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        I broke up with a billionaire bully and I won’t give him a second chance…

      

        

      
        After our relationship ends, I convince myself I can live without Crispin.

      

        

      
        We’re never going to be together.

        It’s final.

      

        

      
        After weeks apart, Crispin has other plans for me.

        But how can I give the man who broke my heart a second chance?

      

        

      
        It doesn’t matter how tall or hot he is.

        He’s dangerous. Dark. And too willing to hurt people to get what he wants.

      

        

      
        This spicy romance novel features an African American female lead and a British billionaire alpha male.

      

        

      
        This is Book #6 in a series of dark interracial enemies to lovers bully romance books. If you enjoy spicy romance books that contain potentially triggering and offensive content with page-turning plots and addictive kindle-burning smuttiness, you will fall in love with this series.

      

        

      
        This is a series of interconnected books about Crispin & Amina. I suggest beginning from Book #1.
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        CRISPIN BARCLAY

      

      

      I should have been happy. I was in bed. With her. And I was almost not drunk anymore, nearly sober. My nose hurt like hell. It burned, like I stuck a lighter up there and flicked it off and on for an hour. Twiggy…

      She was tinier than I remembered and I hoped to God I made love to her.

      “Twiggy…”

      I reached over onto the other side of the bed, expecting to find her. My hand touched something soft. Probably her bum. Then I heard a loud whoosh through the air and groaned as a pillow connected with my face.

      “OW!”

      “We are not having sex when you’re drunk,” she snapped.

      It’s her. She’s really here. She’s really mine. I couldn’t help but smile, even if she’d just assaulted me. Slightly.

      “Of course we’re having sex,” I slurred, but really, I couldn’t move. I couldn’t touch her. “Forgive me…” I grumbled.

      Amina’s voice came back sharp. And loud. She was really loud.

      “You need to get off this bed and shower. You’re covered in vomit.”

      “I’m fine. Just get me one of the pills, darling.”

      Ouch.

      “Another pillow, really?” I muttered.

      “I’m not giving you drugs,” Amina snapped. “Get up.”

      I opened an eye. The wrong one. I groaned and closed both of them again. “Don’t want to.”

      “Crispin… you’re scaring me.”

      Fuck. Her voice. It tugged on my heart. It made me want to stop. It made me want to hold her and never let her go. Why did I let her go? Couldn’t I forgive her? She was Amina after all. Mine.

      “I’m fine.”

      “Get. Up.”

      “Okay.”

      I have to listen to her. She’s mine. My twiggy angel. I could make out the cloud of her hair before the features on her face. Her skin was so dark and really beautiful. The light was dim and almost blue and it made her look shiny like an angel or something.

      I remember the first time I touched it how hard she got me. It was such a struggle to hide how she made me feel. Especially my body. Touching her has always been the greatest high.

      I propped myself up on my elbows even if I felt like shit and my hair was a bloody mess.

      “What now, boss?” I grumbled, trying to smile at her afterwards and meeting Amina’s serious scowl.

      “Take a shower. Please. I don’t want to wake anyone else up.”

      “Come with me.”

      “I’m not taking a shower with you. We’re broken up.”

      I hated hearing her say those words. I knew the choice I’d made, but it hadn’t been easy. And having her here and so close to me made me forget what I’d made such a fuss about. I missed her.

      “So? Don’t you miss me?” I complained.

      “That’s not the point, white boy.”

      So she had missed me. Ha.

      “Come with me or I’ll piss the bed,” I threatened.

      “That’s not as funny as you think it is.”

      I got out of the bed and she followed me. Fuck. How the fuck did I get naked?

      “Did I walk here naked?” I grumbled, leaning against the wall and examining the cold piece of metal that still hung pierced through my cock head. I couldn’t bring myself to remove it, even with that A dangling there. I didn’t really want any other girls anyway.

      “The last half of the walk…” Amina muttered, distracting me from staring at my cock. “Vi saw your dick and congratulated me. So thanks for that.”

      “Oh. Sorry.”

      The next thing I knew, she had water pouring all over me and her little hands were all over my back, covered in soap. I loved how she touched me. She was all tough on the outside, which I liked, but she touched me like the gentlest little fairy. I loved that about her. Amina’s hands were always perfect and gentle. She touched everyone and everything as if they were fragile.

      “I’m really sorry,” I whispered. And I was just sober enough to mean it properly.

      “Your new eye looks nice,” she said, clearly trying to stay neutral and trying not to think about the awful things I’d done to her.

      “Thanks.”

      I shampooed my hair against my will. I rather liked it all greasy and smelly, but Amina insisted and started climbing me fully clothed to get up there, so I volunteered to wash my hair myself. I hated feeling like we were normal again.

      Like I could just be with her.

      “I love you,” I blurted out stupidly. Because that was also true.

      “We’re broken up. I’m only saving your ass because it’s the right thing to do.  So can we not do this? What were you even thinking?”

      She shut the water off and threw a towel at me.

      “I dunno.”

      “Uh… I dunno,” she repeated in a mocking fake British accent as she glared at me. “You could have died.”

      “I’m sorry.”

      “Stop apologizing!” Amina yelled. “I can’t talk to you right now. I thought when I saw you we could talk, but we can’t talk when you’re drunk. You can barely stand.”

      I was still struggling to wrap the towel around my waist, so I really didn’t have much ground to stand on there.

      “I’m fine.”

      I finally got it. Then I put my hands on my hips and looked at her properly. She was still so thin. Not pregnant anymore and not growing. I bit down hard on my lower lip. I didn’t need to make her feel any worse with my emotions.

      “You look great,” I said. “Really great.”

      “Crispin, just get dressed. Please.”

      “I’m better,” I mumbled. “Like. I’m fine. It’s just a party.”

      “I saw Kit’s house. You aren’t better and you aren’t fine. You’re on… a lot of drugs.”

      “So is Bainbridge,” I muttered.

      “That’s not the point. You’re mixing things. You’re injecting things. This isn’t like you, Crispin.”

      “I dunno.”

      She rolled her eyes and marched back into her bedroom — or at least, the guest room she’d occupied in Vi Bainbridge’s house and made hers.

      I followed her back into the bedroom and reluctantly slipped into a mysterious large pair of grey sweatpants that I suppose she borrowed from one of the Bainbridge boys. I sat on the edge of the bed, the sweatpants barely covering my shins on account of my height. Even if they looked large, they still weren’t big enough for me.

      Amina sat next to me. She put her head into her hands.

      “I shouldn’t have let you come back here.”

      “Why not?”

      “Because… I don’t want to have sex.”

      “Okay.”

      I’ve never had a problem with that before. I just love being with her.

      “I want to get back together,” I said. “I want you back.”

      “Stop,” she snapped.

      She tugged her hand away from mine, which hurt. I won’t lie about that. I wanted to take it back and force her to stay with me, right here, but I knew I would only scare her and fuck’s sake, I wanted to stop doing that.

      “No,” Amina whispered. “We can’t do this right now. Okay? You need to rest and I need to stay up and watch you sleep so you don’t choke on your own vomit.”

      “That’s a bit grim,” I whispered, wanting to pull her close to me and do anything aside from sleeping. She was always the most beautiful girl in any room. She didn’t realize it, or she didn’t care, but she was beautiful. And I was so close to having her again.

      “I don’t care,” she said sternly. “Get into bed, Pip.”

      Fuck’s sake. If I could remember when I was sober, I’d kill that wanker Kit.

      “Pip? Please… don’t.”

      Amina smirked and pointed to the bed. “Then get to bed or I’ll call you that diminutive name again.”

      I loved when she got that sassy little face and I knew it would make her night if she could boss me around and help me sober up.

      “Thanks,” I grumbled. Twiggy was right. I wasn’t in any position to argue. I didn’t even remember falling asleep. I wanted to argue with her more, but I was still high. And probably drunk. I felt her crawling into bed next to me and I pulled her against me.

      I didn’t try anything with her. I didn’t dare do anything to send her running down the halls, even if it was nearly impossible to resist her soft bum pressing against my thigh. When she flipped over and rested her little head on my chest, I wanted to burst. Her hair had grown even longer, even if it hadn’t been longer than a few weeks, and I stroked it as she slept. I noticed these little details about Amina.

      I always would. I could never stop myself from loving her unless I stopped myself from existing entirely. My obsession with her ached within me with unnatural fire. She did my head in. Completely.

      But eventually, I must have fallen asleep and in the morning, Amina was gone. She’d sent Kit for me, which felt like a punishment. My hangover made Kit’s presence even more bloody annoying than it would have been. Strange burning pressed behind my good eye and if I moved the wrong way, I wanted to puke.

      Kit entered the room oblivious and far too fucking happy. His hair looked a bloody mess, but that was to be expected.

      The stupid wanker wore my shirt when he picked me up.

      

      I wanted her back so badly. More than I wanted drugs. I couldn’t stand Kit’s presence without something to smooth it over. Preferably something small, digestible, and illegal.

      “Kit I need a bump,” I grumbled.

      “Why?” Kit snapped. “You blew through my stash and then thanks to you, I got mugged outside the pub.”

      The pub had been a bloody nightmare. How should I have known Amina would show up with her mates?

      “How is that my fault?”

      “Apparently we look alike,” Kit responded, giving me an offended look, as if he were the one being insulted with the comment.

      “We look nothing alike,” I grumbled, although we were often mistaken for brothers or twins. I followed him into the car, desperate to search every square foot of the Bainbridge estate for Amina, but too sick to my stomach to fight Kit as he dragged me off, insisting it was for the best and that Amina wouldn’t want to see me anyway.

      I avoided arguing with him and slipped into the passenger seat of his car. I would see Amina at school soon. And when I did… I wouldn’t be giving up on her.

      Quite the bloody opposite.

      Kit turned the stereo up and drove us home. He was one of those boys who had been born a wanker. The house was still filthy when we got back in, but there was plenty for me waiting on the table.

      “Your girlfriend’s fit,” Kit said as I greedily loaded up some brown powder in a spoon.

      “Yeah. Not my girlfriend.”

      “You didn’t shag her last night?”

      “No. And can you stop talking about her?”

      “She loves you, mate. I tried to shag her and she turned me down… me. I mean, what woman in her right mind would turn me down?”

      “You’re a fucking virgin, Kit. So apparently, a lot of them.”

      Kit scowled and stormed off. I couldn’t help being right, could I? But my stupid cousin was right about one thing.

      Amina was fit. And she’d probably get pissed if I shot up whatever was in that spoon. I can’t remember which of my designer concoctions it was. Something strong and numbing. I set it down and leaned back into the chair, letting my hangover hit me with the force of a double decker bus. Better. I had to do better. For her. For August’s son.

      For the vengeance I had planned for little Miss Katrina Grigsby and Barnaby Fox. Of course, I had to get Amina back first. That would be a challenge. But she was always worth it. Always.
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      “Promise you didn’t shag him?” Vi asked, giving me a stern look as I sat on my bed. We’d just finished setting everything up in my new dorm room. The new Year 13 girls’ dorms were Thatcher’s and Elizabeth’s. I was in Thatcher’s, Vi was in Elizabeth’s and as she sat on my dorm bed, this was the tenth time she’d asked me if I cracked.

      Despite a very tempting night with a very tempting man … I hadn’t slept with Crispin. That would have made our extremely messy breakup even messier, and that was the last thing I wanted.

      “I promise.”

      Vi continued, trusting me, “I can’t believe Freddie’s going to be your roommate. Lucky.”

      Lucky. So lucky that my ex-boyfriend’s twin would be living with me. Listen, I had nothing against Freddie, but I wanted to set down ground rules ASAP. I didn’t want to have to see Crispin all the time. Our school was so small that I basically could never get my wish, but I wanted to try.

      I knew he wanted to sleep with me that night at Vi’s. I wanted him really badly too but it just wasn’t the right thing to do. We had been through way too much that sex couldn’t fix. My dad died, I had a miscarriage, then we broke up… and that break up hurt more than I thought it would.

      I couldn’t just give Crispin a second chance and risk getting hurt again. I couldn’t handle it. I didn’t want to get back to the place I had been early in our relationship when everything between us had been so twisted up that I wanted to jump off a bridge.

      Crispin could get under my skin and drive me so damn crazy that I didn’t feel like myself. He broke up with me because I wasn’t ready for a kid and then… the miscarriage. Every emotion between us was so fucking raw that I didn’t want to touch it. It wasn’t easy to say yes to a second chance when every interaction between us felt as painful as touching an open wound with sweaty fingers.

      But saying no to the sexiest man alive was the hardest thing I’d ever done, especially when… I still loved him.

      “She said she would be here soon,” I said, referring to Freddie, “She said she wanted to talk about Katrina.”

      Vi pursed her lips and then said. “I may know something. But perhaps we ought to read the school rules first.”

      “Are you really saying you’d rather read these stupid new rules than gossip about Katrina?”  I rolled my eyes.

      Vi’s priorities shocked me more every day. How could these stupid school rules be any better than gossiping about the Katrina situation? That would take my mind off Crispin too. Katrina was returning for her final year at Rapetti and considering she’d tampered with my birth control and screwed my entire life up just because of her messed up situation with August, I was pretty sure we weren’t friends anymore.

      Still, I wanted to know about her baby – Crispin’s nephew – and how Benjamin Fox’s brother had become involved in all this. How had he worked this confession out of Katrina? Thinking about her just brought angry emotions to the forefront in an unpleasant rush.

      Vi responded to my gossip request with a stern and way too judgmental look on her face. I had every right to want to go Mike Tyson on Katrina’s ass.

      “We have to read the rules.”

      “No, we have to gossip. What about our normal social development?”

      Vi tucked hair from her recently blunted bob behind her ears and reminded me why she was being such a stickler for the rules. Our school had a change of ownership over the summer and considering our social lives relied on illegal off campus parties and secretive consumption of alcohol, nobody knew what to expect about the new culture that might descend on our school.

      “The rules are important,” Vi explained, using her ‘teacher voice’. “I have it on reliable authority that the new administration will be ruthless about enforcement. We need to ensure our behavior is compliant.”

      “Compliant? We’re going to an illegal party tonight.”

      Clearly, Vi wanted ways around the rules like I did, but if we were going to break the rules anyway, what was the point of reading them? I just wanted to have fun and take the  damn pressure off. I had expected summer to be healing. Instead, it felt like the summer heat targeted me and an intense, black sun scorched every area of my life with its fire.

      “Well, school doesn’t officially start until tomorrow, so it’s not illegal yet,” Vi said, already well on her way to discovering more loopholes.

      I folded my arms, unable to wipe the look of disappointment off my face. Wasn’t this girl dating a feral beast like Jack Dyson? How was she still so serious about the rules?

      “Vi… seriously?”

      “Look, we have to get new uniforms starting next semester and there are even stricter rules on visiting people of the opposite sex. We can’t get caught making public displays of affection. It’s explicit!”

      “Vi. British people have a special word for rules. Rubbish. I don’t even care.”

      “Fine,” Vi huffed. “Katrina’s got a new religion. Do you care about that?”

      “The church of being super annoying?” I said, relief spreading through me as Vi finally let go of these stupid rules and gave me some piping hot oolong tea that I could sip on.

      “No,” Vi said, teasing out the information with a long pause. Damn, she was good at this. I purposefully widened my eyes to intensify the weight of her delivery.

      Vi didn’t disappoint.

      “She’s Muslim.”

      I stifled a laugh.

      “She’s what?” I asked. But I heard her ass. Katrina… a Muslim?

      “It’s not a joke. She’s already set up her prayer mat in our common room and everyone’s buzzing around her to hear the story of how she converted.”

      “Um… there’s a story?”

      “According to her, she had a special vision and she’s claiming it helped her to lose a ton of weight so people are interested.”

      “She lost a ton of weight because she gave birth,” I grumbled.

      “Well, she’s spreading lies and apparently spreading Islam right along with it,” Vi said. “Her version of it at least.”

      “Isn’t that disrespectful to people who are actually Muslim?”

      Vi shrugged. “We can’t say anything to her or it’s Islamophobic. She’s already gotten Sarah Clifford in trouble with our dorm director.”

      “How? We’ve been on campus for a total of five minutes.”

      “Everyone’s on edge because of the school rules. That’s why I said we should read them. Valuable context… you know.”

      I glanced over at the half-unpacked side of my room. We were officially in our last year of Rapetti. I couldn’t wait to be out of here and done with school rules. This was only step one in my Master Plan and I wanted to finish something without running away for once. I hadn’t had that chance much in the past few years.

      At least Vi and I had learned we were in a couple classes together. I wondered if I had any classes with Crispin, but I was trying everything in my power to suppress all the excuses I came up with to start talking to him. Talking to Crispin was a bad idea after everything. Vi was right anyway. I should probably see what fresh ways the school administration had come up with to torture us—like our ugly uniforms and exhaustive class schedules weren’t bad enough. If I didn’t watch my butt this year, I could end up on academic probation again.

      I’d texted Libby asking for study tips but then she’d sent over a 300 page PDF of her productivity advice that I was still combing through.

      “Fine. We can read the stupid school rules,” I grumbled.

      The change in trustees had apparently been serious, but everything about what exactly that meant had been shrouded in mystery. Students gossiped, but no one really knew the truth.

      Vi had been smart to recommend that we read the rules. We were just in the beginning stages of the school’s transfer of ownership. First, we would have this new trustee board. By next year, Rapetti Academy would be changing ownership, shifting around the trustee board and then finally changing its name.

      But the name would only change once we graduated — most likely revealing the mysterious person who bought our private school. I expected someone as rich as Vi to know all the tea, but she was in the dark like everyone else. In a place like this, rumors spread like crazy. I thought for sure we’d have heard something that sounded halfway believable.

      One of Vi’s many group chats vibrated.

      “New rumor about the school dropped,” she said.

      “What is it?”

      The rumor was accompanied with a picture of Katrina’s new prayer mat in the common room. The latest rumor was that Saudi billionaires bought the school and Katrina’s religious conversion was used as evidence of this. Stupid stuff like that always spread around boarding schools. I looked at the text from a name I didn’t even recognize – one of Vi’s other friends. That didn’t lend any credibility to the claims.

      “This is absolutely ridiculous,” Vi huffed. “The punishment for visiting a boys’ room after hours now includes writing an essay and posting it to the school’s website. It’s public humiliation.”

      “Look at this,” I said, pointing to the section on hairstyles. “No messy hair. What the hell does that mean?”

      “It means they’re bloody sexists.”

      “Look at our uniforms for class this semester. The skirts are so short.”

      “I’ll be wearing tights,” Vi said haughtily as she scanned the catalog. “This is absurd. Our requirements have gone through the roof. Each student must have an extracurricular activity and attend chapel on Sundays. A sport!?”

      The thought of being forced to do a sport filled Violet with dread.

      “I’m sure Katrina will get a religious exemption…” I muttered. How ironic that the year the school requires us to all go to church Katrina suddenly decides to become a Muslim.

      Vi nodded sympathetically.

      “I can’t believe mum and dad paid tuition after reading this. Then again, they’ve been distracted with the… you know… with the proceedings.”

      Her parents’ divorce was destined to be super dramatic and expensive. Vi kept rumors about that to herself, but I knew everyone in her circle of rich British folk was chatting about it.

      “Yeah,” I said. “I’m sorry about that. Do you want to talk about it?”

      “Yes. And no. It’s making things hard for me and Jack. His family is so perfect and goofy and mine is so messy. It’s embarrassing”

      “Your brother seemed pretty cool for an annoying sixteen-year-old.”

      “Thomas used to be cool. Then he got all aloof and weird. He barely tells me anything.”

      “Maybe he has a secret little girlfriend and doesn’t want you to know.”

      “Ha ha,” Vi said. “But gross. I don’t want to imagine anyone dating my little brother.”

      “Careful, Vi. It’ll happen one day.”

      “As long as he doesn’t date someone like Katrina, I don’t care who he dates.”

      She had a point there. Vi helped me unpack my books and organize my desk like I was preparing to go to battle against my classes. We discussed what sports we could potentially join for the year. Crispin would obviously have football and probably would be thrilled that sports were finally required.

      “I could try cross country,” I said. “But the thought of running…”

      “It fills me with dread too,” Vi muttered. “But football is worse. It’s pure sprinting.”

      “What about field hockey?” I asked.

      “Sarah G does it and she terrifies me sometimes. She can fight boys. I don’t want to get all bruised.”

      Our discussion went back and forth like that for a while. We hung out for a while longer and it got harder to ignore the temptation to visit Crispin. I didn’t know which of the Year 13 boys’ dorms he lived in, but it was a coin toss to find out and he’d made captain of the football team, even with one eye. This was going to be his season if he stopped doing drugs long enough to play…

      I’d passed out watching something on my laptop while Vi re-organized my clothes the “cool” way she knew how. I heard her voice telling me something and mumbled a non-response.

      “Earth to Amina…” Vi said. “Freddie texted me. She’s on her way.”

      I perked up a bit after hearing Freddie’s name. I was skeptical about how we would work as roommates, but it would be better than living alone. It felt weird to be in my room without Mandeep, but we texted all the time so it felt like we would still be friends even thousands of miles away. I fought my way out of a pile of clothes.

      “Let’s go get my roomie. Is she alone?”

      Vi nodded. “She didn’t mention Crispin.”

      “Good.”

      We hurried downstairs together to find Freddie barking imperious commands to her driver.

      “You’re going to bloody break it! Jim, step away. Step away right now.”

      Jim stepped away from the suitcase and Freddie snatched it up before realizing we were standing there.

      “Oh. My. God. People. People who aren’t Katrina. Come hither, ladies. Freddie needs a big hug.”

      She was wearing taller combat boots than ever before and she towered over us as we rushed her. I wrapped my hands around her and felt how skinny she was, not like I was anyone to judge. We pulled away from our group hug and Freddie blew her blunt bangs out of her face.

      “Well, roommate. Let’s get me unpacked. If Jim didn’t break literally everything… I have gifts for you. Gifts you’re going to love.”

      Freddie dragged her suitcase and rushed ahead. She’d spent her summer with Katrina religiously catching up on studies enough to enter into Year 13 and here she was. I liked Freddie. She was a good friend, but once I saw Freddie, my excitement came with a frustrating and more complicated feeling.

      She just reminded me of her brother. Obviously she would.

      I just couldn’t separate her from Crispin and seeing her made me realize that maybe rooming with her wouldn’t be as easy as I thought. I’d always have to think about him.

      Should I text him? I could hear bad idea, right? by Olivia Rodrigo playing in the back of my head, practically justifying a risky text to Crispin. He wouldn’t ignore me, would he?

      Freddie’s chatter luckily distracted me from texting her twin brother. I struggled to keep up with her long stride and conversation, so adding a text into the mix was out of the question.

      She followed the signs to our room and pushed her suitcases through the door. Violet set one on the bed and I heaved the other one onto her desk. She looked around at my side of the room and nodded.

      “Very nice. I love your taste.”

      “Thanks.”

      “By the way, I know Crispin’s being a cunt so… if you don’t want to see him, I won’t let him in.”

      “Thanks.”

      “Good,” Freddie said. “I hate always having to share enemies with him.”

      “Well we aren’t enemies,” I muttered.

      “Right. Sorry,” Freddie said. “I didn’t mean it like that.”

      “It’s okay. It’s weird. And awkward.”

      “He’s a bloody idiot,” Freddie said. “I wouldn’t take him back if I were you. I’d make him suffer.”

      She smirked.

      “Now ladies. Your gifts. Are you ready?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 2

          

        

      

    

    
      Freddie’s new gifts had been for Jack Dyson’s party. The theme was “Jesus Punch Night”, which didn’t make sense to any of us ladies crowded into the dorm room I shared with Freddie.

      She rifled through her suitcase and handed Violet a white box wrapped in a purple ribbon. She’d wrapped mine in a black ribbon. We hurriedly opened the boxes. Earrings. And they were freaking gorgeous.

      “I don’t understand what Jesus Punch is,” Freddie said. “But apparently, we’ll need to dress up. I thought these would suit you both.”

      “These are gorgeous. My mum has the exact same pair,” Vi said, holding the diamonds up to her ears. Freddie clapped her hands together excitedly and then turned to me again. My earrings were made of emeralds and really cute too.

      “Crispin’s been a twat, so I used his credit card to get these,” Freddie said to me, holding up a large bag from Tiffany’s that she had pulled out from her suitcase along with the earrings.

      “Thanks,” I said. “As long as he doesn’t come beating down the door looking for them.”

      Freddie pursed her lips. “Honestly, he’s been a bloody mess especially since he last saw you. But we don’t have to talk about him because Violet needs to explain to us what the hell her boyfriend means by Jesus Punch.”

      I hadn’t seen Crispin in a week. He hadn’t texted me and I couldn’t bring myself to text him. The temptation worsened with each passing day. I felt completely weak when it came to Crispin.

      “It’s an alcoholic punch with secret ingredients that allegedly makes you see Jesus,” Vi said, shrugging. “I’m only going because it’s our last night of freedom before we submit to these bloody rules.”

      Freddie snickered. “Sounds ridiculous.”

      “The football boys have been planning the party for ages. Even Thomas heard about it and he doesn’t even go here yet. He’s applying to attend school here and Warwick, but he doesn’t know what’s going to happen with all the changes.”

      “Changes,” Freddie scoffed. “Places like this never really change, do they? There will always be bitches and bullies. Speaking of bitches… should we see Katrina before we get ready or should we drink first?”

      I didn’t want to see Katrina at all. We all exchanged glances and decided instantly. “Drink.”

      We helped Freddie get her room unpacked as we shared grapefruit juice with splashes of vodka in it. Freddie got tipsy quickly and started telling us stories about her summer living with Katrina, leaving out all the parts I guess where Katrina was leading her on and generally being shady as hell.

      “What about the baby?”

      “Losing that baby was her fault,” Freddie said. “She taunted Barnaby Fox and she knew the dangers in doing that. Now, he has her baby. I know Crispin’s torn up about it but honestly, we’re better off with August’s spawn in someone else’s pond.”

      Freddie was a sassy drunk. We got dressed for the party after helping her unpack her room. She wore a black bandeau and tight leather leggings. Violet helped her put on smoky eyeshadow and then they helped me pick out my outfit. Fishnet tights, a tight blue silk dress and blue butterfly clips in my hair like I was from Y2K. I didn’t really like wearing makeup, but Freddie convinced me to try mascara.

      “Perfect,” she said. “God, you look so fit. If you’re looking for another boy, you won’t be single for long.”

      Vi was struggling to get into her high waisted jeans.

      “When did these get so bloody tight?” she grumbled. Freddie walked over to the other side of the room to help her.

      “Suck in,” Freddie said. Vi sucked in and Freddie helped the zipper up.

      “There,” Freddie said. “You’ve got a pear bottom, that’s all. I think it’s cute.”

      “Freddie…”

      “Oh, I’m only flirting,” Freddie said jokingly. “It’s practice. Now that I’m an older gal, I think I want to date a Year 12. Go younger.”

      “Ew!” Vi said. “Are you serious?”

      Vi was so dramatic. It’s not like Year 12s were high schoolers. Freddie didn’t seem to care either. I was just glad she didn’t seem interested in Katrina anymore.

      “Well some of them have to be fit and I don’t want to date one of Crispin’s friends. That would be weird.”

      “Good point,” Vi said. “But younger guys? Really? They’re immature.”

      “Not any less mature than a girl who spent her teen years locked up. I probably need practice socializing and dating people who are normal.”

      “Well ladies,” I announced. “We can’t date anyone unless we take our tipsy butts over to Jack’s party. Now where is it again?”

      “It’s a little drive,” Freddie said. “Katrina agreed to take us.”

      I didn’t realize they were on good terms, but stifled my opinion, especially since we didn’t have a ride planned yet. I couldn’t believe Katrina would agree to take us, nor could I believe this party aligned with her new religion. Basically, I had more questions than answers.

      “Seriously?” I said.

      Freddie shrugged. “We need a ride, don’t we?”

      Vi gave me a nervous look and then shrugged.

      “No. Not Katrina,” I said. I wasn’t ready to see Katrina — mostly because I knew I’d ruin everyone’s night by launching myself at her and beating her ass to a pulp. Freddie shrugged and thankfully didn’t push the issue.

      “Crispin could take us,” Freddie suggested. “Unless… that would be awkward.”

      “It would be,” Vi said before I could respond. I might have said something crazy and stupid, anyway, like agreeing to get a ride from Crispin.

      Freddie looked down at her phone.

      “He texted me asking if we had a ride.”

      “Can’t we just walk?” I asked, my nervousness about being around Crispin growing the longer we had this conversation.

      “I don’t want to walk back alone. Unlike you, I don’t have Crispin watching my back.”

      If Crispin and I had been together, that might have been sweet, but now that we weren’t together, I just felt strange about it. Jack also suggested that Crispin would be watching my back but they didn’t know exactly what happened between us that night after the pub. They didn’t know how hard I’d fought to say no to him. He was drunk and I didn’t want him to regret me in the morning.

      He probably had plenty of regrets when it came to me.

      “I can ask Jack to send Felix Stubbins back here with his car and I can drive it,” Vi said. “We can stay over at the house tonight. He’s locked off a couple of rooms so people don’t shag in there.”

      “I plan to shag somewhere,” Freddie said. “I’m done dating girls. Now that I’m in college… I think it’s time to branch out.”

      “I’m done dating anyone,” I said. “Get Jack’s car please Vi.”

      I didn’t need to explain myself to Violet. She knew I wasn’t ready to see Crispin yet. Freddie shrugged and then glanced at her phone again, rolling her eyes.

      “Ugh. It’s Katrina. I’ll tell her I’m not coming with her, but she’s going to be so pissed.”

      “How are you two still friends?” I grumbled.

      “Dunno. We went through a lot this summer. She hates me as much as I hate her.”

      “Sounds healthy,” Vi muttered sarcastically.

      Freddie shrugged. “Healthier than dating a Dyson.”

      Vi smiled at her, and Freddie smiled back, but there was a weird moment of tension between them.

      “What did Jack say?” I interrupted.

      “He’s typing. It normally takes him forever because he’s eating an orange or something.”

      “I don’t know how you can date a guy like him,” Freddie said. “He’s so unrefined.”

      “Hey, he’s my boyfriend.”

      Freddie shrugged. “Sorry.”

      But she didn’t sound very sorry. It was the minute for everyone’s phone to go off because mine buzzed several times in a row. I assumed it was Mandeep, who just texted me about her new place in Tokyo where she had escaped with Kaito to start their life together away from her arranged marriage. She was thriving with him in an adorable condo on the outskirts of the city.

      

      But the text wasn’t from Mandeep.

      

      My heart dropped into my butt. He texted first. I didn’t know if he meant anything texting me or if he was just doing it because I was the only person he thought would reply.

      

      Crispin: I’m high and I miss you

      Me: You tried that already. We didn’t get far.

      Crispin: See you at the party tits

      Me: Excuse me???

      Crispin: I mean twiggy.

      

      I didn’t reply to him.

      “Everything okay?”

      “Yeah, I’m fine. It’s just Crispin.”

      “Felix is coming with the car,” Vi said. “Don’t worry. You don’t have to talk to him if you don’t want to.”

      I appreciated her promise, but I didn’t think I could avoid Crispin Barclay if he’d made up his mind to see me. Felix arrived with Jack’s red Jaguar and nearly threw a real live temper tantrum when Vi made him sit in the back with Freddie.

      She sat as far away from him as possible and stuck her headphones in, glowering any time Felix looked at her. At least Freddie had sensible instincts regarding Felix Stubbins. When we pulled up to the house, Freddie burst out of the car.

      “I’ll catch up with you later! Katrina wants to see me and I’ll spare you two since you’re not keen.”

      “See you near the punch bowl in an hour!” Vi called.

      “Cheers!”

      Felix stumbled out of the car chasing after her.

      “Who are you?” he asked. “Will it kill you to talk to me? Do you have a boyfriend?”

      Vi and I exchanged glances. We pitied Felix if he was dumb enough to get on the wrong side of Freddie Barclay or worse, her twin brother. He’d find out soon enough that he was sniffing after the wrong girl. Vi sighed and clutched the steering wheel.

      “It feels weird to be back.”

      “Lucky for us we’re at a party.”

      “An illegal off-campus party. We ought to be more scared. More careful.”

      “The school hasn’t started cracking down on parties yet. They seem more concerned with… honestly weird stuff.”

      “I know. I haven’t got a clue what’s going on,” Vi said. “And I mean… with me and Jack.”

      “Like your relationship? I thought you had the perfect summer.”

      Compared to my summer, Vi and Jack had fallen deeper in love and spent every minute with each other. If there had been trouble between them, they’d done a great job of showing it.

      “Jack’s popular, Amina. I’m not. We’re cool when we’re not on campus but he’s a football boy and I’m a loud-mouthed feminist. Our social groups don’t exactly mesh and… he asked me not to each lunch with them.”

      “Ouch.”

      “I think he’s trying to protect me but it feels like… he’s embarrassed.”

      “Jack is in love with you. He’s not embarrassed.”

      “He’s a boy,” Vi said. “Boys are all the same. Even Jack.”

      “Come on,” I said. “Maybe Freddie’s right and we should dance up on a year 12.”

      Vi scoffed. “You can take your chances with Jude Fox. I’ll pass.”

      “Any relation to Ben?”

      “Yes.”

      “Yeah, maybe you’re right. I’ll pass.”

      “We can get properly sloshed however,” Vi said. “And that’s a great reason to head in there.”

      “Crispin texted me,” I blurted out as we exited the car.

      “Will you talk to him?”

      As I approached the entrance to Jack’s party, I saw that I wouldn’t have a choice. If Crispin’s antics at the pub had been humiliating, this was something significantly worse.

      “How much cocaine do you think he’s taken?” Vi whispered.

      “The party hasn’t even started yet.”

      “She’s here! Amina!” he yelled and ran out of the house toward me. Naked.
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      I didn’t have time to react because Crispin lifted me off the ground and kissed me. Hard. Devin followed him out of the house laughing and filming him. Since when were they on speaking terms again?

      Devin reached into his pocket for a little baggie of white powder. Since then, I supposed. Grr…

      I pushed hard against Crispin’s chest, trying to shove him away from me but he was enormous and he’d just picked me up, so I didn’t exactly have any power to make him put me down. Wriggling wasn’t working either so I did the only thing I could — I smacked him in the face.

      Crispin stopped kissing me and gave me a stunned look. His pupil was so dilated in his one good eye, that I could easily tell the other one was fake. He was high. Very high.

      “Put me down,” I hissed.

      “Welcome to the party, babe. I’m drunk.”

      Babe. How the hell could he call me that after breaking up with me? Plus, after the last time we saw each other, I thought he’d quit doing drugs like this.

      “And you’re embarrassing me,” I hissed.

      He set me down on the grass outside and put his hands on his hips. Yes, he was still naked and that annoying piercing was basically flopping in my face. Jack had already ushered Vi inside, so it was just me and a bunch of football boys with Crispin standing there naked and grinning like he was so proud of himself for flashing the entire school.

      “Crispin, you are naked! I don’t want all my friends to see my boyfriend—I mean— that’s not what I meant.”

      Great. Devin probably got that on film. Crispin wasn’t my boyfriend, which was another good reason he shouldn’t be waving his giant dick in my face outside Jack’s party.

      Devin laughed and sucked some powder off his finger. “Wait Crispin, turn around, I want to get footage of your cock.”

      Instead of telling Devin off like a sensible person, Crispin turned around and he actually showed stupid Devin McLeod his dick.

      “Ha! That’s hilarious. It’s smaller than mine, though,” Devin bragged.

      Um, Devin… it most certainly is not smaller than yours. But keep lying to yourself. I kept my opinion about Devin to myself, however, because Crispin didn’t have control of himself again and he’d just kissed me in front of everyone which definitely wasn’t okay because we were broken up. Devin was my bottom priority.

      “I think I finally see it,” Crispin whispered, staring off into the distance and ignoring me getting ready to tell him. “I think the punch is making me see Jesus.”

      Devin laughed louder and got closer to Crispin, pushing his phone camera nearly against Crispin’s dick.

      “Devin!” I snapped. “Get your ass and the rest of the football asses out of here or I will kill you. And where are his clothes?!”

      Devin was too busy saving his own ass — and the rest of the football asses — to answer me about Crispin’s clothes. Luckily before I could chase after them and risk leaving Crispin out there alone butt naked, Jack came rushing out of the house.

      “Mate, I told you not to do it,” Jack said. He’d apparently settled Vi somewhere far from Crispin’s dick before searching through a pile to get Crispin’s clothes. Instead of being grateful, Crispin rolled his eyes at his best friend.

      “I’m the Captain,” Crispin grinned, turning to Jack and answering him smugly. “I do whatever I want now.”

      Jack tossed his clothes to Crispin who let them fall to the ground. I picked the clothes up and shoved them into Crispin’s chest. He grunted and gave me a surprised look.

      “Do you have a problem, twiggy?” he said, grinning like a smug asshole.

      “Yes. I have a problem. You just kissed me in front of half the school year and we’re broken up. Then, you basically just showed my friend your dick and God knows who else. I mean… why even bother acting like you want to get back together if all you do is get high and drunk?”

      “Get out of here, Jack,” Crispin snarled, as if it were Jack’s fault that he’d done all of this. I put my hands on my hips because for once, I was getting serious. Crispin had basically just asked me to put my life on hold to have a family with him and a few weeks later, he was utterly out of control. How could he expect me to ever change my mind or expect us to work at all when he was acting like this?

      I wanted to fight this man about everything.

      “I think I’ll stay,” Jack said, folding his arms and scowling at Crispin. “She’s right. You need like consent and shit to kiss her.”

      Crispin scoffed.

      “She’s Amina. I’m pretty sure I’ve got consent.”

      “We are broken up,” I snapped. How dare Crispin act like he owned me?!

      I kept going, my voice getting louder and angrier. “You dumped me. And then you keep texting me and messing with my head. It’s annoying!”

      Crispin scowled. His silence just pissed me off more. I wanted him to just react like the strong, protective man I knew he was. He couldn’t ask me to start a family with him and then act like a child one week later.

      “You want me to have kids with you and be your wife, but I can’t do that if you keep acting like a kid yourself. It scares the crap out of me!”

      He flinched when I said the last part and a smidgeon of relief pierced through my emotional storm at his recognition of how badly this was tearing me up from within. We could have fun together, I knew that. But right now, I didn’t know if Crispin could get serious. If we were both too fucked up to make it happen.

      If we had a kid, we couldn’t be goddamn messes all the time.

      Crispin’s voice tightened. “I tried to be there for you and you didn’t want a future with me, Amina.”

      “I didn’t want to jump into having a baby. But I still love you.”

      “Then why can’t we be together and make it work?”

      He blindsided me with that. I never expected us to have a second chance. Maybe we would sleep together a few times and make the mess between us even messier, but if Crispin didn’t want me anymore, we couldn’t work.

      “Because…” I trailed off. I didn’t know what to say. He was the one who dumped me.

      “If you don’t want a family, or a future, I don’t know what you want from me,” Crispin said. “Because I am not alright with just fucking you. It’s not enough.”

      The weight of what he was asking me hung between us.

      “I want to have a real conversation,” I said, surprised by how badly my voice trembled and by how honest I was. Saying exactly what I wanted out loud gave me a feeling of power I wasn’t completely comfortable with. Crispin appeared to be taking me seriously, which made me feel better about standing up for myself and just saying what I wanted.

      Jack glanced between us and offered me a particularly sympathetic look. This wasn’t where I wanted to have our conversation, but we needed to talk. I didn’t want Crispin to be drunk off his ass either, but I wanted to just talk to him.

      “I can give you the key to a bedroom on the third floor,” Jack offered sympathetically. “So you can talk. Please don’t shag though. I don’t want the picture in my head.”

      I rolled my eyes. The thought of touching Crispin like that ran almost constantly in the back of my head, but it was the last thing we needed to do. Jack Dyson once again had a point. I tried to muster up as much righteous indignation as possible.

      “Can you put some damn pants on?” I snapped at Crispin. “And get the picture out of your head, Dyson. Now.”

      Crispin glanced down at his dick and grinned. “I think your work made quite the impression.”

      “Mate, I’ve seen too much of you,” Jack said. “Get your arse upstairs and I’ll cover for you. But make sure you’re down for the coronation.”

      “The what?” I snapped.

      “I’m crowning Vi the princess of my heart,” Jack said. “Duh.”

      It hadn’t been anything that could have possibly been obvious to either me or Crispin, but we both nodded halfway in confusion. Jack hurried ahead and I watched Crispin put his pants on.

      “How can we get back together if the entire campus has seen your dick?” I said. “Some things should be personal, Crispin.”

      I tried not to look, but Crispin’s dick situation was the size that drew your attention regardless of your initial intentions to never ever look at it too closely.

      “It’s not a big deal…”

      “How would you like it if I showed my boobs off to the entire football team?”

      “I’d kill all of them if they looked,” Crispin snapped.

      “So you get to be overprotective even though we’re over, and I don’t.”

      He gave me a fierce look, barely containing his anger.

      “What?” I said, desperate to get a rise out of him for the most petty motivations. “I could hook up with anyone I wanted to and you couldn’t do a damn thing about it.”

      I lost my original point, but I got Crispin to turn red and think about his actions, which made his angry ass scowl worth it.

      “I really need more coke if I’m going to get through this,” he said, continuing to glare at me like he could discover a secret that way. “Who the bloody hell are you hooking up with?”

      I wasn’t hooking up with anyone, but that wasn’t the point. I didn’t let Crispin distract me. I had his attention now.

      “You don’t need cocaine. I don’t like this side of you. I don’t

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/uk-flag-1443709_1920.jpg





OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/despicable-full-page-image.jpg





OEBPS/images/desired---book-6-in-crispin--amina-series.jpg
DARK BULLY B

y

JAMILA






