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        "This was a deal breaker. Killing and stabbing women was a deal breaker. That was normal..."

      

        

      
        Amina finds her boyfriend in a compromising position.

      

        

      
        His love for her reaches an extreme when he yields to his sociopathic tendencies.

      

        

      
        Given Amina's past, she runs for the hills.

      

        

      
        Crispin, the billionaire heir who pledged to love her forever, won't let her disappear so easily.

      

        

      
        As Amina's trust unravels and Crispin's obsession reaches new heights, their love story only becomes more deranged...

      

        

      
        This is Book #4 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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      Do you remember where you left us? I hope you do because Crispin and I were entangled in something big. Something I hope you wouldn’t forget.

      I was at a party with my boyfriend – the devastatingly handsome boarding college football star and billionaire heir Crispin Barclay – when he disappeared.

      I desperately searched everywhere for him until I wandered outside, and heard a woman’s loud scream.

      

      I found Crispin, my boyfriend, holding my worst enemy half-naked, captive, and tied to a tree...
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        * * *

      

      Crispin had her tied against a tree — tightly. I knew that man could tie a knot and he’d tied several around Ella Novak’s body. She was half undressed. He’d clearly cut off some of her clothing and hit her. Hard. Ella was pale, so even in the darkness, I could make out the bruised parts of her flesh.

      Despite Ella’s screaming, Crispin was quiet and scarily calm. He was too fixated on her to notice me approaching or watching. He flipped the knife I’d given him for Christmas between his fingers and as he stared at Ella. She screamed again and he slowly ran his index finger lightly along the sharp edge of the blade as he watched her.

      He was so focused on whatever he planned that he didn’t hear me stomping my way down the moor. As I ran closer to them, I saw the hateful expression on his face. He’s going to kill her. Panic surged through me as I raced closer. By then, he should have been able to hear me approaching, but he was so damn obsessed with his task that he didn’t break eye contact with Ella.

      “Crispin! What are you doing?” I yelled.

      I could tell he was surprised by my arrival down the rolling green hill because he bristled. But he made it a point not to turn around. I couldn’t bear to look at Ella.

      “Go away, Amina. I’m communicating with Ella.”

      “He cut me!” She screamed.

      I reluctantly looked at her closely for the first time since running down the hill. She couldn’t move any of her limbs the way Crispin had her tied up. He cut her jeans open with his knife and then made a small two inch long cut on her leg. He’d cut her shirt in several places and there was blood soaking through and a dark bruise on her shoulder. Blood dribbled down her thigh and coated the blade of Crispin’s new knife. My throat tightened.

      Terror. I’d never felt terror when encountering Crispin’s dark side but this was worse than I’d ever seen him. Far worse. He didn’t even look at me or seem to notice me. There was a frenetic bloodlust in his eye that rendered me invisible. Don’t worry, white boy. If you won’t look at me, I can yell.

      “Crispin... seriously. What the hell are you doing?”

      “I am ensuring your safety.”

      “You’re a monster!” Ella yelled.

      Crispin rolled his eyes.

      “Don’t be melodramatic, Ella. I gave you a choice. Drop out of Rapetti Academy or suffer. You dumped John. Splendid. But that’s not enough.”

      I grabbed onto Crispin’s forearm, pleading with him not to do this. Don’t hurt her. Don’t kill her. Bile rose in my throat, but I couldn’t make myself do anything other than tug on his arm. He didn’t push me off, but he didn’t turn to look at me either. He said in a deep, terrifying voice again, “Go away, Amina.”

      “She’s not worth this. She’s not worth getting in trouble.”

      “Believe me, I won’t get in trouble.”

      “He’s going to rape me!” Ella sobbed.

      “Don’t flatter yourself,” Crispin snarled at her.

      I hit him. Hard.

      “Crispin! Stop it! I want to go inside. You’re freaking me out. I get it, you want revenge but it’s not like you’re going to kill her.”

      He pulled away from me and then met my eyes. I finally saw it. He was going to kill her. That was exactly what he’d planned. He couldn’t just get it done with… he needed more.

      He was torturing her too. Crispin seriously wanted to kill Ella Novak for me. I wanted to feel loathing and disgust for him, but I couldn’t condemn him completely. His heart was in the right place. I appreciated how much he wanted to do for me but how that ended up with murder in Crispin’s twisted mind scared the crap out of me. Why do I like it, though? Why do I love everything he does even when it scares me?

      “You gave me the knife,” he said. “I understand what you want from me.”

      “You think I want you to murder my friend?”

      “I’m not your friend, you lying slut!” Ella yelled, with little sense for self-preservation. Luckily, unlike my boyfriend, I wasn’t a sociopath.

      “Shut the fuck up, Ella. Seriously, just because I don’t want him to stab you, doesn’t mean you’re not dumb as fuck.”

      Ella sniffled and then sobbed.

      “They’re going to kill me and rape me...” she whimpered, to no one in particular, as if she was conducting a True Crime narration of her own life.

      Crispin’s eyes were still fixed on me.

      “Let me do what I must,” he said, seriously. “I need this… I need to do this for you.”

      His excitement made me wonder if he was doing this for me or for his own dark needs. I knew Crispin had dark needs. I just didn’t know how far he would go to express those needs. My palms were slick as I tried to come up with convincing arguments that could pierce through Crispin’s emotional reasoning and untamed bloodlust.

      “You can’t kill her. You seriously can’t.”

      “Why not?” he said. “Everyone already thinks I’m a killer. I can handle it.”

      No. I didn’t want him to become that person. Ella might have been a terrible person, but I didn’t need her to die.

      “Because it’s wrong,” I pleaded with Crispin.

      He shrugged. “Hurting you is wrong.”

      “It’s not the same!”

      “I don’t want to argue with you. I planned this out. I’ll handle this, get cleaned up and then... I present you a symbol of my love and we have sex all night.”

      “We’re a few seconds away from midnight and you’re going to make me miss it because you’re knifing Ella Novak!”

      He seemed genuinely confused at how upset I was. We could hear people counting down to midnight and the party’s energy changing back at the house.

      “This is more important than a kiss. I kiss you plenty.”

      Ella whimpered loudly again and then made a gagging noise in her throat which she thought was far more subtle than it really was.

      I grabbed his forearm and pleaded with him, “You can’t kill her.”

      “What do you want me to do then?”

      “Let her go. And warn her that if she fucks with me again, I won’t stop you.”

      I didn’t know if I meant it or if I just wanted him to stop. I tried to sound genuine so he wouldn’t call my bluff. The pause was painful. But then Crispin dropped the knife and sighed with relief.

      “If you’d just go away, you wouldn’t have anything to worry about.”

      “Except guilt and remorse.”

      His jaw shifted forward and then back again. Frustration. Fine, be frustrated. I didn’t care what he did or felt as long as he didn’t kill her. I didn’t want him to become everyone’s worst fears. I didn’t want him to be… evil.

      “I’d do anything you commanded. I don’t know why you won’t let me do this.”

      He glanced over at her and stuck a cigarette between his lips before slowly cutting her free with a serrated knife. Ella was shaking and far too wobbly to run away. Crispin didn’t care. He pushed her and she fell over.

      “Novak,” he snarled as she hit the ground with a thud and a loud yelp. “One day my girlfriend won’t be here to stop me. And then I swear, I’ll do what I planned.”

      “You’re a freak! You’re both fucking freaks!”

      Crispin shrugged.

      “Maybe. But at least I’m not desperate. Think of who you fear more, Novak. Me or John Hewett. I bet I’m less of a fucking pussy. Choose wisely.”

      Crispin was definitely taking it too far. I shot Ella an apologetic look. She sneered at me, and then her legs and senses seemed to kick in and she scrambled up to her feet and ran. Crispin turned back towards his knife, unconcerned. I was still angry with him. Furious. My body trembled as I realized that it wasn’t just that he scared me. This was a dealbreaker. Killing and stabbing women was a dealbreaker. I think that’s normal.

      “Hurry. We need to talk about this.”

      “I need my knife.”

      A surge of rage flooded me. All he cared about was blood, his knife and his stupid trophies. He didn’t even notice how freaked out I was.

      He picked the knife up and wiped the blood off with a handkerchief. I wrinkled my nose in disgust as he stuck it back in his pocket.

      “This is way too far Crispin.”

      “Is it?”

      He lit the cigarette as he walked slowly toward the house.

      “Yes! I mean... do you even care about the fact that it’s New Year?”

      “No. I don’t.”

      “But you care about stabbing Ella Novak and God knows what else. Were you going to rape her?”

      He stopped suddenly and raised an eyebrow, puffing annoyingly on his cigarette.

      “Do you worry that I desire her?”

      “No! That’s not what I asked...” I said. I wanted to push him. I wanted to tell him about Frances calling me but I also wanted to punch him in the face. It was complicated.

      “I wouldn’t rape her or anyone. And I don’t want her. I want you.”

      He couldn’t see how this would scare me. How I wouldn’t see it as a pure expression of his love. Crispin’s eyes were fiery with defiance and I wanted to go crazy and slap the hell out of his perfect face. His jawline was so chiseled I could cut my hand on it, but I wanted to risk it all and hit him.

      “Funny way you have of showing that you want me,” I snapped at him. His face fell. I hated his disappointment. I was the one who found him with a girl tied to a tree. I was the one who spent half the night looking for him.

      All I wanted was for tonight to be special. To mean something to us. Crispin shrugged and my hopes for the night spiraled into a meaningless heap in front of me that Crispin appeared unaware of entirely.

      “We’re going to miss the countdown,” Crispin said. “We might as well give up and quit fussing over it.”

      “Are you kidding me?” I said, annoyed by myself for sounding so American and also like I was nagging him. When did our perfect love story turn into this? Maybe it was never so perfect?

      He stopped suddenly, his body tensing with anger. I flinched instinctively, even if I knew Crispin would never hurt me. But he just snapped at me so coldly that I couldn’t help but feel a sharp stabbing sensation twisting my insides up.

      “Damn it, Amina. Maybe I don’t care about this countdown, New Year, or bloody anything at all.”

      Then I got angry. Really angry. I hated his apathy and his violence. I hated how he disappointed me when all I wanted was to spend New Year’s Eve with him. And kiss him. I hated how he could be so goddamn stubborn and unpredictable. I wanted him to feel what I felt.

      “You know what, Crispin? I’m so done.”

      “Done with what?”

      “You aren’t even listening to me tonight. All I want is a normal night with my boyfriend and you’re off avenging me like a terrifying... like a murderer.”

      “Don’t you already know that I’m a killer?” he said softly. “Doesn’t a part of you believe it?”

      I stopped and folded my arms. I didn’t want to get close to him. Not now. I didn’t know if I’d ever want to get close to him again. It was dark and eerily quiet aside from the distant party. I never feared being alone with Crispin but I couldn’t help the instinctive knot forming in my gut or the way the hairs on the back of my neck stood up.

      “What are you saying? Is this a confession?”

      He looked terribly sad for a moment and my stomach lurched. It was so goddamn cold and creepy out here. I wrapped my arms around myself as I stared at him, hoping to find answers on his face. All I could see was what little light there was reflecting off his eyes, making them look translucent.

      “Crispin Barclay. Have you lied to me about anything?”

      He answered me quickly. Too quickly.

      “Yes,” he said. “But it’s not about what you think.”

      I made a loud anguished sound that sounded inhuman and didn’t feel like it came from inside me. He didn’t feel like the Crispin I loved anymore after what I’d nearly seen him do. I could handle when he told people off, but the way he seemed to delight in violence terrified me. What if one day he turned that dark side toward me and I’d become the girl, tied to a tree and bleeding from her thigh. Crispin wanted to lunge at me. I sensed it. But I also sensed he knew I would run.

      He waited for me to speak.

      “You’re scaring me,” I whispered, hating how pathetic I sounded after my frustrated howling-grunt noise. I just wanted to hit him and that frustration was all I could do to stop myself from doing something stupid.

      “Haven’t I always scared you?” he whispered. His voice sounded low and dangerous. My heart raced faster. I feared his lies more than his violence. How could he hold back from me when I couldn’t hold anything back from him? It just wasn’t fair.

      “That’s not an excuse,” I replied weakly.

      “Sweetheart...”

      “Don’t call me that,” I snapped. “Don’t call me anything. I can hear them counting down inside...”

      We were quiet for a moment. I was utterly torn.

      “I’ll kiss you out here,” he said. “Please.”

      “No,” I said. “I don’t want you to kiss me. I don’t want to be in this relationship.”

      “What?” He said, trying to hide how hurt he was. I hated myself for having to hurt him like this. For having to end things with him.

      I lowered my gaze and said, “I don’t want to hurt you.”

      “Hurt me? You’re bloody serious?”

      Now he sounded... anguished.

      I continued babbling, my mouth getting ahead of me, “I don’t want you to hurt people for me. I don’t... I can’t bear thinking that you’re a monster. I can’t. I love you too much. But when I see you acting like that it reminds me⁠— .”

      “Don’t say it,” he murmured, “Don’t.”

      “It reminds me of him.”

      Crispin froze for a moment. Then he pushed hair out of his face and he was calm, but not remorseful.

      “Not all killers are monsters,” he said. “Some people kill out of loyalty. Or for justice.”

      “It’s not up to us to determine what that is,” I said. “It’s not up to you.”

      “But sometimes it is, Amina.”

      I snapped, “What are you trying to tell me?’

      4...

      3...

      2...

      1...

      Crispin didn’t approach me.

      “I’ll go to Jack and Vi’s tonight to give you time to think. Have fun with your friends. I’m not going to let you break up with me out here. We’ll talk.”

      “Okay fine,” I said, ignoring the bigger pit in my stomach. Crispin was a monster. What I’d seen him doing to Ella was scary. The fact that he couldn’t tell why it was wrong was scarier. And then the lies. What else was he lying about...

      Fireworks. Well, fireworks outside. Our relationship was totally dead. At least that’s what it felt like. I was scared and hollow and I felt this nagging feeling that Crispin had been trying to admit something important to me. He’d lied about something and judging by what I’d seen tonight, it was probably about one of the several murders associated with him.

      “If you want me to come back before we head to Rapetti, text me. If not, I’ll give you space. I’m sorry if I’ve fucked things up. And... I’m sorry that I still have secrets. I just want you to know that if I have secrets from you, it’s because I want to protect you.”

      “That’s not a good enough reason.”

      His face softened.

      “I would do anything to protect you, Twiggy. I would do so many fucked up things to keep you safe.”

      I wanted to run to him, but my instincts were telling me Crispin was dangerous.

      “I’ll make sure you get to Glottenham safe,” he whispered, “And then I’ll leave. I don’t want to spoil your night. And if any other guy in our year touches you, I’ll castrate him. I don’t share. And I’ll never share you.”

      A chill ran down my spine. After what I’d seen tonight, I finally believed in Crispin’s darkness. He didn’t even seem to care about how badly he’d scared me this time and how it was different from everything else. I wanted his love and protection, but I didn’t want it to feel like the familiar terrifying control I’d felt growing up in the governor’s mansion.

      He walked me to the door of Glottenham. In the outdoor lights, I saw his cheeks red from the cold and his eyes red and slightly wet. The noise from the party grew louder as we grew closer. I could feel myself leaving the little world we’d built together that was just the two of us.

      The numbness that always took hold in my chest and in the base of my stomach when I felt strong emotions returned. It was the worst type of pain to want to turn to the person who hurt you for comfort from the same hurt.

      “I don’t feel sorry for hurting her,” he said, “But I feel sorry for hurting you.”

      “Crispin...”

      This time, he lunged for me, grabbing my hips and then pressing me against the door. He was enormous and firm and he wanted me. Against my better judgment, I let him kiss me and we might not have kissed right at midnight, but we kissed a lot. The painful goodbye kisses made me want to cry, but I knew that I couldn’t. I just had to enjoy Crispin’s lips and his firm, enormous body.

      He pulled away from me and with an anguished look on his face he muttered, “I’d better go.”

      Crispin disappeared into the night. My stomach tightened nervously. Had I made a huge mistake?
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      I never called Crispin or texted him to come back to Glottenham. I’d been serious about needing to think and I’d been serious about how badly he’d scared me. I didn’t have a clue what happened to Ella after the attack. Crispin wasn’t in prison as far as I knew, so she hadn’t told anyone. I didn’t like comparing him to John Hewett.

      I knew that probably hurt him. Sigh.

      I was just... scared. Traumatized, maybe? The terror of what I’d seen in him and then his half-confession worried me. Ben and Libby were curious about what was wrong and they didn’t make me feel unwelcome at all. But I still worried that I had blown everything out of proportion. It was just my gut twisted in knots every time I thought of the look in Crispin’s eye. He was seriously going to kill her. I knew he wanted to.

      Ben asked me if I needed him to talk some sense into Crispin... with a cricket bat and Theo offered to mediate with a “peace pipe”. Libby tried to tell them that we needed to sort this out on our own. But she was a good friend too.

      When I woke up one morning crying because I missed him after only a few days, she sat with me and listened to me for a while. She never told me what to do, she just listened. She cared.

      “It’s hard to love someone with that darkness in them,” she whispered, touching my back gently like the big sister I never had.

      “It worked out for you,” I whispered. “Didn’t it?”

      From what I’d heard about Ben and Libby so far, they had their fair share of ups and downs. Libby smiled meekly, but only offered encouraging words, not details. I guess we weren’t like Ben and Libby. We weren’t meant to be.

      I nearly called Crispin that day but then... I couldn’t.

      
      Ella had left the party on the night of the incident and she hadn’t told anyone what happened according to my sources, but that didn’t change the look I’d seen in Crispin’s eyes. The look that told me he’d killed before. And then he’d practically confessed. The worst part about us being “secret friends” before getting together was that I knew him too well. I knew when he was lying to me now and the fact that he still was hurt like hell.

      My time in Ben and Libby’s mansion went by slowly. Ben and Libby tried to entertain me and they brought Theo in when they were too busy to spend time with me. The last person I needed to babysit me was Crispin’s cousin, who I suspected was spying on me.

      Theo was a good sport about it. He brought me weed whenever I wanted, had good tastes in music and he never made a move on me. I enjoyed hanging out with him.

      
      When it was time for me to go back to campus, I seriously had no clue how I would get there. Libby organized everything for me in advance before I even had to ask about it.

      Theo drove me to Rapetti. He tried to convince me to talk to Crispin but I didn’t want to speak to Crispin anymore.

      “He’s a lover, you know?” Theo kept repeating, like that justified Crispin tying a girl up and threatening her life. He kept defending Crispin after he heard what happened. I would have preferred if Theo didn’t find out, but we smoked a little too much weed one night and I found my secrets just spilling out during our heart to heart.

      When I insisted I wouldn’t take Crispin back under any circumstances, red-faced Theo tried to politely change the subject to Libby and Ben’s upcoming baby. He wanted to work out if Ben would name the baby after him but he didn’t want Ben to worry that he’d fathered the child. Theo was sweet but... I didn’t think Ben Fox would be threatened by him. No way. Libby was clearly crazy about Ben.

      Vi promised she’d meet me after I moved in. There were only a few girls switching rooms at the change of the semester, and being back at Rapetti again felt... strange. I hadn’t messaged Crispin back in days.

      
      Crispin: I miss you, Twiggy

      Crispin: I love you.

      
      I think that was pretty much it. We were finished. I was single again and ready to mingle. Ugh... Who was I kidding. I didn’t want to mingle with anyone. I couldn’t. I’d broken up with Crispin but... I still loved him.

      Why couldn’t I just go back to him? It was a New Year, and I wanted to be more grown up. To not just follow my instincts if they were going to lead me into more danger. I didn’t want to end up like Frances. Hell, I didn’t want to end up living with the fear I’d grown up with.

      I just needed to trust him again before I could go back to him. For the first time ever, love wasn’t enough between us.

      Loving him made me feel so damn stupid sometimes. Because I still wanted us to be fixed. He made me feel too trusting. Fairy girl. Maybe boys think fairies are weak. Maybe that’s what he thought about me.

      I slowly unpacked my suitcases, folding my underwear one at a time without hitting up any of the heavier boxes with my decorations or big black sweaters.

      I dreaded plenty of people more than I dreaded seeing Crispin or even Ella Novak. I didn’t want to see Katrina again. Vi and I had sworn not to admit that we knew about her pregnancy. We wanted to find out if she’d changed at all... if she’d finally get honest with us.

      Mandeep’s side of the room was already unpacked. She had a poster of Freddie Mercury framed over her desk and boxes of incense. I tried to look around her room and figure out what sort of girl she was. I didn’t even care that she’d offered to give Crispin a blowjob. Whatever, my man had a nice dick. Well, I guess he wasn’t my man anymore. But his dick was still nice.

      I’d heard mixed comments about Mandeep. Her room seemed normal and girly, and the heavy woody scent of her expensive perfume filled the air, even if she’d clearly been gone for hours. She’d made her bed, which probably meant she was neat. All her clothes smelled like expensive perfume that wafted off of them whenever she moved  and she had a little bottle of vodka sitting on the desk.

      Mandeep was terrifying, according to Vi Bainbridge. Vi told me everything on the phone our last night before coming back to school when I couldn’t sleep because I missed Crispin. It was painful. I could hear him playing beer pong with Jack in the background and I missed him. I missed his crazy ass so much. But I had to protect myself from Crispin.

      I didn’t want him hurting people and I didn’t want him hurting women... even women like Ella Novak. I hated her and I thought she was terrible, but that didn’t mean she deserved Crispin looming over her making her think he might rape or kill her.

      That was pure evil. I hated thinking that Crispin was pure evil. Vi’s gossip turned in my head as I stared at Mandeep’s family picture framed on her desk.

      Mandeep played field hockey and she was one of the fastest girls on the team and the worst at hazing in the locker rooms. Sarah Clifford played field hockey for one week and Mandeep pinched her nipples so hard that they bled.

      “She’s sadistic and she does drugs all the time,” Vi admitted.

      Where the hell did Vi get all this gossip? Never mind. I knew it was Trevor. The two of them openly reveled in speculation and gossip. Trevor was more prone to outright lying than Violet at least.

      “I don’t care about that.”

      “She’s hardcore. I’d be careful. She’ll probably try to get you hooked on coke.”

      Still, Vi had done enough to scare me. She probably thought she was doing me a favor, preparing me for the move to L.C. When I entered my room, I thought I’d meet Mandeep right away, but I didn’t mind the time to do some gentle investigation.

      She had a quote written on her mirror. LOSE FUCKING WEIGHT.

      I grimaced as I looked at it. Wow. Hello, horrible trigger. I dragged my things over to the bed and started unpacking. I put my sheets together and started pulling out clothes. When I opened the closet... I screamed.

      “What on earth are you doing in here?!” I yelled at him. He was acting like everything between us was just like the old days, but it wasn’t. My eyes were bugging out of my head and this time, I didn’t know if I could stop myself from smacking the hell out of Crispin.

      Crispin stepped out of my closet, rolling his shoulders and shrugging, giving me an impossibly cocky grin like he didn’t give a crap about the severity of his crime.

      “It’s a tight fit.”

      He yawned and stretched like a giant wildcat and not a bedroom intruder. I folded my arms and gave him my best angry face.

      “Um... what are you doing?”

      “We haven’t spoken in a bloody week. I want to find out how you are. I... I miss you.”

      “We are broken up,” I snapped at him, hitting his shoulders. Damn. I didn’t know how he became more muscular. I pulled my hand away quickly and tried to stay focused on my outrage. A thick, defined bicep couldn’t get in the way of my anger.

      “Crispin... you can’t break into my room. I haven’t even met my roommate yet.”

      Crispin scowled. “You won’t reply to my texts.”

      “You haven’t taken accountability.”

      “Bloody hell. Where did you learn about that rubbish?”

      “It’s not rubbish.”

      He didn’t wipe the scowl off his face. His voice just got more stubborn and more annoying. “I’m not letting you dump me like this, Twiggy.”

      “Why not?” I snapped, popping my hip and letting that white boy know I was ready to fight him for breaking into my room. How did he even find out where I lived and get here first? Vi and Jack weren’t getting back to campus until later.

      Crispin turned red.

      “Because... I love you,” he said. His eyes flickered to mine. I could see that he felt sorry for hurting me, but that didn’t change anything. Just like his muscles and chiseled jawline didn’t change anything.

      I loved him too. But that didn’t change the darkness Crispin revealed.

      “I need time, Crispin,” I said. “Please.”

      “Ben called,” Crispin grumbled. “He told me I was an idiot and that I ought to apologize. I agree. I’m an idiot. I took it too far with Ella. I’m not sorry I hurt her... but I’m sorry I hurt you.”

      Great. Theo must have finally told Ben. I knew he was a chatty patty ass white boy… I folded my arms and tried not to expose my frustration. Or how badly I wanted to take Crispin back and yield to my primal desire for him.

      “Okay. Fine. You’re sorry. But you need to go before my roommate gets back.”

      “No.”

      I stormed over and
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