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Excerpt #1  
 “I hate the way you made me feel. Well, most of the time.” I spat. I was tired of 
dancing around the truth. “I hate the confusion you bring into my already confused 
life. I need this back and forth shit to end.” I took a deep breath. “I can’t take it 
anymore. You like me. You hate me. You like me. You want to kill me. You want 
to fuck me. You want me to stay. You want me to live.  My head is fucking 
spinning over here.” My buzz faded faster than the setting sun. "You should leave. 
I don't want you here," I added. 
"I know. I don't care." King said. 
"Oh, I’m fully aware that you don’t care. That I know.” 
"You don't know shit, Pup." King barked. 
"Oh yeah? So you didn't just spend the entire night at the carnival all over me, 
saying sweet shit to me, making me feel like this stupid thing between us is 
something more than just a stupid thing, only to whip out your dick with someone 
else the very first chance you got? Go back to the fucking house, King. Go back to 
that girl. I hope she's everything you wanted.” 
"I can't," King said evenly. 
"Why not? Seemed easy for you before." 
"Because, Pup, I can’t because I don't want to. No matter how hard I try to fight 
this, I'm drawn to you. You think I like this back and forth shit? You think you’re 
the only one who’s fucking confused here?" He shook his head like he couldn't 
believe the words that were coming out of his mouth. "I'm drawn to you," he 
repeated turning my chin up to him. 
“What do you expect? Am I supposed to fall at your feet and thank you for being 
‘drawn to me’?” Not only was he confusing, he was fucking infuriating. "Drawn to 
me? You're drawn to me! Well, let me just take off my fucking panties then, and 
let's do this shit. Yeah, you were really drawn to me. Tell me something, KING. Do 
most first dates end with the guy getting sucked off by another girl? I mean, I've 
never been on one, so you tell me. I could be wrong here. Because if the answer is 
yes, then this date has gone fucking swimmingly!" 
"I'm...FUCK! “You think you know everything but you don’t. All you do is run 
those pretty lips of yours and expect me to be able to just give into you!” King 
threw his hands up in the air. “You make me fucking crazy, you know that!" he 
shouted. 
"I make YOU crazy? How the fuck do you think I feel? Most of the time I don't 
know if you want to kill me or fuck me!" I screamed, every single word he spoke 
ignited my anger until it wasn’t something I could even begin to hold back. 
King had the audacity to actually smile. He leaned forward and whispered 
seductively against my cheek, "Can't I want both, Pup?" 
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I pulled back and stood up. 
"NO! You can't! And stop calling me, Pup. It's a stupid fucking name. I'm not your 
fucking pet!" 
I paced the dock. My rage was at a boiling point I couldn't turn off. This was his 
fault. He’d made me into this lunatic. 
King stood and grabbed my face with both hands, forcing me to look at him. "Yes 
you are," he said, as he lowered his lips and brushed them softly against mine in a 
move so gentle, so unlike him, it took me a few seconds before I registered what 
was happening. 
Then, my anger returned, in full force. Using both my hands, I pushed against his 
chest until he had no choice but to release me. 
"Fuck you! You don't want to keep me!" I shouted over my shoulder as I made my 
way to the front of the house and started down the gravel driveway. "Do you think 
I’m stupid? You wouldn't be getting your jollies while I'm in the next room if it 
was me you wanted." 
A large hand grabbed my shoulder and spun me around. 
"Let go of me!" I shouted. 
"Listen, Pup. I’ve tried it your way. I tried gentle just now, but you didn't listen. 
Now, we're going to do it my way, and you're going to fucking listen. Don't make 
me have to cuff you again." He warned. 


