for Abigail, and damn any consequences that rose up by being honest with her.
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      I wanted her as mine. Always.

      I knew that as soon as I saw her, the new girl with the sandy-blonde hair, the shy expression on her face, and the way she looked around the class as though she was scared of us. And in that moment. I wanted to pull her in close, tell her everything would be okay, and that I’d protect her.

      I might only be thirteen years old, but my heart started racing for the first time in my life when I looked at her, when our teacher introduced her to the class.

      Abigail.

      Her name was so pretty, just like her.

      She had these big blue eyes, her lips pink and full. I wondered if her mom let her wear lipstick.

      My thoughts were broken up when the teacher had her sit right next to me.

      I tried hard not to smile in pleasure. She smelled good too, like cotton candy bubblegum, the kind that was pink and blue and was really bad for your teeth but just tasted so good you didn’t care if it was.

      I bet she’d give me cavities she was so sweet.

      I looked over at her, her head downcast as she stared at the stack of books sitting on her desk. The fall of her blonde hair hid her face from me, but her features were already etched in my memory. I’d never forget what she looked like, ever.

      “Hi, I’m Max.”

      She turned her head and looked at me, lifting her hand and moving her hair to put it behind her ear. “Hi. I’m Abigail.”

      Her voice was soft and low, but it was so pretty-sounding. My heart was beating really hard and fast, and I wondered if she could hear it.

      “Where did you move from?” She shifted on the seat a little bit before looking back at me.

      “Chicago.”

      I nodded like I knew all about Chicago, even though I didn’t. I’d never been there before and didn’t know anything about it.

      “Do you miss it?”

      She shook her head, that cotton candy bubblegum smell slamming into me even harder.

      “No, I don’t miss it.”

      I nodded again and cleared my throat, wanting to know everything about her. I wanted to know what her favorite food was, what her favorite band was. Did she like one of those boy bands? Or maybe she liked the old rock music my dad listened to. It was kind of cool. I didn’t much care for country, but if she liked it, I’d listen to it with her.

      “Are you liking it here so far?” I should’ve left her alone. She seemed awfully shy and reserved, and I was probably pestering her with my questions. But the truth was, I couldn’t help myself. I liked hearing her voice. I wanted to know everything there was about her.

      She looked over at me again and gave me this little smile. “Yeah, it’s really nice here.”

      The teacher started talking, unfortunately, and I was pulled away from my focus of her, not wanting to be obvious, and definitely not wanting the teacher to call me out on staring at the new girl. But I couldn’t help myself from glancing over at her several times. I also couldn’t stop deeply inhaling more of her incredible scent.

      “Are you making any friends?” I whispered. She shook her head, and that broke my heart. “Well, I’ll be your friend.” She glanced at me, and her big blue eyes went wide. “I’ll be your best friend.” And the small smile she gave me went straight to my heart.

      Whatever it was about this girl... it was permanent for me.
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        Abigail

        Five years later

      

      

      I stared at my class schedule and felt nothing but trepidation. I’d opted to skip fall classes and took those months to save up some money for books. It was also a leave to help with my sanity. I made no secret my social anxiety was high at times, and starting college for the first time made me a nervous wreck.

      But as I looked at Max, I felt that stress start to slowly fade. He wrapped his arm around me and pulled me in close. My head barely reached his shoulder, his lean, athletic swimmer’s body toned and masculine against my much softer one.

      Over the last five years, we’d become inseparable, the best of friends. Just like he said we’d be when we were thirteen years old.

      And in the passing years, he’d grown into the man he was today... the man I loved, was in love with. Even if he was only eighteen, he was so much more mature than boys our age, had plans and aspirations for his future.

      He might not be going to school with me, but he did have a duplex his uncle let him stay in rent-free as long as he did the upkeep and maintenance for both units, and he was only twenty minutes from the university. He also worked full-time at his uncle’s mechanic shop. I looked up to him in more ways than one.

      He took my schedule out of my hand and looked it over. I stared at his fingers. They had remnants of grease stains on them, and I couldn’t help but smile. He worked so hard, even at such a young age. Even if his parents wanted him to go to school, get a degree, financially, it just wasn’t possible at this point, even with the help of student loans. So, he worked his ass off, saved up his money, and one day, I knew he’d get that business degree he wanted so he could own his own body shop.

      And Max was so driven and responsible I knew he’d make that his reality.

      “Hey, don’t look so scared,” Max said, and I looked over and up at him and smiled.

      “Easy for you to say. Nothing scares you.” The way he looked at me in that second was an expression I’d never seen from him before.

      He was nervous.

      “Are you okay?” I felt my brows knit. “Did I say something?”

      He swallowed roughly and shook his head. “Sorry, I’m good.” He gave me one of those genuine, blinding smiles I loved so much.

      “Really? Because you look like you’re almost as nervous as I am.” I started laughing when he rolled his eyes, shrugging one of his shoulders. That laughter died in my throat as I watch the muscles underneath his sweater flex.

      “Why aren’t you wearing a thicker jacket?”

      He looked over at me and whiffed, a small smile playing at the corner of his mouth.

      “Max, it’s like thirty-five degrees.” And here I was, wearing a thick-ass jacket, three layers under that, and had a scarf and was still cold.

      “It’s not that cold.” He winked at me.

      I just shook my head, assuming it was a guy thing. He’d helped me and my parents move into the dorm last weekend, and although I could’ve probably stayed there, my parents wanted to spend that extra time with me.

      And I’d been fine with that—loved it, in fact. And Max had spent just as much time with us, even if he was only a short car ride away.

      We headed inside and straight to my dorm room. He held the door open for me and I walked in, my backpack slung over my shoulder, half of the rest of my things shoved inside. Max had a duffel bag with the other half, mainly clothes, but also things my mom had put in there right before I left. More clothes, a couple new packs of socks and underwear, bottles of water, and a whole lot of junk food. She’d said it was for late-night studying.

      I’d already met my roommate last weekend, Della. She was the complete opposite of me, with long, black wavy hair, big brown eyes, a nose ring, and a tattoo across her chest of angel wings. And because she was my opposite, I knew we’d get along great. I was reserved, an introvert. She was an extrovert all the way.

      Maybe she’d help me come out of my shell over time.

      She was lying on the bed with her cell phone pressed to her ear. Della lifted her hand in a wave toward me. I dropped my bag on the mattress, and Max did the same with my duffel. Then I sat on the edge, looking up at him, feeling trepidation fill me.

      “This feels a little surreal.” I hadn’t really been nervous about starting school, living in a dorm, being away from my parents, or really just the stress of college in general. But now as I sat here, looking around, knowing this was the first day, all that scared the shit out of me.

      “Hey,” he said softly and sat on the bed next to me, wrapping his arm around my shoulders and pulling me in close. I rested my head against him and exhaled. “You know if you need anything, I’m just a phone call away, just ten minutes down the road. Five if I don’t go the speed limit.”

      I chuckled and nodded. “I know, but you’re gonna be busy at the body shop. I’m going to be busy with school, and I think the thing that scares me the most is that our friendship will suffer because of it.”

      He made a deep rumble in his chest, one I knew was
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