
  
    [image: Bad Girl]
  


  
    
      BAD GIRL

      WICKED #2

    

    
      
        PIPER LAWSON

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Rockstars don't chase college students.

      

        

      
        But Jax Jamieson’s never followed the rules.

        I wonder why he's here.

        I wonder what took him so long.

        I wonder what he's going to do to me when I get off this stage.

      

        

      
        Bad Girl is part 2 in the new adult rock star trilogy WICKED. Jax and Haley’s story begins in Good Girl and concludes in Wicked Girl.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        ARE YOU A VIP?

      

        

      
        Click here to join Piper’s VIP List and never miss a thing!

      

        

      
        Score a juicy email each month full of hot news, exclusive content, and opportunities you can't find anywhere else.
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          HALEY

        

      

    

    
      For four hours on the bus to Atlanta, my earbuds plugged in and some new indie act providing a subtle soundtrack to the passing scenery, my brain’s been going full-tilt. The would’ve waltz, the should’ve samba, and the could’ve cha-cha.

      Maybe I shouldn’t have run on my birthday.

      Maybe Jax had a good reason for not telling me about Cross.

      Maybe I should’ve texted him, called him, something.

      I give myself until the bus pulls into the station to indulge my doubts. Then I cut it off.

      Tonight’s about reminding myself I did the right thing, not rehashing every decision I’ve made in my life like a washing machine on spin cycle.

      I leave my bags in a locker at the bus depot and take my backpack with me to the venue. Find my seat near the back in the electric darkness.

      Around me, people talk, drink, and gossip. Some of it’s about Jax. It feels as if they’re talking about a friend behind his back.

      Somewhere in the midst of the opening act, I notice the buzzing. Not around me, but inside me. As though something’s trying to get out.

      When the changeover happens, it intensifies.

      After two months bartending in Nashville, my feet are calloused from the heels, my hand-eye coordination’s improved tenfold, and I’m tanned from spending my few days off outside with Lita.

      I’m more exposed, but I’m tougher too.

      Or so I thought.

      Now, I realize I’m wrong. I shouldn’t be here.

      I push my way out of the row until I make it to the aisle. But before I can get to the exit door, the place comes down.

      The opening line of one of Jax’s classic hits splits the screaming, uttered in a voice that haunts my dreams.

      I can’t stop myself from turning.

      The black button-down with short sleeves shows off his tattoos. Faded jeans I think I’ve touched worship his long, hard legs. He’s a hundred feet away, but I can smell him. My fingers itch for the feeling of his body through the thin T-shirt.

      If there ever was a man who looked like he was fucking a microphone on stage, it’s Jax. Not because he’s overtly sexual, but because Jax Jamieson is vital.

      It’s the first word that comes to mind when I see him because he’s like life itself. So real it hurts.

      His hair falls across his face, and I’d swear my eyes lock with his.

      Of course when you’re onstage, you can’t see anything through the lights. But there are techniques to make it feel as though you’re connecting with the audience, and Jax works them all.

      If I wanted closure, there’s no way in hell I’m getting it tonight.

      He’s on fire. This is his third-to-last show, and he’s selling it, every second, as though he already misses the stage.

      For that moment, I’m just a fan.

      And I hate that he’s leaving.
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        * * *

      

      After the show, the energy dissipates, a slow leak like the crowd pouring out the venue doors.

      I stay behind. My gaze finds the sound booth. The sight of the man there, stooped and gray, warms me.

      Until I see him reaching for an unfamiliar piece of equipment and hefting it in his arms.

      I make my way toward the booth, tripping past the last of the escaping fans in my hurry. “Jerry! Put that down.”

      He sets down the piece of digital equipment with a thud and straightens. “Miss Telfer.” He smiles. “Help me with this, will you? I need to get it out to the truck.”

      For a moment, I wonder if he’s even realized I haven’t been on tour.

      “Why don’t you call Nina to send someone?” I look down toward the stage. The band is long gone, but the crew is packing up.

      “No!” The sharpness of his tone startles me. “This is my new toy. I won’t let those animals put their hands on it. Take it to the truck for me?”

      I hold in my sigh. I should be on my way back to the bus station to take the overnight home, but the look on Jerry’s face has me caving. I loop the cords over my arm and lift the box. Thanks to bartending, I’m stronger than I was.

      “Where’s your new helper?” I ask as he walks toward the stage door with me.

      “I told Nina I didn’t need one.”

      My eyes widen. “You didn’t.”

      “I had you. And now I have your program.” He says it with pride. “I’m better than new.”

      Guilt creeps in as Jerry waves at the security guard to let him know that I’m with him.

      The exterior door opens, and I’m deafened.

      There are fans. Not dozens, but hundreds. Maybe thousands.

      Security’s trying to keep it under control, but they and the barricade seem to be fighting a losing battle.

      I pick my way toward the truck, trying not to trip though I can’t see my feet.

      I drift too close to the roped-off mob, and there’s tugging on Jerry's equipment.

      Dammit.

      I wrestle it back.

      Some girl manages to shove over one of the posts holding up the rope, and another lunges over the barricade.

      It’s a stampede as one after another flows through the lowered barrier.

      A phone hits me. Next, a cardboard cutout of Jax scratches the side of my face. I can’t block them because my hands are full, but I tilt and fall, clutching Jerry’s damned toy to keep it safe.

      Something sharp hits me on the head, and my mouth falls open in shock.

      Numbness washes over me as if I’m on a boat being gently rocked by the waves.

      Until I feel hands clamp around my arms.

      Don’t fucking touch me. I want to scream it, but I can’t.

      My stomach rolls. “Let go,” I moan instead.

      The grip gets tighter, and it feels like coils binding my skin. Ropes burning as I twist and try to escape.

      The screaming gets louder. I’m lifted into someone’s arms.

      Hands are everywhere.

      I fight them, or try to, until a familiar voice makes me give in.

      “Shut up, Hales.”

      Those muttered words, too close to my ear, are the last thing I hear before the world goes black.
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      “Is she bleeding?”

      “You need to splint it.”

      “How the hell do you know?”

      “I won Doctor Who: The Adventure Games in like six days.”

      “That’s a video game, asshole. And also not a real doctor.”

      I ignore Kyle and Brick bickering behind me.

      The towel I grabbed has stage tape on one end, and I rip it off as I run the thing under cold water.

      Drip marks stain the floor as I return to the dressing room, step over the coffee table, and crouch in front of the figure in the armchair.

      Her chin’s almost on her skinned knees, her arms looped around legs under a jean skirt I had to adjust when I set her down. The Converse sneakers haven’t changed.

      I brush the hair from Haley’s face and press the towel to the scratch on her forehead as she hisses.

      “Serves you right,” I murmur. “Next time, leave crowd-surfing to the professionals.”

      “Never seen your firefighter routine, Jax.” This from Brick, but I don't rise to the bait. “It's going to be all over the internet tomorrow.”

      Haley blinks, her lashes revealing brown eyes with green flecks. “Really?”

      “Both of you are,” Mace weighs in from where he’s leaning against the wall in the corner. “What’s with the cameo?”

      “I heard this was the last chance to see Riot Act live.” Her ankles cross in front of her as she leans back, shifting to get more comfortable as her eyes open for a moment only to drift closed again. “Had to come and get my chest signed.”

      Brick chuckles behind me, and Kyle sprints across the room. “I’ll get a Sharpie.”

      I lean in to check the towel—there’s hardly any blood on it, but I find a clean spot and press it back to her head.

      “Already signed your chest,” I murmur, low enough only she can hear.

      Her shoulders twitch. The only sign she’s heard me, but it’s enough. My gaze lingers on the bare skin of her shoulders, and I have the random urge to cover her up.

      Especially when Kyle appears at my side, bending over.

      “What the hell are you doing?” I demand.

      “The woman wants an autograph. Who am I to deny her?”

      I turn toward him, and the look on my face has him lifting his hands in surrender. “I’ll just leave this here.” Kyle caps the pen and sets it on the table behind me.

      “You staying away from the diner lobster, Mace?” Haley asks, looking past my shoulder.

      “Try to stick to diner crab,” he replies easily.

      My mouth twitches, but it’s not my guitarist I’m looking at. It’s her.

      I’m being studied by big hazel eyes framed in dark lashes, and I wish we were alone right now.

      I don’t know what I’d do with her. Strangle her, maybe. Kiss her, definitely.

      From the look on her face, like she’s overwhelmed, maybe she wants that too.

      Or maybe she just hit her head.

      “So Riot Act’s announced their retirement,” Haley says, breaking the silence. “I’m surprised no one’s chained themselves to your tour bus.”

      “Madame Tussaud wrote to see if I could sit for my wax statue,” I tell her.

      She laughs, and I want to ask a million things.

      How she is. If she’s still pissed at me.

      Whether she kept my hoodie.

      It’s the least appropriate thought right now, especially since I don’t need a reminder of the time I yanked it off her. When I’d channeled every ounce of frustration into kissing her, swallowing her gasps as my tongue wrecked havoc with hers.

      “What's that?” she asks, pointing to the braided bracelet on my wrist.

      “Grace’s kid made it,” Mace says, dropping onto the sofa behind me.

      “Annie?” Haley looks between us.

      Before I can tell him to shut up, he plows on. “The night you left, she called to say her mom was missing. He flew to Dallas to find her.”

      Haley’s expression fills with alarm. She shifts forward, wringing the towel in her hands. “What happened? Is she okay? Is Annie—”

      “Grace’d checked into the hospital.” The look on her face tells me she understands why. “But they’re going to be fine now. They’re at the hotel. They’re finishing up the tour with me.”

      “So, she left her husband.” Her voice is hollow with shock.

      I nod, picturing my sister’s battered body in the hospital bed. The anger and resentment that fill my gut are the kind that never really leave.

      “I wish you’d told me.”

      It’s intimate, what she says and how she says it.

      Kyle catches my eye from where he’s packing his bag near the door.

      I scratch at my chin because I’m still in stage makeup. I force myself not to let on how much her low voice affects me. “You were a tech on my tour for a month. We're ships passing.”

      If it sounds callous, it’s not. It’s reality.

      Haley and I don’t have a future.

      We don’t even have a past.

      All we have is a stolen kiss and the kind of fragile trust that's made to be broken. By me, by her, by the world, until there's less than nothing left.

      “I’m going to take this out to the bus,” Mace says, shifting off the couch. I don’t look to see what he’s talking about.

      “Kyle, you wanna come with?”

      “I want to hear about Haley’s summer.”

      I close my eyes because I’m really ready to shove my band out the door and slam it in their faces right now. At least Mace knows it.

      “Kyle? I’ll let you show me how to make a Patreon donation for that wildlife artist.”

      “For real? Let’s do it.”

      Then they’re gone and it’s just the two of us.

      Somehow it feels like there’s more space between us rather than less.

      Haley breaks the silence first. “If we’re passing ships, what’s with the dramatic rescue? I’m not on your tour anymore. You don’t owe me anything.”

      “I don’t like seeing you get hurt.”

      Her eyes darken. “Then why didn’t you tell me about Cross?”

      I wonder if she’s turned it over in her head as many times as I have the last two months.

      I stare back at her. “I don’t like seeing you get hurt,” I repeat.

      Since I made the deal with Cross to protect her, he’s been silent.

      Still… just because Haley and I won’t be sleeping down the hall from one another doesn’t mean I can’t keep an eye on her.

      She looks good despite the bump on the head that I’m pretty sure will resolve. Her sharp eyes still make me want to know what’s going on behind them. The curves under her clothes are still seriously distracting. Her full lips have me wanting to see her smile or laugh or...

      “School must be starting soon,” I say, breaking the stillness. “You’re going back to Philly?”

      “Tonight.” She glances up at the clock on the wall behind me. “I should probably get going.” She makes no move to rise, just huffs out a little breath as she looks at me.

      She’s changed since she left. She’s grown up. Where she would spill everything at my feet before, she’s not going to now.

      Endings suck no matter how you slice them. Our first was bad enough. It seems cruel to have another.

      But life's cruel.

      “Say something, Hales.” I murmur it under my breath.

      Her mouth twitches at the corner. “What kind of something.”

      “Anything. Let me in your head.”

      “Okay.” Her cheeks flush, and that hint of embarrassment has me leaning in. “I had a dream you came after me. You walked in the door of the honky-tonk where I was working, and you told me you’d fucked up and you were sorry.” She frowns. “And then you took the stage next to Prince and played the ukulele. That's when I should've known it was a dream.”

      A chuckle escapes. “You should’ve known it was a dream because no one just walks in the door at the Rockabilly. There’s a line a mile long.”

      “You’ve been there?” Her eyes widen.

      “Marty’s place. She stocks some good bourbon.”

      “And Andre’s. They got married.”

      “Huh.” Sharing people in common makes it feel like we haven’t spent the last two months apart.

      It’s all pretend. Because she’s going back to her life and I’m—finally—going back to mine.

      I don’t know what to do here.

      Because I don’t, I stand.

      She rises too.

      And if that’s not the perfect metaphor for how we are, I don’t know what is.

      This girl’s my shadow. We’re bound together by a thread that won’t let go even though we’re opposites in so many ways—she’s bright, I’m dark; she’s new, I’m jaded; she’s curious, I’m closed off.

      But from the second I noticed her, I can’t unsee her.

      “Haley.”

      We both turn to see Nina standing at the door, a knowing look on her face.

      “I heard you made an impression on the crowd. Or they made one on you.” Her face tightens with concern. “You okay?”

      “Good as new. And I promise I’m not suing anyone.”

      “Good girl. Let me walk you out.”

      I shake my head. “I can do it.”

      Nina holds up her hands. “Jax? You go out there again and there’s going to be an actual riot.”

      I wonder if that’s the real reason or if Nina wants to keep us apart.

      Regardless, Haley steps forward first. “Well, it was a hell of a show.”

      “Best ever?” I study her face.

      Her expression shifts. “Yeah. Best ever.” She swallows. “Goodbye, Jax.”

      “See you, Hales.”

      Before I can react, Haley closes the distance between us. Her arms wind around my neck.

      Her scent washes over me, and I close my eyes. I’ve done two gigs in Hawaii, and I swear she smells like the air there.

      I can feel Nina’s gaze on us.

      Fuck Nina.

      I wrap my arms around Haley’s waist, pulling her harder against me even though I shouldn’t.

      “So, you knew where I was, but you never thought about coming to check it out, huh?” she murmurs against my neck, low enough only I can hear. Her voice is a tease, stroking down my spine.

      “If I’d chased your ass down”—her hair tickles my lips, and I bury my nose in her—“I wouldn't have come back.”

      I’m the one to step back first. When I do, I see a wry smile pulling at her mouth.

      That’s good.

      Because it’s better if we both think I’m joking.
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      Getting into my apartment takes longer than usual. The key turns in the lock, but as I lean against the door, it won’t open.

      I shove, and something gives.

      “Roomie!” Serena’s voice sounds far away. “It’s about time.”

      I glance at the chair that’d been blocking the way. “You barricaded yourself in here?”

      “Not me. Scrunchie. He’s been exercising a lot of independence lately. The door’s open for even a minute, and he slips out.”

      My roommate, dressed in a crop top and skinny jeans that show off her naturally flat stomach, crosses to the black-and-white mop in the middle of the living room floor. “I took him to the dog park the other day, and everyone looked at me like I was nuts. I mean, he doesn’t spray. Not that I would de-scent a skunk, but when the little guy came into the shelter and needed a home, I couldn’t say no.” She lifts Scrunchie to her face, making kissing noises.

      Scrunchie maintains his trademark apathy.

      He’s probably the only male on campus who can in the face of Serena’s affections.

      “Right.”

      “But you’re back now. For good.” She sets Scrunchie down and straightens.

      “Yeah. I’m back.” I drop my bag and hug her.

      We talked almost every day, but seeing her for the first time since she showed up at Jax’s show two months ago, I realize how much I missed her.

      “You look good,” she says, pulling back and doing a little twirl thing with her fingers. I turn obediently. “Damn, waitressing was good for your ass.”

      “It was good for my bank account too.”

      “You mean I can stop taking gentleman callers to pay the milkman?” She bats her eyelashes.

      “You haven't told me a thing about gentleman callers lately. Which means you have one and you like him,” I point out.

      Serena crosses to the kitchen and pulls out two glasses and something from our booze cabinet. “I like him. I haven't decided if I'll keep him.”

      “You decided to keep Scrunchie after one date.”

      “True. This guy’s in a frat, and he's obsessed with his own face. But it is a great face, and he eats me with it. So…”

      I shudder.

      “Haley. I swear to God oral sex is not the apocalyptic event you think is it.”

      “Agree to disagree.”

      “Have you ever tried it?”

      She sounds so aghast I need to defend my position, stat. “I can’t get past the part where a guy is looking at you down there, not to mention sucking on you like a damned milkshake. Call me crazy.”

      Serena tosses her hair, indignant. “Whoever did that to you should be shot. That’s B-minus technique at best. But you find a guy who knows how to do it…” She makes a noise low in her throat I wish I could unhear “… you’ll be converted.”

      “I’m a pretty staunch atheist.”

      I take one of the cups she offers and sniff it. Definitely vodka.

      It’s two in the afternoon, and I’m about to point that out until she speaks again.

      “What if it was Jax Jamieson?”

      What the hell? It’s five o’clock somewhere.

      I take a long drink from the cup, wincing as I swallow. “I’m probably never going to see Jax again. If there even was the beginning of anything that would conceivably lead to milkshake slurping, it's over.”

      “First, never say milkshake slurping again. EVER. Second…” The laughter that starts in her belly has me wondering if she’s already had a few. “It's so not over.”

      “What are you talking about?”

      “Let me spell it out for you: your dad is a huge record exec who happens to own Jax Jamieson.”

      I roll my eyes. “Jax is retiring.”

      “Artists don’t cut ties with a label. The contacts your father has—”

      “Cross.”

      “Sorry. The contacts Cross has, the money, the power? You don’t turn your back on that. Even if you want to. You think you'll never see Jax Jamieson again? You're deluded.”

      I turn that over. I’m afraid to believe her because she might be blunt, but she’s a silver-lining-girl at heart. There’s every possibility I won’t see Jax again except on TV or YouTube. And even then, maybe he’ll recede into obscurity and stop doing media altogether.

      Or maybe she’s right.

      Maybe he’ll show up when I least expect him. Looking hot as sin with that smirk that says he knows all my secrets.

      Because really, he does.

      That low-grade pulsing in my gut, like a bass reverb you can’t quite kick, starts up again.

      Seeing him in Atlanta was totally unplanned and equally thrilling. I’m glad we weren’t alone because how the hell did he get hotter?

      The temptation to throw myself at him was almost impossible to resist.

      “Speaking of daddy dearest,” she goes on, bringing me back, “when are you going to see him?”

      I carry my cup-o-relief to the couch, stepping over Scrunchie, who likes to press himself up against the front like a fluffy pancake, and dropping onto the cushion. Serena follows me, perching on the arm at the other end. “I was going to say never. But now I'm thinking tomorrow.”

      As I explain what happened with my school enrolment, her eyes get progressively wider until she toes me with her sock foot.

      “No way. You got kicked out of school?”

      I hold up a hand. “Not kicked out! I’m facing a minor administrative hurdle.”

      But she’s not fooled for a second. “They kicked your ass out of school. Haley Telfer—or is it Cross now?—you are a bad girl.”

      I groan and down the rest of my drink as she cackles.

      “Why are you laughing?”

      “Because you are so much cooler than even I knew. You’re the daughter of a record executive, and the hottest guy in the world is strung out over you. And,” she goes on before I can tell her how wrong she is, “I know you'll get out of this. And I can't wait to see how.”

      “I appreciate the vote of confidence. I think.”

      I shift off the couch and take my empty cup to the kitchen.

      “Refill time?” Serena asks, hopeful.

      “Nope, I gotta unpack.” I grab my bag and start toward my room.

      “Fine. But Wednesday, you should pick up music night,” she calls after me. “I think Dale’s going into withdrawal without you.”
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      Getting a meeting with Cross the next day is easier than I expected. It’s almost as if he’s waiting for me.

      Going to the meeting is harder than I expected.

      Wicked is the way I remember, and not. I sit outside Cross’s office, rereading the poster about the building and forcing myself not to tug at the hem of my T-shirt.

      Nothing’s changed. You’re the same person you were yesterday. Four months ago. Twenty-one years ago.

      “Mr. Cross will see you now.”

      I suck in a breath that fills my belly, as if the ratio of oxygen to carbon dioxide in my body can save me.

      Hold it as long as I can before letting it out.

      I need to get back into school, or all the plans I’ve made will go up in smoke. I can’t bartend my whole life. Not because I don’t respect the work or the people I did it with, but because I want more.

      Not just want. I need more.

      This summer only increased my conviction.

      I force my feet to carry me into that black-and-white room.

      “I wondered how long it would take you to come.” Cross’s hands are folded on the desk as if he was posing for a portrait before I interrupted.

      His eyes are blue and nothing like mine. His cheeks are lean.

      But his chin. Maybe the nose…

      “Have a seat.”

      I do, my gaze falling to the floor as I shift to get comfortable, landing on that giant fur rug under the conversation set. “You shoot that yourself?”

      “No. Does it bother you?”

      I look up at him as my fingers curl around the cold metal of the chair armrest.

      “A lot of things bother me. The attention span of undergrads when you try to tell them how to reset their passwords. The state of the Middle East. When I go to the vending machine in the computer science building and my chips get stuck in that spiral thingy. What you do or don’t put on your floor doesn’t bother me.” There’s a reason I’m here, and it’s not to talk about how this man is my father or how he chooses his décor. “I need a letter to the school stating I completed my term.”

      His brows draw together as if he’s disappointed, not guilty. “You didn’t complete your term.”

      “What are you talking about?”

      “You left without notice with two remaining shows.”

      I glance toward the open door and back, lowering my voice. “Because I found out you were my father.”

      And there it is.

      The statement hangs between us. I wait for him to acknowledge it, or deny it, or start talking about my mom.

      Instead, he simply folds his hands on the desk in front of him. “So?”

      I pick my jaw up off the floor. “So you hired me. You put me on tour. I didn’t end up there because I deserved to, because I’d earned it.”

      “And because you resented this assumed nepotism, you left without fulfilling the terms of said agreement. And yet you expect to be compensated for it.”

      When he says it like that, it does sound bad.

      “I made you a deal. One month counted for four. You didn’t fulfill that.”

      “I left because of you.”

      “Because of me? Or because of him?”

      I know he means Jax.

      I shift out of the chair because suddenly the room feels too small.

      My feet are soundless on the plush carpet as I turn away, finding myself face-to-face with the painting of the field. My blood pressure declines a few points.

      “I want the letter, Mr. Cross.”

      “You have nothing to bargain with.”

      Two months ago, I would’ve turned tail and run.

      Now, I’m smart enough to know that won’t work.

      I turn and step up to the desk, my heart hammering.

      Cross wants me here. I see it in those eyes that, now that I look into them, aren’t so different from mine.

      “Don’t I?”

      His mouth curves. It’s not a smile. I bet he’s handsome if he ever lets the facade go. “So, you are my daughter after all.”

      The word has my fingers flexing. It’s been so long since someone called me that, but I’m not sure I like how it sounds.

      “What do you want? Sunday dinners?” My voice is smaller than I’d like.

      “I want you to pay back the time you owe. A full four months.”

      “One semester?” Holy shit, he’s insane. “I wouldn’t be back in school until next semester?”

      “That’s right.”

      My hands form fists at my sides. “How is that fair? Fathers aren’t supposed to blackmail their daughters.”

      “Life isn’t fair, Haley. Case in point: you’re ready to condemn me for all I’ve done to help you when I’m not the one you should be judging.”

      Cross reaches into his drawer and produces a black flash drive. The thing lies in his hand, and I stare at it as if it’s a snake.

      “I don’t understand.”

      “Women will forgive Jax anything. You’re no exception. But everyone does things in their darkest moments. Things that come back to haunt them.” My mind races as he says, “It’s yours to do with as you see fit. Consider it a gift.”

      Maybe Serena was right and our story isn't over.

      I don’t want anything this man has to offer. But I want to know more about Jax.

      The idea teases me, calls to me.

      I take the drive and shove it into my pocket, ignoring the glint in Cross’s eye.

      I turn toward the door, but a voice brings me back.

      “Well? What do you say to our new deal.”

      “I’ll think about it.”

      He tilts his head, and it occurs to me what he looks like. A bird.

      A raven.

      “I’ll throw in one more gift.” He spreads his hands. “Ask me. Whatever it is that’s causing you to look like that, ask me.”

      “No.” A million thoughts circle my mind like moths swarming a flame. Choosing one seems impossible. “I’m not giving you the satisfaction of asking you why you never told me who you were. Why you never came to see me. How you could you live in the same city as me my entire life and never do anything.”

      His dark brows pull together. “Good. Because those are the wrong questions.”

      I want to tell him to go fuck himself. I’m sure that’s what Jax would do.

      Instead, I can’t help but ask, “What’s the right one?”

      Cross smirks.

      “When you figure that out, we’ll understand one another far better.”
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