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  To my family, friends and readers.







  
    
      I am more of a beast than human more drunk than sober, more of anarchy than order,  more of a scoundrel than a saint,  more of a fallen than an angel, but she loved all of my darkness and so I gave her what’s left of my light.


    

    
      —Daniel Saint
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  The First Rager Of The Year

  
  




Parker




It’s the first rager of the year.

Everyone’s there. The anticipation in the air is thick. My phone is still buzzing with notifications from Instagram, Facebook and Twitter—who on earth still uses Twitter?

Girls are swapping mac lipsticks and fresh mints, while guys open the kegs, discreetly swap drugs and lace the large, red bowl of fruity punch with more rum. The drunker the freshman girls are, the easier they are to sleep with. It’s standard college fuckery.

“Jeez, you’d think it’s Spring Break already,” my best friend, Lex, tells me as we move through the mass of warm bodies in the Xi Alpha frat house.

The swanky frat apartment is off-campus grounds in Manhattan’s Upper West, which means there’s no campus guards and standby police to place any rules. What happens in here, stays in here.

“I guess people want to really get wasted tonight,” I tell her over the music.

The theme is Hawaiian Luau and everyone is dressed in their grass skirts, bathing suits and tropical short sleeve shirts with colourful garlands and wreaths of fake flowers.

The air is heavy with the smell of weed and alcohol, while Megan Thee Stallion’s Hot Girl Summer belts through the stereo system.

Even though Lex and I are in our Sophomore year at Kensington, we still look like lame freshmen compared to the Senior girls.

The difference is obvious because the guys are flocking around the senior girls with big boobs, fake tans, dressed in inappropriately short skirts and bikini tops.

“I thought Ryan was going to be here,” Lex says, scanning the crowds.

I’m looking around too, but there’s no sign of his longish dirty blonde hair and Wolves football jacket.

“I don’t think he’s coming,” I tell her, trying not to sound disappointed.

I check my phone again, but the last thing he told me was that he’s on his way to the party. Tonight is supposed to be the night. The night that I give up my V-card and figuring that we’ve been together for almost 6 months, I thought Ryan would be as eager as I am. Or at least I was.

“Oh my God,” Lex breathes, staring at her phone screen with her mouth wide open.

Her phone pings with three more notifications and I try to peek into her screen.

“What is it?” I ask.

Her brows are furrowed and her mouth is still hanging open as she eventually hands me her phone. It’s Ryan’s Instagram with one new story added a few seconds ago.

The signal strength is bad, but I wait as it loads the video. A sickening feeling enters my gut and I watch as the video starts.

It’s Ryan at a club and the person filming the video is laughing hysterically, causing the hand that they’re filming with to shake, but the content of the video is crystal clear.

Ryan grabs a young girls ass and dances with her. He turns to the camera and makes disgusting tongue movements before the video cuts off.

“Parker—” Lex begins.

I hand her the phone back and quickly turn away, trying to get deeper into the crowds. My face heats up with embarrassment as tears blur my vision.

“Parker!” Lex calls over the music, but I don’t listen to her.

At first, I only see red. I want to smash something or punch someone really hard. Bitterness courses through my veins.

One year. I spent one fucking year, telling myself that Ryan’s the one when he is clearly looking elsewhere. How could I be so stupid?

Someone is serving some of that fruity punch on a tray so I grab a red solo cup that’s filled to the brim and chug it back, ignoring the vicious burn of rum that travels down my throat.

In no time, I’m on my second cup, but I take it easy this time as I walk through the frat house, stumbling as I walk over someone that’s passed out on the floor. At least they’re having a better night than I am.

Friends, by Chase Atlantic, starts playing and I hear people cheering in the living room.

Girls are parading at the table and people are randomly taking body shots.

Hot tears start to run down my cheeks and I swipe them away angrily as I try to break free from the throngs of people.

That’s when I see him. He’s looking around the crowd while leaning against the pool table in casual jeans that cover his long legs, a white t-shirt that spreads across his broad chest and a thin light-blue denim jacket. My breath catches when he turns and makes direct eye contact with me. He lifts his beer bottle to full his lips and takes a sip, his dark gaze fixed on me.

He’s fucking gorgeous. Inky black hair that’s tousled in a sexy, chaotic way. His narrow eyes are framed by elegant eyebrows and his nose is a slender model’s nose. With that well-structured jawline, he could easily be picked up by any modelling agency in New York.

He looks hotter than half the guys here, but it isn’t just his looks. There’s something else about him that draws me in and I can’t point out what exactly. Maybe it’s his stare. It’s slightly unnerving like he’s staring right through me.

Someone bumps into me from behind and I fall flat against my face, drenched in my drink and I want the ground to swallow me up immediately. Could this night get any worse?

“Shit!” I mutter and quickly try to stand up, ignoring the laughs from the other students surrounding me.

“Need a hand?”

I look up to see the handsome guy standing above me, holding his large hand out. His face is blank and I’m not sure if this is a joke because he’s definitely a senior and there’s no way he would be talking to a sophomore.

I take his hand and he helps me up as everyone else around us starts to disperse back into the party.

“You’re crying. Are you okay?” he asks, his voice is smooth, but dangerously husky at the same time, sending a hot sensation to my clit.

The denim shorts and navy cropped top I’m wearing is hardly going to be ruined. Other than facing eternal mortification, I am unscathed.

“I’m fine,” I say, wiping my hands on the ends of my shorts. “Thanks.”

He steps closer and I look up at him confused as to what he’s doing, but he’s just stepping out of the way. There are so many people and not much space to move around.

“Don’t mention it,” he says as his eyes give me a quick once over. God his eyes are so beautiful up close, I think. It’s too dark to see their actual colour, but they’re cat-like with sweeping eyelashes. They’re prettier than mine.

“I’m Hudson.”

“I’m Parker,” I tell him over the music.

Someone pushes past Hudson and he presses into me, allowing me to breathe in his warm, spicy scent. He places his palm against my waist, stares down at me for a second and I hold my breath before he drops his hand.

“Parker?” he asks, his eyes wandering the crowd, before glancing down at me again. “I’ve never seen you around before. What’s your last name?”

“Kelleher. I’m a sophomore.”

“Cool.”

“Look, I really have to go,” I tell Hudson, not seeing much of a point to the conversation any more.

I still have a cheating boyfriend to deal with and right now it’s more important than talking to a hot senior.

He nods and steps away from me. “Maybe I’ll see you around, Parker.”

I nod back and give him a small smile, before turning away and going back the way I came to find Lex.

I doubted that I’d be seeing Hudson again. If only I knew how wrong I was.
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  Hudson

  
  




Hudson




My apartment is cold and dark when I arrive. Outrageous parties aren’t something that I enjoy unless I am looking for some fun.

I toss my denim shirt over one of the couches and decide to leave the lights off as I head straight for my bedroom.

There is something peaceful about being alone in the dark. Here, in the darkness, I don’t have to pretend to be anyone else. My mask can come off and I’m just me again.

As soon as my body hits the soft quilts of my bed, sleep pulls at my eyes, but I can’t sleep just yet. I have some exploring to do.

Parker Kelleher.

When I first laid eyes on her, I wanted to know who she was right away. How could a sophomore like her escape my attention?

I pull out my phone and begin by opening up my Instagram. Parker’s profile comes up with one quick search. Six hundred followers, ten follows and over a thousand posts. She’s social and it looks like she loves the limelight from all those selfies.

Her bio states that she is a sophomore English Lit student at Kensington with a #SaveTheEarth underneath. Typical.

Resting my head on my arm, I go into several of her photos and zoom in with my index and forefinger. The look of innocence on her face is so evident and it fascinates me.

Other than her aesthetic posts, there is nothing much I can find, so I turn to Facebook: the place where most people innocently project their entire lives.

Parker’s profile comes up here too. 3957 friends, 900 followers and a decent amount of lovers on her latest post. It’s a picture of her wearing a short yellow sundress and it reveals enough to get my blood pumping.

My dick hardens as my eyes travel over her deep neckline. Her breasts aren’t that big but petite and don’t leave much to the imagination as she leans over in the picture.

Her long legs have a golden tone to them and her hair is a golden blonde that falls against her waist. She’s beyond sexy.

Those dark grey eyes of hers. I can imagine her on her knees before me, looking up at me through those dark grey eyes.

If I was going to make any kind of move, I need all the details I can get first, so I click on her info page.

Parker is 20. She was born on the 7th of February 2000. As I scroll further down the page, I discover a list of other details that she’d stated in her bio. She wants to help save the planet, she’s a clean freak—and judging from her neat photos, she probably is—she also really loves Marvel movies and sappy romances.

Emily Brontë’s Wuthering Heights novel is something that she lives and breathes for.

Of course, it isn’t enough information on her. I’d have to pay someone from the IT department to get into student archives. But money is something I have, so that isn’t a problem. What I don’t have though is time and the capacity to make any mistakes. I’d like to get to know Parker very well.

I need to be careful about this, but for now, other things need attention. My dick is still hard, so I jerk off into the early hours of the morning while imagining Parker riding me. Her blonde hair tumbling around her shoulders and over her breasts as she moves up and down.

A groan escapes my lips as I come, and I come harder than ever before until I am left with beads of sweat covering my body and my breathing is ragged.

I relax my head against the pillows and stare up at the ceiling until sleep finally comes to me. As I fall asleep, my plan starts to form. I will get her one way or the other.
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  Breaking Up

  
  




Parker




I wake up five minutes before my alarm can ring to the sound of pounding on my apartment door.

“Parker!”

It’s Ryan’s voice.

“You better tell that idiot to shut up before I punch him in the balls,” Lex tells me from her room across the hall.

“I won’t stop you,” I mumble, as I miserably climb out of bed.

It’s 5:07 a.m. already. I have exactly one hour to get to my Yoga classes, before getting a Hazelnut Frap and then its literature class with Mr Tillman.

But having that fruity rum punch last night did not turn out to be so ideal for me today. My headache grows more painful each time Ryan pounds on the door. I’d ended it with him over text the night before in my drunken stupor.

It’s over, I told him. Clearly, he did not get the message. Either that or he was just really stupid.

I decide to leave him hanging and instead have a nice long wash, brushing my teeth an extra minute longer than usual, before dressing into my black tights and dark, purple crop top.

I check on Lex before I can leave and find her asleep again, all tucked up in her bed, so I close her door shut.

When I’m done getting ready, I grab my rucksack and stuff in an extra set of clothes and then head over to the door.

I open it to find Ryan leaning against the wall in his Wolves football jacket. His dirty blonde hair is messy as if he just woke up and his cheeks are red from the cold.

His blue eyes are sorry and I can tell because I’ve seen that look before. He’s always sorry and I’m always understanding.

But cheating? That is something I wouldn’t settle for.

I lock the door and walk right past him, but he follows me anyway.

“Parker, I’m sorry,” he apologizes.

I stay silent as I take the nearest elevator and he quickly steps in beside me.

“I was drunk last night,” he says.

I ignore him and try to stay as calm as possible, but his excuses are really starting to tick me off.

“Parker, it was a mistake.”

I turn to Ryan and give him a long hard stare. Is he serious? “Which part of it was a mistake? Lying to me? Cheating? Or sleeping with that slut? Tell me, which part exactly was the mistake?”

His expression falls and he runs a hand through his hair. “I’m sorry, Parker. But you can’t just break up with me, we’ve been together for almost a year.”

“I think I can and I think I did exactly just that last night, Ryan,” I say.

“My parents are still hosting their lunch date this weekend and they’re expecting you to show up,” he tells me.

The elevator doors open as we reach the main lobby. “You should have thought about that before, but maybe you can take your new plaything to meet your parents! I’m sure they’d love her.”

As I walk away from him and leave my apartment, I can’t help but feel a weight leave my shoulders.

A dismal cloud hangs over Manhattan as I move through the streets with throngs of other people rushing for work.

I walk the short distance to the Yoga studio, Vibe & Bliss where I spend half an hour trying not to fall over each time I attempt the Tuladandasana, standing stick, pose with my right leg up and my torso and arms perpendicular to my leg.

“It helps strengthen your concentration!” Neela Raj, our Yoga instructor tells us, before she tortures us with twenty more awkward poses that are sure to make us feel like we’ve been through hell when we’re done.

Sometimes, I really hate doing yoga, but I’ve had weight issues in the past, so I have to force myself to believe that I can do it because even though my body weight is fairly average now, I’m not as flexible and healthy as I want to be.

I work my ass off, working out all my morning anger of Ryan cheating and kissing some slut, until I am reduced to a hot mess.

My body is aching when the session is over and I immediately hop into the shower in the locker room, with the icy jets turned on full. The frigid water cascades over my body, giving me a slight chill and adrenaline rush. I finally let myself cry in the shower because I need to let it all out. The tears run down my cheeks and I can taste their saltiness on my lips.

When I am done, I wash my body down with a coconut oil scrub that Lex had bought for me and rub it into my skin. It leaves me feeling soft like a baby and with rejuvenated skin.

I already feel much better, but to truly get myself going, I need a large cup of coffee so I get out of the shower and lather my body with a strawberry-scented lotion, before pulling on a pair of black jeans, a white, lacy blouse that’s a size larger than what I usually wear and a beige coat. It’s what Lex calls my “Writer Look”.

I untie my hair and leave it down, before running my fingers through it several times to get an effortless look.

Turning to the small mirror, I give myself a good once over. My eyes have always been my favourite thing about me. They are smoky grey, just like my father’s eyes. And I acquired my mother’s beautiful, long blonde waves.

What can I say? My parents have good DNA.

Makeup isn’t my thing, but Lex is always stuffing lipsticks and bronzers into my bags to get me to start using the stuff, so I pull out a pale pink Mac lipstick and apply a coat before smacking my lips together.

I study myself in the locker room mirror one last time and I am pleased to see a sophisticated twenty-year-old. Not a heartbroken girl.

Fleeting thoughts of Ryan fill my mind and I realise that I haven’t thought about anyone else seeing his story. It was humiliating enough for me alone, but now I’m wondering how many other people have seen it.

Who am I kidding? He’s part of our football team, The Wolves. I’m pretty sure his Instagram story is going to be morning gossip.

I leave the locker room and go to Starbucks to get my Hazelnut Frap before heading to Kensington University.
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Hudson




I sit in the back of the literature class. I’ve been waiting for an hour already because I could hardly sleep this morning, nor could I ignore the gnawing tug of excitement that I felt.

It’s been so long since I’ve had a taste of what it felt like to play the game and get my target.

The other girls around me cast me quick, shy glances. Nerds. I know that I look moderately better than half the guys at this school.

My family has a lot of Italian blood dating back to the mid-nineteenth century, which helps a lot with my inky black hair, green eyes and tanned skin. The Saylor-Tyne trademark look.

I don’t spare those girls a second glance, because I want them to know that their secretive smiles are in vain and that a chance with me is a possibility that shouldn’t even have occurred to them.

A long time ago, I learnt that women always want and crave what’s bad for them. It just makes my life easier.

They want and I give and take. I take till there’s nothing left. I love the rush, the chase, the risk.

I tap my long fingers on the desk in front of me and let out a deep breath, before glancing up in time to see her walk into the classroom.

Parker.

Now that I am sober and all the alcohol has worn off from the night before, I realize that I was wrong about her beauty.

She isn’t just beautiful. She’s fucking sexy. Her golden hair is effortlessly silky as it spills around her slender shoulders and she isn’t exactly petite, but that’s exactly what I admire the most about. Parker is comfortable in her own skin and confident too. Is she a challenge or a weak girl with vulnerabilities? I can’t tell just yet, but I want to find out.

Her full pink lips part just a little as she speaks to one of the girls a few rows down from me. Even her lips are perfect. Full and juicy. I imagine those lips around my cock.

The lacy blouse that she wears leaves little to my imagination as she bends forward and exposes her chest. My pulse picks up immediately and I have to force myself to look away before I get hard again.

Instead, I focus on the file that I had gotten on her. Email address, her apartment building and even her phone number. All I have to do now is make the right move.

In all honesty, I could get any girl my money could buy, but Parker, Parker is different. There is something about her. Her purity. She’s too good, too innocent. Besides, it’s been a long time since I’ve entertained myself with a little challenge.

When the Professor walks in, I lower myself in my seat and watch as Parker pulls out her books.

I’m not actually taking Literature, but I need to see her and with so many students in the room, I can go unnoticed with ease.

“Egotism, pride, selfishness and vanity,” the Professor says. “All these things characterize narcissism in a person, which is why we’ll be discussing The Picture Of Dorian Gray today.”

I zone out for the rest of the lesson and observe Parker from the back. I am a few rows behind, but from here I have a full view of her side profile.




As the hour goes on, I watch her with deep concentration. She nibbles on her bottom lip as she takes down notes. She’s immersed in what the professor is saying. When she tilts her head, she exposes her pale neck and when she sighs, her lips pout slightly.

I want to know how those lips would taste—

“That’s it for today,” the professor is saying. “I’ll see all of you tomorrow, don’t forget to read the book!”

I stay in my seat until the professor leaves and then I wait patiently as Parker places her satchel over her shoulder and leaves, before making my move.

She is a few feet outside of the classroom. I let out a deep breath and ease my shoulders before calling out to her.

“Parker.”

She turns around, her face a mix of confusion when she sees me. Does she not recognize me?

But then her eyes widen and she says, “Oh hey, it’s Hudson, right?”
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Parker




Hudson. The guy from the party. He stands there before me, emitting confidence. His athletic physique compliments his tall frame.

Up close, I can see that his eye colour is a dark jade. He probably knows he’s very good-looking and he definitely looks like someone I should avoid. I’m not in the mood to talk to another guy just yet. Let alone a hot one.

“Yeah,” he says. “I was walking by and I saw you inside the Literature class and then I remembered you from the party.”

I want to laugh ask God what kind of sick joke this is but instead, I ask Hudson, “You remembered me? What was there to remember?”

Why would he remember me? Maybe I had a  good following on social media and dated a football player for a while, but I’m not popular.

He shoves his hands into his dark jeans pockets and steps closer, a wide smile forming on his lips. “It’s kind of hard to forget someone falling face flat in front of you.”

“Right,” I say, my cheeks growing warm with embarrassment.

“Anyway,” he says, his dark eyes sweeping over me. “There’s a party tomorrow night if you’d like to come.”

“Why?” I blurt out before I can stop myself.

He cocks his head slightly to the side. “I don’t know. A random invite, I guess. It’s at a nightclub called Éclipse. You can bring anyone along.”

“I don’t know,” I say, trying to focus on Hudson, but I can see a tall, familiar frame with dirty blonde approaching. Ryan. He’s just behind Hudson, heading in our direction. “I’m sure you can get someone else to come.”

“Parker!” Ryan calls out.

“Oh crap,” I mutter under my breath and Hudson turns around just as Ryan reaches us.

“What do you want?” I ask, annoyance lacing my voice.

Ryan frowns at Hudson, already sizing him up as he speaks to me. “I wanted to talk.”

“And I told you it’s over.”

Ryan doesn’t say anything, as he continues to stare at Hudson and I gaze up at Hudson to see him staring right back. His face is blank as he watches Ryan.

They’re both tall, with Hudson just a few inches taller and they both look like they’re having some silent “Alpha Male” stand-off, chests puffed out and all.

“Moving on already?” Ryan asks sardonically.

A muscle in Hudson’s jaw twitches and I decide to step in to diffuse the tension in the air.

“I did, just like you did last night,” I tell Ryan, before turning to Hudson and taking his hand.

We walk away from Ryan as quickly as we can and when we’re out of his eyesight, I let go of Hudson’s hand, but not before he reaches out and grabs my wrist.

“I’m not even going to ask what that was about, but are you going to come?”

I stare up into his green eyes and think about it for a second, before nodding. “I’ll think about it.”

“Don’t think for too long,” he says, before releasing my wrist and wandering away, leaving me lost for words.

What just happened?

* * *




“Who?” Lex asks as we prepare our ramen.




“His name is Hudson,” I tell her while ripping my chilli oil open and squeezing out the dark liquid from inside its packet.

Once the noodles are coated, I add thin slices of beef over them and sprinkle sesame seeds around the bowl. It smells and looks divine.

The recipe was one that Lex had seen on TikTok, and since we had ramen every Friday night, we decided to try a new style every time we had the noodles.

“Mm, and he’s sexy?” she asks as she pours a can of hard seltzers into two wine glasses—the only wine glasses we own since Lex breaks everything—for us before topping it off with a slice of lime.

“Yeah, but I don’t know anything else about him, including his last name,” I say, before shoving a forkful of ramen into my mouth.

Spicy goodness fills my mouth and I’m in ramen heaven as I take my time to appreciate the chilli oil and beef.

Lex pulls her MacBook onto her lap beside me and clicks away at her keyboard, before turning the screen towards me. “You know we have a student website right? It features all our students, dating back to the mid-19th century.”

I shrug, completely lost with where she’s going with this. “And?”

“And,” she says, typing Hudson into the search. “We can find your mystery man.”

“He’s not my man,” I correct her.

“Well, never say never, babe.”

I roll my eyes because Lex always grabs at any opportunity to tease me, especially when it’s got to do with a guy.

“Okay,” she says, as the page loads and a search result of one thousand and two Hudsons come up.

“Oh no, I’m not going through that list,” I tell her as I sit back and finish my ramen.

“I will look for anyone remotely sexy,” she says, with a glow of determination on her face.

I wish her good luck and stuff the last bit of my ramen into my mouth, before going to bed. Once I’m tucked in, I spend a good half hour reading The Picture Of Dorian Gray.

The last thing I read is Lord Henry’s thoughts on Dorian’s beauty.

No wonder Basil Hallward worshipped him. He was made to be worshipped.

I fall asleep easily and dream of images with Hudson reading lines of Dorian Gray to me and all I keep on thinking about in my dream how amazingly hot he is.

I’m suddenly shaken awake lightly and I open my eyes to find Lex hovering above me like a weirdo, with her MacBook screen glowing in my face.

“What the hell Lex?” I ask.

“I’ve narrowed the list down to ten recent students,” she says excitedly.

I want to snap at her, but I don’t. Instead, I lie back against my pillow and take the MacBook from her.

“Thanks, Lex, but it wasn’t that important.”

I look at the pictures of the students and immediately see Hudson’s familiar face. Hudson Saylor-Tyne. He’s wearing a large grey shirt that’s left open, a simple white t-shirt and black jeans, looking just as good as he did today. He’s a Twenty-three-year-old Senior, currently studying Law.

“Let me see if I can find all his socials,” Lex says with excitement.

She pulls up a new tab and goes into her Instagram account. Sure enough, after a quick search, his profile comes up with two thousand followers, zero follows and ten posts. His bio is empty. I assumed a guy like him would have a huge social presence online, but it’s quite the opposite.

We go into a few of his pictures and study his sharp jawline, blank expression and hauntingly alluring, cat-like eyes which makes him look very arrogant and unapproachable. His hair is mostly tousled and looks soft.

“I mean when you told me sexy, I didn’t know he was going to be out-of- this-fucking-world-sexy,” Lex tells me. “Also, he got this evil badass look going on here.”

Lex points to another picture of him again, expressionless, his eyes dark and his eyebrows arched. I can’t help but grin as we continue to go through his pictures, and deep down, I feel like I should stay away from Hudson. He’s like the bad boy that’s not trying to hide the fact that he’s a bad boy.

And something about that unnerves me.
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I am standing in front of my father, the same way I do almost every time I dream. Somehow, in the back of my mind, it registers to me that this is a nightmare, but it isn’t one that I can easily wake myself up from.

“You’re a fucking cunt!” my father shouts as he brings his fist down on me.

Over and over again, he screams in my face as he gets on top of me and punches me in the face until the blood starts flowing profusely from my nose. A metallic taste floods my mouth and the strong scent of alcohol on my father’s breath fills the air.

Through my watery vision, I can see my father’s pure, drunk anger evident in his reddened eyes. He hates me so much.

I can’t remember why I’m getting a beating this time. Sometimes he does it because he’s frustrated with work and mom and other times, he just wants to pound his large fists into my face as if he wants to kill me. I feel the anger passing between us. I feel his inability to control himself as he wraps his large hands around my neck and then the shrill cries of my mother save me as I jolt awake from the nightmare. My body is covered in a thin sheen of sweat and my breath is uneven as I try to calm myself down.

It’s just a nightmare. Fucking nightmares. I do everything to forget, but they never go away.

Looking over at the alarm clock, I see that it’s only 3:15 a.m., so I pull the sheets off of me and get out of bed before heading over into the dark living room.

I walk over to the glass window and stare out at the black, starless sky. Saylor Towers overlooks the impressive Manhattan skyline.

Millions of lights twinkle weakly in the distance as the early morning blanket of fog hovers above the city.

From where I stand, I can also see the Hudson River, and just before that is the Vessel glowing with its glorious golden light.

My mother’s obsession with naming me after the river is something I would never understand. She always tells me that it’s beautiful, but it probably holds some other significant importance to her. Whatever it is, she never tells me.

Turning away from the window, I go over to the couch and sit down. Instead of thinking back to the nightmare, I flip open my MacBook and go onto Parker’s Instagram page, searching for the guy that she was talking to the day before.

Sure enough, I find quite a few pictures with both of them together. She tagged him in all, so I press on the tags and his name pops up. Ryan Burke. How did I not see this dumb fuck?

I swipe through the pictures, anger building up inside of me as the pictures get more intimate. Ryan kisses Parker. Ryan touches her. Ryan makes her laugh. Who the fuck is he?

Parker didn’t seem too thrilled to see Ryan yesterday. She said that it was over. Maybe he’s an ex. But why are their pictures still up as if they are together?

Shutting my Mac off, I head over to the bathroom and take an ice-cold shower to numb my thoughts.

Anger. I need to keep my anger in check. It doesn’t look very good when I lose it. I know exactly how I look. Like a raving monster. A raving monster, the words play in the back of my mind.

That’s exactly what Diana had told me when I lost it in front of her. Her blue eyes were large and afraid, her body trembling as she crawled away from me.

“You’re not normal! You need help!” she screamed.

I remember her words as if they are tattooed at the back of my mind. There’s something wrong with me and every time, I swear to change, I know it’s a lie. Therapists, shrinks, I’ve been through a list of them over the years and if they couldn’t help me, well I suppose my soul is damned anyway then.

Would I lose my cool with Parker too? No, she’s different. She is mine. She isn’t like Diana or any of the others as matter of fact.

Parker is an innocent fucking angel. I can hardly wait to have her in my grasp.

I tilt my head up as the cool water cascades over me and think about my plan carefully.

If I am thorough, I know exactly how this game will play out.
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The Éclipse nightclub in the heart of Manhattan has a hip vibe to it, I note when Lex and I walk in, after handing our IDs over to the tall, burly bouncers who stand outside, with natural scowls on their faces.

I look down at the neon pink tag around my wrist that the bouncers had given us.

“I don’t think we’d afford one drink in here,” Lex says as we step in with a sultry crowd of people.

Blue and white strobe lights flash around the club and a mist machine blows out a blanket of fog that travels between us, giving the club a creepy, but cool vibe.

Everything has a cool, glass-looking surface, even the long bar with a pale blue light radiating from inside its countertop.

“I’m not interested in the alcohol,” I tell Lex as my eyes scan the crowd.

“What about me?” she whines. “I need some booze.”

“You always need booze. When your liver collapsed, remind me to tell you, I told you so.”

“Parker?” I turn to see a young woman approaching us in a thin, formal black dress that comes above her knees.

She’s holding a glass tray with various drinks. The woman hands a dark blue drink to Lex and a thin white card to me along with a vivid green drink.

It’s a note. I open it up, while Lex busies herself with her boozy cocktail and the woman leaves us without another word.

Inside, are two simple words: Up here.

When I lift my head, I see him standing there. Hudson is leaning against the guardrail on the second floor and he’s looking right down at me, a wicked smile playing across his lips.

Everything else zones out and I leave Lex behind as I step forward. Hudson moves away from the guardrail and comes down the stairs.

Tonight, he’s in a diaphanous black shirt that’s unbuttoned halfway, allowing me to admire his chiselled torso and various tiny tattoos.

There’s a pair of angel wings in a gothic style that sits on his left breastbone, with a silver medallion that hangs around his neck.

His black hair is casual and not styled in any specific way, which is something that I admire, because it just shows that he doesn’t have to try too hard to look good.

“You made it,” he says as he reaches me.

“I did,” I say, my face burning at how close we’re standing.

He slips his hand around my waist and I gasp as his fingers move along my lower back. “You wanna go up? It’s VIP and fun.”

I hesitate for a second and turn back to look for Lex, but I spot her at the bar, twirling her hair as she chats to a dark-haired guy. She’s probably trying to flirt with him into getting her drinks, but knowing Lex, she’ll probably take him home like a lost puppy that she found at the park. She is shameless that way.

I turn back to Hudson and he smiles darkly as he leads me up the stairs to the second floor.

SWIM by Chase Atlantic starts to play. I can feel the music pulse through my body as we enter the darkened VIP area that’s bathed in a dark blue light.

People are lounging everywhere, some taking drugs, some make-out unashamedly and others are laying across expensive-looking couches, lined with thick fur.

We take the furthest couch away from everyone and I throw my drink back in one go. There’s a slight burn, but it’s mostly sweet.

I look up into Hudson’s dark eyes to find him watching me closely and before I can stop myself, I reach up to touch his cheekbone.

“You’re hot,” I whisper.

Hudson grins and leans in. “But you’re hotter.”

The dangerous allure of being around Hudson is so heavy in the air that I can barely breathe.

“Wanna do something fun?” Hudson whispers in my ear, his breath tickling my skin and his lips brushing my earlobe.

My heart starts to pound as I stare up at him. “You know we barely know each other right?”

“So why don’t we change that? There are no rules to follow when you’re with me,” he says, taking my hand as we stand up and he leads me over to an empty seating area. “We all start as strangers anyway.”

There’s a large white couch, a smaller bar without a bartender and a wide black wooden table in the middle.

“Wanna do body shots?” he asks, leaving my side and walking over to the bar.

He grabs a bottle of tequila and shot glass and places them on the table, before returning to get slices of lime and salt.

I stand there silently unsure of what I want out of this. But something in me wants to go along with whatever Hudson is doing. He is like drugs; whatever he suggests sounds good even though I feel like it’s wrong. And like drugs, there’s always a good and bad effect.

“I-I never did it before,” I stutter.

Hudson walks over to me and takes my hand, before leading me over to the table. “It’s fun.”

“If you don’t want to,” he says, his dark eyes regarding me. “it’s okay. We can do something else.”

An image of Ryan flashes through my mind and I stop hesitating. Why do I have to be the good, obedient girl?

“I want to do it,” I tell Hudson.

“Lie back on the table,” he instructs me and I sit on the table and lie back.

Anticipation builds in my veins as the lyrics, You picked a dance with the devil and you lucked out blasts through the speakers

Hudson climbs over me, his long legs on either side of my body as he takes the shot glass and pours in the tequila.

“Open your mouth,” he instructs and I do.

He then places the lime wedge in my mouth and I clench it between my teeth and even though I’m completely inexperienced when it comes to this stuff, I’ve been in college long enough to hear what the other girls talk about.

Still, my heart starts to race. I’ve never done body shots before, what the hell am I thinking?

Hudson lifts my t-shirt slightly, his eyes on mine as he places the salt on my midriff. “Ready?” he asks, in a low husky voice that sends tremors through my body.

“Yeah,” I whisper. “I’m ready.”

He pulls the shoulder part of my t-shirt down and pours the cool tequila liquid in the hollow space between my neck and shoulder.

And things start to get very heavy from there. Before I can think of anything else, Hudson’s lips are on me. On my midriff to be more specific and when his tongue touches my skin, I gasp.

His fingers dance along my exposed waist as he licks the salt. His tongue is hot against my skin. Like a flame of desire burning into me.

Hudson moves up and drinks the liquid from the hollow area of my neck, before settling above me, his black hair falling into my face as he grabs the slice of lime. Our lips touch, but only for a second because Hudson pulls away and bites into the lime, sucking it before discarding the slice.

I watch as a drop of the lime juice rolls down his jaw and I can feel something hard against my pelvic bone as he presses into me.

My eyes flicker to the protruding bulge hidden by his jeans before I look back up at him. And the way he’s staring at me right now makes me want to do all kinds of crazy things.

Like, kiss him for instance.

His hot hands are still on my midriff and he stares at me, his dark green eyes travelling lower until he’s staring at my mouth.

I part my lips and reach up to grab his black shirt. Hudson leans forward and presses his warm, wet lips against mine. He tastes like tequila and sour lime. My fingers sink into the dark depths of his hair and I pull him closer as his hot tongue explores my mouth and his teeth pull my bottom lip into his mouth.

His warm, intoxicating scent fills my senses, desire radiating between us as the kiss deepens and Hudson’s fingers climb further up until the soft pad of his thumb is against the side of my right breast.

His touch is soft and teasing as he gently nibbles on my lips, promising a bruising.

Everything Ryan and I ever shared evaporate as I’m blinded by passion. Heat curls down my spine, but Hudson suddenly pulls away and we’re both panting for air.

“I’m Hudson Saylor-Tyne and I’d like to get to know you very much,” he says before we both burst out laughing.
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“So you let him kiss you?” Lex asks.

It’s Saturday and we’re at a small pizzeria called Gino’s, just a few blocks away from our apartment building.

The sun is shining down on us with its warm grinning rays and while we’re soaking up some much-needed Vitamin C, I sip my iced apple tea.

It’s so refreshing as the cool liquid travels down my throat, satiating my thirst.

“It was mutual,” I say, lifting a slice of basil and mozzarella pizza and stuffing it into my mouth. “I mean we both wanted to kiss, I guess.”

I momentarily think of Hudson. The way he kissed me and the way his fingers dug into my skin as he slid his tongue into my mouth.

I’d never been kissed like that before. Sure, Ryan could kiss and our make-out sessions were above average, but Hudson is on another level entirely.

I touch my lips and think of the way it felt to be with him. Ravaged. That’s the first word that comes to mind as I think of him. Everything with him is so different and it’s my kind of different. But I just broke up with my boyfriend, am I supposed to be thinking like this?

Right now I can hardly care about Ryan. When I woke up this morning the first thing I thought about was Hudson. His gorgeous green eyes, fuckable lips and devilish tongue haunt my thoughts constantly.

Thinking about him like this makes me feel as if I’ll need to confess my sins soon at a church. I’d never been particularly spiritual, but my thoughts are so unholy that it surprises me a bit.

I wish I had run into him sooner because whatever is going on between us, feels good. My insides feel as if they’re fluttering with millions of butterflies. It feels like a first crush all over again and I’m so giddy, I can barely contain it.

“So you and Ryan really are over, huh?”

“Yeah,” I say. “You know a few months ago I caught him on Tinder. But he denied it and when I checked his phone, it was as if it never existed.”

“He’s such a dick,” Lex says.

And I couldn’t agree more, I think as my phone begins to buzz on the table. I lift my phone to see my mom’s caller ID flash across the screen so I answer it.

“Hey, Mama.”

“Hi, honey. How are you?” she asks in a chirpy tone.

Even though she and my father live a thirty-five-minute drive away in Staten Island, I barely see them.

Since starting my sophomore year, I’d seen them even less, because the workload just became additional.

“I’m good. How are you and dad doing?

“We’re both good, baby. Guess what? We’re driving down to Manhattan later on. There’s a charity ball at some venue near the Hudson River,” she explains. “Your father and I thought it would be nice if you joined us for dinner tonight. It’s been ages since we dined together. Besides, I doubt you’re eating anything other junk food.”

“But tonight—” I begin, but mother cuts me off.

“So you’re coming? Oh, Will, she’s coming!” she shouts at my father on the other end.

“Yes, I am!” I say as cheerfully as I can.

“Oh, honey, you still live at that apartment with that friend of yours, right?”

“I do.”

“Okay, well, I’ll send over a few choice dresses with Vanders and he’ll bring you straight to the ball. And, um, what about that nice guy you’re dating. Ryan? Will you bring him as a date?”

I let out a breath, before answering that question, remembering the time I introduced that jerk to my parents. My mother was head over heels, but my dad was always wary of him. And he had a right to be.

I wish I had his wisdom sometimes.

“Ryan’s probably busy,” I lie because my parents don’t necessarily need to know every aspect of my dating life.

“Oh, that’s too bad, but at least we’ll see you later on,” she says.

“See you later,” I tell her, before ending the call.

“Was your mom being inquisitive again?” Lex asks with raised eyebrows and a grin plastered across her face. She lives for drama.

“You know it,” I say. “She asked about Ryan and she wants me to go to this charity ball, later on, so she’s sending over a few dresses with Vanders.”

Lex narrows her eyes and leans back in her chair. “Lucky bitch. If you weren’t my roommate and I didn’t love you, I’d probably despise you.”

I love Lex’s candour. She’s always been so straightforward and to the point. She also doesn’t care that my parents are both from old money or the fact that my father, Will Kelleher, owns one of the biggest architectural firms in New York City or the fact that my mom has lunch dates in Michelin Star restaurants every day and the fact that Julia Roberts is on her contact list.

“I don’t want to go,” I tell Lex. “I’m tired.”

“Parker, you’re going. It’s Saturday, you’ll never know who you’ll meet.”

I inwardly groan because I know who I’ll be meeting. A bunch of saggy forty-year-old men and women, with enough collagen in their faces to pretend that they’re still young and fascinating.

“Would you come?” I ask.

Lex smiles sheepishly. “Sorry, I have a date, babe.”

I roll my eyes. “Who on earth is it this time around?”

“His name is Kyle, but that’s all you’re going to get,” she says.

I scrunch my nose up playfully. “Is it that guy from last night?”

Lex’s cheeks grow red immediately, but she nods. “He’s a really nice guy.”

“With a really good dick,” I add and Lex gasps, before reaching over and smacking my arm.

“Oh my God, you’re so shameless!”

I raise my eyebrows. “Oh really? I wasn’t the one announcing how good sex they were having last night. I mean, I wasn’t saying: Oh, yeah, right there! Harder! Harder!”

“Shut up!” Lex’s eyes go wide as she looks around us to see if anyone is gawking at us, but thankfully no one notices.

I blow a kiss in her direction and she groans. “I have to go and get ready for that ball, but I’ll see you later, babe.”

“I’ll see you later, bitch.”
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It’s mid-afternoon when I go back to my apartment building, where Vanders, my parents’ very own chauffeur is patiently waiting, beside the Rolls Royce that he used to drive me in during my high school years.

And I was bullied for years after that, being labelled as a rich bitch by a girl named, Ellie. It’s why I still prefer my quiet life in a simple apartment with my best friend, away from the high-rise life of New York City.

Once Ellie had punched my nose and I’d learned then that about a third of the population drowned in wealth and decided to ignore the third class, whilst the other half watched with envy and waited for opportunities like Ellie did to teach the rich girl a lesson.

If my mother had her way with my life, I’d be living like an Instagram model with zero brains, travelling to Bali every second day to take bikini photoshoots with her French photographer friend Rodrigo, while gorging on a dragon fruit salad, living off my parents’ money. But I have to take credit that I have more ambition in life than that.

“Long time no see, Vanders,” I say when I approach him.

He is around fifty-two, old enough to be my dad or even grandfather possibly, but he is always sharp in his uniform black suit, with his dark hair all brushed back. There are a few silver hairs, but not enough to notice his actual age.

He smiles at me and raises his eyebrows. “Hello, Parker.”

“How have you been Vanders?” I ask as I embrace him.

For as long as I’ve known him, I’ve called him by his last name, Vanders, and I secretly think he likes it.

He pats my back awkwardly like he always does for old times sake. “Very well and you, Miss?”

“I’m good. Just rolling with life.”

“Well,” he says, a smile forming on his mouth. “I wish I could just roll with life, but we have places to be.”

He opens the back door of the Rolls Royce and reaches in, before pulling out two large Versace gift bags and a Christian Louboutin box.

Even if I don’t appreciate my mother’s expensive habits, I certainly appreciate her sense of style. Most of my things eventually go to goodwill anyway.

I take the bags and box from Vanders as carefully as possible. “Thanks. I’ll be down really quickly.”

Vander’s nods and I go into the apartment building as the sky darkens above.

I have a quick shower, before lathering my body in lotion and spraying Hypnotic Poison Eau De Toilette by Dior, along my pulse points on my wrists and neck and behind my earlobes.

When I’m done, I’m left smelling like a vanilla pod with strong hints of almond and jasmine.

My mother sent two Versace dresses. The first is a colourful Medusa Renaissance shirt dress that is far too extravagant for my liking.

It’s a charity ball. Not a fashion show, but unfortunately, my mother doesn’t believe in my simple values.

I open the other package, hoping for something simple and I gratefully find a black dress. It’s slightly heavy, probably from the expensive material used, but I prefer this over the shirt dress.

When I slip the dress over my head, I go over to the tall chicory framed mirror that’s hooked against the wall in my room.

This is definitely my kind of dress, I think as I study myself in the mirror. It comes mid-thigh, with a deep neckline and long sleeves. The feel of the fabric against my skin is amazingly soft.

I run the brush through my hair a few times until it’s left silky and straight against my back. As for my makeup, I go the safe way and try a natural look with subtle shades of peach eyeshadow that give me tired eyes, black mascara to bring my grey eyes to life and matte red lipstick for my plump lips.

In the Louboutin box, I find a pair of beautiful red suede heels. It goes perfectly with the dress even though it’s a few inches wider than my foot size.

When I’m done, I grab a black purse that my mother had bought for me three years ago and stuff my phone in it, along with some fresh mints and a few tissues.

I leave the building, to find Vanders standing beside the back door of the car.

“You look lovely,” he says as he tips his head and opens the back door for me.

“Thank you, Vanders,” I say as I climb in.

He closes the door behind me and walks around the driver side of the car. The Rolls-Royce purrs to life as he starts it up and pulls out into the busy Manhattan streets.

The sky is a delicate shade of pink and blue as evening settles in. I lean my head against the cool window and watch as we drive past all the buildings. The city has always mesmerized me for some reason and it was a dream of mine to live in New York City until I made it a reality.

Vanders and I sit silently as we head to the charity ball. I’ve been to so many of these functions in the past that it’s easy to just fall back into that lifestyle. Even if it is just for an evening.

Charity balls are always extravagant and I would find something like that appalling unless it didn’t help a good cause. My parents are both good people and would never stand for anything immoral. It’s the only reason they attend the yearly ball, to give back to the less fortunate.

I remember the summers I spent travelling with my mother to India. The kids there were so innocent and sad. The hunger was evident on their hollow faces. Working with my mother there was one of the best summers I’d ever spent.

We had fed the kids for weeks until they started to fill out and their sad, hollow looks were gone. It was so satisfying to see the hard work pay off with good results.

I can feel the anticipation growing in my gut as we near the venue and Vanders keeps on informing me that we are almost there, so I sit back and try to relax.
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Hudson lay on his side as he watched her sleep. Her skin was so pale that he could see a careful network of blue veins underneath her skin. She wasn’t fat or thin, but average in weight.

Diana was unlike the other girls his mother had tried to set him up with. Diana was fucking beautiful. She was perfect. And eight years older than him. He was only twenty, but the age gap didn’t bother him.

It was the fact that Diana kept on coming back for more that excited him. But it wasn’t just about excitement, it was about the power, the drive. He knew what it felt like to wield power over someone and now that he had a taste of it, he wasn’t so sure, he could stop.

Everyone had their fucked up reasons for being the way they were in life. Diana was a sex addict. She’d tried therapy before and like any addict, she couldn’t help but fall back into her dark past of wild orgies.

She was so beautiful. There was a natural elegance about her, but she had ruined herself. The glow from her eyes was gone and she was starting to age rapidly. She would never be anything more to him than a casual fuck. Well, at least she had given him descent blowjobs.

Diana stirred beside him, her dark blonde hair falling over her shoulders as she sat up.

“Why aren’t you sleeping?” she asked softly, as she slid her arms around his neck. “Aren’t you tired?”

Hudson stared down at her for a long while before answering. “No. Do you want to try something?”

She kissed his neck and moved her hands down his abdomen, going lower and lower until she had his hard dick in her delicate hands.

“Sure, lover,” she whispered as she continued to tease him, running her pale fingers over his length.

Her glossy, manicured red-coated nails gently grazed into his skin as she grasped him firmly.

“You love that, don’t you?” she whispered in his ear. “But you also don’t like it when I take control.”

Hudson could feel the pressure building as the need to relieve himself became stronger.

He reached over to his side table and grabbed his grey tie, before turning back to Diana.

“I never took you for the rough type,” Diana said, glancing at the tie.

He could see the wariness in her dark, narrow blue eyes as she sat back. “Do you not like it rough, Diana?”

“I-I do,” she said. “But it’s been so long since I’ve done anything kinky-”

Hudson grab Diana’s hands and pushed her down onto the bed, holding her arms above her head, before securing it with his tie.

“Does being bound make you so uncomfortable, Diana?” he asked, his breathing uneven as he watched her eyes darken with anxiety.

He was in control. In the bedroom, he was always in control. This was his cage and she was his plaything. Diana knew the rules, but sometimes she liked to forget. Hudson would of course have to show her once again who had the last say and frankly, she wasn’t going to be able to speak much when he was done with her.

She laughed nervously. “A little yes, because we never discussed kinky sex.”

“Good,” he said as he spread her legs apart and fucked her hard that night.

He watched as she arched her back and moaned. He watched as she struggled to touch him. He watched as she came undone.

Her body writhed beneath him and he kept on going until he had come too, his long fingers sliding over her sweaty body as desire travelled through him.

“I love you, Hudson,” Diana whispered breathlessly. “I love you so much.”

Diana loved it when he told her that he loved her back. He had learnt over time how to use certain words to get what he wanted.

“I love you too,” he said blankly, as he undid her hands and then he quickly got off the bed to have a cold shower.
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The Cassiopeia. The Twenty-Third Annual Charity Ball is on a luxurious superyacht called the Cassiopeia that sits on a tranquil Hudson River.

Its shiny, white painted body reflects on the surface of the dark water as I stand on the deck and lean over the rails to peer into the water.

“Parker!”

I stand up straight and turn around to see my parents approaching. My mother’s arms are wide open and before I can prepare myself, she grabs me in her arms and squeezes my next breath out of me.

I make my eyes big at my dad for help, but he just smiles and waits patiently until my mother lets go of me.

“How are you, dad?” I ask as I hug my father.

“I’m good and you? How is college life treating my girl?” he asks.

I let go of my dad and stand back. “I’m good and college is good. I’m thinking of joining a publishing house as an intern very soon though,” I tell them.

My mother and father are gorgeous as ever, with my mother in a sweeping red dress and my father in the conventional Tux.

“I can get my secretary to email you some favourable references on Monday,” my father tells me.

“Sure, that would be nice, considering that I don’t know where to start.”

“You look gorgeous,” my mother gushes as she studies my dress.

A few servers dressed in crisp white shirts and black pants move in our direction with iced champagne flutes that have edible gold floating on the top.

We each take a flute and join the rest of the crowd as everyone gathers near a stage that has been set up on the deck.

A man stands up on the stage followed by several other people and he holds the microphone away before clearing his throat and glancing at the crowd.

“Good evening, ladies and gentlemen. Thank you for joining us on the Cassiopeia. My pride and joy. Tonight is a course for celebration because tonight is the Twenty-third Annual Charity Ball and I am honoured that my family has been nominated as its hosts this year,” the man says. “And so tonight, I will let my son have the honour of commencing the first donation of the evening.”

The man steps aside as someone walks out from behind him and immediately I hear myself gasp as Hudson comes forward.

Hudson. As in Hudson Saylor-Tyne. I can barely believe my eyes for a second as I watch him standing there, looking impeccable as ever in a full black suit. His black shirt is unbuttoned three rows down, exposing his protruding Adam’s apple and smooth skin.

Tonight, his inky black hair is carefully styled, but there are a few strands that fall out of place.

He’s smiling, but there’s something completely off about the way he’s standing there. It’s almost as if he doesn’t fit in. His lips are moving and I realize I’m not paying attention to what he’s saying.

“—and tonight we’re going to be donating two million dollars for this campaign,” he says, raising his champagne flute. “Let us give back to the people that need it the most.”

The crowd erupts with applause as he hands over a check to a young girl waiting next to the stage.

She can’t be any older than I am, but I immediately feel a pang of jealousy as the girl slips her manicured hand on Hudson’s shoulder and whispers into his ear. She bats her long eyelashes as she looks up at him. The whole exchange is so intimate, so personal, that I get upset with staring at them.

But I can’t stop myself. He turns around and is laughing as the girl whispers again. I want him to look down and look at me, so I move forward and he does eventually look over to where I’m standing, his dark eyes trained on me.

He stops laughing but continues to smile as he nods at me in acknowledgement.

That’s it?

I turn around to find that my parents are both talking to two different groups of people, so I walk away from everyone and back to my original spot by the side of the yacht and watch the city from here.

The Manhattan skyline is breathtakingly beautiful and there’s a

slight light chill in the air. Above, the night sky twinkles with a veil of stars.

“May I join you?”

I don’t have to turn around to see Hudson standing there. He comes to stand in front of me and it’s hard to ignore him, so I look up at him.

“It is your family’s yacht,” I say. “You can do whatever you like.”

His dark green eyes sweep over me, but it doesn’t phase me because I immediately think back to the girl standing beside him on the stage. Why am I jealous when I didn’t have any right to be?

“You look good,” he says, moving forward, closing the space between us.

“Where’s your date?” I blurt out before I can stop myself.

Hudson raises his eyebrows and moves his hand over my wrist. His thumb runs over my skin, inducing a shudder in my body. “She’s not my date. It’s more of a publicity act.”

I stay silent not completely buying his story, so I start to walk away, but he tightens his grip on my wrist and pulls me closer.

He stares down into my eyes before leaning forward and kissing me. His mouth is warm, fresh—he tastes like peppermint as he moves his tongue into my mouth.

I can feel his warm palms against my body suddenly. His long fingers are on my thighs and slowly climbing up and I’m not stopping him. Instead, I pull him closer by his black shirt as the kiss deepens.

My heart starts beating faster when I feel his fingers running along the edges of my panties and that’s when I realise that we are not alone.

I abruptly end the kiss and look over his shoulder to see that no one is watching and thankfully no one is close enough to see that what we’re doing is so inappropriate.

Hudson is smirking when I look back at him and he looks so incredibly attractive that I lean forward and give him a small peck on the lips. He grabs me by the waist, but I press my palms against his chest and push him away lightly.

“We can’t do this here,” I tell him.

“Why not?” he whispers.

“Hudson,” I say. “It’s inappropriate etiquette to feel a girl up at a charity ball.”

He lets go and takes my hand in his instead. “Parker, if there’s one thing you should know about me, it’s that I love being inappropriate.”

My face grows hot as we both move back towards the party.

* * *




It’s time for the first meal of the evening, so Hudson and I head into the dining area that’s set up on the inside of the yacht.

My father and mother spot me and immediately come towards us, but Hudson doesn’t let go of my hand.

“Hudson, this is my mother, Meredith and my father, William Kelleher,” I say, nervously introducing them. “Mom and dad, this is Hudson.”

“I know who he is,” my father says with a wide smile on his face as he and Hudson shake hands.

I’m pretty sure my mouth hangs open as I watch the entire exchange. My father knows Hudson. This night is turning out to be more eventful than I thought it would.

“You two know each other?” I ask, sounding more astounded than I intend to sound.

“Yes, love. How can I not know my own best friend’s son?”

“It’s good to see you, Mr Kelleher,” Hudson says. “When I met Parker, I thought she was familiar. However, I didn’t make the connection.”

“Ah, yes. You’re attending Kensington as well, isn’t that so?” my father asks.

Hudson nods his head as he answers smoothly, confidently. “Yes, sir. I’m in my fourth year of law.”

“Dinner is served!” someone announces at the front and my father reaches over and pats Hudson on the shoulder.

“I wish you all the best. Tell John that I’ll see him soon.”

“We’ll see you both later on,” my mother says, beaming at me and waving as she and my dad find their way to the table.

“You know my father. That just makes me feel strange,” I tell Hudson and he smiles as he takes me to the table.

I look around curiously and there’s no sign of the girl that was with him earlier on that evening. Where was she?

Hudson and I take our seats together at the far corner, where no one can listen in to us.

“Manhattan is a small city. For wealthy people at least. Everyone in this room knows each other. In the business world, everyone usually knows each other,” Hudson explains.

“A concept I will never get used to,” I say.

The meal starts to arrive. My mouth waters as a server places the starter before us. It’s tender duck served in a red wine sauce.

I lift my knife and fork and begin to eat. The duck is so soft that it melts on my tongue. I’m halfway through when I realise Hudson is not eating but watching me.

“Why aren’t you eating? Aren’t you hungry?” I ask.

He leans in to whisper, “I feel like eating something else that’s not quite on the menu tonight.”

My cheeks burn at his innuendo and I gasp as his hand casually drops to my thigh. His fingers inch up and I can barely breathe as his hand brushes against my clit.

I’m wet. I can feel the wetness grow as he continues to massage my thigh and when I look up at Hudson he’s smiling because he knows too. He can feel how wet I am.
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It’s just after dinner and I find my mother just as we get off the Cassiopeia. My father stands in the distance, still talking to one of his business colleagues.

Hudson lingers behind me as I go over to my mom and embrace her before I leave.

“When will we see you again?” she asks. “Maybe you can come and see what your father has done with the house.”

“I don’t know. We can have a lunch date and Vanders can pick me,” I tell her as I let go of her.

“That will be a good idea. Do you want Vanders to take you home?” she asks as she runs her fingers through my hair.

“I’m going with Hudson.”

She smiles. “You have to come and visit. I want to know how this happened. You and Hudson.”

My cheeks heat up again. “It’s nothing.”

She raises her eyebrows. “It doesn’t look like nothing to me. Now go on,” she kisses me on the cheek. “I think he’s waiting for you.”

“Tell dad I love him for me,” I say and walk back to where Hudson is standing.

“Ready to go?” Hudson asks, holding out his hand.

“Yes, sir,” I tell him, which makes his lips curl up into a devilish smirk.

Hand in hand we walk away from the pier and towards the roadside, where a shiny black Lamborghini is idle.

“Nice ride,” I tell him.

“Thanks.” He comes around to my side and opens the door for me and when I get in, he closes it gently after me.

Everything inside his car is neat and clean. There’s not a speck of dust or anything out of place which makes me feel strange.

I am a neat freak. I hate when things are filthy or untidy, but Hudson’s car had nothing personal about it. There is no random condom foil lying around, no CD on the floor, no keyring hanging from the rear-view mirror. It’s empty and cold.

Even his smooth, black leather seats are spotless as if no one has ever sat in them before. The only thing that makes it feel like his car, is the scent of his warm spicy cologne.

When he gets in beside me, he looks over at me and smiles and I forget about the car being so clean and neat. What would life be like if people weren’t different anyway?

He turns the key in the ignition and the car roars to life as he pulls out onto the road.

“Tomorrow is Sunday,” Hudson says. “Are you doing anything?”

“I have reading to do for Monday. I haven’t even read much of what I was assigned to read.”

“So, read it tomorrow then. But let me take you out. The yacht is in NY for the weekend. Meet me at the river and we can just relax,” he says. “Just you and I, Parker.”

Just us alone. Hudson and I alone. The thought makes me nervous, but excited.

“Okay,” I say, as I point out with dismay as my apartment building comes into view. “I stay there.”

Hudson stops just outside the brick building and cuts the engine off before turning his body to face me.

“Can I pick you up at 9:30 tomorrow morning? I have a meeting early, but I’ll be free after that,” he says, moving closer.

He reaches out and runs his fingers through my hair before dropping his hand on my thigh.

“Tomorrow sounds good,” I say quickly.

He smirks as he watches me squirm. “Are you nervous, Parker?”

“No,” I lie and my heart skips a beat.

Hudson pulls his hand away and chuckles. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

I swallow hard and catch my breath. “Until tomorrow then.”

I open the door and step out onto the sidewalk. The evening air does nothing to cool me down.

“Parker!” Hudson calls out and I swivel around to see the window roll down.

“What?” I ask.

“I think you should change those panties. We don’t want them getting too wet,” he says and I almost die of mortification.

My face burns at his words, but he just laughs again and starts the car up before driving away and into the night.

I get into the apartment building and as I climb the stairs, I can’t stop thinking of Hudson’s last words.

When I reach my apartment, I find all the lights off and quickly peek into Lex’s room to find her sleeping so I close her door and tiptoe back into the living room. There are empty boxes of Chinese food lying on the table and I have the urge to throw them away, but I’m tired, so I just head over to the bathroom.

I run the hot water in the tub and pour in a lavender-scented bubble bath before stripping off my clothes and climbing in.

The water burns my skin at first, but then it starts to feel so good. I relax my body until I’m floating. And then he enters my thoughts. Hudson.

My fingers move towards my clit and I take in a sharp, shaky breath as I touch myself.

Hudson.

I imagine him running his fingers against my clit as I gently massage my pussy.

I exhale and I imagine his lips on me, more specifically, his tongue. His tongue torturing me. His tongue was on my skin.

Hudson.

I move my fingers faster against my slick clit in circular motions; the water laps gently around me as I come undone and his name escapes my lips.

“Hudson,” I whisper harshly as I breathe in shakily.

My body trembles and I let out a soft moan. I need him, the sudden thought momentarily crosses my mind as I arch my back and gently rub my clit where the throbbing sensation is.

I have a bath and get out as quickly as possible before tiptoeing back to my darkened bedroom.

Weak light pours in through my pale peach curtains as I dry my body with the towel and pull on a thin nightshirt and a pair of clean undies before slipping into my warm bed.

My body feels relaxed and satisfied. I close my eyes and drift off to sleep more peacefully than I had in a while, even though the city is very much alive in the streets below.

Thoughts of Hudson flash through my mind and I smile as I finally fall off to sleep. I can’t possibly wait for Sunday to come.
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“It’s like he’s your soulmate. I mean you both like each other and he knows your dad and he’s super-rich. How much more perfect can it get than that?” Lex says as I pack my little backpack with a suntan lotion, a collection of works by John Keats and an extra grey t-shirt.

My phone vibrates, but I ignore it as I continue to fill my bag up with more books. We are focusing a lot on poetry for the week ahead.

Underneath the current shorts and t-shirt that I’m wearing, I decided to put on a black bikini that I bought with Lex before summer because of our Hot Girl Summer. I guess we became distracted by other plans.

“I don’t believe in soulmates. Ryan kind of ruined that notion for me,” I say, ripping open a honey-coated granola bar and taking a large bite out of it. I can eat tons of this stuff all day long.

“Forget that idiot,” Lex is saying. “He is such old news. I mean why are we even talking about him? His name is banned from our house. It’s banned from your mind. Banned!”

I’m trying to listen to what sense Lex is trying to make, but my phone vibrates again on the countertop and I swipe to open the screen. Speaking of Mephistopheles himself, I see twelve new messages from Ryan.

What did he want now? Just the person to spoil my day.

I go into the messages and frown as the messages pop up one after the other each angrier than the next.

I’ve been trying to call u since last night —R




Where r u? —R




Lex told me about that guy you’re seeing Hudson… —R




Parker answer your fucking phone —R




Do you think our relationship is a joke? People are fucking laughing at us —R




I love how he insinuates that he and I are still very much a couple in his last text. But what irks me is that Lex is sharing my private life.

“What did you tell Ryan about Hudson?” I ask as I chew the last bit of my granola, before discarding the wrapping paper in the trash.

“Nothing.” She yawns while pulling her dark purple hair into a ponytail. “Just that you moved on because he wouldn’t stop texting me. I’m about to file for a restraining order on him. I know he was your ex Parker, but seriously, the dude has issues.”

“I know. I’m sorry, I’ll deal with him,” I say and hug her from the back. “He’s such a jerk.

Lex kisses me on the forehead and I grab my backpack as a guy walks out of Lex’s room and into the living room.

“Kyle, Parker,” Lex introduces us. “Parker, Kyle.”

Kyle is a tall, lanky, dark-haired dude with a Tom Holland kind of look going on. He’s definitely Lex’s type. The red lipstick stains on his face say it all: Virgin. Lex must have had a lot of fun.

Lex has a weird strategy in which she takes a guys virginity because she says it sets the universal bar straight with who gets to take the virginity. And when Lex starts to get touchy about certain subjects, it’s best to leave her and her strange logic alone.

“Hi, it’s nice to meet you, Parker,” he says groggily as he stands there in just his Donald Duck boxer shorts with an unmistakable problem. His boner is poking through his shorts.

This must be that awkward moment in a book or movie in which the author or director will make a desperate exit for me: The embarrassed main character.

“Hey,” I say. “It was nice to meet you too and I hope we can do this again, but I really have to go. Have fun!” I turn to Lex who’s barely keeping her laugh in and I mouth her good luck before leaving the apartment.

It’s a warm summer’s day out in the streets of Manhattan. People are out, soaking up the sun, having lunch, shopping and just living life. I wait patiently as I check my watch and then I hear the powerful roar of an engine. Right on time.

I look up to see the shiny, black Lamborghini cruising down the street until it stops directly in front of me.

The door is pushed open and I jump in to find Hudson’s sexy grin plastered across his gorgeous face.

He’s wearing a casual black t-shirt that’s loose on him and dark blue jeans with a pair of Hollywood style shades that hide his pretty green eyes.

“Hey,” he says, as he leans over and slips his warm hand around the back of my neck to bring me closer and casually kisses me on the lips.

I find myself kissing him back and discover that his lips are soft and warm today. This is perfect, I think. He is perfect.

There’s something so nice and calming about being around Hudson and whatever it is, I don’t want it to end.

His tongue slips into my mouth and my heart starts beating faster as his fingers trace the base of my throat.

“Hey,” I whisper breathlessly when we finally break apart.

“Are you ready to have some fun?” he asks, revving the car engine and I laugh as we drive off.
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“You’ve been reading for half an hour,” Hudson reminds me for the fifth time as I flip over to another page.

We’re on the yacht again and he’s becoming more and more distracting every time I decide to read a little more. With us being alone, I’m not sure how much I can pay attention to John Keats anymore.

Hudson paces around behind me until he stops and I can feel his warm fingers gently massage into my shoulders as he hovers above me and it’s so hard to read with him so close.

“I’m almost done,” I say, but I am already moving to Ode To A Grecian Urn.

“You said that fifteen minutes ago,” he whispers as he leans forward and presses his warm lips against my neck.

A sigh escapes my lips and Hudson chuckles softly as he kisses me again and again. He moves his mouth towards the base of my throat and I can feel my heart beating faster. My skin tingles in each delicate spot that he kisses.

“You’re so bad,” I tell him, arching my neck as he begins to gently nibble my skin.

He moves his lips to my ears and whispers, “I never said that I was good.”

I shut the book closed, get up from the table and turn around to find Hudson in just a black pair of board shorts that easily ride low on his waist.

My gaze whispers across his chiselled torso and I can feel the heat in my cheeks grow at seeing him semi-naked for the first time. He just continues to get hotter each time I look at him.

His thin silver medallion is still around his neck and I reach out to feel the tiny engravings on the surface of the small coin.

“It’s beautiful,” I say as he continues to stare down at me.

“Do you want the other one? It came as a set, but I never really had anyone to give it to before.”

I look up at him. His narrow green eyes are mesmerising. “Are you sure?”

“Of course.” He walks over to where his black backpack is on the table and shuffles through it before returning with a small, shiny black bag in his hand.

He reaches into the bag and takes out a silver twin medallion. “Turn around.”

I turn my back to him and lift my hair as he places the cool silver necklace around my neck. Its delicate weight can barely be felt against my skin.

When he’s done putting the clasp on, I leave my hair back down and run my fingers against the medallion. It’s the first personal gift I’ve ever been given by a guy before. Ryan and I always went fifty-fifty on everything and he’d never given me a gift before.

“Thank you,” I say, unsure of what else to say, but Hudson makes that easy decision for us both and simply kisses me on the lips.

“Do you want to go for a swim?” Hudson asks when we break apart.

“Wouldn’t the water be freezing?”

He takes my hand and we walk over to the side of the yacht. The crystal blue water looks cool and inviting as tiny waves lap against the side of the yacht. “Come on, it’ll be fun.”

“Okay,” I agree and grab the edge of my t-shirt before pulling it above my head.

I watch as Hudson’s eyes roam down as my fingers unbutton my shorts and it makes my skin tingle when he stares at me with that look of hunger. His green eyes send shivers down my spine.

While I place my clothes on one of the many white sunbeds, Hudson lowers the ladder on the side of the yacht, before turning back to me and holding his hand out.

“We can jump in together,” he says and I take his hand.

We stand at the edge and it suddenly looks so high from here, but I take a breath and on the count of three, we jump into the water hand in hand.

The water is frigid when my body hits the surface and Hudson is no longer holding my hand. Adrenaline rushes through my veins as I push my hands above me and swim upwards. The cold water numbs my thoughts for a second and it feels nice to just let go.

But when I break through the water’s surface, I take in a deep breath and immediately choke on the water that gets in through my nostrils. The sudden burn makes my eyes water.

“Parker!” Hudson calls out to me and I look behind me, to see him wading through the water towards me.

His black hair drips with water and I watch with wonder as the water splashes against his broad shoulders.

“Are you okay?” he asks, caressing my cheek when he reaches me. “Your nose is red.”

“Yeah,” I laugh nervously. “I just got some water in.” He chuckles and kisses me on the nose, before pulling me in closer as we swim towards the ladder together. 

* * *




I place another green olive in my mouth as Hudson joins me on the sunbed that looks out towards the Manhattan skyline.

It’s early afternoon now and we’re sitting side by side, eating olives, crackers and Brie cheese, while washing it down with iced apple tea.

“Do you want me to put this on for you?” Hudson asks, lifting the suntan lotion.

“And then I could put some for you,” I say.

The corners of his mouth lift into a playful smile. “Deal, but lie back for now.”

I do as instructed and relax as much as possible because my damn nerves just won’t chill out.

Hudson flips open the lid of the suntan lotion and I watch as he squirts out some of the white liquid.

He’s watching me the entire time, a mischievous smirk on his face and I smile back.

“Doesn’t this suntan cream remind you of something?” I surprise myself by asking him such an appalling question.

“You have a very dirty mind,” Hudson says and leans forward as he places his hands on my shoulders. “But mine is filthier.”

He stands up and climbs over me with his long legs on either side of me and then he begins to massage the cream into my skin, starting at my neck.

His medallion dangles in my face as his fingers skilfully move further down to my chest.

“You have beautiful skin,” he compliments as he drizzles more cream onto his hands.

“Thanks,” I say, my face is suddenly hot.

He suddenly grabs my thighs and I squeal as he pulls my body closer and he moves further down until he’s on his knees before me.

His green eyes flicker to mine and my heart starts pounding faster than it ever has.

Hudson moves his hands up my thighs and runs his fingers underneath the strings of my bikini bottoms.

“Are you a virgin?” he asks the question without warning and I can feel my face flushing with heat, but I nod in reply to him.

“Have you ever let any guy give you an oral?”

“No,” I say. “Wait, what?”

Hudson’s gaze burns into mine as he asks his next question in a husky voice. “I mean, have you ever been tongue-fucked by a guy before? Eaten? You know, your pussy.”

“No.” My voice is barely a whisper.

My heart is in my throat at this stage, beating at a dangerously fast rate.

He unties the strings holding my bikini together. “Is this okay? I won’t do anything you don’t want to do.”

I nod again as the words in my mouth evaporate.

I can feel the anticipation building as he removes the bikini, leaving me exposed and I immediately start to panic as he kisses my thighs, before looking up at me.

“Parker,” he says softly.

“What?” I swallow hard.

The only thing that’s running through my mind right now is if I look okay down there. Is my vagina normal? Hudson has probably been with a lot of girls. What if I’m not as good as them? Will I even like the oral?

I’ve never been so naked before in front of a guy. I feel so vulnerable, lying back on that sunbed.

“Relax, you’re shaking,” he whispers as he pushes himself up on the sunbed and leans down to kiss me.

He slides his tongue into my mouth and my body eases a little as he breaks away from me.

“Close your eyes if you want,” he says lowering himself again. “It’ll feel really good if you relax.”

I close my eyes shut and I can feel him gently spreading my legs apart with his warm palms.

Without any warning, I feel his wet tongue against me and my eyes snap open at the contact.

Hudson grabs my thighs, digging his fingers into my skin as he runs his tongue against my clit and a wave of desire travels through my body.

It feels so good and I don’t want him to stop.

A moan escapes my lips as he eases his tongue inside my pussy causing my clit to throb.

“Don’t stop,” I whisper as I slip my fingers into his hair and bring his mouth closer.

“You taste so fucking good,” he says huskily and I arch my back as he teases my nub with the tip of his tongue in torturous swirls, latching his mouth on my folds and I start to grind my legs against his lips.

“Oh—” I can barely speak.

Hudson uses his teeth to clamp over my clit, before gently pulling the folds into his mouth and he quickly invades me with his tongue again, very quickly taking me over the edge.

Even my vibrator has never made me come this fast before.

“Hudson,” I whimper as I come, but he doesn’t stop there.

He takes his thumb and rubs my clit in circular motions as he continues to devour me with his mouth. My body shudders with pleasure as my back arches and my pelvis lifts against his mouth in response to him.

If it didn’t feel so good, I’d be so embarrassed by my actions, but I don’t care. I want his tongue inside of me so badly.

“Ah.” A deep guttural moan escapes me as I come again.

My thighs buckle and my body goes weak, overwhelming me with hot desire.

Hudson lifts his head and peppers my thighs with light kisses and I close my eyes as he shifts over me.

“You want to go out for dinner?” he asks, taking my hands in his.

I open my eyes and watch as he kisses my knuckles. “You don’t want anything in return?”

He smiles and runs his fingers against my cheek. “No. We have a lot of time for everything. I’m more interested in pleasing you.”

“It felt amazing,” I tell him honestly. “And yes, I want to go out for dinner with you.”
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I finish the rest of my beer as I sit on the edge of the sunbed. Parker is below, having a shower before we go out for dinner.

The look on her face as she came was unforgettable. I enjoyed watching her go over the edge. And the fact that no one had touched her or fucked her for that matter makes me so fucking hard.

When I first laid eyes on her, I knew that she was going to be worth the trouble. Then again everything I plan is just temporary. I do whatever it takes to get my thrill, even if it is just a brief thrill.

This is almost too easy, I thought.

I hold her phone in my hand and watch as it flashes with five new messages. Tilting my head to the side, I pull down the notification bar because I can’t exactly go into the text messages without being caught red-handed by Parker and right now, I won’t risk doing such a ridiculous thing.

But anger flares through me when I see Ryan’s name with several messages to Parker. Unable to resist the temptation, I swipe my phone screen open and I’m surprised to find it unguarded with a pin.

I go into Ryan’s chat and see that fuck’s hateful messages towards Parker.

I hope you know what a slut you are —R

Who the fuck do you think you are, Parker? I mean we’re all not fucking perfect —R

I delete the new messages immediately and clear her screen, before switching her phone off and leaving it back on the table next to me. I delete the messages because Parker won’t know any different anyway. From the hostility in the chat, clearly, things aren’t okay.

My temples throb with rage and I feel like doing something crazy right at that moment. I want to break every bone in Ryan’s body. The kind of anger that rushes through me is something that I knew I had in me for a long time.

My hands begin to shake and my breathing becomes uneven, so I stand up and walk over to the front of the yacht. I can’t remember when last I’d felt so much anger. It’s another kind of darkness that doesn’t need to be free, but I can’t stop the fury that grows within me. Burning like a raging fire just waiting to break free.

But what bothers me more is the fact that Parker is talking to Ryan and even though his previous messages are just left read, why is he still on her phone? Ryan is a problem. A big fucking problem and I need to get him out of the way.

“Hey.” Parker slips her silky arms around me and I turn around to find her in a sexy grey t-shirt that hugs her every curve, with a pair of dark jeans on.

“You ready?” I ask, kissing her temple and she nods as we left the Cassiopeia.

With my anger gone, I push thoughts of Ryan to the back of my head for a later time. I’d have to deal with him some other time.
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When Hudson suggested dinner, I thought of pizza at a small restaurant, so I am a little surprised when he takes me back to his apartment.

And when I say apartment, I mean the luxurious Saylor Towers hotel. It stands high with its dark, tinted glass and cast iron structure. The name Saylor Towers stands out in wrought iron at the top of the building, with the silver spire at the top adding an elegant final touch.

As we get out of the car, a valet quickly rushes over to Hudson’s side and waits patiently before he hands him the keys.

“Do you want the car parked underground, Sir?” the valet asks and Hudson nods before turning back to me.

He holds out his hand and I take it as we enter the building through the revolving doors.

“I wanted to take you out, but I wasn’t feeling it. Is this okay with you?” he asks when we step into the quiet foyer.

“This is better,” I tell him honestly. “We would have been too tired to go out anyway.”

The hotel is just as impressive as the outside with white marble floors that are impeccably clean. The decor is expensive-looking white couches and glass tables.

Massive crystal chandeliers hang from the high ceilings and the air conditioning is on full blast.

“Hudson.” A slender female with beautiful rich chocolate skin, dressed in a formal black dress approaches us. “Your father arrived earlier looking for you.”

“Thanks, Jen,” Hudson says. “I’ll call him when I get to the top. Oh and I won’t be having dinner out today, so can you get something sent up?”

“What would you like to eat?” he looks down at me.

“How about Burgers and fries?” I suggest sheepishly.

Hudson chuckles and Jen smiles warmly. “She wants burgers and fries, Jen.”

She nods. “Right away, Mr Saylor-Tyne.”

I feel slightly intimidated by all the glam because I’ve stayed away from this kind of lifestyle for years.

Hudson moves his hand down to my lower back and leads me over to one of the many glass elevator cars in the foyer.

Once inside, he presses the button for the penthouse that’s right at the top of the tower.

“You stay in a penthouse?” The surprise in my voice is clear.

“I tried the dorms and I hated it,” he says as the car starts to move up and he comes to stand behind me.

He kisses my neck gently. His warm breath on my skin tickles me and then suddenly without any warning, Hudson pushes me against the cool glass surface.

Before I can anticipate what he’s doing, he moves his hand towards the top of my jeans and unbuttons them deftly.

“What if someone sees?” I ask, but I secretly love the fact that we’re doing something so illicit in the open.

“Let them,” he says huskily as he pushes his warm fingers past my panties until he’s stroking my clit.

“Ah–” I bite down on my bottom lip as he rubs my clit in fast circular motions.

My head falls back against his shoulder and I can feel the pressure slowly building in my core. I’m already so turned on that I can barely stand straight.

“You’re so wet,” he whispers in my ear.

And he’s right. The dampness in between my thighs grows as he starts massaging my nub. My heart is thumping hard against my chest as my clit throbs with an intensity I’ve never felt before.

“Come for me, Parker,” Hudson instructs and I come hard, with my clit now pulsing with desire from my climax.

“Hudson,” I whisper his name hoarsely as my body succumbs and I’m left trembling against him. My eyes roll back as I lean my head against his chest.

I hear him breathe in sharply as he buttons my jeans up again and kisses me on the cheek when we reach the top floor.

The glass doors open and my cheeks are still burning from our little elevator shenanigans.

We step into the narrow hall and Hudson takes out a key card for the only door that’s right at the end.

He swipes the key card through a metal slot and it flashes green for us to open.

Hudson pushes the door open and I follow him in, gently closing the door shut behind me.

“Make yourself comfortable. I’ll be right back,” he says as he presses on a touch screen tab that’s built into the wall that enables the lights to come on.

I watch as he silently disappears down a darkened hallway to my left, before turning around to see the rest of the house.

I expected it to be untidy or messy, but it’s pristine. The white marble floors are clean. It’s an open plan arrangement, so there are no walls in the living room.

Glancing around, I quickly realise that there’s barely any furniture as I wander further into the living room. Just a single white couch, a small coffee table with nothing on it and a few grey lamps.

There’s not a frame or magazine insight. No one splash of colour. It’s completely bare, which sends shivers down my spine. It’s not like a home at all.

In comparison to mine and Lex’s apartment, this place is like a museum or better yet, a hospital room. There’s no warmth in it.

When Lex and I first became friends a year ago and moved in, there was hardly any space for one person in our apartment studio. We had to make some tough choices and condense our precious junk to accommodate our apartment size.

Hudson has nothing here. There’s nothing that symbolizes his existence in the penthouse except for his physical being.

The only outstanding thing about the penthouse right now is a large glass wall that surrounds the living room. It overlooks the bright Manhattan skyline and only then do I realise how high up we are. I can barely see the streets below from where I stand.

The sight of all those millions of twinkling lights takes my breath away for a few seconds. It’s beyond beautiful.

I can hear murmuring in another room and guess that Hudson is on a call. But then his voice starts to get louder and from the sounds of it, he’s agitated. I continue to stare out at the skyline until the ear-splitting sound of glass shattering breaks the peace.

“Hudson!” There’s panic in my voice as I swivel around and rush towards the hallway.

“Fuck!” he curses loudly when I enter the room he’s in.

It’s slightly dark, but I immediately notice the dark, spilt blood and glass on the floor. There’s a mirror on the wall that’s completely smashed in.

“Oh my God!” I shriek. “What happened to your hand?”

His right hand is covered in blood, but he just stands there, seemingly unbothered.

“It’s nothing. I guess I slammed my fist against the mirror too hard,” he says, shuffling past me.

What? Why would he do that? My brain is racing with questions, but I ignore them and focus on the situation at hand.

“Do you need stitches?” I ask following him into a bathroom across the hall.

The bright fluorescent light hurts my eyes, but I watch as he opens the faucet and runs his hand under the steady stream of water. Dark rivulets of blood travel down his fingers and into the marble sink.

“I’m fine,” he mutters.

I frown at his sudden mood change and stand back to watch as he grabs a white hand towel to wipe of any excess blood and water.

Is it just me or is he suddenly upset?

I’m afraid to ask, but my voice is small when I reach out to touch his shoulder. “Are you okay?”

He looks up at me in the mirror for a moment, unblinking, and then a small smile forms across his lips. “Of course. It was an accident. It was something my father suggested on the phone and it just annoyed me.”

He turns around to face me and slips his hands around my waist. “I’m sorry about that. The mirror was probably too fragile.”

“It’s okay.”

He leans in and I anticipate another delicious kiss, but the sound of the buzzer pushes us apart.

“That must be the food,” Hudson says going out of the bathroom.

I trail behind him and then take a seat on the couch in the living room as he goes to open the door.

I watch as he takes the tray of food, shuts the door and walks over to where I’m sitting.

“Do you have a bandage?” I ask, taking his hand in mine when he sits next to me.

“No.”

“Take off your shirt,” I say which brings about his mischievous smile.

“Ready for round three already?” he teases, pulling his black t-shirt with graceful ease over his head.

I can’t help but sense the heat creep into my cheeks. And the sight of his sculpted torso is not helping either. His skin is a golden tan that makes his black hair stand out.

I reach out to touch the gothic angel wings on his left breastbone, but as I lean in closer, I can see a scar almost hidden by the wings. It’s a dark, ragged scar that’s too ugly to be on someone like Hudson.

He takes in a sharp breath as I touch the scar and I can feel him staring at me closely, so I glance up at him.

His narrow green eyes are vacant as if he’s trying to block out some memory.

“What are you doing?” His voice is low, detached.

I pull my hand back. “I like the tattoo.” I lie because something tells me that asking about his scar is not such a good idea.

Hudson buys into my response because he relaxes his shoulders and hands me his t-shirt. “I like tattoos. I like the feeling of getting it.”

I lift a curious eyebrow and laugh. “What? Most people wouldn’t say they love the feeling of being inked with a needle.”

“And I’m not most people,” he says.

That is something that I can agree with. Hudson is something else, I think silently as I rip his black t-shirt apart and wrap his cut hand.
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Hudson and I are done with dinner and now we’re lying side by side, staring out at the skyline. Up here all alone, it seems like we’re in an entirely different world.

“It’s late,” I say, sitting up a little. “I have an early class tomorrow.”

“Stay,” Hudson whispers.

I look over at him to see that he’s barely awake. His eyes are half-mast and his arms are limp at his sides.

I move closer until I’m resting my head on his warm, firm chest. “I can’t.”

This makes him smile. “But you can. Just stay. You’re not going to get arrested for staying over.”

“I’m not sleeping on a couch,” I say.

He laughs this time and sits upright. “You don’t have to. You can sleep in my bed then.”

“And you take the couch?” I ask, playfully nudging him as we both get up.

He chuckles as he walks over to the panel by the wall and taps a few buttons that completely dim the lights.

“I don’t think so,” he says, turning around and moving towards me.

When he reaches me, Hudson takes my hand and leads me across the living room to where stairs are leading further up into the penthouse.

“Don’t you get lonely living all alone here?” I ask as we climb the stairs.

“Sometimes, but I like the silence too. It’s just calming,” he says when we get to the top.

There’s an entire room that opens up before us with just a king-size bed that’s already made with white bedding. Two single side tables made of dark wood sit on either side.

But the most outstanding thing about the room is the view in front of the bed.

It’s surrounded by glass, so right here at the top, we can see everything. Every single skyscraper, even the chaos below in the city. The people below appear like tiny ants.

I go over to the window and press my hands against the cool glass and I can feel Hudson stepping up behind me.

“How high are we?” I ask.

“One-thousand, two hundred and fifty-five feet high.” His hot breath is on my neck as he speaks.

I turn around to face him and he’s so close that’s barely any room to breathe. His eyes are trained on me as we stand there.

I clear my throat. “I’ve never been this high before.”

Hudson traces my cheek with his finger and immediately there’s that yearning for him to touch me intimately again, but he just watches me, his eyes boring into mine.

“Are you afraid of being this high?” he asks softly.

I shake my head and notice how his dark green gaze travels down to my lips.

“Then why do you look so afraid?”

“I don’t know.” My heart is pounding hard.

His hands lower and I already know what he’s doing before he starts unbuttoning my jeans.

“I think that you’re afraid of being all alone with me,” Hudson says—which is partly true. “I also think you’re afraid of how I make you feel, Parker.”

My breath hitches and my heart starts racing as he gets down on his knees and pulls down my jeans, removing them from my ankles, before discarding them to the side.

“I don’t think I’m ready for sex right now,” I whisper and I look away in fear that I just ruined the entire mood.

“It’s okay. I just want to give you oral if that’s okay?”

I nod silently and he smiles up at me as he continues.

Hudson doesn’t need any directions and he also doesn’t ask, because he knows what he’s doing. It’s things like that, that makes him hot.

He reaches up and slowly pulls down my panties and even though he already saw me naked earlier, I can’t help but feel a nervous shiver travel through my body.

My butt press against the cool glass and my clit tightens with apprehension as the heat pools in my core when he pushes my thighs apart.

He lifts his face to my pussy and I gasp out as his tongue enters me without warning. I slip my fingers into his hair as he runs his long tongue against the folds of my pussy.

Warmth spreads through me when he grazes me gently with his teeth and then he licks and devours my clit, before invading me with his devilish tongue again, rousing a deep moan from within me.

Without warning, my legs go weak, but Hudson keeps me steady with his hot hands on my thighs as I reach my climax.

“Oh my God,” I cry out with my legs shaking and he looks up at me with a smirk across his face.

“You taste so good,” he whispers as he kisses my thighs lightly, before standing up.

“Want something comfortable to wear?” he asks walking across the room to a door. “I’ll bring a washcloth for you now

“Yeah.” I breathe in deeply as my body is reduced to small shocks of pleasure.

My legs are still weak and I can hardly believe how fast I came for the third time today.

I watch as he opens the door to a wide closet and I suddenly feel so exposed standing there in almost nothing.

Hudson goes into the closet and then he comes back out with a white t-shirt.

“I’m not sure if this will fit, but it’s something,” Hudson says handing me the t-shirt.

“This is great, thanks,” I say as the heat creeps into my cheeks.

“I’ll be right back.” Hudson turns away and heads over to another door next to the closet which is probably the bathroom.

When he closes the door behind him, I take off my t-shirt and bra, pile them neatly on the white Ottoman in front of the bed and pull the t-shirt over my head, before sitting on the edge of the bed. The scent from his clothes is intoxicatingly masculine and spicy, and a scent that belongs entirely to him.

Hudson comes out a few minutes later and I can’t stop myself from staring at his naked torso and lean legs. He’s just in a pair of black Calvin Klein’s and it doesn’t leave much to the imagination. That bulge is very noticeable and my lady parts ache in response.

He walks over to where I am and leans again in front of me, holding up the washcloth. “Can I?” I nod and Hudson moves my t-shirt up and pushes my legs apart once again as he presses the warm cloth against my pussy. It feels so good as he wipes me down, his green eyes shifting up to meet mine. I swallow down a gulp when he stands up and goes back into the bathroom.

I pull the t-shirt down and move into the bed; the sheets beneath me are cool and smell of him too.

Hudson walks back into the room and silently switches off the lights before climbing in beside me. We lie back and turn to face each other. Everything around us is silent and dark.

“Did you have a nice day?” he asks.

“I did, thank you.”

A few minutes of silence pass between us and Hudson shuffles closer. His minty breath is inches away from my lips.

“What are you thinking about?”

“I’m thinking about what we’re doing. You and I,” I tell him truthfully.

He stays quiet for a long moment before answering. “Does whatever this is feel good to you?”

I shift closer this time. “It does. How come you don’t want anything in return?”

It’s been sitting on my mind since earlier. Most guys are always eager for a blowjob. At least that’s what Lex always tells me. But Hudson doesn’t initiate anything else. Maybe he doesn’t want anything else?

Our breaths are so close and I can feel the heat from his body radiating between us.

“Because there are so many bad things I want to do to you, but it can wait,” he says and I feel his warm lips now pressing against my forehead. “Wanna spoon?”

I smile like an idiot and thank God that it’s dark because I probably look silly. “Sure.”

I turn around and Hudson slips his arm around my waist and pulls me into his warm firm body.

Just laying like that feels like the most perfect thing in the world and I feel so safe. His arm around me offers the insurance that I never felt before with Ryan. Thinking about it, Ryan never held me this way before.

“Good night,” Hudson says, against my neck.

“Good night,” I reply softly as I drift off to sleep.
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I know I’m late when the early morning sun hits my face and rouses me from my much-needed sleep.

And then I feel his arm around me and my eyes snap open to find myself in Hudson’s bed. I almost forgot about last night.

I gently push Hudson’s arm off me and slip out of the bed even though I don’t want to.

Hudson is sprawled out across the bed, the delicious curves of his smooth back are exposed. With gentle sunlight streaming into the room, I can see faint beauty spots speckled across his skin. How can anyone be so perfect?

It’s tempting to get back into the bed now and have his arm around me once again, but I manage to pull myself together as I grab my jeans and underwear from the Ottoman and slip into it.

I still don’t know what time it is which makes me suddenly realise that I don’t have my phone. Thinking about it, I don’t even remember when last I had used my phone.

Lex is probably freaking out because the last time she saw me was yesterday morning before I left to go to the yacht with Hudson.

When you’re having such a good time, it’s so easy to forget about the rest of your life. The thought of going to class so early in the morning dampens my mood.

I grab the rest of my clothes and leave Hudson’s room. When I reach the bottom of the stairs, I walk around as quietly as I can on the cool marble floors and begin searching for my phone in the living room.

That’s when I spot my backpack against the couch. I lift the bag and unzip it before rummaging through it frantically. I finally find my phone wedged right at the bottom of my bag.

A long sigh of relief escapes my lips as I try to switch my phone on, but it’s completely dead. Lex is definitely freaking out. I stuff my clothes into my backpack and then zip it up again.

“Were you going to leave without telling me?” Hudson’s low voice startles me and I swivel around to find him standing a few feet away from me.

His black hair is tousled and looks so soft. He’s now wearing a pair of dark jeans that ride low on his waistline. The medallion dangles from his neck and sits on his firm chest.

“I have to go. I have a yoga session and then I have class,” I say, as I shoulder my backpack.

“I can take you.” Hudson steps closer.

“It’s Monday,” I tell him.

He stares at me blankly. “And?”

“Don’t you have things to do? I can’t possibly take up any more of your time.”

“There’s nothing on my schedule. I do what I want when I want.” He takes another step towards me and he’s close enough because he slips his arms around my waist and pulls against him.

“That’s great, Hudson.” My face warms at our closeness. “But I have to go.”

“Then let me take you. Or you don’t want to be seen with me?” he asks, leaning in to kiss my neck.

His breath tickles my skin and I tip my head back, exposing my throat to him. The kisses become wetter and more insistent as his lips move further down my neck.

“You’re making me late,” I whisper and he stills, before pulling back.

“I’ll let you leave,” he says, a gentle warning in his voice. “But only if I get to drop you off.”

“Okay,” I agree to him dropping me off at my yoga class because it seems that he won’t take no for an answer.

Hudson runs back up to get fully dressed and when he returns, he’s wearing a loose-fitting navy blue t-shirt and his jeans with a very clean pair of Vans.

We take the elevator down, standing across from each other and just thinking back to what we were doing in here yesterday has my face burning with mortification and my body tingling.

Hudson watches me the entire time, a devilish smirk plastered across his face as if he can hear what I’m thinking.

“I feel like the elevator rides should become a regular thing,” Hudson suggests when we reach the hotel underground parking.

“Your mind is corrupt,” I tell him as he takes my hand in his and leads me over to a parking lot at the far end of the underground parking.

“Oh no, this is just a teaser of what’s to actually come. Take your pick.” He points forward at the Lamborghini and the other car; a shiny black Mustang.

When I was younger, I had an obsession with cars and I’d spend hours travelling with my father to various car shows, especially vintage. That was before my mother insisted that I stop my tomboyish ways.

I mean if it wasn’t for her, I’d be a complete mess of a woman, but if it wasn’t for my dad, I wouldn’t be able to tell that this was a year 68’ model with a V8 engine. It’s a sexy car, like its sexy owner.

“Mustang 68’ Fastback,” I say and Hudson raises his eyebrows as his eyes light up with approval.

“Smart, fucking sexy and you know about cars,” Hudson says. “I think I like you a lot, Parker.”

“You’re not too bad yourself,” I say as he unlocks the Mustang and we get into the car.

When he turns the key in the ignition, the Mustang roars to life and when he revs the engine, that beautiful purr from the V8 makes the blood in my veins flow faster.

I glance over at Hudson who places one hand on the steering wheel and the other on the stick. His black hair is unsettled and his green eyes are dark, daring.

Everything about the way he’s positioned makes me want to strip down and let him have his way with me until my thoughts are numb because I have a feeling that Hudson can do exactly just that.

“Ready?” he asks and I nod as I lean over and kiss his cheek.

“I really can’t wait to make you come in so many different ways,” he says as if he’s fulfilling a promise to me and it’s a promise that makes me sit back down in my seat like a good girl and swallow hard.
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After convincing Hudson to leave me at the yoga studio, I spend the next forty-five minutes stretching my ass off while, Neela, our pretty Indian yoga instructor who’s in a hot pink get-up up today encourages us.

“Come on ladies, you want to be as flexible as possible, so stretch those legs and arms!” she shouts.

I stand for ten straight minutes doing Adho Mukha Svanasana, the downward-facing dog position that requires us to have our hands stretched out on the ground before us with our feet flat and our butts sticking up in the air.

Just when I start to feel the burn and just want to give up, Neela announces that we’re finally done for the day.

Checking at my watch, I see that it’s 7:24 a.m. which means I still have half an hour to go home and change before getting to my class which starts at 8:30 a.m. and then I start to realise that I haven’t done a lot of reading during the weekend.

Maybe if I wasn’t so distracted by Hudson, I think with annoyance. But who couldn’t help but find themselves distracted by him?

I have a quick shower in one of the empty shower stalls, before pulling on Hudson’s grey t-shirt and my jeans since it’s the only clothes I have right now.

When I’m done at Vibe & Bliss, I take a cool walk home and appreciate the warm sunlight that soaks into my skin.

It’s a busy Monday morning for everyone, so I’m getting an unusual amount of double-takes at my messy bun and casual garb as if I’m still in weekend mode. New Yorkers will be New Yorkers.

Before I can reach our apartment building, I make a quick stop at Gino’s Pizzeria, mine and Lex’s second favourite pizzeria in NYC and get a large pepperoni deep dish pizza with extra cheese and jalapeno sauce.

I don’t care if it’s 7:30 in the morning, pizza is meant to be enjoyed all parts of the day and knowing Lex, she’ll be less mad if I buy her food. Especially if it’s the deep dish pizza from Gino.

I pay for my order at the counter and when it’s ready, I collect the large brown box and make my way out and head towards our apartment building.

The doorman, George Adamson, who’s in his prime fifties, with his silver hair all back, nods his head in my direction and opens the glass door for me.

“How are you, Miss Kelleher?” he asks.

“I’m good and you George?”

“I’m good. It’s a fine day out. Enjoyed your weekend?”

I smile at him and nod. “I did, thank you. Did you enjoy your weekend?”

“I did. I took Molly out for dinner at this small Italian restaurant downtown,” he tells me.

Molly is his wife who has stage 2 breast cancer and the worry on George’s face grows each time I see him. He’s always friendly, but his smile doesn’t touch his eyes anymore ever since they found out about her condition.

“That’s great.” I pat him on the arm. “Molly is lucky to have you. How is she?”

“She’s good. Thanks for asking, Parker.”

“Tell her I said hi,” I say before I go inside the building.

As I get into the rickety elevator—not at all like Hudson’s one at the Saylor Towers—I check my watch again.

It’s 7:36 a.m. already.

I take in a deep breath and exhale when I reach our floor and the elevator doors open.

Slipping my hand into my back pocket, I search for my set of keys to the apartment, but it’s not there.

What the hell? Lex isn’t going to like this. I could have sworn that I put it in my back pocket.

Oh crap! I take in a deep breath and try to calm myself down. It’s going to be a good day, I tell myself mentally.

If I didn’t know any better, I’d think that I was stuck in some sadistic bitch author’s mind as she thought of ways to further torture me.

I knock on our apartment door three times before the door is finally unlocked and opened.

Lex stands there with her purple hair dishevelled and her blue eyes wide and weepy. Lex is usually a mess between the two of us, but this time, I know it’s because of me and I can’t help but feel the guilt spread through me.

“Parker?! Where the hell have you been?” she shrieks.

“I know, I know, I know,” I say, stepping into the apartment and closing the door shut behind me. “I’m sorry. I was with Hudson.”

She plops down on the couch, running her hands through her hair. “Hudson? Why didn’t you call me? I thought you were kidnapped. I wanted to call the police! I didn’t sleep all night!”

I put out my bottom lip and hope to make the most pathetic face ever as I hold up the pizza box. “I’m sorry. I bought pizza for you though.”

Lex glares at me and grabs a pillow before hurling it in my direction. I don’t even have to dive from the attempt, because she completely misses.

“Do you think pizza is going to make up for what you put me through?”

“Lex, my phone died and I-I’m sorry, okay?” I place the box down in front of her and gently rub her back to console her. “Look, the pizza has extra pepperoni and jalapeno sauce.”

“If something happened to you…” she trails off as the tears start flowing again.

I sigh and put on my invisible armour because this is Lex Carmichael that we’re talking about and she’s highly emotional about everything. She lives and breathes Lifetime movies and that’s enough to get her crying for days.

“I was with Hudson at a hotel,” I tell her knowing that she’ll stop moping and start biting the hook like a voracious piranha for details.

Lex’s head snaps up on cue and the tears are suddenly gone, replaced by her narrowed eyes. “A hotel? You harlot. Tell me, was it a five-star hotel? How big was his dick and did you lose your virginity?”

I would have been horrified if I’d just met this girl, but I flip open the box of pizza and get a nice slice of pepperoni before relaxing against a cushion.

“Tell me!” Lex begs.

“Am I forgiven?” I ask, taking a decent bite from my slice.

My mouth is flooded with cheese, sauce and crust and my eyes roll heavenward. It’s so good.

“Yes, now spill the details, Kelleher!” she squeals.

“Fine,” I swallow. “We were at his family’s hotel. I never got to see any dick and that being said, I’m still a virgin.”

Lex doesn’t hide her surprise when she blurts out, “What the fuck? What were you both doing for all those hours? Cuddling the fuck out of each other?”

I roll my eyes as I discard the pizza slice back into the box, but Lex picks it up and finishes it for me.

“He didn’t want anything in return and it’s not like we didn’t do anything. I mean he has a really nice tongue.” I know that I am blushing as I give Lex this little piece of information.

“He went down on you?!” She gasped.

I nod and stand up, my face burning as I retreat to my bedroom. My watch now reads 7:55 a.m. so I start rummaging through my closet for something decent to wear.

“How was it?” Lex asks, stepping into my room.

I remember Hudson’s lips on me and his tongue inside of me and I can feel the heat building again in my core.

“It was memorable,” I tell her, smiling shyly as I a white mohair sweater and a dark pair of jeans.

Lex sits back on my bed as I undress.

“I’m really proud of you. The only thing I want you to do is now deal with that asshole, Ryan. He showed up this morning again.”

I groan as I tug the dress over my head. “I’ll talk to him.”

“Good luck,” she says while I pull my Vans on. “He’s a little slow with getting the signal to back off.”

Grabbing my bags and books from my desk, I lean over and kiss Lex on her head. “Go to sleep. I’ll see you later. Wanna go out for dinner?”

Her mood picks up at the mention of an outing. “Hell yes.”

“Okay. Text me the time and place and I’ll be there. See you later harlot,” I tell Lex as I leave.

“Bye, bitch!” she yells.
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Hudson sat on the edge of the bed when Madison left to shower. They’d just had the most mind-blowing sex ever.

He’d met her on Instagram a week ago and knew that she’d be an easy fuck. She was a model, just starting to launch herself in the industry and her OnlyFans account had been rather interesting.

A literal hub for millions of girls to display their bodies for the world to see. Hudson couldn’t understand why they did what they did, nor did he care. When he messaged her, she was more than eager to party with him that evening at Venom. He always took them to Venom so that they could party hard and get high. He found them to be less annoying when they were high.

It took more than a line of cocaine to fill his high and that was when he was on top of them in the bedroom. Here, he was their every desire and their master.

His high came from fucking. Madison wasn’t a virgin, but it didn’t bother him. Her body was heavenly. Huge tits and an eager pussy. He enjoyed watching her squirm when he fingered her till she came undone, her wetness covering his fingers.

Hudson watched as the red-head emerged from the bathroom in a small white towel. Her creamy skin dripped with water and her dark sultry eyes told him that she was ready for another round even though she’d just showered.

Madison dropped the towel to the ground and Hudson’s gaze lowered to her round tits. Her nipples were rosy and hard from being exposed. She might have had better tits than Diana, but it was hard to make a comparison since he was fucking Diana for longer.

“Oops, I dropped my towel, aren’t you going to punish me, Daddy?” Madison fluttered her long, fake eyelashes at him.

Oh yeah, Hudson thought as he smirked, Madison had “daddy issues” and it really turned her on when he treated her like the little slut that she was.

Hudson stood up and walked over to her. Madison remained still as he took his black tie and bound her dainty hands behind her back. He got hard by just restraining them.

And then he stood behind her and kissed the side of her delicate throat. “Are you ordering me around, slut?”

He could see the goosebumps on her skin grow as he pushed her in the direction of the bed and he spent the next twenty minutes devouring her sweet pussy before fucking her hard. It didn’t take long to have her screaming his name while his tongue darted inside of her pussy over and over again.

When Madison came, her body trembled violently and he knew then that she too would be back for more. They always came back.
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I sit in the car for an hour after Parker leaves her apartment for Kensington.

There is a doorman, but I had seen him take off thirty-five minutes after Parker left, followed by a girl with hideous purple hair. Those were the only people that had left the building.

I lift the apartment keys and put my finger through the loop that holds all the keys together. Parker’s keys. I’d peeked around her bag and found them last night. There are various tiny trinkets attached to the bunch of keys, including a small plastic tag with one name on it: Ryan.

Fucking Ryan. I tighten my fist around the keys until they leave deep impressions on my palm. I can’t fucking feel it anyway, but I want to feel is my fist connecting with Ryan’s face. That would feel so good.

I grab a small box that is wrapped in brown wrapping paper and take a deep breath before I get out of the car and shut the door behind me. I’m not sure or not if Parker lives alone, but I’m going to take the risk anyway.

I put on my black snapback cap and pull it low so that it covers my eyes and then I tug a black hoodie over my head.

It doesn’t take meticulous planning to pull this off, but I still want to be thorough about everything. I am no longer a nineteen-year-old boy.

I’ve been playing this game for far too long to make any mistakes now.

Looking around, I check that no one, in particular, is watching me before I cross the street, holding the package tightly.

The apartment building is a simple brick structure and not outstanding in any way. And I know that Parker comes from old money.

I bet that if she wanted a trendy apartment studio, her parents would’ve gotten her the best in Upper West Manhattan. There is no doubt about that.

It just tells me that Parker isn’t a gold digger like any of the others. She is modest and doesn’t seek a lavish lifestyle.

What Parker wants is so evident in her eyes. She’s like a puppy searching for an owner. She’s looking for love. And I will give her just what she wants.

I step into the building and see that it is as drab on the inside as it is on the outside. From the prior search that I had done, I know that she lives in apartment B23.

I never usually make an effort to do a lot of digging before, but then again, those situations were entirely different to this one. Besides, Parker fascinates me.

I get into the elevator and wait patiently as the car moves up slowly.

When I reach the third floor of the building, I step out into the silent hallway.

No one is around. It’s almost as if the building is empty. Pulling my cap lower, I walk through the hall and check each door number carefully.

B18, 19, 20, 21, 22, 23.

I stop outside B23 and press my knuckles against the white wooden door, before knocking.

A few seconds pass and there is nothing, so I knock again and harder this time.

There is still no answer. Maybe no one is home. Perhaps it’s my lucky day and things will go smoothly after all.

“They left a little while ago, dear.”

They? So Parker doesn’t live alone. I carefully turn around and see an elderly woman standing at the end of the hall with her walker.

Is she a risk? No, but if she was, I could have easily pushed her down the flight of stairs to her right to make my life less complicated. Keeping my amusing thoughts at the back of my mind, I focus on the situation at hand.

I hold up the empty brown wrapped box. “I’m delivering a package.”

“Do you want me to give it to them?” the lady asks.

“That’s alright. It’s a very fragile package. I’ll just come back later,” I say in a low voice.

The woman nods and harrumphs before unlocking her apartment door across the hall and going in.

When she closes the door, I blow out a deep breath and take Parker’s apartment keys out. I need to be quick because I can’t afford for anyone else to see me around.

I quickly unlock the door and get inside before shutting the door closed.

The apartment is compact like any other simple New York apartment, but this one is spotless and has a sweet lemon fragrance in the air.

Without wasting time, I move through the house and find the first bedroom with punk rock posters all over the wall and purple wallpaper with heaps of clothes strewn across the floor.

This can’t possibly be Parker’s room. Closing the door, I move across the hall to the second bedroom.

This is her room. I just know it is. Pale curtains moving slightly in the wind, a neat bed against the wall with a white comforter. There’s a bookshelf in the corner crammed with rows of thick-spined novels.

The other end of her room has her desk which is piled with stacks of paper and a MacBook on the top.

I carefully lift the papers and look through each of them. It’s all literature related documents with her school assignments.

Leaving the papers down just as they were, I move towards a small door and open it to find the closet.

I pick up a folded t-shirt and can get hints of Parker’s strawberry-scented fragrance from the material.

I leave the t-shirt down as my eyes move over to a row that holds her neatly folded lingerie together in a pink box. I never took Parker for the type to have a lot of sexy underwear. But apparently, there is more than meets the eye.

I’m not being a pervert or anything, but when I lift a pair of lacy black panties from the box, I momentarily picture Parker wearing just that. And it makes my blood pump faster as my dick hardens.

It’s a nice image. I leave the underwear back and close the closet before moving towards her bookshelf.

“Brontë,” I say to myself as I run my finger against the spine.

I need to flesh out Parker’s true self. I want to know what makes her who she is. She loves books and has a thing for sexy lingerie. She’s a virgin, so perhaps she’s saving herself?

But I want to know more. I give her bookcase a once over and just as I am about to turn and leave, something right at the bottom catches my eye. It’s a small black book that has the word journal written across its leather surface in gold italic lettering.

I bend down and retrieve the book. It’s covered in an inch of dust which suggests that she hasn’t used it in a long time, but I still need to be sure, so I open the journal and flick through the pages until I find the last entry. The 18th of October, 2020 is her last entry. She hasn’t used it since then.

I blow the dust off the book, before shoving it into my hoodie pockets. Who is she going to blame anyway if she finds her journal missing?

I take the box and check that nothing is out of its place, before leaving the apartment. I’d just have to use the journal for more information.
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“Dorian is vain. He is egotistical. If you analyse his character, you’ll see that Dorian has sociopathic inclinations,” Professor Tillman says. “He doesn’t feel any guilt and remorse when his fiancé Sybil kills herself, but we’ll discuss that later. Dorian has an air about himself. He has wealth, youth and of course beauty.”

I sit back in my seat as I look at the part we’re reading. It’s been three hours already and now we’ve reached Chapter 7 of The Picture Of Dorian Gray discussion.

Professor Tillman is in his early forties with salt and pepper hair and he always wears heavy cardigans to school, but he’s probably the coolest professor on campus. He never overworks us and it’s so fascinating to see someone get so immersed in literature.

“Dorian doesn’t care about Sybil Vane. He has fallen in love with her as an actress, because of the characters she portrays each night. His plans for marriage is not as innocent as they seem, because Dorian wants to use Sybil for his own selfish purposes,” Professor Tillman continues and then he looks at his watch.

“That’s all for today,” he says, “but what I want is for all of you to write a 2 to 3-page assignment on Dorian Gray. You will all get assignment notes through your Google Classroom.”

As I pack away several of my books, my laptop pings and I look up to see one new email from Jane Porter, my father’s assistant.

I click on the email and see several recommendations for up and coming publishing houses that I can apply to for an internship position.

There are too many options and I w

don’t have time to look through all of them right now. I’d just have to check them out later. I click on one of the available responses at the bottom that says: Thank you so much! as a reply to the email.

My phone buzzes and I see Lex’s face pop up on my screen. I swipe to answer the call.

“Hey,” I say shouldering my bag as I leave the class with the rest of the students.

“Hey, can we change our plans for later? There’s a party tonight at Dane Corbière’s place,” Lex says.

I can hear someone talking in the background. A female with a very melodramatic tone to her voice. It’s probably Lex’s Theatre class.

She’s obsessed with Marilyn Monroe and Audrey Hepburn which is one of the main reasons she decided that she would pursue a career in acting. And I always thought my writing career sounded far-fetched.

“A party? Again?” I sigh. “I thought we agreed that this year was going to be different, Lex. Working harder, less partying.”

“You said you’d be different this year and I didn’t necessarily agree, but,” she huffs exaggeratedly loud. “We can skip if you want?”

I let out a short laugh. “If I want? I know you won’t shut up if you don’t get to go.”

I head towards the library building which is a tall grey bricked building. Students laze around college grounds, not in any particular hurry. It’s a slow day.

“Does that mean you’re saying yes?” Lex has hope in her voice.

“I’ll see,” I tell her. “Bye.”

I end the call and enter the library’s expansive entrance. The massive, dark oak doors are open, welcoming students into its warm atmosphere.

The biblichor smell of books fills my nostrils as I navigate my way through the study hall and to my favourite nook in a darkened part of the library.

Here, there’s a warm love seat with a side table and an old-style lantern that offers dark yellow light over my small space. I’m hidden by the towering bookcases and thick spines of novels that sit on the wide shelves.

Silence, at last, I think as I sink into the love seat. I could stay in here for hours on end, deeply immersed like I was a few weeks ago when we had to read a classic poetry piece. I chose Kubla Kahn by Samuel Taylor Coleridge as soon as I saw the available list of poems.

It’s one of my favourites.

Taking out my MacBook, I switch it on and go into my Google Classroom. Professor Tillman has already sent out our assignments, so I click on the file.

There are only four themes for the essay assignment, but the one that piques my interest is: Who is responsible for Dorian Grays downfall? Prepare an argumentative essay to defend my point of view.

I come out of Google Classroom and head into my Google Docs as I prepare to plan out my essay.

Words float through my head while I type Draft at the top of the blank file. My fingers hover above the keyboard and I want to write something, anything, but nothing happens. My mind blanks and I can’t think of anything.

Except for Hudson, my annoying inner voice reminds me, but it’s true.

I’m wet and I don’t even have to touch myself to know that I am, but I suddenly have the urge to have him here in my small space.

Focus! I scold myself.

I try thinking of Dorian Gray and his epic downfall, but all I’m seeing is Hudson.

There’s only one thing that’s going to solve this, so I leave my MacBook aside and wait for a few seconds to hear if anyone is near, before I lie back slightly in a comfortable position.

One knee slightly arched, I quickly undo the buttons of my jeans, before slipping my hand into my pants. My pussy feels warm and it tightens with excitement. I don’t have my vibrator, but my hand will have to do.

Before I know it, I am rubbing my clit in fast, circular motions, trying to do this as fast as possible so that I can just get back to work.

I can feel the pressure building within me as I arch my back and move my butt to the rhythm of my fingers.

I’m so engrossed in the moment, that I don’t hear the footsteps, but when I open my eyes a loud gasp escapes my lips as Hudson stands before me, his eyes dark with carnal desire as he watches me.

Those dark green eyes move down to where my fingers are and a small devilish smirk appears on his face.
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My first reaction is to pull my hand back, but Hudson’s voice stops me midway.

“Don’t stop,” he instructs, stepping forward, invading my secret spot.

My face burns with mortification. I mean who really wants to be caught with their hands down their pants in a library in the middle of the day?

“What are you doing here?” My voice is barely audible.

He sits down on the loveseat, next to me and I swallow with difficulty so I begin to pull my hand back again.

But Hudson quickly moves his long fingers over mine and brings his lips close to my ear.

“I was walking by when I saw you going into the library. I just followed you in.” His breath is hot against my skin. “Thankfully, I was near, because you look like you need some assistance.”

“We could get caught.” The excuses are already flying out of my mouth.”It’s inappropriate.”

“We could,” Hudson whispers. “But we won’t.”

He moves his fingers lower and I remove my hand completely. Hudson keeps his eyes fixed on mine as he slides his middle finger deep in between my clit.

His finger moves around my nub as he massages the pad of his thumb in my wetness.

“I’m going to finger you,” he says very carefully as if he’s prepping me for what’s to come. “Don’t tense up, otherwise it won’t feel good.”

He leans in and places his hot mouth on mine as his middle finger enters me. At first, it’s an unfamiliar feeling that comes with slight discomfort and sharp pain.

“Relax,” he whispers against my lips.

He pulls his finger out slowly before going back in again until he starts fingering me at a steady rhythm.

“You’re so tight,” he says staring down at me, as his palm connects with my pussy and his finger drives further in. “And so fucking wet.”

My body arches and as he starts going faster. It’s the best feeling in the world. All my tension slips away and is replaced by pure desire as he pulls his finger out again and goes back in. The sensation is overwhelming and I can feel myself going over the edge.

“Look at me, Parker. I want to watch you come,” he says huskily.

I grab his t-shirt in my small fist as I look up at him and his eyes are fixed on mine as he fingers me at a quicker pace.

“Come.” His command destroys me and I cry out, but he quickly clamps his free hand over my mouth as he drives his finger into me one last time.

I look up into his wild green eyes while my body jerks and I ease back against him as passion washes over me.

Hudson removes his hand from my mouth and watches me as I quickly zip up my pants before he stands up.

“I knew you had an inner freak, but I didn’t know how freaky,” he says, standing over me.

“I think that side was brought out with some influence,” I say, gathering my things and standing up as steadily as possible.

I’d be lying if my legs weren’t slightly wobbly after that session. And there is something that actually feels better than my trusted vibrator and that is Hudson’s wondrous fingers.

“Are you implying something here?” he asks playfully backing me into a near bookcase.

His long fingers slip around my neck and I look up at him to see a wicked grin spreading across his lips. Those poisonous green eyes bore into mine.

“Maybe, I am,” I say with a low daring tone. “What are you going to do about that?”

“I might get us expelled if I were to do something about it,” he whispers. “I’d take you over to one of those tables and fuck you until you’re screaming my name.”

My breath hitches as my body jerks at his words. Hudson pulls away and laughs because he knows the effect he’s having on me.

“But we’ll save that for another time. When can I see you again?” he asks.

“I don’t know. I’m going to be busy later on and I don’t know how the rest of the week is going to be,” I say as I shoulder my bag.

“What are you doing later on?” He runs his long fingers against the spine of a book.

Lex’s party invite pops into my head, but for some reason, I want to keep that detail to myself, so I instead tell him, “Oh, you know studying or something.”

He stills for a moment before turning around to face me. His expression and voice are blank. ”Oh,” is all he says.

“I’ll see you when I can.” I stand on my tiptoes and kiss him on his cheek before leaving my little secret spot in the library.
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“I have a little speech to make,” Dane Corbière slurs as he steps up on a small coffee table.

Not again. I turn around and roll my eyes as Dane speaks in the background. Wild For The Night by A$AP ROCKY blasts through the speakers, swallowing up most of his speech anyway.

Dane is a nice guy and everyone knows that he’s also super-rich, but I suppose that’s about where it ends with Dane. He’s a blonde, curly-haired nerd with absent, rich ass parents who run some kind of Pharmaceutical company in Seattle. And it’s no secret that Dane has been buying his way in with the popular crowds at Kensington for the past year.

The more kegs, drugs and girls you can buy, the more people start showing up at your swanky Upper West Townhouse.

I see Lex making her way through the crowd with two red solo cups in hand. The atmosphere is laced with alcohol already even though it’s 03:53 a.m. and the party only just started an hour ago.

Dane’s perfectly shiny mahogany floors are now sticky with alcohol that spilt over and some unknown fluids that I try to step over to get to Lex.

It’s a lingerie themed rager which means we get to wear any piece of sexy undies as long as it shows some skin.

I am wearing a cute as hell Victoria’s Secret black satin slip dress that comes mid-thigh with lace trim along the edges and feels weightless against my body, while Lex chose to wear her tight lacy bodycon that shows off her long olive legs and butt perfectly.

“I had to wait forever to get these!” Lex shouts as she hands me a red solo cup that’s filled to the brim with something alcohol-based.

“I got you vodka and cranberry juice and I have some jungle juice,” Lex says in a breathy voice.

I make a face.”Jungle juice? Sounds appetizing,” I tell her as I take a tentative sip of my drink.

Knowing Lex, she’d do everything in her power to get me wasted as fuck. I can’t afford to get drunk tonight, because it’s still Monday.

But she actually got me a pretty good drink. The vodka and cranberry mix is deliciously cold and sweet as I take another long sip. It tastes like a tropical drink.

“I saw a guy by the bar,” Lex leans against me as we stand near a strip pole. “He’s like sex on legs.”

“What happened to Kyle?” I ask.

It’s no surprise that Lex has moved on already, but I thought that she had finally found someone. Then again nothing is ever permanent with her.

She rolls her eyes. “He wanted to date.”

“What’s wrong with that?”

“I told him no dating before we began sleeping with each other,” she says. “I hate when they get so clingy.”

“You should try dating some time,” I tell Lex. “It’s not as bad as you think.”

“And end up like you and boyfriend of the year?” her tone comes off as pissy and I know that she’s probably already drunk, but I can’t stop my irritation from flaring.

“That’s a really shitty thing to say, Lex.”

I leave her standing there alone as I stalk off in the opposite direction. Lex and I hardly ever fight and when we do it’s always when she’s drunk.

From the age of five, she could remember times when her mother used to come home bathed in alcohol. When the neighbours caught on that Lex wasn’t being fed daily and her school inquired why she wasn’t attending classes anymore, the state had placed her in the system.

But it seems like Lex also has an alcohol problem. It’s not such a big deal, everyone in college drinks like it’s their last day on earth, yet it still worries me.

“Parker!”

I turn around to see who’s calling me and panic fills me when I see Ryan standing a few feet away from me. Dear God.

“Why are you not answering my texts?” He’s in an artichoke green t-shirt that I bought him last month when I told him the colour looked good on him and a pair of light wash jeans.

“Because we’re over. What do you want from me?” I ask.

Ryan steps closer, invading my personal space and takes a sip of his drink. “Because I love you, Parker.”

“Stop. Can you just stop?” I can feel the bile rising in my throat.

His dark brows furrow. “Give me another chance, baby. I’ll make up to you.”

I throw back the rest of my drink and shake my head as I walk backwards. “No. I can’t.”

“Why? Are you already fucking him?” Ryan’s voice is thick with jealousy as he follows me.

A few heads turn to us because Ryan’s voice is loud. It’s as if he’s doing it intentionally.

“What if she is?” someone asks behind me.

I swivel around to see Hudson standing there in his black hoodie and dark jeans. His eyes are hooded, his expression blank.

“Who the fuck do you think you are?” Ryan spits out as he pushes past me and walks up to Hudson.

Hudson stands there calm and I’m waiting for him to punch Ryan any second now because I can feel my anger burning up inside of me. I’m willing to punch Ryan with the price of a few minor knuckle bruises.

But Hudson just stands there quietly and stares at Ryan who’s now jabbing his index finger into his chest.

“Clearly not a drunk,” Hudson says coolly.

Ryan snickers as he staggers closer. “Why don’t you mind your own fucking business, huh?”

Hudson ignores Ryan and turns to me, reaching out and grabbing my hand. “Let’s go.”

“You don’t know who you’re messing with,” Ryan says as Hudson pulls me along with him and we disappear deeper into the crowds.

My head is swimming and I feel light as we move in between groups of people. I can feel their clammy arms and other exposed limbs brushing against me. The air is thick with heat and I can barely breathe.

I’m not even aware of where we’re going until Hudson pulls me into a small bathroom, before slamming the door shut and turning to me.

His eyes are dark as he backs me into the sink and I can feel his hot breath on my skin.

“You lied to me,” is the first thing he says.
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“What?” I ask, completely confused.

“Why didn’t you tell me you’d be at a party?” His voice is low, but I can hear the quivering anger hanging back.

“I wasn’t lying. I just didn’t feel the need to tell you,” I say, glancing up into his green eyes.

Hudson cocks his head slightly as a frown forms between his dark eyebrows. “Were you trying to make me jealous, Parker?”

“What?” A nervous laugh escapes my lips, but then I realise that he’s serious when he stares at me, unsmiling like he’s a different person altogether.

“Do you know how ridiculous you sound right now?”

“I sound ridiculous? I’m not the one lying about going to parties!” his voice rises as he slams his fist against the sink.

I flinch back and my heart pounds against my chest. “Let me go.”

Hudson doesn’t move, but his expression relaxes because even he knows that he’s taken it too far. “I’m sorry.”

I can feel the burn of tears at the back of my eyes, but I keep them down as I press my hands against his chest to push him back. “I have to go home.”

“I’m sorry,” he repeats. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s fine.”

He lifts his warm hands to cup my face so that I have no other choice but to look at him. “I saw you with him and it made me furious.”

“I wasn’t with him. I was trying to get away from him. He’s my ex. The first night you and I met, I broke up with him,” I explain to Hudson.

A grimace crosses his lips as he presses his forehead against mine. “I saw you two together and I guess-”

“The testosterone took over?” I finish off for him.

“Yeah. Am I forgiven?” he asks.

“I don’t know,” I say, playfully running my finger down his chest.

Did Lex only put vodka in my drink? Because I can already feel the tingling effects of the alcohol. My body feels light and amazing.

His gaze lowers and I can see the lust present in those green depths. “You know, I should punish you for wearing such a provocative dress.”

My heart starts beating faster as my desire flickers on like there’s a switch inside of me and Hudson is the one with the control.

“How are you going to do that?” I whisper and lean into him.

His lips are inches away from mine, our noses almost touching and our breaths seconds away from being connected.

“Several things, but I can’t fuck you,” he says, lifting me onto the counter space near the sink. “Not here. It’s too crowded, wouldn’t you say?”

“I don’t care about that,” I tell him as I slip my arms around his neck and bring his face down towards me.

His lips crash against mine and when our tongues meet, a sudden spark ignites in my body.

“Are you sure?” he asks against my lips and I nod in response as his fingers travel down to grasp my breasts. “We’re going to have to be quick.”

I part my legs for him and pull him closer. “I’m sure.”

Hudson lifts my dress over my head and discards it to the side. His fingers work deftly as he undoes the clasp of my bra with skilful fingers.

His mouth drops to my chest and my fingers grip his soft, thick hair as his teeth close around my right nipple. A soft moan escapes my lips when his tongue connects with my skin and I find myself slumping against the cool surface of the large mirror behind me.

But before we can go any further there’s a loud banging on the door. My eyes snap open and Hudson pulls away abruptly.

“Come on! I need to pee!” a male voice shouts from the other side of the bathroom door.

“Can’t you go somewhere else?” Hudson asks irritatedly as I pull my bra on, followed by my dress.

My cheeks burn with heat as his eyes follow my every move. “Let’s just leave.”

I hop down from the sink countertop and adjust my hair before Hudson can open the door.

A chubby guy is standing right against the door while clutching his crotch with desperation.

“I’m sorry man,” he barely whimpers, pushing past us. “The other bathrooms were taken.”

“Wanna go back to my place?” I suggest, lacing my fingers through Hudson’s.

He raises his eyebrows. “You still want to do this?”

“Yes,” I whisper into his ear as we move through the throngs of partygoers. “I want you.”

His eyes darken at my little confession and he grabs me closer to him so that I don’t get lost in the crowd.

* * *




Twenty minutes later, Hudson and I arrive at my apartment. It’s an excruciating drive, with me finally coming to my senses about what I had just asked Hudson.

I essentially asked him to fuck me. And now that the alcohol is wearing off, anxiety travels through my veins once again.

“Do you want anything to drink?” I ask him as I close the apartment door shut.

When he doesn’t reply, I turn around to find him leaning against the wall, watching me as he takes off his shiny black watch and places it on the small table beside him.

“I don’t want anything,” he says carefully. “Do you?”

I shake my head, a silent no.

“Good.”

Swallowing a nervous chuckle, I walk past Hudson and he follows me as I lead the way to my bedroom.

“It’s not the best of places…” I begin to tell him as he pulls his hoodie over his head before walking towards me.

“Parker, I really don’t care about that,” he says, before slipping his hands around my ass to cup my butt cheeks.

Without a warning, he leans down and covers my lips with his. I slip my arms around his neck and pull him down, while he lifts me and carries me over to the bed.

He carefully places me on the edge and gets down on his knees. Our mouths move against each other in sync and I hear him moan softly when our tongues touch.

My chest swells and my heart pounds as Hudson pulls me against him. My fingers curl around the hair at the nape of his neck as we break apart for air. We are both panting and I can already feel the wetness in my pussy grow.

He kisses my jaw and moves his lips along my neck, before finding a sensitive spot on my throat. His tongue licks and his teeth lightly graze my skin, before biting it hard and pulling the skin into his mouth.

An explosion of pleasure enters my body and I dig my nails into his back as he nibbles on my skin.

I bite down on my bottom lip as he pushes me back down into the bed.

He grips my panties and slowly shimmies them down my thighs. Closing my eyes shut, I grab the duvet and squeeze it.

My heart beats faster and I can feel my clit pound with excitement as Hudson bends down and lightly peppers warm kisses along my thighs. He gently spreads my legs apart.

And then he takes me into his world of pleasure. He kisses me lightly at first before showing me just how skilful he is with his tongue. He gently sucks and pulls at my clit, before diving in with his tongue. Scorching heat overcomes me and I grip the blankets. The aching in my clit grows as his tongue invades me each time.

“I want you,” I whisper. It’s so hard to breathe when I feel this good. The pressure is building up inside of me.

“I want you to come first,” he says and sits up a little.

He doesn’t waste time as he takes his index and middle finger and plunges it inside of me. Driving deeper and deeper into my core.

“Come for me,” he orders and that is all it takes.

My clit contacts against his fingers as my body erupts with pleasure when I come.

Hudson climbs off me and unbuttons his jeans. His Calvin Kleins join the floor next and I find myself breathing heavier as I see his fairly large dick in the faint light.

He rips open a foil packaging and I watch with growing anticipation as he pulls the condom on. His eyes are dark, hungry and I swallow down a nervous gasp as he settles over me once again.

“Are you sure you want this?” he asks as he hovers above me.

I nod, my heart pounding wildly. “I want this.”

He kisses me once more and pulls my bottom lip into his mouth to get my blood flowing again. Very gently, he enters me and my breath constricts. He’s definitely big.

“Relax,” he whispers as he kisses me again.

His lips are soft and warm against mine and it makes me forget about the slight discomfort.

Hudson slips an arm around my neck and slowly moves into me. A cool breeze washes over our skins and everything feels so perfect as our bodies connect.

“This is amazing,” I whisper.

“Fucking amazing.” Hudson moves lower and I gasp as he closes his mouth over my one taut nipple. His tongue flicks against it and I moan when he clamps his teeth around the small bud.

He pulls it back and plays with it before he moves on to the other. I graze my nails along his back as his thrusts grow harder and faster. I spread my legs wider, holding him closer.

A searing shock of desire moves through me and I moan as his demanding lips clutch my left nipple. The burgeoning need to come again grows when my pussy contracts.

Hudson moves his lips up along my collarbone and kisses my skin tenderly.

Any second now. I can feel my body getting ready. Without any warning, I go over the edge and come undone. My world spirals out of control as desire blazes through my body.

“Hudson,” a ragged whisper escapes my lips.

Hudson thrusts into me a few more times before he comes seconds later and both our sweaty bodies tremble together.

He relaxes against me and we stay like this for the next few minutes, watching silently as weak morning light pours into my small bedroom, until sleep finally pulls at my eyelids.
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Hudson




“You know what women want?”

Hudson stood against the wall watching as his father sat in his chair, talking to Matt. It was no secret that Matt was his favourite son. Matt was the ideal child, always on track with the markets, engaged to a beautiful woman. He was a real businessman just like their father, John Saylor-Tyne.

Both were deluded fucking pricks in Hudson’s opinion. His mother was a poster wife, perfect on the outside and the inside…Hudson couldn’t imagine that his mother was a very happy person. At least not with his father.

John was charismatic and looked good, with his black hair and trademark green eyes which made Hudson a perfect replication of him.

But the charm was all just a pretence. Sometimes, Hudson felt as if he and his father shared more in common than he would have preferred.

“What do women want?” Matt asked.

“I thought you would have learnt that from your brother,” John said glancing over at Hudson. “They want you to make them your bitch. Once you make them your bitch, you’re the luckiest bastard in the world. How do think I’ve survived with your mother so long?”

Matt let out a half-hearted laugh as he glanced over at Hudson. The discomfort in his green eyes was evident.

They both knew the truth. Their mother only stayed around because of

them. Hudson could hardly care. Their family was nothing before it even began. There was never anything real before and would never be anything anytime soon.

John had all the money in the world, but no real love. And Hudson knew deep down that he would also end up the same one day.

Hudson knew deep down that he wasn’t completely alright inside. He didn’t feel things the way everyone else felt them. He saw the way Matt looked at Taylor and he was sure that it wasn’t how he looked at Diana. She was an object of desire to him and nothing more. There was a void in his soul and he wasn’t sure if it would ever be completed.

Lost in his thoughts, the sound of his mother’s soft voice calling them to dinner brought him back to their backyard.

John and Matt had already gone in and his mother stepped out on their wide patio. She was a beautiful woman. Victoria. Dark hair—almost as black as his—, and a painted face to accentuate her delicate features. From everyone else in Hudson’s world, he felt a strong connection with his mother the most.

It wasn’t entirely loving, but it was something and he held onto that. It made him feel like he was normal.

“Are you okay?” she asked, ruffling his hair. “Don’t mind your father if he’s been speaking loosely again. He’s been drinking since this morning.”

Hudson placed his beer bottle away from him on a stone ledge. His mother hated alcohol.

And then he turned around to face her and did what he did best. He smiled and lied. “I’m fine. Just tired from all my classes.”
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Hudson




It’s unnaturally hot in the attic room. I can’t remember what time it was when I was locked up in here. My father was drinking again and his rage was unleashed when my mother left and hadn’t returned that evening.

I run my tongue over the swelling cut on my bottom lip. The familiar coppery taste of blood filled my mouth. My ears felt as if they would explode with the pressure from my heart beating loudly.

Matt is probably hiding somewhere. He always gets away with a beating. I, however, am not so fortunate. I never understood why, but for some bizarre reason, I will always be my father’s target. And if not me, then mom.

But she is hardly ever around these days, which just makes my father angrier. It’s a back and forth game of cat and mouse in which I’m the prey to my father’s sadistic ways. The poor, weak victim: Hudson Saylor-Tyne.

Laying back against the cool floorboards, I close my eyes shut and try to think of good things and happy things. But there is nothing good and there is no happiness. It’s like white noise in the background.

I hear the heavy footfalls coming up the stairs. My eyes squeeze shut as the door creaks open and the familiar sound of my father’s leather belt whips in the air. He’s not going to stop tonight.

I jerk awake from the nightmare. My chest is heaving and my heart pounding hard and fast as if I am really there in that attic all over again. I was there-I was there-I was there, I repeat to myself, unable to separate past from the present.

My father’s face keeps on showing up in my head and I can’t seem to pull myself out of the nightmare. The familiar feel of his belt cutting into my skin as he beats the crap out of me every single night until the leather and buckle are slick with blood. An icy shiver runs through me. It’s not real, I tell myself. It’s not real.

I take a deep breath and adjust my eyes to find myself here in Parker’s bedroom. I relax when I realise that her naked body is still pressed against me and her soft, innocent face is inches away from mine as she sleeps peacefully.

She is so beautiful, so young.

Memories of our night together resurface and I vividly remember the strong rush of taking her into my arms as I fucked her until she came and my name left her lips while her body trembled underneath me.

Sitting up, I grab my jeans and underwear from the floor, before pulling them both on.

I’ll take shower when I get back home. I don’t want to linger around her apartment any longer than I needed to. The game has only just begun.

Looking over at her, sleeping as if there isn’t a worry in the world, I watch as her chest rises and a soft sigh escapes her lips. Something about her comes across as safe.

Maybe it’s her damn smile or her soft loving touch, but Parker isn’t like the others. What she means to me, conflicts with my thoughts deeply. Our lovemaking last night was unlike the previous times with all the other various girls I had been with.

My other sexual escapades over the years have either been rough and meaningless or casual. Last night, however, was gentle and different.

I had shown her wealth, I eased her into letting me take her virginity and yet, she isn’t repelled by me. Not yet at least. Not even when I had lost my cool at the party for a fraction of a second.

The way she looks at me. That slight look of vulnerability. I already have her hooked and I’d prefer to keep it that way.

But it isn’t going to stay like this forever. Sooner or later, she’ll figure out that I’m not all hunky-dory and then she’d want nothing more to do with me. That I am certain of. It always comes down to that.

I pull my hoodie over my head and switch my phone screen on to see three missed calls from a number that I remember like the back of my mind.

Diana.

It isn’t so curious as to why she is calling at two in the morning. I already know why. Diana is always departing for months—sometimes three months on end—before contacting me again after swearing that we are over. The fact is that we are never over.

She is married now to some hotshot neurosurgeon, living up the high life in Seattle as a housewife. It’s amusing to think she would actually settle down. But clearly, something is up, otherwise, she wouldn’t be calling me.

It’s always been easy to get Diana. Even though she’s married, she still wants me. We’ve been screwing each other for years now. Whether it’s a Christmas party or even in the shadows of a darkened alleyway. She’s so hooked, she can’t breakaway. Why would she when I always give her what she wants?

It’s a sort of giving and taking situation, like a transaction. I take, she gives. I give, she takes.

She’s probably in Manhattan already, so I text her our usual time and place. At 3 p.m. that afternoon, we’ll meet at the Skyline Hotel. It’s always cleaner when I choose time and place, so that way, I won’t be getting myself into any sticky situations.

Her reply comes in seconds:

Sure, lover —D

I grin to myself. Tonight is bound to be more than exciting. I can already feel the energy pulsing through my veins.

Switching my phone off, I offer one last glance at Parker. What she doesn’t know can’t hurt her.

And then I leave the apartment. The rush of cold air causes my skin to trickle with goosebumps as I step out onto the streets of Manhattan. I have a feeling it’s going to be a good day.
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Parker




I wake up to the sounds of a bustling New York City and my annoying alarm, ringing like it’s Christmas morning.

Grabbing my phone from my bedside table, I swipe across my screen to cancel the alarm and lay back against the cool covers.

It takes me a few seconds to register what happened last night and immediately, I turn around to find the spot beside me empty. Hudson isn’t there. Did he leave-

My phone starts ringing and I stare down at the screen to see an unknown caller ID pop up. I answer it anyway.

“Did I wake you, baby?” The familiar rumble of Hudson’s voice fills the other end of the line. And baby? I don’t know where that came from, but I liked it. A lot.

“No, I woke up on my own.” I try to sound as clear as I can without that awful raspy morning voice. “Also, how did you get my number?”

I can hear the purr of his car engine on the other end and I can visually imagine him with one toned arm on the wheel, the other on the phone with me and his foot pressing down on the accelerator as he went faster.

The danger, the power ever-present in his dark, daring, poisonous, cat-like green orifices.

Pretty much like our sex last night. My desire flickered to life as the butterflies in my abdomen danced. If the thought of him just driving his car turned me on, I am a lost cause.

“I have my ways,” he says. “How did you sleep?”

“I feel tired,” I tell him. “I wish I didn’t have to go to any classes today.”

“Then don’t.”

“It’s not that simple. I’ll miss out on so much work if I don’t go.”

Hudson laughs, but there’s no humour behind it. “I’ll make it simple. Do you want me to come back and show you how to be a good girl and listen to me?”

I hear myself unconsciously gasp as I lay back against my pillows. “You wouldn’t dare.”

“Oh, but I would. I’m especially fond of using my fingers to get what I want. And when that doesn’t work,” his voice is low, husky, “my tongue tends to do the job.”

I giggle as I lift my feet into the air. “Don’t forget the holy water for your filthy mind.”

“I’m afraid that won’t help.”

“Why not?” I bite my lip.

“If I had to show you why then you wouldn’t be asking me that. "

I swallow nervously. “So, you left early.”

“I know,” he says. “I didn’t want to, but work is nuts. My dad is ranting at the office. I have to skip classes today.”

“Will I see you later on?” I know I sound too eager, but I can’t help but want to see him again.

I place my phone on the loudspeaker and leave it on my bed as I go over to my closet to pick an outfit for the day.

The question must have caught Hudson off guard because he stays silent on the line for a few seconds.

I glance over at the phone expectantly. My heart beats a little faster against my chest.

“Oh, I don’t know. I might be busy later on because I’ll be meeting some of my friends,” he explains.

I swallow my disappointment down and try not to misinterpret his response as an excuse for not wanting to spend time with me. It’s ridiculous for me to want to spend more time with him when he has other things to do. More importantly, other social circles to see to.

“I’m sorry,” Hudson apologises when I don’t reply. “I must sound like a dick.”

“No, it’s fine,”

“Are you sure?” he asks.

“Yes, I’ll probably be too busy later on anyway.” If ever there was a lie, in the history of lies, this was it.

“I wish I could be there,” he says.

I sigh. “Me too.”

“Bye,” he says. “I’ll message you when I’m free.”

“Bye.”

The call goes dead and I stare at my clothes longer than I realise. Of course, I am slightly hurt, but he isn’t my boyfriend. I shouldn’t have had set high expectations already.

Taking a deep breath, I decide that I won’t go to any of my classes today, because I feel like it. One day of the year couldn’t possibly hurt.

Before I shower, I gather up the sheets from the night before. A reminder of my virginity is all over the bedding, marked with my blood. I finally did it and I feel sexy as hell.

Once I place the sheets into the washer, I have a hot shower and even rinse my hair, running my fingers through the knots as the water cascades over my body.

When I get out, I quickly pat my skin dry and pull on a clean set of bra and panties before dressing into an oversized beige hoodie with a pair of grey sweats.

After I’m fully clothed, I blow-dry my hair until it settles on my shoulders in its golden sheen.

And then I’m done. Taking my Macbook, I head over to the small kitchen and attempt to make Ravioli from scratch for the next hour and a half, while I read over the first few draft paragraphs of my essay for The Picture Of Dorian Gray.

I mix the flour and salt before adding in the eggs which I knead together with my hands. And then I have to add in the olive oil before kneading it again for another five minutes.

I push the bowl aside when the pasta is done and move on to the spinach and cream cheese filling which is easier than I thought.

The dark leaves have cooked down into a saucepan full of sad-looking spinach until I add the cream cheese in which immediately makes it look a lot more appetizing.

I’m rolling the pasta out into paper-thin sheets with a rolling pin and listening to I’ve got you under my skin by Frank Sinatra when the apartment door opens and Lex waltzes in.

She sheepishly smiles as she walks towards me and without saying anything she hugs me, before smacking a huge kiss on my cheek.

“I’m sorry,” she whispers. “For being a total bitch last night.”

“It’s okay,” I tell her as I lean over and kiss her forehead. “We all have our moments.”

She releases me and takes a seat on the barstool as I continue to cut out bite-sized squares from the pasta sheets.

“Where did you disappear to anyway?” she asks. “I tried looking for you a while later and couldn’t find you.”

“I ran into Ryan, but thankfully Hudson came to my rescue.” My face grows hot as Lex stares at me with her mouth agape. “And then we came back here.”

“What?!” She jumps up from her seat and slams her palms on the countertop. “What did you guys do?”

My entire body is burning now and I find myself smiling. “We did it.”

“You had sex?!” Her excitement is very clear as she claps her hands together. “What was it like? Was he big?”

I choke out a laugh. “Oh my God, do you seriously need to know every detail?”

“Yes,” she says, sitting back down. “Details are essential!”

“He was more than average,” I say as I place the spinach mixture inside of the squares before brushing the egg around the edges of the pasta. “It felt amazing.”

“Damn right! Finally, you have been devirginized,” she says, cocking her head to the side. “By the way, what are you making?”

I swipe my eyebrow with a flour-caked finger as I close the tiny Ravioli squares. “Devirginized? And I’m making Ravioli. I was starving.”

“Ooh, yum! Well, you can tell me all about last night while we eat!” Lex says, before heading off towards her bathroom.

I shake my head and smile as I prep the rest of the ravioli to the pleasant tunes of Sinatra.
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Hudson




I loosen my tie as I pour the champagne into iced crystal flutes, before turning around and handing one to the woman before me.

Elegant as ever in a white cut-out that suggestively caresses her body in the most important places. She wears black heels that aren’t too high to come off bitchy and neither are they too short to look strait-laced.

Her seductively pout lips are coated with a shade of her trademark crimson red lipstick.

“Why did you call me, Diana?” I ask.

She takes a long sip of champagne, her lipstick staining the glass as she runs her tongue over her bottom lip. It’s seductive Diana tonight. Her crystal blue eyes gave me a brazen once over, settling on the bulge that protrudes through my pants.

“I wanted to see you,” she confesses. “We’re old friends, aren’t we, lover? I wanted to pay a quick visit while I was in New York.”

I smile and throw back the rest of my champagne, before pouring another. “Where is Michael?”

Diana’s smile falters. “Probably with one of his golf partners. All he ever does is play golf like we’re both fucking fifty.”

Hudson couldn’t stop himself from smirking. “But he is fifty, isn’t he?”

Diana rolls her eyes as she undoes the clasp of a very expensive looking diamond necklace around her neck. It probably cost a fortune. I remember a time, I’d take out thousands and spend it on her. It seems like such a long time ago now.

I watch her closely, knowing exactly what she is fishing for, but I want the pure satisfaction of hearing her say it.

It thrills me to know that I still pull the strings in her life and that I have majority control over her and her body.

“If it wasn’t for the wealth, I wouldn’t have bothered. He’s obscenely fat and lethargic and I’m forced to go church with him and his family every Sunday. He doesn’t even get hard anymore.”

She lifts the champagne flute to her lips, but I reach out and seize the glass from her, before placing it back down on the table.

I then unbutton my shirt. “What did you really call me for Diana? Be honest and I’ll give you exactly what you came for.”

I watch as her eyes cloud with immediate lust and her crimson lips part. “I want you to fuck me.”

“This can’t keep happening,” I tell her as I remove my shirt and tie, before discarding them on the floor. “You’re married. I told you long ago that I wouldn’t share you.”

“What will I do if I can’t come to you?” she asks. “He doesn’t love me Hudson and we don’t have ever sex.”

I grab her by the waist and pin her against the wall, my dark eyes searching hers. “I really don’t know, but can we stop talking about your husband already?”

It doesn’t take long to have Diana under my control once again. I have her bare naked in seconds on the bed, pinned underneath me as she twists and arches her back with pleasure while I roughly graze my teeth along her pale thighs. Every inch of her skin smells heavenly.

She grabs my hair in her fists, forcing my mouth against her already soaking wet pussy. She wants more, so I run my tongue along her wet clit, while watching her writhe uncontrollably.

When I plunge deep into her, I grab hold of her fine ass and lift her against me, thrusting into her over and over again, as my hand slides across her sweaty skin.

Diana pushes me back into the satin bed sheets as she gets on top and gives me the ride of my life.

We come simultaneously as desire rips through our bodies. I firmly grasp her breasts in my palms as she moves up and down on my dick one last time, before collapsing against me.

“I can’t lose you,” Diana whispers, before breaking down.

Her tears trickle along my slick skin and her blonde hair tickles my neck as it fans out like silk.

I can feel her trembling as she cries, but I don’t say anything more as she continues to sob. Instead, I just hold her close and stare up at the ceiling.

“I can’t lose you,” she repeats kissing my chest. “I can’t.”

We spend the rest of the day laying in bed before we have sex again in the bed. When I head into the showers, Diana joins me and I fuck her again under the rush of warm water while pinning her to the cool wall.

I spend the entire day with her in the hotel room, eating strawberries and drinking the wine from the room service.

“Do you have a new girlfriend?” Diana finally asks as we sit on the bed.

Groundhog day is on and Diana sits in between my legs as she picks through the chocolate truffles.

“What makes you say that?” I ask, staring at the screen.

She tilts her head back and lifts her eyebrows. “Because I know you well. You even cheated on me so many times while we were exclusive.”

“Were we exclusive?”

“Don’t be a bastard,” she says.

I smirk and place my palms on her shoulders. “I don’t have a new girlfriend.”

“So you’re not fucking anyone?” She can’t hide the surprise in her voice. “Not even hookers.”

“I never said I’m not fucking anyone,” I say. “I’m just not with anyone specific.”

“You’re such a liar. That’s exactly why you’re trying to end our little sex dates. You have someone new. Who is she? Do I know her?”

“Trust me D, you two wouldn’t be caught in the same social circles,” I say.

Diana sits up and faces me, making her eyes narrow. “So you are with someone new.”

“Jesus, Diana. I didn’t know it would be such a difficult task to put two and two together.”

“That means you won’t be seeing me anymore?” Her voice falters as the tears fill her mesmerising blue eyes.

“Don’t do that. You’re the one that left and got married. Don’t think I forgot about everything you told me.” My voice is cold, but I don’t care. She needs to hear it.

“But I love you,” she whispers.

I smile and nod, before grabbing her wrists and pushing her down on the bed. “That’s what we all say.”
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Hudson




It’s just after Midnight when I leave the Skyline Hotel with Diana finally asleep after our third round for that evening.

I head straight over to the Venom nightclub in the heart of Manhattan in desperate need of something strong to drown away my thoughts.

Leaning against the glass bar, I

drink my whiskey in one go, before signalling the hot girl behind the counter for another one. I’d do her if I wasn’t so exhausted.

Hypnotic music pounds through the air as the girl places the drink in front of me and winks. I smirk as I lift the glass to my lips and swallow the drink, before sliding the glass back to the girl.

“Keep them coming!” I tell her over the music, before reaching into my wallet and tossing notes in her direction.

Turning around in my seat, I watch the crowd blending in with the blinding blue lights as their bodies sway to the rhythm of the music in a trance-like state.

Not feeling up to drinking my night away, I leave the bar and follow the green neon arrows that point to the rooftop area of Venom.

Pushing the heavy metal door open, a strong gust of wind blows in, carrying with it the familiar scent of rain that is about to fall. I take in a deep breath.

I stepped further onto the rooftop until I am at the ledge.

It isn’t that high up, and I can clearly see the figures that wandered below, heading towards a very busy Times Square. The screens are live with different adverts playing and cabs along with ambulances rushing through the streets.

“Finally, you’re alone.”

I turn around to find him standing there. Ryan. Of course, he’d be there and if I am correct, I might even speculate that Ryan has been watching me for quite some time.

I have possibly been too preoccupied to even notice that I had a rat on my trail. A rat that needed to be put down immediately. However, I still find it truly comical.

I watch as Ryan steps forward into the light. His face is etched with unmistakable hostility, given by the rigid state of his body. He came here with a purpose tonight.

“You’ve been following me?” I ask. “Following another man? I’d say you’re more infatuated with me than Parker is.”

“Don’t say her fucking name!” Ryan spat as he takes another step towards me.

That’s right, come closer, you fuck, I silently think.

“I think I’ve said it plenty of times when I was inside of her,” I taunt. There’s nothing wrong with playing with pray. “Just as many times as she has called mine. You know, when she’s begging for more.”

Ryan lunges forward without warning and grabs me by my t-shirt before pushing me against the ground. He lifts his fist and brings it down in one swift motion, connecting with my cheekbone.

I clench my jaw as the pain travels through me. My calm demeanour is immediately replaced with a familiar burning rage.

“I know all about you!” Ryan says, grabbing me by my neck as he slams me into the cool concrete. I love seeing the jealousy in his eyes, but it doesn’t even compare to the anger I feel inside. “I’ve found out all about you. You think she’s gonna like you after she knows what you are?”

It’s a threat, something that doesn’t sit very well with me. Especially when I am on the receiving end of it.

I reach up and grab Ryan by his t-shirt, before flipping him over and climbing on top of him.

I clench my fist, before punching Ryan’s nose. There’s a crack and a spurt of dark red blood as I continue to be driven by my blinding rage.

I blink wildly and set my jaw hard as the adrenaline pumps through my veins. A metallic taste floods my mouth as I fight to keep my peripheral vision focused.

The sounds of the city below warps and everything that I’m doing makes sense. All I can hear now is the violent thud of my heart in my ears.

My body shakes as I punch him again. It feels so good. Dark red splatters across my knuckles, but I can’t stop now. The adrenaline and anger pumping through my veins aren’t in my control anymore. If I wanted, I could kill him right now and just not give a fuck. That’s how little self-control, I have.

It’s a hot and intense kind of anger that takes over whatever little judgment I do have. I rarely resort to using it, but when I do, I am no longer in control.

I wrap my cold hands around Ryan’s neck, digging my long fingers deep into his throat, watching his pathetic life slipping away from him through my unrelenting grip.

“Let’s settle the score then,” I say, my voice dripping with cruelty. “I know all about you too, Ryan. And if you don’t want those secrets of yours exposed, I’m sure you’d like to keep your pretty fucking mouth shut!”

Ryan sprawls out beneath me, choking on his blood, his arms falling to his side as he stops defending himself.

I stagger as I force myself to stand up, pulling Ryan up with me. “Get up!” I shout.

Ryan wobbles towards me, trying to push me away, but I just stand there. It’s amusing to see him struggle like the unfortunate waste of human being he is.

My eyes momentarily flash over to the edge of the Venom rooftop, before glancing back at Ryan.

“But then again, I also don’t appreciate being threatened,” I say and without much effort, I step forward and into the light, reminding Ryan that I am his nightmare, before shoving him off the top of the Venom rooftop.

I turn away, brushing the blood from my face as I hear the sounds of screams below. And just as fast as the anger had come, it quickly dissipates.
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The blood trickles in dark rivulets as I hold my hand under the open faucet. I watch as it disappears down the drain, before shutting off the tap and pulling off my t-shirt and jeans.

Looking up into the mirror, I can already see a dark bruise forming against my right cheekbone and a slightly deep cut just below my left eyebrow. Fuck.

It’s only 3 a.m., I realize as I switch on my phone and walk back into my dark bedroom.

There are several missed calls from Diana and one from Parker. Just one call from Parker. Something about that annoys me. But then again I wasn’t being honest with Parker when I called her the day before.

She is probably furious, but I don’t have time to deal with that right now, so I place my phone on silent and keep it on my bedside table as I sit down on my bed.

As for Diana, she knows better than to call me again, especially if I didn’t bother answering the first time. It’s as if the roles had switched. Diana is now using me whenever she needs a quick fuck and I am always there, eager as ever.

I’ll find a way next time to assure her that her services aren’t necessary any longer. Her pathetic sex life is no longer my concern. It’s starting to become one big fucking, boring family reality sitcom that I don’t seem to remember signing up for.

I grab my MacBook and slide it across my lap and log into it as I rest my head against a pillow.

A while ago I had found some really interesting files saved on that fuck, Ryan. I never thought that I would have any use for them, but now seeing that I would need some blackmail to fall back on—that was if Ryan survived his little fall—I’d just have to go through the files.

Ryan. Kensington’s “Golden Boy”. Parker’s perfect ex-boyfriend. What a tragedy, I smirk as I skip through several harmless videos of Ryan until I stumble across a video in a room with a red light effect.

It’s definitely Ryan in the video. I watch as a young girl who couldn’t be any older than Parker kneels in front of him with a leash around her neck.

“What do we have here?” I whisper as I scroll further down, finding several other videos with Ryan performing some questionable acts.

“You dumb cunt.”

So much for being a threat, I think to myself as I switch the MacBook off and place it on the empty spot beside me, before laying back and staring into the darkness.

I can’t sleep just yet. Grabbing my phone, I go into Parker’s chat and send her a message.

Hey —H

Silence fills the room as I impatiently shuffle in the bed and a text finally comes through.

Hi —P

What are you doing? —H

Parker responds seconds later.

Nothing much. What about you? —P

In bed, I text her, before typing up a new message.

Send me a nude :) —H

Pretty please ;), I add.

Several long moments pass and I start to think that now I’ve really messed up when our chat pings with two new pictures. She sent it. The first is of her tits. Her nipples are hard and immediately the picture sends a thrilling shiver straight to my dick. I go into the second picture of her legs spread apart and her pussy is there across my screen. Wet and pink. Fuck, I want her here. In my bed.

Thanks. I love the pictures. I couldn’t stop thinking about you —H

Me too, goodnight —P

She’s probably still really mad at me so I don’t message her back. Tomorrow I can meet her and maybe patch things up again. I know that she’ll forgive me. I’ll find a way to make her forgive me.

I’m not tired as yet and my mind is vacant from thoughts. Staring at my screen, I jerk off to Parker’s nudes and release my desire as I come hard, with images of her riding on top of me, blowing my mind.

I finally close my eyes and stay like that until the early hours of the morning.
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I give the cover letter one last check before clicking send. I’m in the library for my lunch break, finally sending a response to one of the publishers my father had recommended in that list of publishers based in New York City.

Shutting my Mac off, I hear my phone buzzing. Sifting through the papers on the desk, I find my phone wedged in between the pages of my Classical Poetry anthology.

Hudson’s caller ID shows up on my screen and I don’t want to answer it. Not after he practically ghosted me just after we had sex, asked me for nudes last night and acted as if nothing happened. But I let out a deep breath and answer the call because even though I’m mad at him, I have the urge to hear his voice and see him again.

I feel like I’m letting down a list of amazing women for instance Emily Dickinson, Jane Austen or even the damn Queen of England, for not ignoring him and pressing answer instead.

“Hi,” I mumble while gathering my papers together.

“Hey.” His voice is low, distant. “How are you?”

“I’m good.” I keep my voice neutral. “You?”

“I’m good.” I can hear faint sounds of shuffling in the background. “Where are you?”

“At school. Why?”

“Can we meet? I’d like to apologize for yesterday.”

I don’t know what to say. I’m swamped with work and I’d be missing out on an afternoon seminar if I had to leave now. Is it even worth it?

“Parker?” Hudson says when I don’t reply.

“I don’t know,” I say. “I have a lot of work right now.”

“Too busy for dinner? I promise I’ll make it worth your while.” His words are promising. “My mom is celebrating the launch of her Steakhouse tonight. I wondered if you’d go out with me.”

“You’re asking me out on a date?” I can’t help the laugh that escapes my mouth. “Isn’t it too late for that?”

He laughs too, but it comes out nervous. “I know we didn’t do things in the correct order, but at least let me take you out. It’s never too late for a first proper date.”

“I don’t know,” I say, tapping my pencil on the desk.

“Well, I’m outside your apartment door,” he says. “So if want to come, I’ll be here for the next five minutes.”

“What are you doing there?” I ask in surprise.

“To say I’m sorry,” Hudson whispers. “Tick tock, get your fine ass here now.”

“You’re so demanding.”

“Bite me,” he says and then I hear the sudden beep meaning he ended the call.

I am potentially messing up my entire schedule if I am going to give in and go to him.

“Fuck,” I whisper as I stuff my books into my bag as fast as I can and leave the library in record time.

My apartment building is three blocks away, so I shut down the idea of getting a cab and start jogging down the street.

I’m pretty sure I’m getting all those weird stares because I look like a maniac running down the street while fully clothed during the day.

I am panting and out of breath when I reach my apartment building. But sure enough, I find Hudson’s Mustang parked outside on the side, clearly standing out from the mediocre surroundings.

“Hello, Ms Kelleher,” George, the doorman, nods his head before opening the glass door for me.

“Hey, George. How are you and Nancy?” I ask, stepping into the coolness of the foyer.

“All good.” George smiles and then frowns. “You look flustered. Is everything okay?”

Oh yeah, I didn’t just imagine Hudson—this amazing dude with really really long fingers—just running his hands all over me while I felt like I was running half a marathon, I think silently.

But instead, I say, “Yeah, I’m going out later so I had to rush.”

He nods his head in an understanding manner. “Have a good evening.”

“Thanks. I hope you have one too,” I tell him as I step into the elevator.

The doors close and I try to catch my breath as the elevator goes up, but in no time, I’m on my floor and the silver doors are sliding open.

I’m even sure why, but I’m nervous all over again, a little hot from my jog and sweaty. My worst fear has come true and I probably look like a dishevelled heap of crap.

Calm down, it’s just Hudson, a voice in my head tells me.

Exactly, I tell myself, which is why I’m so freaking nervous.

I see him standing there, leaning with his back against the door and as I near him, he must sense my presence because he turns to face me.

He’s in a pair of dark blue jeans with a navy blue t-shirt that hugs his torso in all the right places. His black hair is cut a little shorter than what it usually is.

Fuck, I think. I could have at least made myself look a little more presentable. He looks so fuckable and I…so unfuckable.

Well, I didn’t really have the time to look hot.

“I almost thought you weren’t going to make it,” he says, with his dark green eyes drifting lower and he reaches up and runs his index down my chest. “Did the run make you so flustered or was it all those dirty thoughts of yours?”

“I-I…” I drift off, my words disappearing as he steps closer.

That’s when I notice a dark blue bruise over the side of his cheekbone and a deep cut near his eyebrow.

“What happened to your face?” I ask.

“I fell,” he says blinking twice really fast.

“Liar,” I say. “That’s the worst lie in the history of lies.”

“Well, I really did,” he says, before reaching out and grabbing me by my waist. “Now be quiet so I can fuck you.”

I gulp, pulling out the second spare key that Lex gave me before threatening me if I ever lost the key again that she’d kill me and unlock the door.

We’re barely in the apartment doorway before our clothes start falling to the floor and we stumble into the living room.

I quickly push Lex’s door open and find that she’s not there. Hudson and I get inside my room and he shuts the door behind us, before reaching for me and grabbing me against him.

His mouth crashes against mine while his fingers undo the clasp on the bra and I settle back on the bed as his wet lips move lower, kissing my neck and licking against the hollow base of my throat.

The familiarity of his touch immediately makes my body shudder with need and I feel the tension in my pussy grow.

“Please,” I whisper.

“Patience,” Hudson says as his mouth closes around an already hard nipple.

He moves lower, working his fingers on the button of my jeans, before pulling them down my thighs with my panties.

My face grows hot as I watch him settle in between my legs and I see my desire reflected in his green eyes.

“Already so wet,” Hudson says huskily as he runs his index finger along my clit.

I dig my nails into his back as he lowers his lips and kisses my inner thigh extremely lightly. My breath hitches when his tongue touches my clit, a reminder of how good it feels.

Hudson spends the next few minutes running his tongue against my folds, before darting inside of me, almost making me come hard.

He stops when my body shudders and gets up, unbuttoning his jeans and underwear, pushing them down slightly. Just enough to reveal his semi-hard cock.

I watch as he places the foil packaging in between his lips, before ripping it open with his teeth and putting the condom on.

“Remember to relax,” he says, “and eyes on me.”

I nod as he leans above me and very gently slides into me. My eyes stay trained on his, just like he said and I breathe in as I take in the full length of him.

A hot moan escapes his lips as he places his arms on either side of me. His poisonous green eyes stare right back, making everything so fucking hot.

His lips part as he begins to thrust inside of me and I slip my arms around his narrow waist, grabbing his firm butt as he starts moving harder into me.

“Oh my God,” I whisper as his thighs connect with mine, each thrust promising to make me come so hard.

“You’re so sexy,” Hudson says, grabbing my breast in his palms and pinching my nipples.

The pressure is building and I can feel myself about to explode. I look up at Hudson and watch as he stares at me, mirroring the lust I feel.

“Come for me baby,” he commands and my body erupts as I come undone.

“Hudson, " I barely whisper. “I want you so bad.”

“I’m here,” he says.

I tremble uncontrollably, squeezing my eyes shut as he continues to thrust into me, coming moments later.

He leans over me, breathing hard. “Fuck.”

My heart pounds hard as I choke out a laugh. “Fuck.”
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“I’m going to have so much work to do because I skipped a few hours of class,” I mutter more to myself as I stand in my towel, deciding on something to wear, but everything looks so hideous right now.

“But it was worth it, wasn’t it?” Hudson is on my bed, his head propped up by his very well-toned forearms as he watches me with an amused look on his face.

His jeans are back on, but his t-shirt is still off and his hair sticks against his forehead, damp from the shower he took a while ago.

“Was it?” I ask narrowing my eyes at him.

Hudson raises his dark eyebrows. “Please, you couldn’t keep your moans to yourself when I was eating your pus—”

“Hudson!” I cover my face in embarrassment.

“Pussy,” he finishes off with a satisfied smirk on his face.

“You’re so vulgar.” I drop my hands.

“And you love it,” he says, with a devilish grin.

I do, I silently think.

“How about this one?” I hold up a black scoop neck mermaid dress, encrusted with tiny diamonds that I wore for an hour at my 19th birthday party.

“I think that one is perfect,” he says. “Try it on.”

“Close your eyes.”

Hudson chuckles, tilting his head back as if it’s the funniest thing I’ve ever said. “It’s not like I haven’t seen you naked. You were naked an hour ago. What’s the difference?”

“There’s a big difference. I’m very self-conscious, especially when you’re watching me like how you are now,” I explain, folding my arms around my chest.

His face twists with amusement. “How am I watching at you?”

“You know how!”

“Like a snack to devour?”

“Stop it.” My ears are all hot and I can’t stop myself from smiling.

“Okay, I’m not looking,” Hudson says and turns over onto his side.

I quickly drop the towel to the floor, sneaking peeks at him now and then, because I don’t trust him.

“I just realized that I don’t know much about you,” I tell Hudson as I step into the dress.

“Ditto,” he mumbles. “I don’t much about you.”

“Well,” I pull the cool silk up my body. “You at least know my dad. I don’t know any of your family.”

I slip my arms in through the spaghetti straps when I realize that Hudson has gone quiet and extremely still.

“Hudson?”

“They’re the best,” Hudson says in a detached voice. “Mom, dad and Matt.”

“You have a brother?” The surprise in my voice is noticeable.

“Yeah, he’s a year older.”

“I wish I had siblings,” I say, struggling to lace the back of my dress. “Can you help me, please?”

Hudson turns around and his eyes immediately fix on me, bringing the warmth back into my face.

There’s a dark, familiar look in his expression. The passionate kind he makes when he’s undressing me and it makes my legs go numb all over again.

“Sure.” He gets up from the bed and I stay still as he comes up behind me. “This looks more complicated than it should be.”

“Untangle the laces and then work your way up in a criss-cross pattern,” I explain to him.

I feel him push my hair away from my shoulders before he runs his warm fingers down my spine. A tingling jolt of desire shoots through me. Just one touch and he has me feeling all kinds of emotions.

“My family is incredibly close. Sometimes it annoys me,” Hudson says. “But family time is a must. We used to spend every holiday in the Bridgehamptons, whether it was Christmas or New Year’s Eve.”

“Used to?” I ask.

“Yeah.” He clears his voice. “Dad just got busier at work and Mom is now trying to get herself into the business world as well.”

“They sound amazing,” I tell Hudson. “I wish, I had a lot of memories with my parents, but my dad was always too busy and my mom never strayed far from her gossip circle or the country club.”

I vividly remember the days my parents would completely abandon me for lunch dates at country clubs and golf sessions. Sometimes, I think about it and feel like my father would have appreciated having a son instead and my mother probably would have wanted a socially confident daughter who always loved shopping extravagantly, who was obsessed with bubble tea, who had an aesthetically hot Instagram profile and a circle of fake friends with equally fake lives. I love them, but they aren’t parents of the year.

“And what about you?” Hudson asks, drawing me out of my thoughts.

“I spent a lot of summers with my grandparents in North Carolina, where I fell in love with historical romance books and decided that I wanted to become a writer. Summer there was always awesome.”

I can feel him tightening the laces now. “Would you ever want to go back to North Carolina?”

“When I graduate and if I’m tired of New York, I’ll definitely move. What about you?”

“I never thought about it. I never really plan things out,” Hudson says. “But who knows, maybe we could go to North Carolina together. All done.”

I turn around to face him and see a small smile curve across his lips. “Would you come to North Carolina with me?”

Hudson slips his arms around me and pulls me in closer, pressing his body into mine. “Why not? We could maybe get a cute house with the marshland all around us. Get away from everyone and everything.”

“We’d move in together?” I lift my head and stare up into his mesmerizing eyes.

“Of course.” He presses his forehead against mine and I let out a long breath, hoping that it would come true.

“You really mean it?” I ask.

Hudson kisses me, his lips locking on mine and his hot tongue seeking mine as his fingers went lower down my back. When he breaks away, I take in a deep breath.

“Does that answer your question?” he asks and I press my head into his chest, my insides exploding with happiness.
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From the moment we walk into The Saylor’s Steakhouse, I already feel the anxiety creep into my bones.

It’s a glamorous ground floor steakhouse in the heart of Times Square with an elegant feel from the light cream and black interior.

There are several sparkling chandeliers hanging across the high ceilings. A classy bar with a glass top and a cabinet filled with new whiskey and tequila take up a small space of the steakhouse as Hudson and I walk in together.

The tables that line the white marble floors are kept simple with white tablecloths and shiny silverware.

“It’s beautiful,” I tell Hudson as we navigate our way in between the fancily dressed guests.

“My mom would be thrilled to hear that,” he says. “This is all she’s been talking about for the past year.”

Hudson places his palm at the base of my back as he leads me towards a group of three people that stand near a small stage.

Immediately, I know that this is his family. There’s something undeniably attractive, dark and alluring about all three adults that stand before us.

The Saylor-Tynes. It’s them against the world and they come across as fierce, affluent and powerful, crushing any slight bubble of confidence I had walking into this steakhouse.

“Mom, Dad and Matt, I’d like you to meet Parker,” Hudson says.

I take a deep breath, my nerves in knots as they turn around to face us.

Stay calm, I told myself.

His mother is beyond beautiful. Her dark hair is elegantly pinned against her neck and her olive skin is flawless. She wears a red sheath dress that accentuates her slim curves and a delicate string of pearls around her neck.

“Hi,” I say and his mother smiles at me. “It’s great to meet you, Mrs Saylor-Tyne. And both of you as well.” I turn to Matt and Hudson’s dad.

“The pleasure is all mine and please call me Victoria, darling,” his mother says walking over to me and kisses my both my cheeks. “It’s about time Hudson brought a date.”

“And call me John,” Hudson’s father says, following his wife’s step and kissing me on the cheek as well.

His dad is impossibly tall just like Hudson and his features are sharp and bold. Those familiar dark green eyes are there, except John’s eyes scare me a little. There’s something not quite right with the whole scenario, but I shrug off the weird sensation I’m getting.

Matt nods at me with a small smile and raises his glass of champagne. “It’s nice to meet you, Parker.”

I feel like prey in a shark tank or a scene in a movie where just one human being—me—is left standing in the middle of a street with vampires standing back in the shadows, waiting to attack.

“Why don’t you three go over to our table, right over there,” Victoria says, pointing out towards an empty table near the stage. “We’ll be with you right away.”

Hudson, Matt and I make our way over to the reserved table and take our seats, as all the other guests find a place for themselves.

“Ladies and gentlemen, may we please have your utmost attention,” John says, tapping a fork lightly against his flute of champagne.

The room turns silent as everyone looks ahead at the couple on the stage.

“Tonight, my wife, Victoria, is making her dream come true with the launch of this steakhouse,” John says. “It has now become our dream together.”

I watch as Victoria smiles, but it doesn’t reach her eyes. I’ve been around my parents long enough to see how my dad and mom act around each other and maybe I’ve only just met Hudson’s parents, but they both appear disconnected somehow.

Hudson shuffles beside me and I glance at him to see him staring straight ahead at the stage. He’s tapping his fingers on the table rapidly and clenching the muscles in his jaw.

“We’d also like to dedicate this night to our daughter, Cassie, who was taken away from us very early on in life,” Victoria says, with tears in her eyes.

“Thank you very much for sharing this special night with us,” John says and turns to his wife, grabbing her arm a little too roughly before taking her to a corner off the stage.

The restaurant erupts with applause before the guests get back to their conversations at their tables.

“Don’t mind them.” I realize that Matt is talking to me. He looks back at his parents and then turns around to face Hudson and me. “What’s one night without a little drama?”

Hudson breathes heavily beside me but stays silent as he watches his parents. I can’t really tear my eyes away from them either. It’s fucking awkward. What the hell is going on?

This was a bad idea! I mentally note. Just politely decline next time Hudson invites you over for family dinners.

I watch John telling Victoria something. His face is blank as he shouts at her while shaking her arm. Something about him appears off. All she does is flinch and then reach out to hold his dinner jacket. When she looks up at him, her eyes are awash with new tears.

Victoria then nods her head as he tells her something else and then she walks away from him and goes to the back of the restaurant.

I excuse myself from the table, but it seems as though only Matt notices because Hudson appears preoccupied. He looks at me briefly, but it’s as if he isn’t present.

Following Victoria’s footsteps, I find the two separate doors leading to the men’s room and ladies room at the back. Taking a deep breath, I close my fingers over the door handle and push it down very gently and open the door.

I push it open to find Victoria huddled on the floor in her beautiful sheath dress. Her shoulders are trembling violently as if she’s hyperventilating.

“Oh my God, are you okay?” I ask as I rush inside.








  
  35

  
  
  A Heated Dinner

  
  




Parker




Victoria snaps her head up, her dark eyes wide in shock at probably seeing me standing there.

“I’m okay,” she says, lifting herself off the ground and walking over to the mirror. “Just unpleasant memories.”

I close the door behind me and walk over to the next sink, my eyes meeting hers in the reflection and she smiles. I know she’s trying to pretend as if I never just see her crying. “It really isn’t my place to say anything, but I saw how he was talking to you.”

Victoria reaches over and grabs a thick piece of tissue from the tissue holder on the wall. “Oh, no. Th-that’s nothing. I just needed to gather myself together. When you’re my age, you just learn to take it.”

“No one should have to learn to take that,” I whisper. “I’m sorry for intruding, but you looked upset. I’m also sorry about your daughter,” I add, not quite sure of what else to say.

Victoria dabs at the tears underneath her eyes, her dark makeup all still flawless before she casts a glance at me. “Thank you. It’s okay. It’s been a while since her death.”

She discards the tissue in a small black bin and turns around to face me. “How long have you and Hudson been dating? I don’t mean to pry, but I am curious because Hudson is always quiet about his love life. You know, I’m never quite sure if he’s ever happy these days. I barely see him.”

Heat creeps into my cheeks at the unexpected question. “Oh, well, I don’t know how to describe it, but Hudson and I are not dating. I think we both like each other, but we haven’t discussed anything further than that.”

“Well,” Victoria says reaching out and taking my hand. “My son would be an idiot if he didn’t already realize what an amazing woman you are. And I’ve only known you for five seconds. Come, let’s not keep them waiting.”

We leave the restroom together and when we walk back out into the front of the restaurant, food is already being served.

I take a seat next to Hudson who is sitting quietly while John and Matt are deeply engrossed in a conversation.

“So, why do you look so familiar to me?” John asks turning the discussion to me.

“She’s William Kelleher’s daughter,” Hudson replies for me.

“Oh.” The surprise in his voice is clear. “Your father and I are very good friends. He helped design a few of our new hotels.”

“How did you two meet?” Matt asks as a waiter appears at our table and starts setting appetizers of oysters on heaps of crushed ice, garlic rolls and prosciutto-wrapped mozzarella with tomato jam.

“At school,” Hudson and I say simultaneously, before glancing at each other.

He flashes a small smile at me, before placing his warm palm on my thigh, his fingers gently grazing up and down my exposed skin by the slit of my dress.

I clear my throat, swallowing down the gasp that forms in my throat, but Hudson doesn’t move his hand away. He continues to lightly massage my skin, moving his fingers in circles at first, before dangerously sliding them lower down my thigh and then keeping his palm there for a few minutes.

I turn my focus on the appetizer, being conscious of how much of each thing I eat. I decide on taking one medium-sized oyster and I lift my fork, before moving the meat around its liquid-filled shell to make sure it’s detached.

The last thing I want is to look like an idiot in front of them while eating oysters. Thankfully, I went on enough lunch dates with my mother to the country clubs to know oyster-eating etiquette.

Hudson begins squeezing my thigh harder and I slid him a glance, to find him watching me move the oyster around with the fork. The heat in his eyes is undeniable.

The tension in my belly grows as I lift the oyster to my lips, tilt the shell and let the fish slip into my mouth. Hudson watches me carefully, his fingers daringly travel up my thigh and an unintentional moan escapes my lips.

Victoria, John and Matt all turn their heads to me and I feel my face grow hot with embarrassment.

I chew the slightly fleshy oyster fast, before swallowing. “These are really fresh, Mrs Saylor-Tyne,” I say.

The awkwardness in the air diffuses as they turn back to their plates, probably assuming that I am just in love with the oysters.

“Thank you, Parker. They were freshly delivered this afternoon and please call me Victoria,” she says.

The evening effortlessly moves on and the chef, a tall female in her mid-thirties appears at our table to deliver the main course which is the chef’s suggestion.

Onglet steak with black garlic butter and silverbeet, paired with a dark red wine and has me internally salivating.

“What do you plan to do after college, Parker?” John says as Hudson finally removes his hand from my thigh.

“I’m majoring in Literature and taking a Creative Writing workshop, so I’m currently applying for internships at publishers,” I explain as I slice a tender piece of steak that’s cooked medium-rare. “Hopefully, I can get an editorial job and get into that field of work.”

John sets his mouth into a firm, line, clearly unimpressed. “I would have imagined you would have wanted to continue in your father’s architecture business.”

The steak is amazingly good but suddenly tastes unpleasant in my mouth at John’s judgemental reply.

I feel Hudson grow stiff beside me and my eyes flicker to him, to catch a glimpse of him staring at his father.

“Then again not everyone is obsessed with becoming a rich bastard,” Hudson says quietly, but we all hear his words clearly.

John smiles and nods, before his gaze shifts back to me and I suddenly feel uncomfortable with his cold green eyes on me. Like a snake, I think. Just waiting to attack.

Victoria leaves her fork down and stares at her plate and I watch as she takes in a deep shaky breath, whilst Matt appears on edge, his eyes moving back and forth between Hudson and his father.

“How would you survive on an editorial salary? Or do you just plan on marrying rich like my beautiful wife here?” John asks, the corners of his mouth lift, but nothing is amusing about his words.

Hudson abruptly pushes his chair back and stands up, grabbing my hand with his, so I have no choice but to stand up too.

I can feel the pairs of eyes staring at us as the tension in the air grows.

“You know what, fuck you,” Hudson hisses. I can feel the rage in his body as he trembles beside me. “And fuck what you think and fuck your money too!”

He pulls me along with him as the other guests stare after us and I watch with tears blurring my vision as they whisper, some of them outwardly shaking their heads with disgust.

The sky is dark and the evening air is icy when Hudson and I get into his mustang.

I silently watch as he loosens his tie around his neck, before punching the steering wheel with his fist.

“Fuck,” he swears, resting his forehead on the wheel. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have fucking brought you here.”

“It’s okay,” I whisper, reaching out and pressing my palm against his back.

“He’s a fucking cunt and when he drinks, he can’t keep his mouth shut.” Hudson turns his head to look at me and I slip my fingers into his hair, before ruffling it.

“It’s okay. I get it.”

“Can I make it up to you?” he asks.

“How are you going to do that?”

My phone suddenly buzzes with a message and I’m about to ignore it when another message comes through.

“Well,” Hudson leans forward, his breath in my ear as I unlock my phone. “I have a lot of ideas.”

My stomach drops when the message opens:

Hi, Parker. This is Ryan’s mom. Just wanted to let you know Ryan had an accident last night and was severely injured. He’s in and out of sleep and he’s been asking for you. He’s at Manhattan Central Hospital right now

–Carrie

I turn to Hudson as my mouth goes dry. “Can you take me to Manhattan Central Hospital?”
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It’s 11:37 p.m., I realize as I glance down at my phone. Hudson sits silently next to me on the cold blue chairs that line the white hallway of Manhattan Hospital.

A stone-faced nurse named, Pam, emerges from the waiting room area and I feel a lump nestle itself in my throat as she approaches us.

I stand up, but Hudson remains seated, preferring to stare at his phone screen.

“It’s not visiting hours-” the nurse blows her bubblegum in my face.

“But I got a text from his mom-” I begin.

“But,” Pam continues, cutting me off, chewing that watermelon scented gum steadily. “The head nurse says it’s okay. No more than twenty minutes with him.”

“Thank you so much,” I say, but she just gives Hudson and me a cautious frown, before walking away.

“Okay,” I mutter and glance down at Hudson who’s still staring at his phone screen like an oblivious zombie. “Do you want to come?”

He looks up at me, his eyes and words empty as he speaks. “Why would I want to do that, Parker?”

“I don’t why I even asked,” I mutter before turning away from him and moving towards Ryan’s room.

Above, the light is dim and the air is cool when I enter the room. The faint sounds of a heart monitor steadily beep away through the air.

My mouth turns dry and my stomach knots with fear as I reach the white curtain surrounding the hospital bed. Heart pounding loud in my ears, I take the curtain and my hand closes around it in a tight fist before I pull it back.

I fight the urge to shriek at the sight of Ryan laying in the bed. He’s asleep on his back, his chest rising slowly. Tears fill my eyes as I go closer towards him.

Not even the dim light can hide the dark blue and purple bruises that cover his arms and face. There’s a bandage around his head and a neckbrace keeping his head up straight.

Slowly moving closer towards him, I can see the dark bruising, the deep scrapes across his unrecognisable face, his nose oddly shaped. No one deserves to be in this condition.

“Parker?”

I look down up at Ryan. His eyes are half-mast and his voice is soft. “Hey,” I whisper. “Your mom texted me.”

“Thanks,” he whispers back, his top lip is cut deep. “Life is ruined. The scholarship is gone.”

“What? Why?” I ask.

A tiny tear escapes the side of his eye. “Leg is broken. Might take months to heal.”

“I’m so sorry, but don’t worry about that right now. You need to get better,” I tell him.

“I need to tell you,” his voice starts to strain as he leans in closer and his fingers reach for my hand. “Watch! Be careful!”

“What?” I frown in confusion at his words. “Be careful of what?”

“Stay away from-” he wheezes as his face grows red.

“Get out!”

I swivel around to see Nurse Pam rushing towards me like a bull with horns.

“I told you that you can visit him, not get him riled up!” she snaps as she rushes to Ryan’s side and checks the monitor. “Visitation is over, leave!”

“But-”

“Leave!” she says sternly.

Hudson and I leave Manhattan Hospital, but I can’t help but keep on wondering what it is that Ryan wanted to tell me. It seems urgent and my gut is now crammed with dread.

The drive to my apartment is filled with awkward silence and when we

finally, reach the building, I glance at Hudson. It’s hard for me to decipher what mood he’s in when he’s sitting so still with a blank face.

“I had to go and see him,” I eventually say, breaking the ice between us.

“Why are you telling me? I really don’t care,” he says.

“I didn’t ask you to care, I’m just telling you because you seem bothered,” I tell him.

“Why would I be bothered? You don’t need to give me any justification for the things you do, Parker. I don’t give a fuck if you want to run to your ex-boyfriend’s side when he calls.” His voice is bitter.

My eyes flicker to his fist on the steering wheel as it tightens. “I’m not running to anyone! Are you seriously fighting with me for visiting someone that’s barely clinging to life!”

“If that’s what you call fighting.” He smirks.

“You’re a real dick,” I tell him. “And extremely childish.”

“Good night, Parker.”

I get out of the car and slam the door shut in his face, before stalking inside the building with hot tears streaming down my face.

He can fuck himself for all I care, I think as I get into the elevator and punch the button for the third floor.

Everything is quiet when I reach our floor. Shoving my spare key into our apartment keyhole and when I finally get inside, I find everything in darkness.

I close the door and press my back against it, wiping away the tears running down my lip.

“Lex?” I call out.

There’s nothing but silence. She is probably out. Kicking my shoes off, I go into the kitchen and place my phone on granite Island.

Digging around in the fridge I find some cheese slices and lettuce, so I decide to make a quick sandwich.

Considering that I never actually ate anything when Hudson’s dad went off on me like an asshole.

I pile cheese and lettuce along with tomato that I thinly slice in between two slices of bread.

And then I head back to the fridge and grab a can of coke before heading into the living room.

Plopping down on the couch, I take a huge bite of my sandwich and switch on Netflix. Scrolling through the movies, I settle on Fear Street: 1994.

Fuck Hudson. I didn’t need any selfish, ignorant bastard in my life.

I finish my sandwich and pull the warm black knitted blanket that’s draped on the couch over me as I settle deeper into the cushions and watch the movie.

But it isn’t long before sleep pulls at my eyes and I fall into a dark endless slumber of nothingness.
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Shimmering shards of glass and a pool of vodka covered the marble floors. I sit in the darkness of my room on the floor, watching the city lights from below.

I’m not sure if it’s worth it to pursue Parker anymore. But I can’t let go now. Not after I pushed that idiot off the building and not after investing so much effort.

Most of the time it’s my strong impulse that drives me to do crazy things. I thought I would stay out of trouble after the past. But the trouble is always there, looming ahead.

Her diary lay on the floor in front of me. Parker’s secrets lived in those pages. It wouldn’t be the first time I took a diary, but it is the first time I’d actually been curious about its contents.

Opening the black book, I scan the first few pages which begin in late 2019 where Parker mostly speaks of her parent’s abandonment and her non-existent love life.

Dear Journal

19th October 2019

Entry 9

I feel alone all the time. It’s like I don’t exist anymore to my parents. All they want to do is drag me to outrageously rich dinner parties and throw me out there into those shark tanks of people.

They want me to be someone I’m not. I eat breakfast and lunch with them typing away on their phones. Dinner is worse. We all sit together in silence as if we’re at church.

It’s not normal and inside I’m slowly breaking apart. I can’t wait to leave Staten Island and live in Manhattan for good! Maybe I won’t be lonely anymore…

As I turn the pages, I start to read deeper into Parker’s spiralling depression.

Dear Journal

5th January 2020

Entry 10

It seems like ages since I’ve written in here. I don’t feel confident in what I want anymore. Life is just life. I go on every day thinking I’m alright when I’m not. Slowly, I feel like I’m going crazy. I need one good miracle.

I thought leaving Staten Island would be good for me. But I’m more alone than I’ve ever been.

I thought starting college would make things easier. Sure, it’s great, but there’s stiff competition to fit in and I don’t think I can do it anymore. Am I going crazy? I can’t go on…

Shutting the diary closed, I leave it aside and take a deep breath. Parker needs to be surrounded by people and love. She’s dependent on people’s attention and craves affection.

Without that, she’s all alone. Empty. Almost like me. Except for me, I don’t depend on anyone. Unless it serves me a greater purpose. It’s mostly sex, status and sometimes all a big game for me to toy with other people’s lives.

I know that I really screwed up tonight and that I would have to work get back into Parker’s good graces.

But Spring Break is coming up and I feel like now would be a good time to get her back. I know exactly how.

I swipe open my phone and speed dial my mother’s number. She answers on the third ring.

“Hey, mom could you do me a huge

favour? I was wondering if the house in Hampton Bays was available?”
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It’s almost late noon, I realize when I glance at my phone. The rest of my creative writing class peers are busy typing away at their laptops for our screenplay project.

I’ve barely written any ideas and my brain feels as if it’s been on vacation for the past week.

Lifting my pencil, I make a tiny heart doodle on a scrap page before my phone buzzes on my desk. I check it immediately expecting Hudson’s name to pop up, and then I feel stupid when it’s not him, but a silly Pinterest notification notifying me that there’s now a new makeup hack that I have to try.

I leave my phone back down and turn to my work once again when I see him from the corner of my eye.

It’s Blake Tennyson. Gunmetal blue eyes, Kensington’s hockey team player with rugged dark hair and he occasionally did gigs with his band Hot Mess. I only knew that because a lot of girls talked about him, but I might have had a tiny crush on him once upon a time. And it’s also kind of hot that a guy like him took an interest in Creative Writing classes.

When he catches me looking at him, he stands up and casually makes his way towards me. Just what I wanted, another good looking guy headed my way, I think sarcastically. Sweet Jesus.

“Hey,” he says taking a seat across from me.

He’s in a dark grey t-shirt that sprawls across his well-built chest saying, “Women Rule Planet Earth” (definitely a ploy to get girls to think he’s so thoughtful) and dark jeans that fit him perfectly.

“Hi,” I say, pulling my books back.

He smiles and it’s warm and genuine. “It’s Parker, right?”

I nod. “Yeah, and you’re Blake.”

“Yeah,” he chuckles. “It’s kinda stupid to introduce ourselves when we’re in the same class.”

“I don’t think it’s stupid. It’s the easiest way to get a conversation going.”

He chuckles again, sounding a bit nervous. “That is true. So I was wondering, what are you doing later on?”

Wait, what? Did we just skip basic conversation to that so fast?

“Nothing much,” I tell him neutrally. “What about you?”

“Well, my band’s playing a gig tonight at Ryder’s Bar and I was wondering if you would want to go with me?” He looks at me with a hopeful smile.

“As much as I would love to, I’m sure you have plenty of fans that would love to go with you right here in this classroom,” I tell him.

We both don’t have to look to know that invisible daggers are being thrown at our backs. Yeah, I’d rather not have any more boy drama.

“Exactly,” he whispers. “They’re a little weird and scary and I’ve noticed that you’re the one person that’s not obsessed.”

I give him my best deadpan look. “You’re asking me on a date because I’m not weird and scary?”

He sighs. “No, not only that. Of course, I want to take you because you’re also cute and because you’re my safest option.”

“I’m sorry—”

He grabs my hand. “I’ll make it worth your while.”

“I don’t want people following me and sending threats if I do go,” I say, pulling my hand back.

“I promise.”

Thoughts of Hudson fill my mind. I really shouldn’t go. I’m not even sure if I want to go.

“I don’t know, Blake.”

“Do you have a boyfriend? Is that why you won’t go with me? We could keep it a secret. It’s just that everyone is bringing someone and I’m not,” he explains. “No strings attached, I promise.”

“Okay.” I give in to him. “I’ll go. On one condition.”

“Sure.” He shrugs. “What is it?”

“Can I bring my best friend along?”

“Bring whoever,” he says. “It doesn’t matter.”

“Right. Thanks.”

“Cool.” He grabs my pencil from the desk and looks down at my sheet. “So what are you working on for your screenplay?”

“I don’t have a definite idea as yet, but I was really thinking along the lines of a camp slasher theme, but without the clichés,” I tell him.

“Oh, like Friday The 13th? I love that movie. What are the clichés though?”

“I haven’t started working on anything, to be honest,” I confess.

“Do you want me to help? I love movies and screenplays.”

I give him a small smile. “Sure.”

We spend the next half hour analysing the clichés and often used plot lines that are clearly lacking to who my villain is going to be.

“No virgin used as targets or bullied teens that turned into killers and now stalk the camp,” I say.

“Yes,” Blake taps the pencil against his bottom lip. “Those are always used.”

“I really love the idea of an Eldrich Abomination though,” I say. “And I can’t believe you also read H.P. Lovecraft.”

“Eldrich Abominations are the root of fear. If you add that to your script, it’s bound to make everyone go crazy.” He sits back in his chair. “And Lovecraft is the reason I love writing. He was the father of horror novels.”

“So you play hockey, have a band and love reading as well as writing.” I can’t hide the disbelief in my voice.

Blake rolls his eyes as he runs his hand through his hair. Something, I’ve noticed him doing quite a lot. Well, his hair does look super soft.

Back to the subject, please.

“Are you being sexist? If you are then I’m here to tell you that I can cook as well, Miss, and clean my room and tidy up after myself.” A serious look settles between those blue eyes.

I let out a laugh and hold my hands up in defence. “I’m not being sexist, I just had no faith left in 21st Century men. Do you really blame me if I didn’t expect you to be the “fuckboy” cliché?”

“Okay.” He grins. “You have a point and I don’t blame you, but just know that not all of us make up for the rest of the idiots out there.”

I nod. “Noted.”

“Okay, we’re done for the day,” Mr Hall, the Creative Writing Professor says as he dismisses the class. “I’m hoping to see some concrete work done by next week Monday as we’ll be reading out some of those screenplays.”

Blake stands up as I pack my things away. “I’ll see you at Ryder’s bar around 9:30-ish?”

“I’ll see you there.”

“Thanks again,” he says flashing me a warm smile, before disappearing with the rest of the crowd.

I press my head against the desk and hope for an evening with zero drama and hopefully a strong drink to erase my thoughts.
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Ryder’s Bar is a local bar in Manhattan. Wedged in the East Side of town, it’s not as glam as the Éclipse nightclub Hudson took me to when we first did body shots, but it’s warm and buzzing with all kinds of people.

The bar top and floors are framed from dark wood, which gives off heavy country vibes with a modern twist filled with young hipster adults looking for a good time.

It’s also where a lot of Kensington students hang out. The beer is extremely cheap and chances of you getting laid for the night are good.

Tonight I’m dressed in a light wash, denim high-waisted shorts and a cropped t-shirt in white, with a dark yellow sun in the middle of my chest and two colourful hippie girls on either side of my boobs, reaching for the sun.

And I’m alone because Lex bailed out on me for another random date again.

“Hey, Parker!”

I arch my neck to find the voice that’s calling out my name and see Blake manoeuvring his way through the crowd before he reaches me.

I almost choke on the vodka-coke mix in my mouth, because, hot damn— as Shakespeare would say if he was a 21st-century girl. Blake is shirtless, with just a pair of black leather pants on that ride dangerously low on his narrow waist and black combat boots.

His dark hair is tousled and a thin line of black Kohl lines his eyes, bringing out the gunmetal blue colour. He gives me Måneskin vibes.

My eyes can’t help but rove over the toned muscles across his abdomen and broad chest. I inwardly gulp. If I knew I was going to be seeing this kind of content before, I would have been attending all their gigs.

And now I am definitely sounding like Lex. What the hell is wrong with me? Focus! I scold myself. She is the cheater, not me. Am I cheating on Hudson? Not really, my inner voice whispered. You’re not even dating, to be honest. And didn’t he just dismiss you like a piece of trash last week?

Makes sense, I noted. Listen to my brain more and ignore the heart.

“You made it,” Blake says, slipping his arm around my waist casually.

“Well, technically if anything happens to me and my life is in danger after this, you’re going to be blamed,” I say.

“And you’re dramatic,” he whispers as he leans into me. “We’ll be starting in a minute or so and then I’ll be back.”

“Okay, cool.”

He winks at me, before disappearing once again. Black and white strobe lights flash as three guys—one of them being Blake—get up on the stage.

“Wanna take a walk on the wild side?” Blake asks into the mic.

I watch as the girls gather around the stage, screaming and reaching out for the guys. Blake steps back and runs his fingers against the strings of his black electric guitar.

People begin to dance, brushing their bodies against others, as the band sings about sex and wild nights. Blake’s voice is husky as he brings his mouth against the mic.

His words, “I wanna fuck you hard,” send a shiver through me as I dance along to the tempo of the song.

Before the song ends and the fans are still raving like crazy, Blake hands the guitar to one of the other band members, before jumping off the stage.

He pushes the crowds and the guys on the stage continue with their guitar and drum solo.

I hold my breath as Blake reaches me and runs a hair through his damp hair, pushing it back away from his flushed face.

“Did you survive while I was gone?” he shouts over the music.

“I guess I did,” I shout back.

“Do you want a drink?” Blake asks, leaning closer, his full lips are dangerously close to mine.

“I don’t know,” I tell him. “I really shouldn’t.”

“Just one and I’ll take you home after.”

“Okay,” I agree.

Blake smiles, before turning around and disappearing once again into the thick sea of crowd. Another band comes onto the stage and Blake returns with two shot glasses with a vivid green liquid inside of them.

“What is this?” I ask.

“A bit of the wild side!” Blake says throwing back his drink.

I laugh. “Yeah, I get it, but what exactly is this? I’m not putting anything foreign into my mouth.”

“It’s a mix of several things. Vodka, rum and a few fruity drinks. It’s good,” he assures me.

I hesitate for a second before throwing the drinking back all at once and the cool alcohol viciously licks the insides of my throat.

Blake takes our glasses and discards them on a near table before turning back to me. “Wanna dance?”

“Right now?”

Blake pulls me further into the crowds, sliding his fingers lower against my waist and my breath hitches as he presses himself against me.

“You know, I’ve always thought you were hot,” he whispers into my ear.

“Really?” I can’t hide the scepticism from creeping into my voice. “We’ve barely spoken to each other before.”

He smirks. “Maybe because you’ve always been hanging around with the football crowd.”

“You wouldn’t have noticed me if I wasn’t with the football crowd,” I say.

“Maybe I would have.”

I’m suddenly feeling hot all over like it’s really crowded inside the bar. My head swims and I feel weirdly light.

“I don’t feel too good—” I begin.

“Just have fun.” Blake’s grip on me tightens and he leans forward pressing his hot mouth against mine.

I try to push him away, but there’s no use because he’s three times my size and his hold is crushing me to him.

My body begins to hurt and my head feels like it’s about to explode any second as he slips his tongue into my mouth.

“You’re so hot,” he whispers as he moves his mouth lower, his teeth grazing my neck.

“Get off,” I whisper, his fingernails digging into my arms.

My chest tightens and I can’t breathe. The lights above are flashing black and white as he grasps my left boob.

“Don’t be a boring bitch,” Blake slurs.

As his hand lowers to my shorts, I feel him being jerked off of me. Through my blurry vision, I can see people hypnotically dancing around us. And when I look down, Hudson is there on top of Blake.

The veins on his neck are standing up, his face is darker than usual as if he’s wearing the mask of a completely different person and his body is rigid with anger as he punches Blake.

I see the blood and Blake gasping for air and I scream, but it gets muffled by the sounds of the music in the air.

“What did you fucking do?” Hudson shouts.

Blake mumbles something inaudible before Hudson punches him again and again. I squeeze my eyes shut to get myself together before opening them again. My vision is still blurry.

I feel myself falling forward, but before I do, Hudson catches me and pulls me close to him before we escape the claustrophobic bar and out into the cool air.

Taking in gulps of air, my chest heaves, but I still can’t find my breath. It’s as if my airway is blocked.

Hudson opens a car door and helps me in, before coming around to his side. He switches the car on and the engine roars to life.

“Parker, are you okay?”

“Parker?!”

His voice gets softer as my world is enveloped in darkness. The only sound I can hear is my weak heartbeat thudding in my ears as I’m pulled into the deep.
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“Where will you go?” Victoria asked Hudson.

The water on his hands dripped onto the floor. He laced his fingers together as he stared at the ground.

“Anywhere else but here,” he said.

Suddenly, John stalked into the room. His face was tired from the long day and his clothes were dishevelled.

“You’ve fucked up this time,” he spat at Hudson. “I always knew you’d do something to fuck up our perfectly quiet life. Do you know what I had to do to get rid of that body?”

“I-I wasn’t thinking, dad,” he whispered.

“Because you never think of anyone but yourself. Do you know why? You’re fucking selfish.”

“You always made your choice clear. If Matt did it, you wouldn’t be so angry,” his voice was shaky.

“That’s where you’re wrong. Matt wouldn’t do it because he isn’t you. It wouldn’t have crossed his mind!”

“John,” Victoria reached out for her husband but he stood back.

“Don’t tell me to stop. Whatever I’m doing is for reason,” John said. “He needs to learn that everything has a consequence.”

“I’m selfish?” Hudson’s voice dripped with bitterness as he balled his fists and stood up. “I—I couldn’t stop seeing her face and the blood and then—and then when I saw him things just got out of control! I couldn’t stop myself from doing it. It had to be done. He had to go!” He was screaming now, his throat raw from letting everything out and his face hot with tears and anger.

His father turned away and his mother reached out for him, but Hudson moved backwards. “It’s never good enough. I’m never good enough. Me wanting to find peace for our family isn’t enough! I don’t regret stabbing him. I don’t feel anything. It’s empty inside! Stop pretending that everything is normal when it’s not! Stop pretending to care when you don’t!”

Victoria let out a loud sob as she fell to her knees. “Stop it. Stop saying those things. You don’t mean it.”

“I do mean it,” Hudson said, staring right back into his father’s empty green eyes. “I don’t want to pretend anymore. Stop trying to fucking control my life.”
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When I first wake up, there’s a shooting pain that travels to my head. My mouth feels dry and I’m extremely thirsty.

“How are you feeling, Parker?” It’s a woman’s voice. It’s as sweet as honey. “I’m Doctor Caroline Denbrough. I’ve been with you all night.”

“It’s hurting everywhere,” I whisper, forcing my eyes open to see a dark-haired woman beside me with a face towel in her pale hands.

Her face is warm and radiant as she smiles at me. “Well, you’re lucky I got here in time. I’ve administered a vial of Naloxone to your body, which means that you need to take off from classes today and just relax,” she explains in a calm, soothing voice. “The Naloxone shot is an antidote for opioid overdoses, but there will be some side-effects.”

“Opioids?” I ask.

“As I was told, you were given a high amount of Vicodin,” she says. “You really must be special, because the Hudson I know doesn’t help anyone. Not unless he chooses to.”

Hudson.

I look around at my surroundings and find myself in his room. I’m at the penthouse.

And then I start to get vivid images of him over Blake, pounding his fists into him with so much anger. A cold shiver runs down my spine.

She leans over and grabs the glass pitcher before pouring it into a glass cup and then hands it to me.

“Drink a lot of water and keep your meals light. If anything goes wrong, I’ll be over,” she says, before leaving the room.

I lift the glass to my lips and gulp down the deliciously cool water as if my life depended on it.

Sitting up, my body feels extremely weak and light as if all the energy from me has been drained. I hear faint murmurs coming from downstairs, so I swing my legs over the edge of the bed and lightly pad across the room.

My head is dizzy, but I make it to the top of the stairs and make my way down as quietly as I can.

“She looks like a good girl,” Caroline says in a hushed voice.

“I don’t want to talk about this right now,” Hudson says. “Thanks for coming Caroline. I’ll send a payment to your bank account.”

“You don’t have to do that. I hope you do the right by her, Hudson.”

What is she talking about? And who is she?

“Sounds like my parents are discussing my love life again.”

“It’s not like that. You know they’re always worried about you and Matt.”

“Yeah.” I hear the emptiness in his voice. “Thanks for coming.”

“Anytime. Just tell me how she’s doing in a few hours, okay?”

“Sure.”

I hear soft footsteps, a door closing and then silence. There’s an eerie stillness in the air, just like when I first came here. Empty, silent.

Stepping into the living room, I see him hunched as he sits on the couch. Weak grey light pours into the room as I walk closer to him.

The light touches the smooth curves of his skin. My eyes wander across the bone of his spine and I momentarily want to reach out and touch him. But I stand still and breathe in carefully.

“How are feeling?” His voice is low as he speaks, sensing my presence in the room.

“Better,” I whisper. “Thank you.”

There’s a long awkward pause and I unconsciously wring my hands together as the knot in my stomach curls. The light patter of rain outside is the only sound around us.

Hudson stands up and turns around to face me. “I’m really glad that you’re better. Caroline is an old family friend. She’s a retired doctor and came as soon as I called her.”

“Thank you.” I don’t know what else to say and my brain seems to be at a loss for words.

He nods and stares at me as if expecting me to say more and his rigid body language scares me.

“Sorry,” I whisper.

“Sorry?” His lips curl into a callous smirk. “What the fuck were you doing with another guy at a bar and dressed like that, Parker? Like some random slut.”

His words cut deep. I can’t believe he just called me a slut and he doesn’t even look sorry about it.

“You’re not my boyfriend,” I say in a defensive tone, with my heart racing against my chest.

Great explanation for why you were with another guy!

“But I did sleep with you. What do you think we were doing? Playing games with each other?” His voice rises. “Let’s have sex and see other people.”

“How did you even know I was there? Were you following me?”

He takes a step towards me and I take one back. “I did follow you. I came to your apartment to apologise, but you were leaving so I just followed you instead. And then I saw you with him.”

“You had no right to do that.” My voice wavers as he walks towards me. “You had no right to follow me.”

“And you had every right to be there with him in that fucking club, huh?!” His voice is thunderous. “It’s like you want to complicate things when they’re not complicated.”

Hudson grabs my arms and I flinch as he holds me close to him, his dark green eyes filled with anger. “Do you want to drive me crazy, Parker? I don’t think you do. I thought I made it clear enough that you and I have something. I love you! Can’t you see that?”

I can feel the heat grow in my eyes as his grip tightens. “Were you going to fuck him?”

“You’re being unfair!” I try to wriggle free from his grip, but he towers over me, nostrils flaring and his venomous green eyes enraged.

“WERE YOU GOING TO FUCK HIM?”

His grip is so tight that my arms begin to hurt from the pressure of his fingers.

“No!” I cry out. “No, I wasn’t!”

He suddenly lets go of me and walks away.

The rumble of the thunder is loud as the sky darkens outside and the light patter of rain grows stronger as the glass wall looking over Manhattan mists and the city lights below are blurred by the large drops of water splattered across the surface.

“I couldn’t stand to see him touching you all over,” Hudson whispers as he stares outside. “I wanted to…”

My heart thuds in my ears as I stand there silently unsure of what to do or say. “I’m sorry,” I finally tell him, my voice trembling. “I wasn’t going to do anything.”

He turns around and walks over to me, lifting his hand to my face, before lightly stroking my bottom lip with his thumb. “It’s fine. There won’t be a next time for another apology or mistake. I know that you’re a good girl inside, Parker.”

Hudson brings his face down and kisses me. It’s a strong, fierce kiss with a different kind of rush that travels through me and awakens the fire once again deep within my belly. His fingers brush against my neck as he brings me closer.

“Wanna get something to eat?” he asks, abruptly pulling away from me. “How does pizza sound? You must be starving.”

And just like that, it’s as if someone hit a switch on and the calm and collected Hudson is back in the room, walking over to the panel and ordering dinner.

Something isn’t right.
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“Spring Break?”

“Yeah,” Hudson says on his end of the line. “What are you doing then?”

“I don’t know. I usually spend the break with my parents,” I tell him as I prep a kale and apple salad with my phone nestled in between my shoulder and ear.

Lex is on the couch doing her nails with her Arabian Coffee and Argan oil facemask on while an episode of The Simpsons plays in the background. It’s been a while since we’ve done a proper girls night.

“Would you like to spend it with me, instead? It won’t be just us though. It would be with a few other people from the frat and sorority houses.” His voice is low.

I drizzle olive oil over the kale leaves, thin apple slices and avocado chunks, before adding some lemon juice, pine nuts and salt and pepper. It’s another recipe from Pinterest that I am obsessed with.

“I don’t know.”

I glance at the recipe again and see that I’ve missed out on the Dijon mustard. Do we even have that? Walking over to the fridge, I swing the door open and scan its contents and sure enough, there’s a jar of Dijon mustard that we haven’t yet opened.

Lex and I are total foodies and we love buying random things to make all those trendy recipes that I often save to my pins.

“It will be fun,” Hudson says in a pleading voice. “Please.”

Sighing, I feel my inner resistance crashing down and caving into Hudson’s demands once again. For some reason, I don’t think I can tell him no. “Okay, sure.”

“We’re leaving on Saturday and planning on coming back on Friday night,” he says.

“Okay, cool.”

“Bye.”

“Bye.”

Ever since the night before when I almost overdosed, things between Hudson and I have awkwardly shifted. I remember him shouting at me, grabbing my arms and forcing me to stare into those angry green eyes. I shiver at the thought of him so furious.

Lex looks up at me, her eyebrows arched curiously into that look she gives me when she knows something is up. It’s the best-friend-spidey-senses. Well, at least that’s how she defines it.

“Was that him?” she asks.

I open the jar of Dijon mustard and add one tablespoon of the stuff to the salad. “Him who?”

I catch her rolling her eyes. “Hudson? You know that hottie of yours?”

“It was him. He wants me to spend spring break with him,” I tell her, as I grab the wooden salad forks and toss the salad together.

“Ooh, romantic,” she whispers as she switches on the Netflix. “Wanna watch The Witcher? We never finished the last three episodes.”

“Sure. And not romantic at all,” I say. “We’re going with other people from the frat and sororities.”

If there’s any group of people I dislike with a passion it’s the frat fuckboys and sorority bitches. They’re just rich, pretentious idiots looking for an excuse to bully anyone.

And I knew them well, I spent my freshman year as one of their designated servants, cleaning shit off the pearly marble floors with a cheap toothbrush until Lex and I became as thick as thieves and decided to ditch the enemy.

“Oh crap. And you said yes?”

“Yeah, he said please.” I open the oven and slip on my thick oven gloves to get the steaming Pita bread from inside.

“You don’t have to say yes even if they fucking grovel,” Lex tells me, sharing her amazing wisdom with me. “You can leave them hanging too, you know.”

“Will you come?” I ask her as I take the tray of pita and the bowl of salad over to the small table in front of the couch. “I won’t feel alone if you do.”

“Uh, I kind of have plans for Spring break and was going to ask you. We’re heading over to Staten Island for the week.”

I move over to the fridge again and grab two cans of iced cokes for us, before heading back to the couch. “We?”

“Remember, Kyle?” She barely says his name, but I hear it.

“Yes,” I say, narrowing my eyes at her. “The guy you dumped because he wanted to date?”

“Yes,” she mutters. “He asked me out again and I can’t deny that he has an amazing dick. It was a hard choice to let him go the first time and since I’m not getting any, I just decided that I’d go with him and see how things go from there.”

I can’t stop myself from cracking up. The fact that she was going back to someone, I couldn’t possibly pass up the opportunity to rub it in. “Lex Carmichael, are you going to admit that you truly like someone for the first time in like what? A thousand years?”

“Please don’t get any of your hopes up, this is simply a test trial,” she says, but she also can’t stop herself from grinning. “By the way, this looks and smells divine.”

“It took like five minutes.” I slice a Pita bread in half, before opening the fluffy insides with my fingers and then I stuff the bread with some of the kale and apple salad.

“By the way, do you know what happened to Ryan yet?” Lex asks.

“No. He’s not saying anything, so they’re thinking it might have been a suicide attempt,” I tell Lex.

Her eyes go wide. “What? No way.”

I nod and shrug. “It’s hard to believe. But then again, I feel bad in a way. What if it is true and he really did try to, you know, end it?”

“No.” Lex shakes her head. “It was in no way your fault, so even if he did try that, it couldn’t be because of you. You can’t blame yourself over shit that you didn’t do.”

“Thanks, Lex.” I give her a small smile and she reaches out and squeezes my hand reassuringly.

Before we both dig in, I open our cokes and hand Lex a can. When I take a bite of my sandwich, I can feel the crunch and sweetness from the apple flood my mouth.

“This is amazing,” Lex says as she takes a bite of hers.

“Thanks.” I swallow. “Hopefully, I can get an email back from those publishers for my internship. How are things with you and that play that you’re supposed to be cast in?”

“Don’t even get me started. They frigging changed my lines so many times and now I have to have a twin sister who’s supposed to be evil, but not,” she complains, with stuffed cheeks. “I really don’t know why I bother sometimes. I should have just stuck to med school like dad or psychology like mom, I would have survived. Audrey and Marilyn would have understood how hard it is for a struggling actress like me to survive out here.”

I roll my eyes because she’s being dramatic again. “You’ll survive, Lex.”

We spend the rest of the evening watching The Witcher and gorging on Pita bread and salad. It’s the perfect girls night.
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It’s Saturday and Janelle Monáe’s, Screwed, is blasting from my headphones while I busy pack my bag. Lex already left an hour ago with Kyle to Staten Island and I feel sad that we can’t spend Spring Break together.

Hudson texted me earlier that morning to tell me that we are going to Hampton Bays and when I Googled the distance from Manhattan it showed one hour and twenty minutes.

So I am slightly nervous about being with Hudson in the car for an hour drive, especially since I don’t know what to expect for the week ahead.

I’m wearing a dusty pink, spaghetti strap, tie front camisole and shorts and I pair it with my white Vans which will be the only pair of closed shoes that I’ll take for the week ahead.

I pack a few light t-shirts and shorts along with some pretty summer dresses. As for nightwear, I choose to be brave and pack some daring lacy lingerie that I hadn’t yet tried on. I also carry a few books with me, because I plan on finishing them if I find myself retreating into my cocoon during Spring Break.

I’m almost done when I remember that I forgot to pack any swimwear, so I grab the tangle of bikinis I have in my closet and stuff them all into my bag.

Finally, I’m done. I flop down on the couch and wait for about twenty minutes before my phone pings.

It’s 8:38 a.m., I realise as I open the text from Hudson telling me that he is outside.

Taking a deep, nervous breath, I grab my bag and check the apartment one last time to see if all the windows are shut and when I’m done, I leave the apartment and throw the keys into my bag.

I take the rickety elevator down, glad that I won’t have to see its four ugly walls for one whole week.

When I reach the bottom and the steel doors open to the foyer, I’m suddenly feeling extremely anxious. Is this a good idea? I ask myself, but there seems to be radio static instead of the usual reply.

My fingers tighten against the straps of my bag as I walk out through the doors and Hudson’s black Mustang is there, gleaming in the early morning sun.

As I walk over to the car, the door swings open and I see him sitting inside. He’s wearing an untucked black shirt today with the first few buttons open that make him look insanely hot, and a pair of tan pants on.

His hair is damp as if he just showered and his jawline sharp and clean-shaven. When I get inside, Hudson immediately leans over without saying anything and kisses me.

The cologne he’s wearing is an intoxicating spicy scent that fills my senses. His lips are warm and his tongue is cool as he runs it against mine. He slips his fingers around the back of my neck, pulling me closer to him, deepening the kiss, before finally breaking apart.

Our breaths are ragged and my heart is racing as I stare into his dark poisonous green eyes.

“Hey, you’re looking hot today,” he says as he switches the car on and the V-8 engine roars to life as he pulls out onto the road.

My face heats up. “Thanks. I could say the same about you. How are you?”

“I’m good. You?” His voice is steady.

“I’m good.”

“It’ll be an hour-long drive, do you want anything before we leave?”

I open my bag and Hudson watches as I pull out a large packet of lightly salted kettle chips and a pack of M&M’s along with other delicious junk.

He laughs. “You prepared? God, you’re absolutely brilliant, Parker.”

“I’m efficient,” I tell him as I settle back against the cool, black leather.

I feel him casting me a glance and even as he puts his black Hollywood style shades on, the pressure from his gaze doesn’t dissipate.

Hudson moves his hand from the wheel and places it on my thigh and when I look at him, he flashes me a devilish grin.

Immediate heat travels through my body and I settle deeper into my seat as Hudson massages my thigh.

The drive to Hampton Bays is smooth. As we leave Manhattan behind and head into Long Island, I open the window and the cool breeze enters the car.

“Do your parents own a house in Hampton Bays?” I ask, lifting my feet and placing them on the dashboard.

“Yeah, we don’t use it much,” he says.

“How are they?”

He gives me a sharp glance. “Who?”

“Your parents,” I say and then I dare to continue. “They weren’t really happy at the steakhouse.”

There’s an awkward beat of silence and I momentarily fear that I’ve overstepped the line.

“They’re always like that,” he says flatly.

I don’t want to risk going on but now that I’ve started, I can’t seem to stop myself.

“Your mom told me about your sister.” My voice is barely a whisper, but I know Hudson hears me because he presses down on the accelerator and the car starts going faster.

“What did she tell you?” he asks sharply.

“That she passed away,” I tell him.

“She didn’t just die. My mom is delusional. She likes to pretend that Cassie died from some fucking illness, but that’s far from the truth.” His voice is thick with anger and his body is trembling. “She was raped on her 16th birthday and then murdered and left like trash on the sidewalk.”

“I-I’m so sorry,” I whisper. “I didn’t expect that. What happened to guy that…” I trail off.

I hesitantly reach out and touch his shoulder and then I very gently massage my palm against the back of his neck.

Hudson is silent for a minute as he runs his hand through his hair. “How could you expect that? It doesn’t matter. I just don’t want you talking about that again. Do you understand?”

“Yeah, I’m sorry.”

I sit back in my seat, pulling my knees to my chest as we pass the sign:

Welcome To The Hamlet Of Hampton Bays: Settled In 1790 As Good As Ground.
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I had been to other parts of the Hamptons before, but none can come to a close comparison with the vibrant green manicured, rolling hills and local farms we see as we drive through the hamlet.

With grand mansions and sleek, modern beach houses, Hampton Bays is undoubtedly a playground for the wealthy.

“Do you mind if we pick up a few things from the farmers market?” Hudson asks. “I told my mom we’d be coming out here, so we usually use the market every Saturday for supplies.”

It’s the first time he’s spoken to me throughout the drive ever since we talked about his sister. I can’t help but feel sorry and horrible for bringing it up and I can’t even comfort him when he’s giving me the cold shoulder.

“I don’t mind,” I tell him as he gets off the main road and makes a left onto a dirt road.

A Good Ground Farmers Market banner hangs from two poles as we enter an enormous parking space flooded with people in their expensive garb out for the weekend.

When we get out of the car, Hudson walks around to my side, before reaching into his pocket and handing me a thick wad of cash.

I momentarily frown in confusion. “What are you doing?”

“Get whatever you want,” he says. “Do shopping or whatever.”

I shake my head. “I don’t want anything and I hate shopping.”

“I didn’t ask you to take it. I’m giving it to you,” Hudson says flatly, before stepping closer and stuffing the wad of cash into the back of my shorts pocket.

He’s extremely close as his fingers slide into my pocket and his hand stays a little too long on my butt. He playfully squeezes my ass and then lets go of me.

His dark green eyes scan mine before he gives me a casual smirk and turns around before walking away towards the market.

I’m left wondering if he’s back in a good mood as I trail after him while keeping a distance at the same time. I don’t want to make him mad. The market is vibrant and each stall we pass is teeming with fresh fruit, vegetables and cuts of meat to clothes, postcards, tiny trinkets and various bottles of newly aged wine.

Some stalls are selling freshly cured cream cheeses, creamy salted homemade butter, crunchy milk biscuits and honeycomb from local honey farms.

I really don’t plan on using the cash he gave me, so I continue to follow him and watch silently as he stops at various stalls.

“Can I help you with those?” I ask Hudson, pointing to the large brown paper bags in his hands.

He silently hands them to me without even casting me a look and I assume that he’s still not in a good mood as we head to a few more stalls, where he buys more food.

When we return to the car, Hudson and I leave the bags in the back along with our backpacks before getting into the car.

“Are you okay?” I carefully ask as he starts the car up and pulls out of the parking area.

“Why wouldn’t I be? I’m fine,” he says as we get back onto the main road.

We don’t talk again for the rest of the drive as he continues for fifteen more minutes on the main road, before taking the next exit on his left.

The road gets narrow and more lavishly built houses come into view on either side of us.

I stare out of the window, glancing up at the tall leafy trees that reach high into the sky, feeling more confused than ever about coming on this trip.

My heart is heavy with regret, wondering if I would have just been better off with Lex. Hudson’s moods are confusing me.

There’s no use in regretting anything now. All I can do is hope that the rest of the day and week ahead gets better than this.

I’m running my finger against the medallion around my neck—the same medallion Hudson gave me a while back when we were alone on the yacht which now seems like aeons ago—when I catch a glimpse of a high grey stone wall that spans for miles blocking out whatever is behind from the rest of the houses around us.

A high gothic black, iron-cast gate with thick cords of dark green vines appears to be the only entrance into the property and I quickly realise that it’s the same property we’re heading towards. Saylor-Tyne Estate is built into a large steel plaque on the wall beside the gate.

“Is this the place?” I curiously ask as I sit up in my seat when we reach the gate.

“Yeah,” he says as he reaches out and presses a code into the little keypad that sits on a thick pole just outside the gate. “It’s been so long since I’ve come here.”

The gate opens automatically like wide welcoming arms and we drive through before they close once again with a clang behind us.

As we go further in through the cobblestone drive with tall, thick fur trees lining either side, like a natural archway, a house comes into view and it almost takes my breath away.

It’s a double-storey shingle-style manor with dark grey washed walls that give it a sophisticated look and glass windows with silver steel frames.

There’s a shiny black Mercedes AMG Coupe that sits outside a dark wooden garage door.

“No one is supposed to be here,” Hudson mutters as he stops the car just behind the Mercedes and shuts off the engine.

When we get out, the sun is shining above brightly, burning into my skin and the atmosphere faintly smells of the ocean’s salty, briny scent. Birds chirp and the trees brush against each other from side to side as they sway in the wind.

Hudson slams the car door shut and makes his way towards the house, while I quickly grab the paper bags and both of our backpacks as I try to catch up with him.

He pushes the unlocked front glass door open and I follow behind silently as he moves with a purpose.

Just as we enter through the cool foyer, someone steps out from a room, in front of Hudson and I try to look past him to see the person. It’s Matt. Hudson’s brother.
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“What are you doing here?” Hudson asks Matt.

“Mom told me you were coming here and I thought it would be cool if we hung out again. It’s been long!” Matt pats him on the shoulder.

Hudson is silent for a moment before he walks past Matt. “Well, other people are coming later too.”

Matt turns to me and flashes me a friendly smile. “You’re Parker if I remember correctly, right?”

“Right. And I remember, you’re Matt.” I return the smile.

“Can I help you with those?” He reaches forward for the bags.

“Sure, thanks.”

“Do you want to go on a little house tour?” he asks as I follow behind him.

“Yeah. That would be cool.”

I can’t seem to see Hudson anywhere and I won’t bother trying to find him if he doesn’t want to be found.

The house is a beautiful contemporary style with off white walls with soft neutral greys and the floorboards are dark, almost black and shiny. It’s like one of those million-dollar remote homes that you can find on the newest edition of Architecture Today or MTV Crib.

Matt leads me to the left and into a spaciously built kitchen that has stainless steel appliances and a white granite marble island that stretches from one end to the other with white barstools lined in a neat row. There are a few vases placed on each end of the island with preserved pretty, pink Hydrangeas.

“I think this is the most unused room in the house. No one ever cooks in our family,” Matt says, dumping the bags on the island. “It’s always takeout or whatever is in the fridge. Welcome to the chef’s kitchen, built for a Michelin Star chef, with no chef to actually cook.”

“I love cooking.” I breathe as I run my palm over the cool surface of the marble while staring out of the glass windows that allow in the perfect explosion of sunlight.

Just ahead, I can see the thicket of trees swaying together and the soft glow of the peachy sky.

Matt smiles and when he does, he looks like a less serious version of Hudson. His hair is lighter, almost brown and his skin tone isn’t as tanned as Hudson’s, but those similar green eyes are sharp, dark and narrow—almost like a cat’s suspicious stare.

“Right, then I will require your help later when people start arriving,” Matt tells me. “Shall we?”

He leads me out of the kitchen and into the living room. It’s clean and the air faintly smells of fresh lavender.

There are two white couches positioned near a large hearth with a small bundle of wood stacked next to a stand with clean, silver fire pokers.

A bunch of dried, wilted flowers that have clearly been in the glass vase of dark water for a long time, sits on the white coffee table.

Everything is immaculate as if no one had been in here for a long time. Pale grey curtains are tied up with satin bands. The glass doors are open and I follow Matt out onto the wide, dark wooden deck.

The air is saltier on my tongue and I breathe in the fresh scent of pine and nature. Down below and past the thick border of trees, I can see the sparkling blue water.

“Is that the beach?” I ask.

“Yeah,” Matt says as he places his elbows on the bannister. “It’s amazing down there. We can go for a swim later if you’re down for it. This is all private.”

“That would be nice—”

Just then we hear shouting and I watch as Hudson emerges from the thicket of trees.

His phone is pressed against his ear and he paces back and forth while running his hand through his hair.

“Is he always so…” I trail off unable to find the correct word to describe Hudson.

“Serious? Irritated? Angry?” Matt’s eyes flicker to mine. “He’s always been like that. I’m used to it. Although, I’m not sure you’ll get used to it.”

“What do you mean?” I ask curiously watching as Hudson disappears again into the trees.

“I don’t want to sound like an insensitive ass and I hardly know you, but things with my brother very rarely stay permanent,” Matt says. “But don’t dwell on that, let’s finish the tour if you’re still up for it.”

I smile even though what Matt says makes my heart sink for some reason. “Sure.”

“I still have to show you Hudson’s room,” he whispers with mischief in his dark green eyes.

We go around the rest of the house and Matt takes me upstairs to where the bedrooms are.

He pushes open a door and we go inside. “This is Hudson’s room,” Matt says.

It’s dark and cool inside and the windows are shaded with transparent black curtains.

The room is neat and in order just like his room back at Saylor Towers.

His bed is against the wall with a black comforter covering its wide surface.

And there’s a dark desk in the far corner near a window. Other than the gas fireplace and desk, the rest of the room is dark and empty.

“Was it always this empty?” I ask Matt as I go over to Hudson’s desk.

There’s a neat stack of papers, a lamp and black pens in a pen holder. It’s too neat, too perfect and almost makes me want to grind my teeth.

“It’s always been like this,” Matt mumbles. “He’s a mystery. Not even I can figure it out.”

“He’s strange,” Matt continues. “But I love him.”

“Are you older than him?”

“By a year,” Matt replies as he stares out of the window.

In the distance, we can hear the sound of a car horn being pressed several times.

“Well, I guess that means it’s time to start preparing the snacks.” Matt walks out of the room but turns to me before he leaves. “You coming? You did say you love cooking, so you are the newly designated chef!”

I can’t help but chuckle. “Yes. I’ll help. I suppose I don’t have a choice in this matter?”

Matt grins. “Definitely not. Come on.”
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Beer is flowing from the kegs as No Chill by Kevin Flum blasts through the air.

It’s barely 10 p.m. and the house is already full of people. Half naked girls in short skirts and revealing crop tops with shirtless frat boys balancing three red solo cups. My worst nightmare.

And with Hudson missing all evening, I can’t help the anxiety that creeps into my gut. All these half-naked girls.

“How many people are here?” I ask Matt, who’s looking a little flustered as he piles more kettle chips into a bowl.

“Maybe fifty, sixty. I lost count,”

Matt says. “And only about five of them are people that I really know.”

“Oh okay. Do you know where H-”

As if hearing my unfinished question Hudson appears in the kitchen and walks over to where Matt I stand by the island.

“Why are there so many fucking people?” Hudson asks irritably as he leans against the island.

“That’s what happens when you say you want a Spring Break rager,” Matt says, as he takes the bowl of chips and leaves the kitchen.

“Hey,” Hudson whispers as he comes up behind me, his tall frame enveloping me as he watches me wipe the granite surface with a cloth. “Do you wanna…” he trails off as his fingers push my hair aside and he kisses the tender side of my neck. “It’s really quiet upstairs. In my room.”

“Maybe later,” I tell him.

I feel him go still behind me. “Not now?”

“I’m busy. You know, this is your party and you should be helping out the most,” I joke, but when I turn around to face him, Hudson is not smiling or laughing.

“If you don’t want to have sex with me then just tell me straight, Parker,” he says in a sharp voice. “Not some other bullshit.”

“What is wrong with you?” I snap. “You’ve been in an annoying mood since we came here. If you were going to do this, then maybe I would have been better off somewhere else!”

He shakes his head as he lifts his red solo cup to his lips, before taking a long gulp of his drink. “You know what? I think so too.”

Just as he stalks off back into the party, Matt walks in, momentarily staring after his brother.

“What’s up with him?”

“Don’t ask,” I mutter.

“You don’t have to put up with that,” Matt says.

His words remind me of what I told their mom, Victoria, the other night at the steakhouse. That she doesn’t have to accept that.

“Put up with what?” I ask, pretending not to understand what he means.

Matt looks at me with a sympathetic gaze. “With that bullshit. And I genuinely like you being around. You’re not like the other girls he’s used to dating-”

He stops himself short when he realizes what he’s saying to me and quickly clears his throat. “I’m sorry.”

I place my hand on my hip and throw the cloth down, before turning and facing Matt. “No, I want to know. What kind of girl does he usually date? Because it’s certainly not me.”

“What do you think?” Matt waves his hand around at the girls walking around us. “I think you should find him right now and set him straight.”

My voice is low when I speak. “Wouldn’t he just get angrier?

Matt rolls his eyes. “Who the hell cares? Sometimes you need to just step up.”

I grab a solo cup and gulp down what faintly tastes like vodka and cranberry juice, before leaving the kitchen.

“That’s the spirit!” Matt shouts behind me.

A new sense of determination fills my bones as I push through the throng of people. Some are dancing, some are sticking their tongues down each other’s throats. Definitely more than sixty people.

I thought I wouldn’t dare touch alcohol again after the incident with Blake, but I realise that need balls to handle any situation with Hudson and I didn’t have any balls if I didn’t at least have some alcohol running through my veins.

I catch sight of Hudson’s tall frame on the deck as he stands with a group of other people near a table. As I near them, I quickly realise that they’re not just gathering around for no reason, but getting lines of cocaine ready for the next person waiting to get their hit.

Hudson runs his hand through his hair as he leans over the table and takes his line of cocaine next. And then I see her.

It’s the girl from the yacht. The first night I had been on the Cassiopeia. The same girl he reassured me was a publicity stunt and nothing more.

She’s here. I watch as she leans in and whispers something to Hudson and he laughs. He’s not irritated with her and he’s clearly having a great time.

Hot tears are threatening to spill and I want to scream and punch that bitch. But I just stand there, even as he turns towards me and his eyes meet mine.

And I stare right back at him, but all I get is a blank stare. The “I don’t care about you stare”.

I swivel around and rush towards the stairs that lead down into the thicket of trees. And even though it’s dark, I run through the trees. My breath is ragged and I feel my face heat up with tears as random branches dig into my skin.

How dumb am I to believe everything between Hudson and me is different? Different from Ryan? He’s just the same but worse. A million times worse.

As I break free from the never-ending thicket, I find myself on the beach. Instead of sand, there are wet, shiny pebbles covering the ground in front of me as the water gently ripples against the shore, before going back out.

To my left, there’s an enormous boathouse with lights on and a high deck, so I move towards the boathouse and climb the deck and walk to the very edge, before sitting down and staring into the black depths of water. I decide to sit there until I feel like I can go back to the house and until the party dies down.

I don’t want to face Hudson. Not right now. I’m not going to give him the satisfaction of seeing how much he affects me.
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I pull Stella into one of the spare rooms. I am so fucked up right now after that line of cocaine and all the beer I’ve been drinking all night.

And I wanted to fuck Parker so badly, but unfortunately, she’s unavailable. Thankfully, Stella is around. She’s always around.

I lean against the bed as the busty brunette frees her long hair from her silky red ribbon, before ripping my shirt open and peppering wet, sloppy kisses along my torso. I don’t even like her that much, but sex is sex.

“Fuck.” I groan as my dick hardens. “Get on your knees and suck my dick,” I demand.

Stella bats her long fake eyelashes at me before obeying my order and gets on her knees.

She unzips my jeans and pulls them down along with my Calvin Kleins, before freeing my large, pulsing dick and closing her pouty red lips around it.

I groan louder as she pulls me in deeper, her tongue swirling against the tip as she grazes her teeth against my dick. It feels so good.

“Fuck,” I whisper as she continues to moan while sucking me off.

I can feel myself about to come, so I grab Stella by her hair and flop her over the bed, with her ass facing me.

“Are you on birth control?” I ask as I yank her shorts down along with her red lacy panties.

“Yeah,” she whispers.

“Good, because I’m going to come inside of you,” I tell her as I spread her legs apart with my hands and plunge deep into her.

“Ah!” Stella moans in pleasure as I start moving inside of her.

She is so feels fucking tight, so wonderful. I grab her ass to steady her as I thrust harder into her.

I yank her long hair in my right fist and restrain both her dainty hands behind her back with the same ribbon she used to tie her hair as I continue to fuck her.

An overwhelming need rips through me, forcing me over the edge as our bodies connect with each pulsing thrust and without any warning, we both come hard simultaneously.

Stella screams my name as her sweaty body sinks into the soft bedding and I fill her with my hot come.

But instead of Stella, all I can see is Parker being filled with my hard dick. Parker being filled with my come and Parker screaming my name as I drive her crazy with desire.

Just as she drives me crazy with her sensual fucking lips that are neither like Diana’s nor Stella’s. They all looked the same. Except for Parker.

I pull out of Stella and grab a handful of tissues from a box on the desk near the bed before I go back to her and wipe my come off her lower back and then I free her hands from the ribbon.

“I’d like it if this was kept just between us,” I say.

“Because of her?” Stella asks as she runs her thumb against her bottom lip.

“Because of who?” I discard the tissues in a small plastic container near the desk, before proceeding to pull my clothes back on.

“That girl. I saw her. I saw you both at the Charity Ball together when you told me to leave. I saw her here tonight,” Stella says as she turns around to face me.

“I’m with a lot of people, so don’t try and act smart with me Stel. It was just a quick fuck, don’t catch feelings, remember my deal?” My voice is cold.

Stella is about to leave the room when I grab her arm and stare into her eyes.

“And I don’t want you talking to her, understand?”

Her face twists with a grimace as she tries to free herself from my grip. “Jeez, okay. If it means that much to you.”

I stare at her for a second longer before letting her arm go. My head is throbbing with a headache.

I need to get my shit together, I think as I grab the comforter off the bed and stuff it into the adjacent bathroom’s laundry basket.

But I am still too fucked up to do anything else right now, so I walk back into the bedroom and drop back onto the bed, before closing my eyes and drifting off to sleep.
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It’s 10 minutes past midnight when I look at my phone and hear loud footsteps behind me on the deck.

I quickly stand up and turn around to find Hudson walking towards me. His jaw clenched and his lips set into a hard line.

“I’ve been looking all over for you,” he says.

I stay silent as the sounds of nature buzz around us. The continuous sound of water flowing makes me feel calm.

“Are you going to come back or stay out here all night?” he asks.

“Staying out here sounds like a better option,” I mutter.

“Parker, you don’t have to make things complicated—”

“Complicated? I saw you with her! When you were taking cocaine. I thought she was just some publicity act, just like you’d told me on the yacht that night!” I shout, clenching my fists to keep my anger in check.

He rubs his temples with his hands as if I’m frustrating him before walking towards me. “She was and she’s just a friend.”

“I do one wrong thing and you’re in my face, telling me off, but I can’t feel anything when you do stuff like this?” My voice wavers and I can’t stop the tears from falling.

Hudson comes closer and pulls me into his embrace, before closing his arms around me. “Hey, I’m sorry okay? I promise that she really is just a friend. You never saw us doing anything other than talking, right? That’s because I’m with you. I promise.”

I breathe in his cologne as I press my face into his chest feeling ridiculous now for making a big deal out of nothing. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s fine,” he says, rubbing my back with his palm. “Do you want to go back? The party is over and there’s only a few of us back there.”

I nod silently and we get off the deck, before heading back to the house. As we climb the deck leading up to the house, cups and other random shit cover the ground.

Soft music plays in the air and the glass doors to the living room are wide open.

There are only six other people in the living room now, lounging near the fire ablaze in the wide hearth.

All of them are childhood friends of Matt and Hudson that haven’t really seen a different life out of the Hamptons. Other than glamorous vacations to the Bahamas or Bali.

I barely remember their names as they introduce themselves throughout the evening, while we pass around the bottle of vodka and top up our cups.

Brian, Hudson’s ex-roommate back at Kensington when Hudson was still living in the frat house is pleasant enough until he starts gloating about money.

They’re all obscenely obsessed with being disgustingly rich and beautiful without a care for the rest of the world. It almost makes me want to throw up because it reminds me so much of my parents and my neglectful childhood.

They’d abandon me at the mention of another dinner party, which is why it was so easy for them to ship me off to boarding school, so I could get bullied by bitches who didn’t know a thing about me.

When people talk about money, it makes me fucking sick to think that they have all this wealth and instead choose to ignore the fact that world hunger and climate change doesn’t exist.

As if they’ll stay young forever and be beautiful forever. The movie Death Becomes Her which starred Meryl Streep—an all-time favourite of mine—reminds me just how driven people are to be successful even if they aren’t completely happy on the inside.

My thoughts become blurry and when I check the time again it is almost 4:46 a.m. All this alcohol is making me feel off and extremely hot and if I sit here any longer listening to all the bullshit, I feel like I might explode. Either with rage or non-stop puking and to me, both feel like justice served.

But then Hudson brushes his hand against me and I look up into his dark eyes. Before I know it, he’s taking me upstairs to his room and I’m grateful when we enter the dark coolness.

I hear him close the door behind me as I strip off my clothes until I’m fully naked. He does the same and then in the dark, we make our way to his bed and Hudson fucks me into the early hours of the morning.

At first, it’s slow, sensual sex, but then it turns into raw and animalistic desire as he scrapes his fingers against my stomach while thrusting deeply into me and I hold him close when places his toned arms on either side of me.

His dick is already large and when hard, it seems to grow thicker and more rigid, but Hudson doesn’t work according to my body, he fucks the only way he knows how to: rough and hard.

It doesn’t take long for him to make me finally explode with desire. My body shudders uncontrollably as he comes seconds later before he rolls off me and onto his back.

After a few moments, when the birds start chirping, I turn around on my side to face him and find him staring up at the ceiling for long.

Whether he realises that I’m watching him or not is a complete mystery, because he stays silent and continues to stare up at nothing.

His chest rises and falls before he finally closes his eyes and a soft sigh escapes his lips.

“What were you thinking about?” I finally ask him.

His voice is low when he speaks. “Nothing. Absolutely nothing.”

“Really? I find that hard to believe. You were gazing for long at the ceiling,” I say.

“I was thinking about being alone.”

I stare at him even though his eyes are still closed. “What do you mean?”

“I mean complete solitude. Sometimes, I think I was born for that. A life of complete solitude.”

“I don’t get it, why would you think that?” I ask.

“I don’t know. Maybe I wasn’t wired to work like everyone else does to crave constant human contact,” he says. “Good night, Parker.”

His words leave me in confusion as I tell him goodnight. If he really feels that way, then what more does the future hold for us?
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Hudson and I are awake early on Sunday morning, with the local housekeeper, Rosalia, already here and cleaning up from the party the night before.

We both take turns having a hot shower before getting dressed—I decide to wear a light blue and white striped short-sleeve shirt that comes at my midriff with my light wash denim cut-offs that show off my long tanned legs.

I also have a simple black bikini underneath, just as Hudson instructed me to wear.

When I’m done, I pull my damp hair into a messy bun and grab my rucksack before going downstairs to where Hudson is busy on his phone.

He’s in a white 1985 Tommy Hilfiger t-shirt with dark grey board shorts on and a pair of vans. His black snapback cap is backwards with his dark, damp hair sticking out from sides.

I silently ask myself how is it possible for someone to look this good because it shouldn’t be possible.

He looks up at me with a lazy grin. “Are you ready?”

“Yeah,” I say and he puts his phone away, before standing up and kissing me.

His warm lips linger on mine for a few seconds longer, before he finally breaks away and grabs my hand. “Let’s take the roadster today.”

With the house silent and seemingly empty, I assume Matt is either still sleeping or probably out already.

Hudson and I leave the house, after giving a spare key to Rosalia before we head towards the garage.

“Wait here,” Hudson says as he opens the garage door with the remote control.

He goes in and a few seconds later, a car roars to life and Hudson drives out of the garage with the roadster which turns out to be a shiny black Ferrari with only two dark red leather seats that sits low to the ground and instantly I’m transported to car heaven.

“Good morning sexy, is there anyway, I can persuade you into taking a ride with me?” he asks, placing his arm against the headrest casually, and I can’t help the grin that spreads across my lips.

“Good morning sir, you sure can,” I say as I open the door and get into the car.

I can feel the dangerous hum of the engine travel through my body as I relax into the cool leather seat. I feel powerful especially with Hudson by my side and it’s such a great feeling.

Hudson places his palm against my thigh like it’s our new casual thing to do before turning to me. “Call me sir again and I’ll be forced to discipline you.”

“So kinky,” I tease and his fingers dig into my skin that arouses a low moan from my lips.

Hudson grins, but his dark green eyes are dead serious. “You have no idea.”

What his words entail, only makes my face burn with heat and my heart races as I think of him potentially restraining me.

I take a deep breath as we leave the Saylor-Tyne Estate and head into town. It’s a warm day out with the wind blowing wildly through my hair as Hudson picks up speed.

The sky above is a bright baby blue all across with white streaks of clouds painted across the surface, promising a perfect day ahead.

Hampton Bays might be glamorous, but it’s so refreshing to be out of the bustling city and in the small Hamlet, where people are relaxed and carefree.

Unlike the fast-paced life in Manhattan, young couples sporting their latest Spring apparel are out, strolling the town hand in hand with their Golden Retrievers and pugs by their sides.

And for a moment, I think about how perfect it would be to just leave everything behind and live here with someone you love and just spend the rest of your life here. With the addition of a cute cat, of course.

I look over at Hudson, wondering if that would ever be possible with him, but I can’t really answer that. He’s too unpredictable and I wouldn’t expect him for a second to actually leave everything behind to settle down. It’s just not the way he works.

Hudson looks over at me and smiles, so I smile back. “You want to go for breakfast?”

“Sure,” I say.

We head over to The Hamlet which is a small cafe with dark wooden decor and delicious views of the crystal blue ocean ahead. The smell of the salty ocean and the strong brew of morning coffee that licks my throat is heavenly.

We order several things including huge blueberry muffins and fluffy waffles with stewed strawberries and hazelnut fraps before taking a seat on the deck of the cafe.

I realise I’m starving as I take a good bite out of the mouthwatering soft blueberry muffin. It’s so soft and sweet and momentarily reminds me of the ones my Aunt Paula makes every Thanksgiving.

“Hey, how adventurous are you?” Hudson asks, after a while as he looks out at the brilliant blue ocean.

“Well, it depends,” I say. “What do you have in mind?”

“Let’s go paddleboarding. I know this one really cool cove near here. It’s awesome,” he says as he sips his hazelnut frap.

“I haven’t done that before,” I tell him. “I’d love to try it out.”

“Cool.”

After we’re done at The Hamlet we head over to a paddleboard shop

where we get two new paddleboards before going back to the roadster.

The beach that we’re going to isn’t far very far from the cafe. It’s a short five-minute drive to Hampton Bay Beach.

When Hudson turns off the car in the parking lot, I climb out and breathe in the cool salty breeze. There’s a mountain of sand and a little pathway created with an old chipped wooden fence that leads down to the beach.

From where I stand, I can only see a few people on the beach. It’s relatively quiet for a Sunday.

Hudson and I grab our boards before heading down the pathway. The glorious sun beats down on us as we get past the wooden post and I follow Hudson’s lead as we walk further down the beach.

Shiny, white sand stretches out for miles and just when it seems like our hike will never end, a little cove with a dark mouth as the tunnel comes into view.

And as we walk closer, the sounds of the roaring waves crashing against the shore get louder and it doesn’t look so dark after all.

“For a first-timer, you can either sit upright with your legs on either side of your board or you can lie flat,” Hudson says, as he places his board on the sand. “That works too.”

“Are we going into the tunnel?” I swallow hard.

“Yes and you’ll be fine,” he says, giving me a quick peck on the lips before helping me with my board. “Come on.”
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I sit upright on my paddleboard with Hudson beside me as we use the paddles to help navigate us towards the mouth of the tunnel.

The light, crystal turquoise water that is gently lapping against my bare legs is heavenly cool.

“It’s really beautiful out here.” I breathe as we reach the cave.

“It is. I used to come here all the time before,” Hudson says. “It’s calming and it’s a great place to think.”

“Think about what?” I curiously ask.

“Things that you will never know,” he replies as he gives me a side glance.

“Why not?”

“Just,” Hudson says.

“Just,” I repeat. “You have secrets and you’re still such a mystery to me.”

“I’m not a mystery,” Hudson says, staring up at the ragged edges of the mouth of the cave.

“Yet, I still don’t know much about you.”

He shrugs. “What else is there to know? I’m just an ordinary guy with nothing more to me.”

“I’ll stop prying then, but I’ll definitely get through to you one day,” I say.

“Parker’s Cove,” Hudson whispers, reaching out to grab my hand. “I’m going to give it to you.”

“Really?” I laugh. “A cove all for me? I am so lucky.”

“So am I,” Hudson says.

He stays silent and the conversation ends there as we paddle further into the cave, but when it starts to get too dark, we head back out and spend the rest of the day paddling and then wading through the deliciously cool water, before taking short breaks on the sun-baked sand.

We lay together, legs entangled as we gaze at the waves and I run my fingers along the curves of Hudson’s spine. Here in the light, I study his skin and see the light scars that are now faded. I’d ask him about it, but I know better than that.

When evening hits and the sky turns a dark magenta with thin streaks of peach and purple, Hudson and I get out of the water and head back to the roadster.

“Hey, do you want to go to a bonfire?” Hudson asks as he checks his phone. “There’s one on the beach just south of where we went.”

“Right now?” I ask as I place my board into the car. “Aren’t you tired?”

My body is already drained from the day. We’d spent a sufficient amount of time in the water and I’m not sure how much partying I could take at this point.

“Come on, it’ll be fun,” he says coming around to where I stand and then lifting me against him, grabbing my ass as he kisses me. “Say yes,” he whispers against my lips.

“Are you trying to seduce me into saying yes?” I ask as his lips travel lower down my neck.

“Maybe and then you’re going to cave in and say yes,” he mumbles, his breath tickles my skin.

“Fine, fine!” I say, laughing. “We can go.”

“Good girl.” He kisses me one last time, before leaving me down.

“Perv,” I whisper and he winks at me as he pulls his Hilfiger t-shirt over his head.

“Come on, let’s make the most of today while we’re still young,” he says and we go back down the path towards the beach.

The afternoon is cooler and the water is icy now as I walk barefoot on the shallow parts of the shore.

Grains of sand shift underneath my toes, drifting out towards the ocean as another small wave crashes and foams against my ankles.

And the ocean continues to breathe gently in its steady back and forth rhythm.

When I was younger and lived in North Carolina for a while with my grandparents, I used to love going to the beach, walking along the shores like I am now, collecting the weirdest of seashells and pieces of sea glass, watching the sand travel underneath my feet. It always feels magical.

Pulling myself out of the daydream, up ahead is a small lighthouse positioned on a sandy hill, with bands of white and red paint covering the lighthouse’s surface and just below that is a huge crowd of people gathered on the beach.

Several bonfires are lit, with red and yellow flames dancing in the air. Metal buckets filled with crushed ice are overflowing with beers and cans of sodas.

Under My Tongue by Katastro is playing in the air and I feel completely relaxed.

I grab Hudson’s hand and gently pull him towards me. “Let’s dance.”

“Parker, no. I can’t dance,” he says as I wrap my arms around him.

“Why not?”

“Because,” he shifts uncomfortably, averting my eyes. “I don’t dance.”

“Which person can’t dance?” I tease. “Come on, just one dance.”

“Stop,” he whispers, before glancing down into my eyes.

“I came to this bonfire to have fun with you and it’s fun to dance. If you don’t dance, then what fun will that be. It’s part of life, you have to dance at least once in your lifetime,” I say as I reach up to caress his smooth jawline.

“Well, it’s not fun to me, so quit insisting!” he snaps and brushes my hand away.

My face burns with heat as I feel several eyes looking towards us, so I do the only thing I can think of to save myself from humiliation and walk away from Hudson as fast as possible.

Pieces of driftwood dig into my feet and the wind whips against my face, but I don’t care as the stupid tears break free and fall against my cheeks and I let them.

“Parker!” Hudson shouts behind me as I head towards the lighthouse.

“Parker!”

I continue to trudge up the hill until he grabs my arm and turns me to face him. His expression is twisted with irritation.

“Leave me alone. You don’t get it, do you? You can’t just talk to me however you feel like, Hudson! I’m not your brother and I’m not your parents. You and I? We just do this stupid thing called dating if that’s what this can even be called.” My voice shakes as I give him a piece of my mind. “And don’t ever think you have the right to touch me like that again!”

His face goes blank as if he never expected me to say any of this to him. “You might have had your way with other women in the past, but I won’t be one of them, because I’m not one of them.”

“You’re breaking up with me because I didn’t want to dance?” he asks as if that’s the only wrong thing with this whole conversation.

I laugh incredulously. “Do you even want me to stay? Couples do things like dancing and holding hands. I don’t get you. One moment, your warm, the next your cold. And I have no idea what I ever did to you to be treated like that.”

“Jesus, Parker. I don’t do things like that. I can’t do things like that. It’s like you keep expecting me to do these ridiculous things and I don’t want to,” he says walking towards me.

“Then what’s the point of coming here? Of being with me?” The tears are blurring my vision now. “I don’t want this. Take me back to the house. I don’t want to be here. I don’t want to be with you.”

Hudson drops his gaze as I stalk past him and he follows behind silently and we leave before the night even begins.
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It’s dark when we reach the house and it looks like Matt is home, throwing yet another party and it’s getting on my nerves.

When Hudson switches off the car, I get out and shut the door a little too hard behind me, before stalking off towards the house.

If Hudson wants a party girl, then a party girl is exactly what he’ll get tonight.

My hair feels a little funny from the beach, slightly rough, but I don’t give a damn right now. I want to get drunk and possibly high. Maybe if I act like a brainless bimbo, Hudson will finally be satisfied with me.

I walk inside the house, not bothering to even check if Hudson is following behind. But if he is, I’d have to restrain myself from giving him the finger.

The air is warm and the house is buzzing with people, the floors slick with beer and other unidentifiable substances that I don’t wish to inspect.

I head into the kitchen as the lyrics to What’s Poppin by Jack Harlow fills my ears.

I also feel really thirsty suddenly. Grabbing a clean red solo cup from the stack on the island, I fill it up with crushed ice and use some of the blue Gatorade, before topping it up with the vodka.

“Hey.” Matt walks into the kitchen in a dark blue button-down shirt and jeans. His hair is messy and he wears a fake golden wreath on his head. He also looks wasted as fuck as he stumbles towards me.

“Hi.” I take a tentative sip of my drink, but it tastes super good, so I take another long sip.

“Uh oh,” Matt says leaning against the island. “What did he do?”

“I really don’t want to talk about him or what he did, but I do feel like this is the last time I’ll be hanging out with you,” I tell him and then I drain my cup before preparing another quick drink.

I make the same drink this time and add a small splash of tequila, before mixing the drink with my index finger and taking a good gulp. The burning sensation inside my throat feels so good.

It is Spring Break and I do behave myself every other part of the year, so why not misbehave a little now?

“I’m sorry, he’s always been that way. I on the other hand am a complete gentleman, wanna go out on the deck?” Matt smiles genuinely so I smile back and take my drink as we head out to the deck where the music is blasting.

Narcos by Migos starts playing now through the stereo system and people start cheering.

“So what are you planning on doing after college?” Matt asks as he leans into me.

“You want to talk to me about college right now?” I ask, sounding a little more judgemental than I intend. “Sorry, yeah I can tell you if you don’t share the same views as your dad.”

“My father is an old bastard that will never change, unfortunately,” Matt says, but there’s something sad about the way he says it.

“It’s difficult pleasing him?”

My mind feels fuzzy, sort of like those old retro TV sets with a constant static screen. I feel like saying something more apologetic, but I can’t think straight. What the hell am I doing?

“Yeah, but Hudson always got the worst of it. I was the coward.”

“Parker.”

Matt and I both look up to see Hudson standing a few feet away from us. His face is blank and his eyes are dark. A shiver curls down my spine. I know he’s not in a good mood. Well, I don’t really give a damn.

“What are you doing?” His question is directed at Matt.

“Chill, we’re having drinks. Clearly, you don’t know how to be chill,” Matt says.

“I want to talk to you.” Hudson steps forward. “Can we talk?”

“I’m afraid not. I’m done talking to you Hudson. How does it feel now not getting through to me?”

He glares at me for a long second before his eyes flicker to Matt’s and I can see that he’s getting irritated.

“Don’t look at me, that’s her choice,” Matt says in a defensive tone.

Hudson smirks. “Don’t be a cunt.”

“Look, don’t start with your shit-” Matt shoves his hand in Hudson’s face which is a totally wrong move because Hudson hits Matt’s cup out of his hand, before grabbing my hand and pulling me with him.

“Let go of me!” I shout, but Hudson’s grip gets tighter until it feels like he’s crushing my fingers with his.

“You’re hurting me!”

“Am I?” His voice is cruel and empty. “Am I hurting you? What about how you’re hurting me.”

“You not even make sense!” I shout. “Do you hear yourself?”

As he pulls me through the crowd of people, someone bumps into me and I turn to make eye contact with a brunette who’s in an extremely revealing red dress.

She smiles at me and Hudson stops walking and that’s when I realise it’s that bitch from the yacht.

“Hi, I’m Stella,” she says, flashing me a wide smile.

I don’t reply and I don’t get a chance to because Hudson steps in front of me, shielding me from her.

“I warned you,” he says in a clipped tone.

“I just wanted to say hi.” I watch as she bats her eyelashes at him.

“Both brothers are really hot, don’t you think?” Stella shoots her question at me. “But you don’t know a good fucking until you’ve been with Hudson.”

I can feel the bile rising in my throat along with all that alcohol. I’m going to be sick.

Turning around, I make a beeline for the front door, running away from Hudson as fast as I can. Running away from the party.

I can feel the tears streaking down my face and I choke when I finally make my way outside.

The vomit comes up immediately and I empty all my stomachs contents onto the grass. Oh crap.

“Parker, she’s talking bullshit.”

I can hear him behind me, but I don’t want to hear his stupid voice. Not right now.

“Parker.”

I stand up straight and wipe my mouth with the back of my hand, before turning around to face him.

The bile returns and I don’t think I can do this right now.

“Stay the hell away from me,” I tell him. “You are disgusting. You are vile. I can’t look at you or hear your voice right now.”

Hudson’s face falls and for the first time, I love seeing the look of despair on his face. “I swear I never did anything.”

“I don’t care,” I tell him as I angrily swipe at the tears that just won’t fucking stop. “I want to leave. I’m going to leave. Open the gates and let me go right now.”

Hudson takes a step forward. “Parker,” his voice cracks. “Please, don’t do this.”

“You will let me go!” I snap. “I don’t love you.”

“Parker.” There are tears in his eyes as he walks towards me. “I love you, please. I’m begging you.”

“Open the damn gate!” I shout in frustration.

My head is already throbbing with a headache and I don’t feel very good right now.

Hudson stays silent for a moment and I finally think he’s given up when he just smiles.

“You want to be difficult? Fine, but I’m not letting you go. I’ll never let you go Parker and I don’t think you quite understand that yet,” he says before turning around and walking back into the house.

I stare after him completely in shock from his words and then the panic starts to set in.
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I stand there for a long minute, breathing heavily, my shoulders shaking as I cry, not believing what I got myself into.

But I still need to get out of here, so I pull myself together, wipe my face as best as I can and go back into the house.

Thankfully, I can’t see Hudson anywhere. Is he with Stella right now? I quickly climb the stairs and make my way to his room.

When I push the door open it’s bathed in darkness, but I adjust my eyes to the dark and find my backpack and clothes lying on the floor. I grab everything and quickly stuff it into my bag and then find my phone in the bedside drawer.

I can’t believe how different things were just this morning when we were right here in his bed having sex. Feeling like I’m going to cry again, I continue with my task and go back downstairs, my eyes searching the crowd desperately.

Matt’s dark mop of hair with his wreath still on comes into view, so I push through the crowd until I reach him.

“Hey, Matt!” I grab his arm and he turns around to face me.

He frowns when he looks at me. “What happened to you?”

“I-I don’t want to talk about any of that right now. Can you please take me away here? I need to leave. Can you take me away from here?” I ask over the music.

“Are you sure? It’s late right now. I can take you in the morning if you want,” he says.

I shake my head. “No. I need to leave right now. Can you take me or not?”

“I can. Let me just grab my keys, okay?” He leaves me for a minute or two, so I continue to watch the crowd for any sign of Hudson.

He’s still nowhere to be seen. Matt comes back to where I am standing and pulls off the wreath from his head, before throwing it down on the ground. “Let’s go.”

We leave the house as quick as we can and head over to Matt’s Mercedes Coupe that’s just a few feet away from where we are.

Matt unlocks the doors and we climb in quickly. I haven’t even really thought this through, but I just need to get out of here and away from Hudson.

“Are you okay? Did he do anything to you?” Matt asks as he starts the car and the engine purrs to life before he reverses.

“I’m fine. I’m really sorry, Matt. I’d love to discuss everything with you, but not right now. I just can’t deal with Hudson,” I tell him as I sink back into my seat.

My body is exhausted from the day. I feel as if I’ve been in some horrible accident and now all I can feel is pain, physically and emotionally.

“Whatever he did, he can’t control it, Parker. As I told you before when we were younger, I got away from a lot and he took most of it,” Matt says, as we drive out through the gate.

“Well, if he has issues, then he needs to get it sorted out. I didn’t sign up for this,” I mumble.

I can feel Matt looking at me, but I continue to stare ahead. “Maybe that’s exactly what he needs? Someone to sign up for this shit and help him.”

“If you’re his family and you couldn’t help him, then what makes you think I can?”

“I didn’t help him. That’s the point, no one has ever tried to,” Matt says.

I shake my head. “I’m sorry, Matt, I wish I could say I’m the one that’s going to help him figure out his shit and stick by his side, but I really don’t think that. There’s something wrong with him and it’s not good. I was brought up with level headed parents that taught me to understand when to walk away from a situation.”

“You’re right,” Matt says after a beat. “He’s no concern of yours. I’m sorry for asking you for such a big favour.”

I want to say something else, mostly because Matt is making me feel guilty, but after everything that’s happened tonight, my brain couldn’t possibly forgive what Hudson did.

Even if he is troubled in some way, how am I going to help him change?

What about the emotional aspects of getting myself hurt over and over again just because he needs help?

Matt and I hardly talk for the rest of the drive, going nowhere specific. I couldn’t go back to Manhattan right now in the middle of the night.

Think, think, think, Parker.

Something does pop into my head and I remember my parent’s old family holiday home in Mastic Beach that couldn’t be that far from here.

“Hey, Matt how far is Mastic Beach from here?”

“Hmm, about half an hour,” Matt says. “Do you want me to take you there?”

“Are you okay with it? I’m really sorry for troubling you like this when none of this is any of your concern.”

“Are you crazy? I couldn’t leave you out there on your own. And yes, I’m okay with it,” he says.

“Thanks, also could you just keep this between us?”

“I won’t tell a soul. I promise. What’s the address?”

Matt types in the address I give him on his GPS and it doesn’t take us long to reach Mastic Beach. Soft music plays in the background, lulling me to sleep as Matt drives at a moderately good speed.

* * *




“Parker.”

I’m shaken awake by Matt hovering above me. “We’re here,” he whispers.

“Oh.” I sit up and stretch my arms as I look out at the small family home in front of me. I hadn’t been here in years.

It’s a cute house that was perfectly made just for my mom, dad and me when I was a little kid and before my dad created his business. It was one of his first projects.

I grab my bag and climb out of the car. My body feels like crap and I need to sleep immediately.

“Do you need cash or anything?” Matt asks.

“No, I’m good, but thank you so much,” I tell him as I wrap my arms around him. “I appreciate it.”

“You’re welcome. Here’s my number, let me know if you ever need anything,” Matt reaches into his jeans pocket and retrieves a business card, before handing it to me.

The card has both his work and phone number printed in silver italics across its creamy surface.

“Do you want to stay the night?” I ask. “I inconvenienced you, so it’s all I can offer.”

“No, thanks,” Matt says. “I need to be back and deal with Hudson. Trust me, there’s no way, I can leave him alone there.”

“Will he be okay?” Anxiety fills my throat.

“He will be okay. Don’t worry,” Matt says. “Good night, Parker.”

“Good night.”

He climbs back into the car and I watch as he disappears out of the drive and heads back to Hampton Bays, before I turn around to the house.

If I remember correctly, there’s a key in the angel water fountain just ahead. I go over to the fountain and place my hands into the cold water, and move the large stones around before I find the key.

I walk up to the house and climb the porch. When I shove the key into the lock and open the door, a strong scent of jasmine fills my senses and I smile because I know it’s my mom’s perfume.

Everything is clean and warm inside. It’s as if it hadn’t really changed since I had last been here and it means my mom still comes here now and then.

I switch on a few lights and even though I’d love to take a walk back into my childhood memories, I find my way to the living room and drop onto the beige couch before falling asleep. One thought keeps on playing in my head over and over like a nightmare.

Everything between Hudson and I is over before it even began.







  Epilogue



Parker




I wake up to the sounds of birds chirping happily along with my phone ringing unnaturally loud. It rang a few hours ago, but I ignored whoever was deciding to be a pain in the ass at such ungodly hours.

My head is spinning and whatever peace I had for the last few hours is now over.

Turning over, I force my eyes open and grab my phone. When I switch it on, I see several notifications bombarding my phone screen.

There’s over twenty missed calls and fifty-five new text messages from Hudson. I feel like laughing and crying at the same time.

Clearing his notifications, I see new calls from my mother, Lex and my father and one new missed call from a number I don’t recognise.

I couldn’t just disappear for a few hours and be alone? Taking a deep, shaky breath, I call my mother first.

She answers on the second ring. “Parker? Are you okay?”

I sit on the edge of the couch, massaging my temples. “I’m fine, mom. Why wouldn’t I be okay?” She doesn’t care to call any other day, why does it concern her now?

I can hear her exhale a sigh of relief. “Because Hudson called us early this morning and told us that he took you to the Hamptons for Spring Break. He also told us that you were acting crazy and disappeared last night. He sounded really concerned. What is going on with you?”

I was acting crazy? He sure had some balls.

“Oh, he did? Yeah, I’m fine Mom. Thanks for the concern, but I’m fine. I’ll be back in Manhattan tomorrow and I’ll call you then. Love you.” I end the call before she can tell me anything else.

I really don’t have any patience for anyone this morning. I don’t want to call Lex. I don’t want to speak to Hudson most of all, but I am curious about the new number, so I call it back.

The dialling tone stops and the call is answered. But there’s just static silence on the other end of the line.

“Hello?” I say. “Who is this? You called me.”

There’s more silence until a female voice finally speaks.”I was curious about who he was fucking now. You look like you’re the new victim.”

There’s a funny nauseating feeling that fills my gut. “Who the hell is this? If Hudson put you up to this, gladly fuck off and tell him to do so too.”

The woman laughs as if it’s the funniest thing she’s ever heard. “No, he didn’t. And I, I was just like you, until he decided he didn’t want me anymore,” she says. “You see that’s the way it works with him. You know how we all have our hidden demons, with Hudson it’s quite different.”

I stay silent, my strong heartbeat pounds in my ears like a violent drumbeat.

The woman continues. “He will suck the life out of you. Everything that makes you happy will be gone. And you will never escape until he decides he’s had enough. It’s as if he has a devil within him because he doesn’t work the same way as we all do. He is a monster. I’ll be in touch Parker.”

“Go to hell!” I scream into the phone before I cut the call.

My heart won’t stop racing. I place my head into my hands and scream all my frustration out. And then there’s a calming silence, the birds happy chattering stops and my phone rings again.

* * *




Hudson




There are sharp shards of glass everywhere. I can hardly breathe as a steady dark stream of blood trickles from my knuckles.

I fucked up again. I fucked up again. I fucked up again.

What am I going to do? Parker can’t go. She can’t leave me. I’m not supposed to be the one left behind. I fucking call the shots in the relationship. How can she fucking betray me like this? How can she leave me?

She hates my fucking guts.

The door opens and I see Matt walk into the room from my peripheral vision.

“You helped her,” I mutter.

“What?” Matt asks, his shoes crunching over the glass. “Buddy you need help. I’m going to call dad-”

“I don’t fucking want your help or his!” I hiss.

He better get away from me before I do something horrible. I won’t regret it, but he will. He will regret ever hurting me like this.

Matt crouches down in front of me like I’m a fucking child with that idiotic patronising look plastered across his face. Jesus, I fucking hate him.

“I only want to help you. I know you’re angry. But hear me out, you need to see a psychologist. I know a few people in Manhattan and it’ll be confidential,” Matt says.

I throw my head back and laugh. “Matt, I’ve done some really bad things these past few years and you most of all should know that I can easily snap. So if you’re not here to fucking tell me where you took her, then get the fuck out of my face! You’re not my brother, you’re a selfish cunt! Or better yet, I wouldn’t be surprised if you wanted to help her, because you wanted to screw her.”

I watch as he flinches and I know I’m hurting him. But it makes me feel so fucking good. I don’t care about what he feels. I don’t give a shit.

“You don’t mean that,” is all Matt says.

“If that’s what helps you sleep at night. I don’t want your help now. You let me take a beating when we were kids. You were supposed to protect me and you failed, because you’re just a coward,” I snap. “You’re no better than mom. She knew and she didn’t do shit. Now when I’m a fucking adult you want to help me? I’m perfectly fine the way I am.”

I stand up and brush the blood away from my knuckles. “Get out.”

Matt takes a deep breath and leaves my room and when he shuts the door behind him, I grab my phone and keys.

I’m not going to let her go. Maybe that’s what she wants, but I have other plans. She can’t leave me. I’ll never let her go.

END OF BOOK 1







  Obsession Within Excerpt



Parker




My alarm is blaring from my phone. It’s only a few minutes past five a.m., but I’ve been up for an hour.

It’s been one week since everything happened. Taking a deep breath, I try to encourage myself that I can face the day ahead. That I can find some corner of happiness to crawl into.

Breaking up sucks. But the way Hudson—I don’t want to think of his name, not yet. Every time an image of him pops into my mind, I see red.

The way we broke up feels worse somehow. It feels worse than it felt with Ryan. It was abrupt. As if someone had pulled the rug from underneath my feet and said, “You’ve been played Parker!”—as I fell back, knocking the air out of my lungs, not realizing the momentum at which I fell.

Something inside me feels odd; almost sad and distant. Like I’m never going to be the same person again.
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