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T H E  S P E C I F I C S  A B O U T  T H I S  S T O R Y

A L L  T H E  D E E T S !

Dear Romance Addicts,

A while back we had Team Week. This was in my Romance

Addicts group (click to join if you aren’t a member and want to

have some fun or go to https://www.facebook.com/groups/

maggiecole/) At the time, only four books in my All In series

were published.

Team Tom and Liv took the gold! But Teams Meg and Collin,

Jack and Maddie, and Blake and Laura all gave them a run for

their money!

The combination of teams created these specifics for me to

create a story around:

Characters: Dakota Jinx and Logan Alexander

Theme: Brother’s Best Friend

Five Props: Tattoos (important to character), Journal, An

important heirloom (not jewelry), Pantyhose (40's vintage style

with the line up the back), Ice 

!

Location: Montauk Point Lighthouse, Long Island New York

Here is your freebie short story just for fun!

XOXO -



Maggie Cole

PS - Please note that this story has not been professionally

edited. And when you’re done, keep reading to check out the

Sneak Peek Prologue - Chapter 2 of Kiss of Redemption!



P R O L O G U E

Dakota Jinx
Fifteen Years Prior

DEAR DIARY,

I hate Logan Alexander.

I love Logan Alexander.

No, I really HATE Logan Alexander.

NO, I LOVE LOGAN ALEXANDER.

UGH. I SHOULD HAVE TOLD HIM.

Jeremy would kill you.

Maybe then he wouldn't have kissed Sheila Rumford on his

last night in town.

Why did he have to enlist?

Will I ever see him again?

Why does this even matter? He's your brother's best friend

and doesn't even know you exist.
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"Jeremy, I'm home," I yell as I step into the house.

Silence.

He must be out.

I kick my shoes off and throw my purse on the counter. The

bottle of wine I opened the night prior is half full and beckoning

me, so I select a goblet and pour the Pinot Noir.

What a day.

My feet hurt from being on them for several hours and in

heels.

What was I thinking?

You thought the new boss would be coming to check up on you and

wanted to make a good impression.

Now I'm going to have to dress extra special again tomorrow.

Ugh.

Sweet blackberry hits my tongue with a hint of smokiness

when I take my first sip.

Bath. You need a bath.

I pick up the bottle, go to the bathroom, and turn the hot

water on.

Lavender. That's what I need.
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I squeeze in some bubbles, answer a few text messages friends

sent while I was at work, and strip down. The tub is half full

when I climb into it.

What a week.

My old boss decided to retire, and corporate said they were

sending a new manager. They didn't say who.

I work in a high-end lingerie store. While I usually wear heels,

I don't normally wear stilettos for work. The hot water is

soothing to my feet.

The water covers my body, and I turn off the faucet. I sink

further into the bath.

Between waiting to meet my new boss and trying to avoid my

co-worker, Mark, who was the only other employee in the store,

my anxiety level was at a high.

Mark was a mistake. I went out with him because I had been

in a drought, and he asked me out so many times I finally caved.

And apparently, I was so desperate to get some action I was

willing to lower my standards.

Mark doesn't want it to be over. Any chance he had to ask me

why I wouldn't try to work things out with him he took.

I finally was so fed up I told him the real truth before thinking

about the repercussions.

"There's no chemistry between us."

He looked at me like I had two heads. "What are you talking

about?"

"Mark, I'm sorry, but I should have never slept with you."

"Why not?"

"Because I knew when you kissed me that we didn't have any

heat."

"How could you possibly say that?"

I groaned. "Please just drop this."

Once I let the cat out of the bag, Mark wasn't going to let it

go. All it did was fuel the fire.

"So you didn't enjoy having sex with me?"
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"No."

"You're lying."

"No, I'm not."

"You didn't seem to have any complaints."

I stayed silent.

He continued to barrage me, and when he said, "You had a

pretty intense orgasm," I finally lost it.

"Mark. I faked it."

The silence was deafening.

"You're such a liar. There's no way you faked that."

"I did." I should have stopped it when I put my hands down his

pants to stroke his cock and wondered where the rest of it was.

"Bull shit."

Enough of this.

"Oh...oh...oh God...oh Mark...yes, yes, yes!" I crossed my arms

and stared at him.

He finally got the message. "You're such a bitch."

"Can we stop talking now and move on?"

Unfortunately for me, Mark wasn't able to do that.

"Why would you fake it?"

"Ugh! Let it go!" I started walking away from him.

He followed me. "No. Tell me. Why?"

Angry he wouldn't let it go and feeling harassed at work, I

spun and wiggled my pinky.

His face turned purple. He bellowed out, "What does that

mean?"

The door chimed, and a customer walked in. I almost ran to

the front of the store to get away from Mark.

After the customer left, Mark went right back into interroga‐
tion mode.

I finish my bath and wine. I'm still thinking about my day,

but I get out, dry off, and wrap the towel around my body. My

phone rings and snaps me out of my journey down memory

lane.
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The number is blocked, so I answer it while walking out of

the bathroom.

"Tell me why you faked it," Marks asks.

"You're calling me now?" I angrily spout.

"Tell me, and I'll stop. I need to know."

Totally over this, I walk down the hallway and yell out, "What

do you not get? Your dick is so small I couldn't feel it. That's why

I had to fake it."

"So, you need a big dick?"

"Yes, Mark. I need a big, thick, long, hard cock that I can feel.

Is that what you want to hear?" I don't hear the rest of the

conversation, and the phone slips out of my hand.

Standing in the doorway, with a green military duffle bag

slung over his shoulder, is my brother Jeremy's best friend, Logan

Alexander.

I haven't seen him in fifteen years since he left for the

Marines.

His chiseled face is now a man's with the scruff of his five

o'clock shadow.

His green eyes are brighter than I remember.

His body is filled out and cut like a professional weight lifter.

"Logan?" I barely whisper.

He raises his eyebrows, and his eyes roam over my body. He

swallows so hard his Adam's apple juts out. "Dakota.

You've...you've grown up."

Heat rises through my chin and into my face. "What are you

doing here?"

"Jeremy didn't tell you I was coming?"

"No."

He drops the duffle bag and steps closer, his eyes never

leaving mine.

"He said I could stay while I was in town."

My heart thumps in my chest so hard I'm sure he can hear it.

"While you're in town?"
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"Yeah. I'm on a four-day break."

"You aren't staying?"

"I have another two months of active duty."

"Two months?”

"Yes."

"Then what?"

His eyes drift down my body then back to my eyes. "I don't

know yet."

Since he doesn't seem to have any qualms about checking me

out, I take the liberty to stare at his torso full of muscle, hidden

only by his form-fitting, white t-shirt.

His deep voice snaps me out of my ogling session. "Did I

interrupt your phone call?"

"What?"

He points to the phone on the ground.

"No, I—"

He bends down, picks it up, and licks his lips as his eyes travel

up my legs. He pauses at my thigh and traces the m-o-m letters of

my tattoo, and a zing of electricity goes straight to my core.

"I'm sorry I couldn't come to the funeral."

I swallow the lump in my throat. My mom died of cancer six

months ago. If he kept going higher he would see the d-a-d tattoo

that was inked on me several years prior when my father died in

a car crash. The wounds are both still fresh, and I'm not able to

respond.

He rises, towers over me, and tilts his head down. "Your mom

was amazing."

I blink hard and nod.

"Dakota, what's going on," Mark shouts through the phone.

I rip the phone out of Logan's hand. "Mark, it's over. Get past

it and stop harassing me." I hang up the phone.

Logan's eyes turn to slits. "Some guy bothering you?"

"No. It's fine. Just a co-worker, I dated that I shouldn't have.”

His lips twitch. "He's the one without a real cock?"
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Heat scorches my face, and my hand flies to my mouth.

Oh, God, help me. He heard me say I needed a big, thick, long, hard

cock that I can feel.

"Logan!" My brother's voice saves me.

Logan winks then spins to embrace my brother. I practically

run to my room, get changed, and faintly hear my brother yell

that they’re going to the bar.

I spend the remainder of the night trying to forget that Logan

Alexander is back.

But he's not. He's only here for a long weekend.

In two months, he could be back.

He probably won't be. Stop fantasizing. The last time he left, it took

you months to stop crying.

He looks better than when he was eighteen.

It doesn't matter. Move on. You'll just get your heart broken.

I toss and turn all night. The next morning, I go for my run,

and Logan is already up, lacing his sneakers.

"What are you doing up?" I ask him.

"About to run and sweat the alcohol your brother fed me last

night out of my system. You?"

"Same. Well, minus the alcohol."

"Want to run together?"

"I'm sure you're faster than me," I tell him.

"I think I'll sacrifice."

We run, and instead of my typical three miles, I complete six

with him, not even noticing the extra distance.

"What are you doing today?" he asks when we're walking to

cool off.

"I have to work."

"Where do you work?"

"Sensations."

"Sensations? What is that?" an amused smile crosses his lips.

"A high-end lingerie shop."

"Really?" he says in a teasing tone.
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"Yep."

"That's hot."

My insides flutter. He's a typical guy. Simmer down.

There's nothing typical about Logan Alexander.

"Tell me about this guy who’s harassing you."

"It's nothing."

"You work with him?"

"Yeah. Why?"

"Just curious."

"So what have you been up to all these years?"

"I've been all over. Mostly in Afghanistan."

My heart speeds up again. "Is that where you're heading back

too?"

His face hardens. "Not sure. I'll find out when I report."

"Do you like it?"

He stops and turns. "It's been a long fifteen years. I'm glad I

did it, but I think it's time for something new."

Hope that he'll come home sparks. "Like what?"

"Not sure. Is normal life all it's cracked up to be?"

"I think it would depend on who you spend it with."

Did you seriously just say that?

Heat rushes to his eyes. He licks his lips and opens his mouth

to speak when my brother yells his name.

My alarm on my phone rings. "I have to get ready for work."

Disappointment briefly crosses his face. We jog inside. I

shower and get ready for work, but all I can think about is him.

He seems interested in me.

He's not, and you're just setting yourself up for failure.

I grapple with my thoughts the entire time I get ready for

work. When I come out of my room, he's sitting at the counter,

and my brother is cooking breakfast.

"Dakota, you want anything?" Jeremy asks.

"No, thanks."

Logan spins, and his eyes scan my body. I pretend I don't
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notice the attention he's giving me and take the seat next to him.

His energy radiates into all of my cells, and the scent of his

freshly showered skin makes my body throb.

"You look nice," he says.

"Thanks." I tear my eyes away from his and focus on my

brother, who's flipping pancakes. "Are you working today?"

"I'm going in at noon and will be back by five latest."

I sarcastically gasp. "But what will your five assistants do

without you?" My brother owns an insurance agency, and five

women really run the place. I always tease him that he just shows

up and schmoozes the clients.

Logan's deep voice booms in a laugh.

Jeremy rolls his eyes. "Funny, Dakota."

"He's trying to get me to join him in a few months. Maybe I

should talk to you, and you can fill me in on how things operate."

An amused grin crosses Logan's face.

My flutters kick off again. That would mean he would be living

here.

Stop getting excited.

I rise and rub Logan's hard shoulder blades that I want to lick.

I lean down to his ear. "I'll tell you all his secrets."

Logan raises his eyebrows.

"Dakota, what time are you home?" my brother asks, pulling

me out of my trance.

"I work until four."

Logan grins. “So you can come out with us tonight, then."

I look at him, surprised, my butterflies taking off.

"I wasn't going to ask her," Jeremy says. "Mandy is bringing

Kayla for you."

Logan groans. "I'm definitely bringing Dakota then."

"Who said I don't have plans?" I don't even know why I just

said that.

"What? Kayla's hot,” Jeremy insists.

"Sorry, man. Don't do blind dates."
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"It's not a blind date."

"Whatever you want to call it." Logan turns to me. "You're

going to have to cancel your plans. You have to save me from

your brother."

"Kayla is hot. Guys drool over her.” Shut your mouth and tell

him you'll go!

His green eyes flicker. "Don't care."

Heat stirs in my core. "I'll see if I can cancel my plans."

"What are they?"

"Do not cancel your plans. Mandy will kill me if you show up.

Kayla will help her cut my balls out. Girls like this aren't easy to

find, Logan. Don't be stupid."

"Sorry, man. No disgrace to your balls, but I'm taking Dakota

for safety."

You're just safety. Ugh.

"Sorry, I wouldn't want to be a third wheel." I reach for my

purse and put it over my shoulder. "I'll see you later. I need to get

to work." I avoid Logan and turn the other way and leave.

When I get in my car, I softly tap my head into the steering

wheel.

Great. All night you can think about Logan with Kayla.

Why didn't you say you would go?

Kayla is gorgeous. She could be a runway model.

I drive to work and curse myself the entire time.

Logan Alexander is just as off-limits as before.

He's hotter than sin and out of my league. Anything with him

is just a fantasy.

And I realize I'm just as screwed as I was the last time he left.
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It's been a long day. My new boss Carrie came in, and Mark is

working with me again. Instead of harassing me today, he's been

trying to sabotage me in front of my new boss.

I'm counting down the hours until it's quitting time. Carrie

brought the new floor plan from corporate, and we've spent the

day reorganizing the store. That means the three of us have been

working closely between helping customers.

A new pair of vintage 1940's style pantyhose came in. They

have the line up the back and are super sexy. I just finished

putting a pair on the mannequin when the bell chimes.

I look up, and my mouth goes dry.

Logan smiles at me.

Carrie beelines it to the door and asks if she can help him. He

politely says, "Sorry ma’am. I usually work with Dakota. Is that

okay?"

"Sure." She steps aside, and he walks over to me.

"What are you doing here?" I ask as soon as she is out of

earshot.

He points to the display I've been working on. "Those are

hot."
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Heat crawls up my face. Why the hell are you blushing? Get a

grip.

"What are you doing here?" I repeat.

"I had time to kill. Thought I would check this place out."

I stare at him.

"Okay. I came to see what I needed to do to convince you to

come out tonight."

"Sorry. I don't do third wheels, or safety, or whatever it is you

want to call it."

"Is that what you think?"

"What?"

"That I was serious when I said that?"

"Why wouldn't you be?"

"I only said that because your brother was there."

Blood pumps so hard in my veins I'm almost scared to talk. "I

don't understand."

"I want to hang out with you tonight."

The pounding in my ears gets louder. "I..."

He steps closer. "I'm sort of in a strange position here."

"What's that?"

"I haven't seen your brother in a long time and promised him

I'd hang out with him."

My heart beats faster.

"I want to hang out with you. But I didn't think I could say

that to your brother when I hadn't told you yet."

"You...you want to hang out with me?"

"Yes."

"As in..."

"As in, I like you and am interested in you."

He likes me.

He's interested in me.

"Wait. I'm confused."

"What are you confused about?"

"Did you just say..." I swallow the knot in my throat.

THE WEEKEND GUEST
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He leans down to my ear. "I like you. I'm interested in you. Do

you want to hang out even if it involves dealing with your

brother and his friends tonight?"

Is Logan Alexander asking me out?

Yes. Yes, I want to hang out with you.

You have to actually say the words out loud, Dakota.

Logan has his eyebrows raised and is waiting for me to

answer.

"Okay."

"Yeah?" he grins.

"Yes."

He looks at his watch. "I took an Uber. You're off at four?"

"Yes."

"It's 3:45. Can I go back with you?"

"Sure."

His eyes drill into mine. "I'll go wait outside."

"Okay."

I spend the next fifteen minutes with my insides like a bowlful

of Jell-O and nervous butterflies. Time seems to go slow but fast

at the same time. When four hits, I get my things, and Mark

follows me out.

"I still think you need to tell me the real reason you won't go

out with me."

I keep walking. "When are you going to stop? It's never

happening again."

"You're not being—"

"I believe Dakota told you it's time to move on," Logan's deep

voice bellows through the air.

I look to my left, and he pushes himself off the brick wall and

comes toward us.

"Mind your own business," Mark seethes.

"Dakota is my business."

Mark’s eyes turn to slits. "Are you her boyfriend?"

"It doesn't matter who I am. She said to stop."
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Matt turns to me. "You cheating whore."

Logan grabs Matt by the throat and picks him up, so he's on

his tiptoes.

"Logan!"

"Don't ever talk about Dakota that way again. Now tell her

you're sorry."

Matt's face is turning purple, and his eyes rotate to me. "Sor‐
ry," he squeaks out.

Logan loosens his grip but only slightly. "If you ever mention

going out with her again, I'm going to come find you. But I won't

be nice like this. Do you understand."

"Yes," Matt chokes.

Logan releases him. "Get out of here."

Matt glares at us and leaves.

I gape at Logan.

"Sorry, you had to see that," Logan says and puts his hand on

the small of my back and begins leading me to my car.

Did he seriously just do that?

My car isn't far, and when we get to it, Logan spins me into

him. "Dakota, you're shaking."

"Why did you do that?"

"No one is going to harass you. You told him to stop, and he

needs to respect it."

"But..."

"But what?"

What am I even trying to say? I'm not upset. I'm relieved Matt

won't bother me anymore, assuming it worked. But what am I trying

to say?

Plus, that was kind of hot.

Silence.

Logan steps closer. "Are you upset with me?"

"No."

His raw scent flares in my nostrils. His green eyes flicker in

the late day sunlight and study my lips.
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“Screw it," he murmurs and pushes his hand through my hair

and brushes his lips against mine.

I freeze, and he waits, not letting go of my head, or backing

away. His warm breath merges into mine, and I work harder to

fill my lungs with air.

He presses his mouth to mine again, and this time, I part my

lips. His tongue circles, and any kiss I've had up to this point no

longer exists. An explosion of pulsing erupts in my body, and I

moan in his mouth as he steps so close our bodies are touching.

Our kiss deepens, and my knees go weak and buckle, but he

holds me tight to his body.

When he pulls back, I murmur, "Do you want to drive?"

He softly chuckles. "Yeah." He walks me to the passenger side,

opens the door, then shuts it once I'm in.

Holy moly!

How did he learn to kiss like that?

Logan gets into the car and pulls out of the parking lot. "I'll

talk to Jeremy before we go out tonight."

"No. Don't."

"Why not?"

"I don't want you to ruin your weekend."

"Why would it ruin my weekend? You're thirty."

"And you're his best friend he hasn't seen in years."

"So?"

"You know how Jeremy needs to know every detail?”

"Yeah."

"Well, it got worse."

"What do you mean?"

You opened the can of worms. It's your fault.

"Since our mom died."

"Dakota, I'm not following."

"He couldn't control my mom's cancer. So he started focusing

on taking care of me. He worries. If you tell him he's going to

want to know what your plans are."
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"My plans?"

My stomach flips.

"Yes. With me."

Logan glances at me then back on the road.

"Enjoy your weekend with him. If you tell him, he's going to

want to know all your intentions and what they mean."

"Dakota, I don't have bad intentions."

"I didn't say you did. But you can't tell him much when you're

only here for the weekend and leaving again, can you?"

Logan's jaw clenches. "So, you want to sneak around and not

tell him?"

I cringe. "You make it sound so bad."

"What would you call it?"

I sigh. "I don't know. But if you don't want my brother flip‐
ping out all weekend, you shouldn't say anything."

"Dakota, I don't like lying.”

“I don’t either but you don’t understand how bad he’s gotten.”

He pauses then says, “If you think it's the best—"

"I do." I put my hand on his thigh.

"Okay. I'll keep it between us for now."

"Thank you."

He pulls the car in the driveway just as my brother is getting

out of his.

“Great. Get ready,” I mutter.

The moment we step out of the car my brother questions us.

“Why are you two together?"

Oh crap.

"Logan came to my work."

"Why?" he stares at Logan.

Think.

"One of Dakota's co-workers was harassing her. I put him in

his place."

Jeremy's eyes turn to slits. "Who?"

"Don't worry about it. It's over."
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"Who was it?" my brother demands to know.

"Just an idiot. He won't be doing it again," Logan assures him.

Jeremy's eyes bounce between us. He finally nods and pats

Logan on the back. "All right. Thanks for handling that."

"No worries."

"So, Kayla is sick."

"Good. It sounds like you get to keep your balls then?" Logan

teases.

"Yeah. But when you come back in a few months, you really

do need to meet this girl."

"Appreciate the offer, but I'm just not interested," Logan tells

him, and my heart flutters.

Jeremy looks behind him. "Dakota, you free tonight? I don't

want Logan feeling like a third wheel."

"I don't know. You didn't want me to go earlier," I say, just to

mess with my brother.

"Oh, come on. Don't hold a grudge."

"Yeah, Dakota. Don't hold a grudge," Logan smirks at me.

"Fine. But you're paying for everyone's drinks all night,

Jeremy."

He groans. "Deal."
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All night, Logan and I flirt. My brother is so engrossed in Mandy

that he doesn't seem to notice. Well, that and the fact he's

throwing back shot after shot with her.

Logan and I have a few, but it's nothing in comparison to

them.

Logan's hand is on my bare thigh, and he keeps inching his

fingers closer to my sex. I'm pretty sure my panties are dripping

at this point.

I finish the glass of ice water I practically downed, but

nothing is cooling me off.

Jeremy and Mandy are making out. Logan leans into my ear.

"We need to find a dark corner."

"I think it's hot in here. Do you?"

He squints at me.

I remove a piece of ice and rub it over my lips then suck on it.

He stares intently at me, and his fingers inch closer and circle

my skin.

From the corner of my eyes, I glance at my brother and see

he's still occupied. I lick the ice cube, then suck it until it's

nothing.
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Logan groans. "Your naughty, aren't you?"

I respond by selecting another piece.

Logan's fingers graze my slit, and I gasp. "Just so you know, I

don't think you'll have any complaints."

I raise my eyes at him, not sure what he's referring to.

"Your cock requirements."

My...oh shit.
My face flushes.

"I have to go to the restroom." I jump up and practically run to

the women's room.

Why did you freak out?
It's Logan Alexander.
He heard you talking about what kind of cock you wanted.
You knew he heard your conversation yesterday. Why are you

worrying about this?
When I get out of the bathroom, I wash my hands. There is

only one sink, and women are lined up, so I step aside and pull

out my compact mirror.

As usual, I get a slightly sad feeling. It's a family heirloom. My

great, great, great grandmother was the original owner. It was

passed generation to generation, and my mother gave it to me

when she was diagnosed with cancer.

I quickly reapply the gloss for my lip stain and put everything

back in my clutch. The moment I step outside of the bathroom,

Logan grabs my hand and pulls me out the back door.

"Hey—"

His lips crush into mine, and he pushes me against the wall.

"You're too sexy," he murmurs.

I'm too sexy?
He's the poster child for sex God.
"I want to get out of here," he mumbles.

"Mh-hmm," I reply and reach down his pants.

Holy shit.
Nope. I shouldn't have any complaints.
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He groans as I push the vein from his base to his tip.

"Mandy felt sick. Jeremy’s going to her house for the night."

I don't answer and slide my tongue back in his mouth.

"Dakota..." he kisses me some more. "Let's go."

"No."

He stops kissing me. "No?"

I grab his hand and pull him into the dark corner of the

outdoor deck. It's a small space, only enough room for the two of

us really, but away from anyone who would be walking out. I pull

his head back to me. "Do you have a condom?"

"Yeah."

I unzip his pants and pull his cock out.

"Here?"

"Mh-hmm."

“Good Lord, you're naughty."

I laugh.

Within seconds he has the condom on. He picks me up, and I

wrap my legs around him. My back smashes into the cold brick,

and he moves my panties to the side and slides his massive cock

in me.

"Oh God," I cry out from the sheer size of him and grip my

fingers into his back.

He sucks on my neck while thrusting inside me, slowly at

first, allowing me to take more and more of him.

I whimper with every inch, feeling full, but knowing he's

nowhere near finished giving me all he has. "Logan."

“You okay, baby?"

"Yeah. Oh, God. You feel...oh, God!"

He nibbles on my ear, and his pubic bone makes contact with

my body.

"Oh...oh..."

His lips consume mine.

His tongue ravishes my mouth.

His hands tug at my hair.
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"Faster," I breathe.

He thrusts faster, and my walls collapse, creating a high so

euphoric I get dizzy and convulse in his arms. It starts a chain

reaction, and every time he pounds in me, I erupt in adrenaline.

I unravel until I'm a ragdoll, held up by him and the wall, in a

constant state of orgasms.

When he erupts, he growls my name.

Minutes pass, with Logan and I buried in the curve of each

other's neck, shaking, and breathing hard. I slowly relax my

fingers that are dug into his back.

He pulls his head back and kisses me and my insides once

again turn to Jell-O.

We go home and spend all night in different positions. When

morning comes, he quickly goes to the spare room when we hear

my brother's car door slam.

The entire weekend we spend stealing kisses, sneaking away,

and flirting. My cheeks hurt from laughing so much and it hits

me that I haven’t been happy in a long time. Since my mom died,

I’ve just been going through the motions.

Logan makes me feel alive.

And we have a lot in common. We run in the mornings

together, like the same type of music and food, and we don’t

seem to worry about what we say. We talk and it’s natural and

honest.

Logan Alexander is everything I thought he would be when I

was just a girl, but he’s so much more than I bargained for.

All weekend, I push the thought that he’s leaving to the back

of my mind.

When Sunday comes, he tells my brother he has to meet up

with another friend before his flight. I lie and say I have to work

and offer to drop Logan off.

We go to a hotel and spend all day in bed. When it's a few

hours away from his flight time, reality starts to hit.

The feeling of loss hits me. It's different than the first time he

MAGGIE COLE

22



left. I was just a teenage girl back then. The only way I can

describe it is a combination of that moment and when my

parents died.

He sits up against the headboard, pulls me in his lap, and

wraps his arms around me.

"I don't want you to go."

"I don't want to, but I have to."

Silence.

His arms tighten around me. "Dakota—"

"You said you don't know what you're doing in two months.

You aren't coming back, are you?"

"I never said that."

"You said you don't know."

He kisses the side of my head. "I don't have everything figured

out. It's not the same thing as never coming back."

"You left before and didn't come back."

"I did a few times. You weren't around. I saw your brother."

More silence.

"I'm coming back," he murmurs.

Panic has taken reign, and I want to believe him, but it seems

so unbelievable.

"Dakota."

I slowly turn.

His green eyes lock into mine. "As soon as I'm done, I'm

coming back...for you."

"You are?"

"Yes. But I don't have all the answers. I don't know what I'm

going to do with my life. I'm not sure what I can even offer you

besides me when I'm done."

I turn further into him. "That's all I need. The other stuff you

can figure out."

"You want me even though I have no plan for my career."

"Yes." I cup his cheek. "It's not an important part of life. You'll

figure it out. Tell me you'll come back to me."
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"Coming back to you...that's the only thing I'm sure I want."

"It is?"

"Yes."

"Well, that and telling your brother, so we aren't sneaking

around anymore."

I softly laugh. "Okay. When you get back, we can tell him."

"So, you'll wait for me?"

"Yes."

He kisses me, and everything feels bittersweet.

"When I leave, I won't be able to talk to you."

"Why not?"

"My assignments are all top secret. There won't be any

communication allowed."

I swallow the knot in my throat. "For two months?"

"Yes."

I blink hard. "Okay."

When it's time to go, he refuses to let me drop him off at the

airport. He gives me a final kiss and leaves the hotel room.

Two months seem to take forever—nothing I do speeds up

the time. Every day, I think of him and wonder where he is and

what he could be doing.

I pray that he's safe.

I pray that he comes home.

I pray that everything that happened between us wasn't just a

fluke.

Two months pass, and I sit on pins and needles, waiting to

hear from him.

One day, I receive a hand-delivered envelope at my work. The

only thing written on it is my name.

I open it.

Montauk Point Lighthouse. 6 p.m. Find Roy.
Logan. It has to be Logan.
My heart races. I select a new black bra that came in along

with crotchless panties and a pair of the vintage 1940's style
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pantyhose that have the line up the back that Logan said

was hot.

My shift ends at 4 p.m. I quickly go home, shower, put on my

new items, and a trench coat. The only other thing I add is some

jewelry and black stilettos. I make sure I have the compact my

mother gave me in my clutch and head out to Long Island.

I get there exactly at 6 p.m. I find Roy. He puts me in the

elevator for the lighthouse, pushes the button to the top, and

hops out.

It takes the creaky elevator some time to get to the top, and

when it does, the doors open. Music is playing, roses are strewn

all over, and candles are lit. A mattress, I’m assuming it’s a blow

up one, is covered with blankets and pillows. A basket and ice

bucket with a bottle of champagne sits near it.

I step out of the elevator. "Logan?"

There's no answer. I take a few steps when his arms come

around me, and his body is flush against my back. "I missed you,"

his deep voice says in my ear.

I spin with tears in my eyes. "Logan!"

His lips consume me, and there are no more fears about us

being a fluke. Every nerve in my soul lights up from his touch.

I cup his face. "I missed you so much."

"I'm home, baby."

"For good?"

"Yes."

I kiss him some more, never wanting to let him go.

He pulls back and guides me over to the wall and points. "You

see that?"

"Yes."

"That's Ireland."

"Really?"

"Yes."

"Wow."

He spins me into him. "I couldn't stop thinking about you."
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"All I thought about was you."

"I'm still not sure about anything. The only thing I'm sure

about is you, Dakota."

I cup his cheeks. "It's okay. We'll figure it out."

"You still want me, then?"

"Yes. You're all I want."

He's about to kiss me, but I put my finger on his lip. He

freezes.

"I have a present for you."

He raises his eyebrows.

I step back and slowly pull the belt of my trench coat...
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K I S S  O F  R E D E M P T I O N  B L U R B

T O G E T H E R  W E  S T A N D  S E R I E S  -  B O O K  O N E

Redemption occurs by clearing your debt. Absolution for a sin

that isn't yours can turn you into the exact opposite of what you

once were. At least, that's my personal journey through hell.

27



~ Beckett Brooks

Mia Crimson ~
Beckett Brooks wasn't just cute—he was beautiful.

And my brother's best friend.

He’s never denied killing him.

But he pushed me down to save me.

After I was shot they sent me away and hid me from the

world.

Everyone on the island thought I died.

Now Beckett’s been paroled.

He wants me. Time has made him sexy as sin.

I shouldn’t want him. But I do.

And there’s a reason Beckett never told the truth.

At the roots of his innocence lies a vicious gang leader who

will stop at nothing to terrorize the Brooks family.

Can Beckett and I save each other? Or will the Twisted Hearts

destroy us?

(Kiss of Redemption is the first installment of the Together We

Stand series. It’s an epic journey of one family's struggle of

forgiveness, hope, and new beginnings amidst dangerous situa‐
tions. Each story intertwines and focuses on a new sibling trying

to find their Happily Ever After.)

Read KISS OF REDEMPTION, book one of the TOGETHER

WE STAND series - click here.

KISS OF REDEMPTION BLURB
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P R O L O G U E  S N E A K  P E E K

K I S S  O F  R E D E M P T I O N

Beckett

Redemption occurs by clearing your debt. Absolution for a sin

that isn’t yours can turn you into the exact opposite of what you

once were. At least, that’s my personal journey through hell.

“Beckett Brooks, do you feel that you’ve rehabilitated over the

last ten years and are no longer a threat to society?” the lady

wearing a navy-pinstripe suit and blue glasses, whose nameplate

says Judge Filmore, asks me.

Society. What do I know about society anymore? How much

has changed on the outside?

“Yes, ma’am. I wish to live an honest life of peace and

contribute to my community.”

“Is there anything you would like to say today to your victim’s

family?” She points behind me.

I didn’t do it, and I wish you could know the truth about what

happened.

I spin behind me. My mouth goes dry and pulse increases.

The last decade inside hasn’t given me anyone to look at, and

most of my memories are faded and gone regarding any of the
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teenage girls I ever felt anything for. She looks familiar, but I’ve

surely never seen her before, and it’s as if God himself opens up

the gates of heaven and says, “Here’s your reward for going down

for a crime you didn’t commit.”

Long black curls frame her porcelain, flawless skin. And eyes

like the ocean—at least what I remember of it—drill into the

depths of my soul. But not the darkness of the sea. The bright

blueish-green color you’d find in the Caribbean or off the shores

of some parts of Florida. I’d seen those eyes in the past on only

one person, but she is dead. This woman has a mouth so lush, I

can’t help but stare at it until her lip begins to shake, ripping me

out of my trance.

Get your head out of your dick and remember where you are so you

can get out of this hellhole, Beckett.

She is blinking back tears.

My heart breaks, watching her experience her pain.

Who is she? Why have I not seen her before? Where are Clay’s

grandparents?

“Ma’am.” I nod at her and take another deep breath. She hates

me. Understandably so. She thinks you killed her loved one. “I’m truly

sorry for the involvement I had in your…” I turn to the parole

panel. “I apologize, but I’ve not seen this woman before. What is

the relation?”

Judge Filmore says, “Sister.”

My head snaps back to her, and the blood draining from my

face gives me the chills. “Mia? You’re alive?”

She wipes at tears streaming down her cheeks, and I blink

back my own.

How is this possible? They told me she died.

I would give anything to comfort her and tell her what

happened so she no longer hates me. But I can’t.

What do you know anyway? You thought they murdered her, too.

“Please make your statement or turn back around. And
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address the victim’s family as ma’am or miss,” the judge instructs

me.

I swallow hard, scanning her eyes. “Ma’am, if I could have a

do-over, I would. I cannot tell you the remorse I have in my heart

regarding your brother’s death. Not a day goes by that I don’t

think about that night and not one will.”

I will her not to hate me, to somehow magically know that I

did not kill her brother. I expect to see a disgust for me in her

eyes, but all I see is her pain, and it shatters me to the core.

How old is she? She was only thirteen and would have been fourteen

in the fall...

The judge clears her throat. “Mr. Brooks, please face me.”

I turn around, the chains on my legs clashing against each

other, reminding me why I am standing in this room.

Focus, Beckett.

“Is there anything you would like to say, Ms. Crimson?”

I keep my head straight even though I want to look at her

again.

“No,” she says so quietly I almost don’t hear her, but her voice

drips honey and everything sweet.

The judge addresses me. “Mr. Beckett Brooks, the State of

Florida is granting you early release for good behavior. It is my

sincere hope you do not make us regret this decision. In the next

forty-eight hours, the paperwork will be filed, and you will be a

free man, with time served for your crime. More information will

be given to you regarding the steps to stay in good standing with

your parole requirements. Do you have anything further to say?”

She’s letting me out?

“Thank you, your honor. You will not regret this.”

“I hope not.” She bangs the gavel, and an officer takes my arm

to escort me back to prison.

On my way out, I glance over at Mia to see tears pour down

her porcelain cheeks.
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How is she alive? Does she know I didn’t do it? Why is this the first

time she’s been here? Who knows she’s here?

The guard tells me, “Look where you’re going, Brooks.”

Through the doors we step, and the slamming of the metal

echoes behind us. The muggy Florida weather fills my lungs,

reminding me of the stale air I’ve breathed within the prison

walls for the last ten years.

I’m led to a police van where the half-hour journey back to

hell begins.

Only forty-eight hours, and then you’re a free man. You can put all

of this behind you.

It’s a lie. Warnings have plagued me for the past decade,

reminding me of what’s next. They will surely know I’m out.

I need to get to them before they get to me. And now they will be

after Mia.

My vengeance is waiting for me on the outside.
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S N E A K  P E E K  C H A P T E R  O N E

K I S S  O F  R E D E M P T I O N

Mia

Memories laced with happiness and pain confused me for over a

decade. Beckett was only a boy just having turned seventeen

when he went to prison. My brother Clay and I lived with our

grandparents. Our mother was sixteen when she got pregnant

with my brother then twenty with me.

We never met our father, and my mother never told us or, to

the best of my knowledge, her parents his name. He came in and

out of her life, responsible for both pregnancies. It seems he was

another one of her addictions.

When I was ten, my mother died of a drug overdose, and my

grandparents became our sole guardians.

In some ways, nothing changed. We already were living with

them, and my mother wasn’t the maternal type. She partied so

much, days, sometimes turning into weeks, would pass without

her coming home.

But it was still painful. As absent a mother she was, she still

was Clay’s and my only parent. I thought I had cried all my tears

after she died. And then Beckett murdered Clay. At least that is
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what my grandparents told me before they sent me away to a

boarding school run by nuns on the Upper Peninsula of Michigan.

When I turned eighteen, my grandparents sent me to a private

college attached to the boarding school. I only moved buildings.

Anytime I asked to come home, the answer was always the same.

“It’s not safe.”

They wouldn’t tell me why it wasn’t safe. Clay’s killer was in

prison. How was it not safe? But no matter how many times I asked

the question, I never received an answer.

My grandfather died of a heart attack when I was in the

middle of earning my bachelor’s degree on an accelerated course.

My life consisted of classes and limited acquaintances. I threw

myself into studying from the time I arrived at the boarding

school through my master’s, putting up a wall and making sure I

didn’t get too close to anyone.

No one knew my story, and I wasn’t about to tell them. I

could only imagine the conversation with the gossipy girls in my

classes.

Drug-addicted mom who overdosed, no-name father, and a

brother murdered by his best friend would have been the talk of

the school. So I kept to myself and didn’t get close to anyone.

My grandparents couldn’t travel much, and when my grand‐
mother called to tell me about his death, I wanted to come home.

She wouldn’t let me, and I didn’t have any funds to disobey her.

Last year, she died as well. I inherited all of their assets—the

small house in the seaside town of Anna Maria Island, a smaller

stock account, and bank accounts. I wasn’t rich, but it gave me

enough to move back to Florida after finishing my master’s

degree.

They never told me why I needed to stay away.

And I am tired of hiding.

Ten years have passed. I still have nightmares and hear sounds

of bullets and my brother’s voice. A man always yells, “Get down,
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Mia.” I always think it’s Beckett, but they told me he shot and

killed Clay.

When my grandparents told me that, I swore it wasn’t possi‐
ble. I remember Beckett and Clay being tight throughout all their

childhood. They played sports together and went on double dates

and did all the other things boys their age do.

I had a crush on Beckett. But besides being his best friend’s

quiet little sister, he didn’t know I existed. And why would he

have? Teenage acne covered my face and, the metal braces on my

teeth didn’t scream “Pay attention to me.” Sure, he was kind to

me and would tease me with Clay at times, but his mind was on

all the girls who chased after him.

And Beckett had his pick of the town. He ran his hand

through his thick, sandy-colored hair often. When he laughed,

displaying his perfectly straight white teeth, his deep-brown eyes

lit up. Unlike most boys his age, he wasn’t just cute—he was

beautiful.

Being captain of the football and basketball teams didn’t hurt

his popularity status, either. Girls constantly threw themselves at

him. Clay and Beckett took advantage of the nearby beaches, and

I’d hear them after each trip, rating which girls they thought were

hottest in their little bikinis.

They were like brothers.

But Beckett has never denied it. Over ten years have passed,

and not once has he claimed his innocence. So the confusion that

plagues me is constant.

It’s May, and I just graduated. I’m planning on moving back to

Florida, but I move my timeline up when two days after school is

out. I’m opening my mail and receive the notice of the parole

hearing.

I stay up all night, packing my few belongings into my small

SUV and drive through the night and the next day until I reach

the house I grew up in and inherited.
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Throughout the drive on I-75, I can only think of one thing. I
have to know why he did it.

I arrive three days before the hearing. The island town of

Anna Maria has grown considerably since I left. Houses have

been torn down, and new, exquisite ones replace them. But the

little cottage home I grew up in until I was almost fourteen is still

standing, and when I step through the doors, memories flood me.

I see my grandparents and Clay. But mostly, I see Beckett.

He’s giving me a nuggie while Clay tickles me.

He’s eating dinner with all of us.

He’s playing video games on the brown leather couch.

Emotion overcomes me, and I blink back tears. Why did he do
it? How could he have done it? The questions plague me, ripping my

heart to shreds as raw as the day I learned Beckett pulled the

trigger.

I wake up the day of the hearing and take a shower. No one

ever showed me how to put on makeup, so I wear very little. I dry

my hair, plug my curling iron in, and decide to fight the

humidity.

Looking at the few items of clothing I own, I debate but

decide I should look nice going to court. The nicest thing I own

is a sundress I bought the previous day at one of the stores on the

island. I only went in to buy a hat to shield my face from the sun

but decided to buy it because my clothes are warmer from living

in the Upper Peninsula.

I put the dress on and look at the time. There’s one hour until

the hearing. My stomach is in flutters, knowing that I’m going to

face Beckett today.

Deciding that traffic is unpredictable, I leave for the court‐
house and get there thirty minutes early. I sit in my car, breathing

in and out, trying to calm my nerves.

It’s useless. Ten minutes before my time, I get out of the car

and enter the courthouse, go through the metal detector, and a

guard nods to the correct courtroom.
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The room is empty, except for the panel of four professionals

who sit at the front. A woman whose nameplate says Judge

Filmore says, “Can you state your name so I can verify you’re in

the correct hearing? These are closed proceedings.”

I clear my throat. “Mia Crimson.”

She looks at her file then back at me. “You are Clay Crimson’s

sister?”

“Yes, your Honor.” Her sympathetic expression only makes

my nerves oscillate faster.

“And you are the only living relative?”

I nod, a thick ball forming in my throat.

There’s no one but me left.

“Please, have a seat, then.” She motions to the seats.

Do I sit at the front or the back?
The back. The farther away from Beckett the better.
Several minutes pass, and I tap my foot and twist my fingers

together in nervous anticipation.

The doors finally open, and a guard stands between a man in

an orange jumpsuit and me, guiding him to the front of the room.

His hands and ankles are chained together.

My heart beats faster in my chest. I swallow hard, looking at

the back of him.

He’s different—filled out, full of muscle, no longer a boy. His

hair is darker than ten years ago, and he has a thin goatee. I can’t

see his face, but when the judge asks him questions, his voice is

the same one that yells in my dreams, “Get down, Mia.”

It’s deeper than ten years ago, but it’s his voice.

“Is there anything you would like to say today to your victim’s

family?” The judge points to me.

Beckett turns around. My insides quiver hard and I blink back

tears. The boyish grin he used to carry is gone. His chiseled jaw is

now a man’s. Eyes that used to be full of happiness are full of

sadness, and...hardness?

Surprise fills his face, almost as if he doesn’t know me. He
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opens his mouth to speak then closes it, turns to the judge, and

asks her who I am.

He doesn’t remember me? Is this some kind of sick joke?
When she tells him that I’m Clay’s sister, he spins to me. “Mia?

You’re alive?” The blood drains from his face.

Confusion once again fills me. Why does he think I died?
His remorse seems genuine, but he doesn’t deny killing Clay.

His eyes bore into mine as if he’s trying to tell me something, but

I don’t know what.

He killed your brother. Don’t let him fool you.
But he couldn’t have.
Then why doesn’t he deny it?
The judge tells him to turn back, and then she says, “Is there

anything you would like to say, Ms. Crimson?”

Tell her to lock him up.
But he yelled for you to get down the night of the shooting.
I came to tell her to keep him in jail. That ten years isn’t

enough for my brother’s life. I am here to plead with her to keep

him locked up forever. But I can’t. Instead, my social anxiety

overpowers me and, to my surprise, I barely get out, “No.”

The muscles in his back tense, and the judge tells him she is

releasing him. In forty-eight hours, he will be free.

I’m sorry, Clay. I’ve failed you.
Tears stream down my face. He will be free in two days, and

my brother will still be in the ground. The last ten years of my

life will always be a decade of grief and loneliness due to what

Beckett did.

But he gets to go free.

As the officer escorts him out of the courtroom, he locks eyes

with me, his jaw clenched.

On the outside, Beckett Brooks is still as beautiful as I

remember, except now he’s a man. But I won’t ever forget the

ugliness that must reside inside him.

SNEAK PEEK CHAPTER ONE

38



S N E A K  P E E K  C H A P T E R  T W O

K I S S  O F  R E D E M P T I O N

Beckett

“Sign here,” the guard says.

I sign my name on the line, and he slides a plastic bag to me.

An orange swimsuit, blue flip-flops, and a Florida Gators base‐
ball cap are the only contents in it.

“Go change over there. There is a laundry basket for your

shoes and jumpsuit.” He motions to a changing area.

“Are you serious?”

“Do I look like I’m joking? We aren’t at the mall. You leave

with what you come in with. Be happy you got paroled.”

I take a deep breath and go to the corner of the room that has

a shower rod bolted in the wall and a flimsy curtain for privacy.

The swimsuit is encrusted with salt from ten years ago. There

are splatters of blood on all three items as well. I take off the only

outfit I’ve worn for over a decade and stare at my old clothes

before tugging the firm fabric of the shorts over my legs. The

shorts are tight, at least a size too small, no doubt from the

muscle I’ve gained from spending any moment allowed working

out.
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Sand still cakes the soles of the flip-flops. I put the hat on my

head and the sandals in the plastic bag. I tap them against each

other to get as much sand off as possible.

I toss the jumpsuit and prison shoes into the laundry bin,

throw the plastic bag in the trash, and slide the curtain back then

stand in front of the guard’s desk.

He looks at me. “You’re free to go.”

“That’s it?”

He folds his arms over his chest. “Try not to come back.”

I open the door. The glaring sunshine blinds me, and I put my

hands over my eyes for a second. The air isn’t quite as thick as a

few days ago when I left court, and I take a few deep breaths.

Now what?
“Beckett! Oh my God, Beckett.” My little sister Gabriella

comes flying at me, tears in her eyes. Her blonde ponytail is

swinging in the air.

She embraces me in a hug, the first one I’ve had in over a

decade. The visitation in prison didn’t allow contact. If you

touched your visitors, they lost privileges to come back.

Don’t cry, Beckett. You can’t afford to go soft now that you’re on the
outside.

I hug her back. “Thanks for coming to get me.”

“Like I would miss this. Mom wanted to come, but she had to

finish her shift first. She couldn’t get off.”

My older brother, Ryland, smacks me on the back, and I turn

around. He embraces me as well. “Trying to show off your six-

pack?”

Ryland and I resemble each other but, unlike me, he’s got dark

hair and eyes.

I snark, “Note to you both: don’t get arrested in your

swimsuit.”

“Noted. Let’s go,” Ryland says.

Gabriella hops in the back, and I get in the front of Ryland’s

truck.
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“How does it feel to be free?” she asks.

“I just got released. Give me some time, and I’ll let you know.”

“Everyone is coming over tonight. Mom’s been cooking up a

storm the last two days,” Ryland tells me.

I groan. “Please tell me Mom isn’t throwing a ‘my son just got

out of prison’ party.”

Ryland’s lips turn up.

I groan again and look out the window.

Ten years. A decade of change. Everything looks the same but
different.

Throughout the drive, Gabriella is yapping about something I

don’t understand or care to ask about, my brother keeps giving

me glances, and I continue to stare out the window.

The only thing that grabs my attention is when Ryland says, “I

thought you were going to get out since there was no one to

contest your parole this time.” Five years ago, Clay’s grand‐
mother gave a big speech to the parole board about why I needed

to stay in prison. After that, I didn’t get my hopes up.

“That’s not true.”

“What do you mean? Both of Clay’s grandparents died,”

Gabriella says.

My head snaps toward her. “They did? Why didn’t anyone

tell me?”

She winces. “Sorry. We must have forgotten.”

I look at Ryland.

“Didn’t seem like pertinent info on our visits,” he states.

“But I knew you’d get out since no one was there,” Gabriella

claims.

“Mia was there.”

“Mia?” Ryland questions.

“What? She’s alive?” Gabriella cries out.

The curling in my stomach I’ve had since seeing Mia intensi‐
fies. “Apparently, she didn’t die. Her grandparents lied.”

“Then where has she been?” Ryland asks.
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“I don’t know. But she is alive and was at the hearing.”

“What did she say?” Ryland furrows his brow at me.

“Nothing.”

“So, she didn’t try to stop your parole?” Gabriella asks.

I shake my head.

Ryland whistles. “That must have been her car I saw parked

outside her grandparent’s house. I assumed someone on the

island finally got their hands on it and rented it out.”

She’s staying on the island. You know how to find her now.
Do not find her. Stay away. Nothing good can come of it.
We cross the bridge to the island, and both sides of my vision

fill with sparkling turquoise water. That’s the color of Mia’s eyes.
Mia’s face comes into my mind along with the pain I saw she

carries. My heart beats faster, and I close my eyes, thinking of her

tear-stained cheeks.

What does she remember about that night? Does she know I didn’t
do it, and that’s why she didn’t contest my parole?

Since seeing Mia and learning she is alive, all I can think

about is her.

Where has she been all these years? Why did they tell me she died?
Why was she at the hearing alone?

My only possible answer to any of those questions is if they

wanted everyone to think she is dead, then they assumed I would

come after her. They must know about them. They thought I was

a part of them.

Who is protecting Mia?
The hairs on my neck stand as the idea of her alone and

unprotected makes me shudder.

We merge onto the island. So much is different. “What

happened?” When I left, the island real estates consisted of tiny,

older, Florida-style houses. Everything now looks new and

bigger. There still aren’t skyscrapers lining the beach, but every‐
thing is updated.
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“We’ve had a lot of construction. The island has had a boom.”

I peer out the window as Ryland drives us down the island

near the pier. We’re nearing Mia’s grandparent’s house, and my

gut starts to flip. There’s a lineup of cars on the island, and traffic

is crawling slower than the thirty-five mile-per-hour speed limit.

We’re stopped two houses away from Mia’s when she walks out

and down the driveway to the mailbox.

My pulse increases. She’s wearing cutoff jean shorts and a

tank top. Her hair is in a messy bun, and she removes her mail

and steps back, shuffling through envelopes.

“Beckett, is that Mia?” Gabriella asks.

“Yeah.”

The passenger in the car in front of us catcalls out the

window. Anger bubbles through my veins. She’s lost in thought

reading and doesn’t seem to notice. We creep closer.

How did she become so beautiful?
The car in front of us is now directly in front of Mia, and the

passenger leans out the window and seizes her around the waist.

Mia’s mail goes flying. Before I can think, I jump out of the

car as Ryland and Gabriella both scream my name. I get to Mia as

she’s attempting to escape the guy’s grasp.

He’s drunk. I can smell the alcohol before I get to him, and I

grab him by the throat and squeeze. He releases Mia and tries to

pry me off him.

“Beckett!” Mia screams.

“What the hell, man, get off him,” the driver shouts.

“Your friend needs to learn some manners,” I bark.

“He’s drunk and having fun.”

“You call assaulting a woman fun?” I growl at him and

continue squeezing his friend’s neck.

The offender is turning purple when Ryland pries my hand

from his throat.

Mia is shaking and I pull her against my body.
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“I better not see you around here again,” I snarl at them and

shake Ryland’s grasp off. The cars ahead of them have moved,

and they inch as far up the road as possible, which is only a few

houses.

Gabriella is collecting all the mail that flew out of Mia’s

hands. I’m still holding her tight to me.

Cars start beeping. “Get back in the truck, Beckett.”

I ignore him. “Are you okay, Mia?”

A few tears stream down her face, and I brush them away

with my thumb.

The air fills with the blare of horns.

Ryland puts his hand on my shoulder. “Beckett, let’s go.”

I turn to Ryland. “Go without me. I’ll meet you at home.”

“Beckett—”

“Go,” I sternly say, still clasping Mia to my body.

He scowls and angrily shakes his head.

I snatch the mail out of Gabriella’s hand. “You, too.”

Prison changes you in lots of ways. One of the things you

learn to do is block memories, and I tried to forget about

Gabriella hanging out with Mia. But the truth is that they were as

good of friends as Clay and me.

A tear drips on my forearm, and Mia shakes more, staring at

Gabriella.

Ryland pulls up and yells out the window, “Gabriella, time

to go.”

“I’m glad you’re alive. I was devastated about losing you.”

Gabriella wipes her eyes and climbs in.

“Beckett, come on,” Ryland tries again.

“I’ll see you at home.” I guide Mia into the house.

As soon as I set foot in the door, I freeze. It’s like stepping

back ten years ago. Pictures of Mia and Clay line the walls and

crowd the tabletops.

I haven’t seen an image of Clay since the trial, and grief floods
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me. He was my best friend. We did everything together since we

met in kindergarten.

I clench my jaw. Don’t cry.
“You should let me go,” Mia whispers, and I realize that I’m

holding her against my bare torso, and I’m still wearing the too-

small bathing suit with Clay’s and her blood along with crusted

ocean salt on it.

My heart is pounding, and I scan her eyes but don’t release

her. The scent of her skin, a clean floral aroma, flares in my

nostrils. Time stands still as my growing erection presses against

my already skin-tight shorts.

Her lip shakes harder, and I don’t think. I keep my arm tight

around her and using my free hand, brush my thumb over her

trembling mouth, then cup her cheek. Her skin is like soft butter.
“Did he hurt you?”

“No. You did,” she whispers as another tear escapes.

But I didn’t do it.
“You don’t remember, then?”

“Remember what?”

She doesn’t know. She thinks I killed Clay. “Why didn’t you

contest my parole if you don’t remember?”

“Remember what?” she repeats.

I can’t tell her. If she doesn’t remember, she can’t know. I tear

my arm away from her.

Slowly, she steps away from me. I instantly feel the loss of her

warmth and regret releasing her.

“Why did you lie about being dead?”

She glares at me. “I never claimed I was dead.”

“Where have you been all these years?”

“Why did you say you didn’t know who I was at the hearing?”

“They told me you were dead. You don’t look like the Mia I used

to know. There’s a resemblance, but you’re a woman now.” I swallow

hard as I say it, cursing myself as my gaze wanders down her body.
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“How could you kill Clay?” she quietly asks as her chest rises

and falls faster.

I swallow around the thick knot in my throat. “I loved Clay

like my brother.”

“Then why?” she whispers.

I can’t answer. If I deny it, she’s going to want to know why I

took the fall. Instead, I ask, “Who’s watching over you?”

“I don’t need anyone. I can take care of myself.”

I take another step into her house and check the windows.

“What are you doing?” she angrily asks.

“Seeing how easy it is for someone to break in.”

“Is this what they call casing the joint before the act takes

place?”

I jerk my head toward her. “I’m not a thief.”

“Who said I was referring to you stealing anything?” Pain and

sadness darken her eyes.

She thinks I’ll murder her, too?
I step toward her and she steps back. I keep moving and she

keeps retreating until she is up against the wall, my body inches

from hers.

Her head tilts up at me, her lip is shaking again, and I play

tug-of-war with my mind, holding myself back from kissing her.

I finally say, “I will never hurt you.”

“Is that what Clay thought before you stole his last breath

from him?”

I bite my tongue not to tell her the truth.

As I grapple with myself, a surge of energy shoots through my

veins as her finger begins to outline the side of my waist.

“C.C. & M.C. You have a souvenir of your kill,” she blurts out

in horror and rips her hand off my tattoo.

“Not a souvenir. A reminder for vengeance,” I blurt out, not

thinking about the consequences of my words.

“Vengeance?”
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I turn to inspect her back door. The handle is loose, and the

lock barely works. I spin, surprised she’s only a few inches

behind me.

My breath rises and falls faster.

She’s so damn beautiful. I’ve not seen a real woman in over ten

years, but I didn’t even know what one was when I went inside.

My numerous sexual activities with teenage girls in my class are

now faded memories. And Mia is stunning. There is nothing

ordinary about her.

“Tell me what you mean,” she pleads.

“I can’t. I want to, but I can’t.”

“Then tell me why you killed him. Please,” she cries out as

new tears fill her eyes. “I have to know.”

I cup her face with both hands. “I can’t tell you about that

night. I want to, but I can’t.”

I’m cursing myself for hurting her and telling her too much

already, when she whispers, “If you killed him, why did you yell,

‘Get down, Mia?’”

I scan her eyes. “So, you do remember?”

Tears drip onto my fingers. “It’s in my nightmares. Your voice

is in my nightmares. I know it’s you.”

“What do you remember about it?”

“Nothing. I just hear gunshots, you yelling at me, and I see my

brother bleeding to death.” Anguish fills her face. “You should

have let me die. I wish you would have let me die.”

Ten years of learning how to hold my emotions and not cry,

and the moment I embrace Mia, tears flow down my cheeks. “No.

Don’t say that.”

She sobs into my chest. “You ruined my life. You should have

let me die.”

I hold her tighter, tears falling on her head. “I’m so sorry. I

wish I could redo that night.”

She shoves me away. “But you can’t.”
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I’m not able to deny it. “No.”

She closes her eyes as if in further pain. I kiss her on the top

of her head and leave. I no longer am seeking vengeance for

myself, or Clay. I vow to get it for Mia.

Read KISS OF REDEMPTION, book one of the TOGETHER

WE STAND series - click here.
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M O R E  B Y  M A G G I E  C O L E

Together We Stand Series
Kiss of Redemption- Book One
Sins of Justice - Book Two
Acts of Manipulation - Book Three
Web of Betrayal - Book Four
Masks of Devotion - Book Five
Roots of Vengeance - Book Six

It’s Complicated Series
Crossing the Line - Book One
Don’t Forget Me - Book Two
Committed to You - Book Three
More Than Paper - Book Four
Sins of the Father - Book Five - October 1, 2020

All In Series
The Rule - Book One
The Secret - Book Two
The Crime - Book Three
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The Lie - Book Four
The Trap - Book Five
The Gamble - Book Six
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