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Prologue

 


“Here comes the cow,”
Kurt Michaels said.

Kimberley James, or Kim to her
friends,
tried her hardest to ignore him. He was one of the guys who was
popular, had it all, so he picked on people who were less than he
was. Kim wasn’t slim. She wasn’t pretty, and she didn’t even bother
to try to fit in. She didn’t care to.

“Ignore him,” Elsa
said.

Kim didn’t know what she’d do without her
best friend, Elsa.

“I’m surprised she can
even walk.”

They were all the same taunts. Kurt
hadn’t figured out anything original. It was always the
same.

“Fatty’s coming. Move out
of the way before she squashes us.”

“I bet you just eat lard
by the tub full.”

“Why don’t you go on a
diet?”

“Can you even fit into a
car?”

There were more hurtful words
along the way, but she tried not to think of them. Her life was made
easier by ignoring him, pretending he didn’t exist. She was
overweight. At a size sixteen, she was the same size as Elsa, which
they loved, as they could share each other’s clothes. They didn’t
have to worry about each other giggling because of their size. Some
of the girls in the female changing room during gym would laugh and
point. It was embarrassing. Kim loved Elsa, and knew she’d found a
friend for life.

“Just think, one day he’s going
to wake up, fat, miserable, and alone, thinking about his glory
days in high school. We’re not going to have to worry about
that.”

Kim forced a smile, and together they
made their way into the main building of their high school. Most of
the time she ignored Kurt, and gladly she did it. He was just so …
mean. Why did he have to be so mean? She imagined it was down to
his friends who urged him on. Noah, one of his friends, didn’t join
in. He seemed locked in his own little world. Even still, she
didn’t like Kurt, and wanted nothing to do with him.

Later that day when Mrs. Donald set a
chemistry paper, and then proceeded to partner her up with Kurt,
Kim truly thought that would be the end of it.

It wasn’t.

****

They had been doing this paper for two
weeks, and Kurt didn’t like the way he was feeling. Kim sat on the
opposite end of the table, and even though they were supposed to be
studying together, she wouldn’t give him the time of day. She only
spoke to him when she had to, and most of the time, she gave him
instruction on what to do via text message. Seriously, the bitch
had issues.

No, you have issues,
asshole.

“So,” he said, and paused
as Kim tensed up. He noticed that every time he spoke, she always
tensed up as if he was going to attack her. “Okay, why the hell do
you keep doing that?”

“What?”

“I’ve never hurt you. I’ve never
raised my hand to you, thrown a ball at you. Why do you keep
flinching when I’ve never fucking hurt you in my life?”

Kim sighed, and looked up at him.
“Words hurt a lot harder than your fist, Kurt.”

It was like a complete slap to the
face.

Fatty, cow, pig, chubby,
chunk, lard.

All the names he’d ever called her ran
through his head all at once, and he finally saw himself the way
she did. He wasn’t a good-looking guy who was nice. No, to Kim, he
was an asshole, a bully, and as he thought about it, no wonder she
flinched every time like she did. He was the worst person in the
world.

“Look, I don’t want to
cause trouble. I don’t think you do either. Let’s just do this
assignment, so we can get out of each other’s lives.”

Kurt didn’t like that. When it came to
Kim, he was enjoying her company more and more. Gritting his teeth,
he stared down at his sheet, and knew there wasn’t a damn thing he
could do about what happened.

“What would you like me to
do?” he asked.

****

“I’d like to take you out
on a date,” Kurt said.

Kim stared at the guy who had
done nothing but pester her all the way up to graduation. He was
the bully, the jock, and now it seemed he wanted to date her. She
didn’t get it. Nothing had changed. He was still an asshole. Sure,
ten months of him being different, compared to the last eleven or
so years of him torturing her. Yeah, of course she wanted to go out
with him. Not! Even though her mother liked him, Kim wasn’t
fooled.

“No.”

He stood at her door, and she glanced
up and down the street, wondering if this was some kind of prank.
She knew all about Elsa and Noah. Kim was really happy for her
friend. Elsa was happy with Noah, but then he’d never been mean to
her either. Kurt on the other hand, he was a first class douche,
and she wasn’t going to be one of these pathetic people that caved.
She had read so many books where the heroine caved, and she wasn’t.
Kurt was not likeable.

“Kim.”

“Kurt.”

“Look, just give me a chance is
all I’m asking. I’m good. I can even give you an
orgasm.”

“Kurt, as nice as it is to know
that you can show some care and attention to the women you’re
with, to me,
all of this, it’s wasted on me. I don’t want anything to do with
you. I don’t like you.”

“I know I was an asshole. Okay.
I get it. I hurt you. I tortured you—”

“And the fact you can say
that with even the remotest hint of sarcasm is one of the reasons
why I’m always going to say no to you. I don’t like you, Kurt. I
can’t trust you, not now, not ever.”

She closed the door and leaned against
it. She wouldn’t be that one girl that fell for his
crap.

****

“Can I have one dance?” Kurt
said.

He stared at Kim. She was dressed in a
beautiful deep blue dress, and her blonde hair was bound up on top
of her head with curls coming down, framing her face. Her green
eyes once again stared at him with doubt, and a little fear. He’d
not attempted to hurt her, or call her names. In fact, now he
actually went out of his way to hurt anyone who tried to hurt
her.

She hesitated, and seeing it broke his
heart.

“One dance, nothing
else.”

“Sure.” She placed her hand
within his, and he escorted her onto the dance floor.

“So we’re just going to
dance.”

“What are your plans for after
graduation?” she asked.

“I’ve got a job lined up at my
father’s company. I intend to start on the ground floor and work my
way up. When I’m in college, I’ll work there part time.”

“Are you taking over from
your father when you’re older?”

“I don’t know. I’ve got my
own plans, you know. What about you?”

“I’m going to art school. My
mother thinks I have what it takes to make it on my own with my
work.”

“That’s pretty good.” Kurt
hadn’t seen any of her artwork. She’d always been so quiet about
it. Whenever he tried to talk to her to get her to open up, she
just seemed to close up even more.

“Yeah, I think
so.”

He pulled her into his arms, placing his
hand on her waist and holding her close. Across the hall he saw
Elsa wrapped in Noah’s arms. His buddy had always been different,
never really running with the rest of the pack. Now he understood
why. Noah had never gone out of his way to hurt Elsa, whereas Kurt
was suffering for being a constant jerk to Kim.

“Kim, I’d like for us to
start over. We’re leaving high school, and I want to leave all the
memories behind.”

She pulled away, looking at him.
“No.”

“Please.”

“Kurt, I understand that you’re
different. You’ve seen the error of your ways, but it doesn’t work
like that. This is my life. I get to choose what I do, and I don’t
choose you.” She stepped away from him. “Thank you for the
dance.”

Even as she stepped away, he knew he
couldn’t be angry. He was the one who fucked up, and now he was
paying the price. Going toward the long table, he grabbed one of
the drinks, disappointed to see it hadn’t yet been
spiked.

“You okay, man?” Noah
asked, coming toward him.

“She’ll be mine one
day.”

“Why don’t you just cut your
losses?”

“No. I want her, Noah. One
day, she’ll see I’m not that bad of a guy.”

He finished his punch and left the
prom. Kurt had danced with the only girl he was interested in. One
day, Kim would belong to him, and she would see that he wasn’t the
same asshole who had hurt her.


Chapter One

 


Ten years later

 


“What the hell are you doing
here, Kurt?” Kim asked. It had been ten years since she’d seen her
tormentor. Ten years of wondering what had happened to him. Toward the end
of high school, Kurt had changed. He’d been different. She didn’t
know why, other than he’d just decided to change. A lot had
happened, especially between their two friends, Elsa and
Noah.

“You know why I’m
here.”

She stared at him. He was handsome, and he
hadn’t gotten fat, bald, or ugly. Kurt looked much better now than
when he was in high school. Some people have all the
luck.

“You’re looking to buy
this business.”

“I couldn’t give two shits
about this business, Kim. The only reason I’m here is because you
are.”

“Me?”

“Yes.” He looked around the
room, moving toward one of the paintings she’d done not long after
prom night. Kim hadn’t wanted to bring it, but Mr. Coal had
insisted that it was one of her best works. She found Mr. Coal
strange at times. He was constantly blowing hot and cold when it
came to her work, never taking her to the next level. The scene was
of a sunset outside of her bedroom window. She’d been so
impassioned she hadn’t been able to stop, whirling the colors
together so that it was all blended. “This is your
work?”

“Yes.”

“You never showed it to
me.”

“I thought you owned your
own business.”

“I do. I own a lot of
things.”

They hadn’t seen each other in ten years.
Their only connection to each other was through Elsa and
Noah.

“You got what you wanted
then?”

“Always. You were picked up by a
failing business, and Mr. Coal, for all of his niceness and eye for
art, he’s bad for business.” Kurt kept moving around the
room.

He wore an expensive designer suit,
and she couldn’t help but tell that he screamed money. Biting her
lip, she locked her hands together, trying to stop the shaking that
was overcoming her. She was so scared, and she hated
that.

Many times over the past year or so, she
had noticed that Mr. Coal didn’t have any business sense. Her work,
to her, was good. Others thought her work stunning. Her mother had
wanted to exhibit it herself, but Kim had wanted to do it on her
own. She didn’t want to earn credit where none was due.

“So you’re interested in
art now?” she asked.

She wanted to keep him constantly
talking.

“No.”

Kim frowned. “If you’re not interested
in art, why are you here?”

He turned toward her.
“You.”

“Me.”

“Yes, always you,
Kimberley James. This is amazing work. Why have you never been up
for an exhibit?”

“Mr. Coal hasn’t seen anything
that he thinks would be worthy of an exhibit.” It had confused her
completely. Mr. Coal would say she was brilliant, and then not put
any of her work in an exhibit, always finding someone else, or
failing to even book an exhibit with his personal issues. She had
noticed several artists had taken their work and gone elsewhere.
She hadn’t done that. Kim believed in sticking around. Her mouth
was so dry, and she was so nervous about what Kurt thought of her
work.

“He’s a fucking asshole,
and he doesn’t have a clue what he’s talking about. These are
amazing.”

“Thank you.”

Kim stared at him, noticing that Kurt
had gotten bigger, filled out, and become more muscular. Averting
her gaze, she stared at the floor, hoping this meeting would just
end.

“You know this place is in
the fucking ground, don’t you?”

“You’re the reputable
businessman that’s supposed to bring it out of the mire of
debt?”

Kurt smirked. “That’s right,
babe.”

“I thought businessmen had
a little more … tact about them.”

“Never really cared for being
predictable. Learned that at my dad’s place years ago.”
He pushed his hands
into his pockets and turned toward her. Staring into his brown
eyes, she felt a little out of place.

Ten years had passed since they’d been
peers.

“You should be far more
advanced than this.”

“What do you
mean?”

“You’re much better than this.
Mr. Coal is an asshole. To consider you an asset, and not sell your
work
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