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USA Today and Wall Street Journal bestselling author Tracy Lorraine brings you the next
installment of her dark mafia, high school bully romance story set in the Knight's Ridge Empire
world.The moment I discovered his lie, everything I thought I knew about him was destroyed in
an instant.I thought I knew pain.I thought I knew grief.I knew nothing.And nothing could compare
to the moment Toby ripped my heart right out of my chest. Confirming all my worst
fears.Shattering the very foundation my life has been built on.It was all an act.A sick and twisted
game.He’s nothing more than a monster.Deception is his weapon.And now I’m his victim.Rock
bottom is a familiar place, and once again I’m trying to drag myself out of the pits of despair.But
fate is an evil master, and before long I find myself with no other place to turn… but him.He might
be cruel.Reckless.Dangerous.But I also know that he’ll do anything to right his wrongs.Despite
my tattered heart, and my better judgment, I know he’s still trying to prove to me that he’s not all
bad. That the sweet guy I fell so hard for really does exists.But will it be enough?Dear
Reader,Reckless Princess is the second book in the Reckless trilogy in my Knight's Ridge
Empire series.
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Lit.eraryPhotography by Wander Aguiar1JODIEMy entire body trembles as I race down the
hallway of Toby’s building wearing nothing but his incorrectly buttoned shirt. My makeup is a
mess down my face, the tears continuing to fall as my legs move faster than I can control in my
haste. I trip over my own feet before I get to the corner which will lead me toward the lift, toward
my escape. My body collides with the wall. My shoulder that’s already smarting from the
bathroom door frame screams in pain once more. I use the agony to give me strength, focusing
on that instead of the excruciating pain in my chest, the way my already crumbling world has just
been stolen from beneath me.A sob rips up my throat as memories from the past few minutes
slam into me once more, the grief, the disbelief almost as strong as it was when this whole
nightmare was playing out in front of me. I make it to the corner, my eyes set on the thick, soft
carpet at my feet when I run headfirst into someone. “Whoa,” a soft female voice says before
small hands land on my upper arms, stopping me from falling on my arse. “Are you okay?” she
asks, bending down so she can get a look at my face. Her brows pinch in concern as I lock onto
her blue eyes and flawless makeup. “I-I’m s-sorry,” I stutter, barely able to get the words out with
my need to flee. I twist away from her, ready to continue for the exit, but she doesn’t release
me. “I-I really n-need to go,” I plead, looking back at her. “H-he might c-come and—” I look back
over my shoulder toward Toby’s front door, and a torrent of emotions slam into me, most of which
I don’t have the capacity to identify right now. “Okay,” she says firmly. “Let’s go.” To my utter
shock, she wraps her arm around my shoulder and moves me forward. “Let’s grab you some
clothes first though.”“N-no. I just need to leave. Please.”I glance back once more, terrified I’m
going to see him standing there with that wrecked look on his face that I just left behind, and
another sob bubbles up. “My flat is right here, we can—”“No,” I say, firmer than I was
expecting. “Okay, we’ll just go.”Bypassing the door to her flat, she leads me straight toward the
lift. I should probably shrug her off. I’m usually not all that much of a fan of being hugged by
strangers, but right now, I need the warmth, the support. Anything that might help convince me
that I’m not about to shatter into a million pieces. She releases me to press the button and I have
to slam my lips closed to stop me complaining about the loss. “Here,” she says when she turns
back to me, seeing me trembling with my arms wrapped around myself. She unzips her hoodie
and hands it over, leaving her standing in a pair of gym leggings and sports bra. She looks so put
together, so… everything that I’m not right now. “Thank you,” I whisper, unable to resist reaching
out and taking it from her. No more words are said between us as we descend through the



building. She just stands beside me, allowing me to soak up her warmth and support. I have no
idea who she is, but quite frankly, I don’t care. “This is me,” she says, slowing down in front of a
matte black Porsche which lights up before us. I might not know who she is, but with a car like
that, she’s clearly one of them. She opens the door for me and I drop into the passenger seat,
the new car scent hitting me immediately. It’s strong enough that it makes my stomach roll. I
swallow down the extra moisture in my mouth, wishing I could do something about the putrid
taste lingering from throwing up only minutes ago. Curling up, I watch as she elegantly lowers
herself into the driver’s seat and brings the engine to life. Reaching out, she turns the
temperature up and switches the heated seat on. “It’ll be warm in a few minutes.”It’s not until she
says that that I realise I’m shivering, wrapping her hoodie around me as if it’s the thing that will
literally keep me together. “Thank you,” I whisper, tightening my hold on my legs that I’ve pulled
up to my chest. We emerge from the underground garage and into the torrential rain that has
started since we disappeared inside.It just about sums up everything about my night as the huge
droplets crash against the windscreen so fast the wipers can barely cope. “Where are we
going?”“Oh… um…”I can’t get my brain to process where we are enough to even consider
giving her directions home. Tapping the screen between us, she finds the search screen on her
GPS. “Postcode?”Thankfully, I’m able to rattle it off without even thinking, and a few seconds
later, the map shows my street and I have nothing to distract myself from what happened up in
that flat only minutes ago once more. Grief and disbelief wrap around me, their icy claws digging
into my skin, making my body tremble harder.“What did he do?” she asks after long silent
minutes. “I mean, you don’t have to tell me. But I will go and kick his ass for you.”Looking over at
her, I blink a few times as I register her accent. “You’re American,” I blurt. “That obvious, huh?”
she deadpans. “I’m sorry. I’m… uh… not really with it.”“I know Alex can be a pr—”“Alex?” I
question, a frown creasing my brow as I consider the fact that his manipulation has gone so
deep he hasn’t even given me his real name. “Yeah… was it not Alex you were running from?”
she asks hesitantly, her eyes darting between the road and my tear-stained face. I’ve no idea
what she reads in my silence, but suddenly she gasps. “Holy shit. Are you Jodie?”I startle at the
fact that she knows my name. “Uh… yeah.”Her lips purse as her grip on the wheel tightens with
anger. “What did he do?” she grits out, her tone completely different from when she was asking
me about whoever Alex is. I shake my head. “I just want to go home and forget that the past few
weeks, especially tonight, have happened.”Her attention burns the side of my face, but I refuse
to look up at her as I wipe my cheeks with the back of my hand and blow out a shaky breath. “I’m
sorry he was a dick. When I get back, I’ll make sure he hurts for whatever he’s done,” she
assures me, her voice full of hurt and venom. “I don’t need you to fight for me.““Who said
anything about needing to.”Finally, I risk another glance over at her. Gone is her concerned
expression from when she first saw me, and in its place is a hard, furious mask, one that is
actually quite terrifying. “You don’t even know me,” I say quietly, astounded that she assumes the
worst of someone she does clearly know. “That may be true, but I know Toby. I know all those
boys better than they think I do. And I’d put money on him doing something really fucking stupid



to have sent you running like this.”I scoff, unable to say anything about what he’s done. How?
How can I possibly explain to anyone everything he just showed me without me sounding like a
total crazy person? If I hadn’t seen him through the screen with my own eyes, then I’d think I was
insane. But he was there. The man I thought had died a few weeks ago. The man I thought was
my stepdad who selflessly brought me up as his own. A whimper breaks free as my mind takes
me back to that bathroom floor as Dad begged me to get out, to run away from Toby as fast as I
could. “You need to ask him,” I mutter, not interested in getting in the middle of whatever this
is. “Oh, I will. Don’t you worry about that,” she spits. Silence falls around us once more and I
quickly realise that the bullshit conversation with that stranger was better than allowing the voice
to spark up again in my head, the questions, the doubts, the confusion. Despite the car warming
around me, my body still trembles. Shock, I guess. “Here’s fine,” I say when she pulls up on my
street. In seconds, she comes to a stop a little down from my house and kills the engine. “I’ve got
it.”“I might live in that building with them, but I’m not a complete douchebag. Come on.” She’s out
of the car before I can stop her and has my door open as I’m uncurling my legs from the
seat. The second I’m on my feet, she wraps her arm around my waist and I have no choice but to
let her guide me to my front door. I want to pretend it’s not necessary, but seeing as she’s holding
up the majority of my weight, I think we both know that it is. “Keys,” she demands, reaching
out. Mindlessly, I shove my hand into my bag and dig around until I find them. Passing her the
set, I stand uselessly as she fights to find the right one to open the door. We quickly discover it’s
not necessary though, because the door opens and Mum’s concerned face fills my vision. “Jojo,
what’s happened?”I shake my head, not ready to talk about any of it as she gestures for the girl
clinging on to me to bring me inside before dragging me into her own arms and holding me
tight. “It’s okay, baby. I’ve got you.”The whimper that falls from my lips is pathetic and weak. And I
hate it. “Don’t be silly,” I hear Mum say, her chest rumbling against my cheek with her words.
“Come in.”“N-no, I really should—““I insist,” Mum says in that tone of hers I remember all too well
as a kid that stopped me from arguing about whatever she was saying. I’m pulled deeper into the
house and directed into the living room before I’m lowered to the sofa. Mum’s warm hands land
on my cheeks and I quickly find myself staring into her warm, dark eyes. “What’s happened,
Jojo?”I stare at her blankly as my thoughts, my fears, my confusion all war in my head. My tears
continue to fall and my bottom lip trembles as new thoughts hit me. Did she know?Has she
known the truth all this time, or is she as naïve as me?I shake my head. “I can’t, not yet.” Finding
some strength from somewhere, I get to my feet once more. “I’m sorry, I just need—” I march
toward the door but stop when I’m standing in front of my rescuer, who’s blocking my escape.
Her eyes shoot around the room, taking in all the photos of my entire life that surround us.
Photos of a man who might not have even existed. “T-thank you, but I need—” She thankfully
steps aside and allows me the escape I desperately crave.Voices from the living room carry up
to me as I stumble up the stairs and damn near fall head first into the bathroom. Dragging Toby’s
shirt from my body, I step into the shower and turn it on, desperate to wash him and this night
from my body.I’m blasted with ice-cold water for a minute or two that makes my teeth chatter and



my skin erupt in goosebumps. The second it begins to warm up, my knees buckle and I drop like
a rock to the floor. Pulling my knees up to my chest, I wrap my arms around them and rest my
head on the top. I drag in heaving, shaky breaths as my body begins to warm, although I never
stop trembling. I think it’ll take more than some warm water to rid me of the shock of this
evening. I have no idea how long I’ve been sitting there with the water raining down on me, but
eventually, there’s a soft knock at the door. I ignore it, hoping that she’ll leave me alone. Sadly,
though, that’s not what happens. The door opens despite my silence and I squeeze my eyes
shut, praying I could just vanish into nothing so that Mum can’t see me bleeding out all over the
bathroom. But when a voice fills the small space around me, it’s not Mum’s. “Oh my God, Jojo.
What happened?” Bri demands. I don’t look up, I don’t acknowledge her, but I can’t deny that her
presence doesn’t make everything a little easier to take.There’s a thud beside me which forces
me to look up, and when I do, I find Bri in the shower, fully dressed—minus her boots—and
dropping to her knees before me. I shake my head once again, unable to even find the words.
But she doesn’t need them. She just gathers me up in her arms, not giving a single fuck about
the water raining down from above, and holds me while emotion climbs up my throat once more.
I shatter all over again, my mind playing out the events of the evening so vividly it’s as if they’re
happening all over again.2TOBYI barely react to the loud crash that comes from my living room.
It could be any of the many things that I’ve destroyed in the past hour as I tried to outrun my
demons, my pain, falling off the walls and crashing to the floor. Everything hurts. No. It more than
fucking hurts. I’m in agony. Every inch of me is suffering from the fallout of tonight, but nowhere
more than my heart. I might have delivered Jonas everything I’ve craved for almost all of my life,
watching his face twist in pain as he watched Jodie, his daughter, learn the truth about the kind
of monster he really was. But nothing could have prepared me for how I would react to the look
on her face. I might have ripped Jonas’s heart out with my own hands, but fuck if I didn’t feel like I
was doing exactly the same to myself. It’s not until the sound of light footsteps hits my ears that I
finally drag my head from my knees and look up. My heart pounds and my skin tingles with
awareness. Did she come back?It’s a pointless hope, because despite the fact that I’m aware I
have eyes on me, my reaction is nowhere near as strong as it would be if she returned. When my
eyes finally collide with the person standing in the doorway to my bedroom, my breath gets
caught in my throat. I’ve seen Stella angry before. But fuck. I’ve never had it directed at me quite
like it is now. “Get. Up,” she seethes, her voice low and terrifying.Jeez, it’s no wonder she had us
all wrapped around her little finger almost from the moment she arrived. She’s Cirillo through and
through. And despite not being aware at the beginning, deep down, I knew. There was no other
reason this beautiful, dark goddess was sent our way without her being one of us. “I said… Get.
The. Fuck. Up.”Unable but to do as she demands, I force my body to move. Every single one of
my muscles has locked up tight, and it physically hurts to do so. Something Stella notices and
seems to only look happier about. “Does it hurt, big bro?”“Stel, what are you—”“I said, does it
fucking hurt?” Her voice echoes around my silent bedroom. “Yes,” I concede.“It’s about to get
fucking worse.” Before I know what’s happening, she’s right in front of me. “This is for lying to



me.”“Oof,” I grunt when her fist collides with my stomach, forcing me to bend over to catch my
breath. “Stand up, you fucking pussy,” she spits, her voice nothing but venom. Sucking in a deep
breath, I push my hands on my knees and stand to my full height, my eyes finding hers. Gone is
the usual light blue, replaced by a much darker, more violent shade. “And this is for Jodie.” She
barely even gets her name out before her fist connects with my cheek, forcing my head to wheel
to the side as pain explodes across it. “Fuck,” I hiss, lifting my hand to my cheek. “You’re a
fucking asshole, Toby. I’m so fucking ashamed of you right now.”My eyes find hers for a beat, but
unable to cope with the disappointment staring back at me, I shove past her in my need to
escape. “I don’t fucking think so.”Grabbing my arm, she uses all her strength to drag me back
around and land another punch. And this time, she doesn’t stop, fighting with me until I have no
choice but to attempt to stop by blocking her painful blows. “What’s wrong, Bro? Jodie is fair play
to hurt how you see fit, but you’re going to go easy on me?” she taunts, her knuckles coated in
blood and her chest heaving as she stares me right in the eyes. “You wanna play God, toy with
people’s lives for your own pleasure, then let’s fucking play.”The roar that rips from my throat
doesn’t even sound like it belongs to me as I retaliate and allow myself to dive headfirst back into
the darkness that has consumed me since I began telling Jodie the truth about our lives. Our
fists fly, grunts and groans erupting from us as we brawl. I treat her almost as if she’s one of the
guys because I’m more than aware she’ll kick my arse even harder if she suspects I’m going
easy on her. She’s more than able to hold her own against each of us, something that I fucking
love about her. My sister is a bad-arse and I couldn’t be prouder to share blood with her. She
manages to dodge almost all my advances, leaving me without a doubt in more pain than she is.
Not that I don’t deserve it. I do. I deserve all her wrath and then some for what I’ve done tonight. I
was hell-bent on my revenge. It’s clouded my every decision, my every judgement for almost as
long as I can remember. But tonight… tonight was the first time I really appreciated just how toxic
it’s really been. How the words Mum said to me not so long ago about it killing me, my hatred for
that man dripping poison into my blood, were nothing but the truth. But watching Jodie shatter
on my bathroom floor as I revealed everything… That was one hell of an eye-opening
experience. I felt the pain I was causing her right down to my soul. I knew it was wrong, but
hearing the pain in his voice was something I’ve craved for so long that I was powerless but to
continue. To finally rip his cold, twisted heart out and stomp on it for ever thinking it was okay to
treat Mum and me the way he has over the years.“Come on, Toby. Use me. Get it all out,” Stella
demands as she bounces on the balls of her feet in front of me, her fists up, ready for my next
strike. “The sooner you give up, the sooner your time is going to be up and I’m going to make you
talk.”“Argh,” I roar, slamming my shoulder into her belly, knocking her off her feet in one quick
move. We land on my thick carpet with a thud and I quickly start blocking her blows to my
already sore ribs as she uses every ounce of her strength. Eventually though, with her pinned
beneath me, I manage to get the upper hand and lock her wrists to the floor above her
head. “Better luck next time, Princess,” I taunt as she bares her teeth at me. “Come on, baby. You
can take him,” a deep, rumbling voice comes from behind me, startling me enough to loosen my



grip. Stella flips us despite her pathetic weight compared to mine, and I quickly find myself at her
mercy with a smug-as-fuck Seb grinning down at me from over her shoulder. Stella’s eyes track
my injuries, my split eyebrow and lip, swelling eye, and what I’m sure is already dark bruising on
my ribs. My sister is fucking lethal. “What exactly is going on here?” Seb asks, clearly the only
one in the room who doesn’t know what I’ve done. “Go and find us some strong alcohol and Toby
can confess,” Stella says, finally getting off me after one more long warning look. “I hate you right
now, just so you know.”“As you should,” I mutter, sitting up and realising just how much it really
does hurt now the adrenaline is starting to wear off. “I hate myself more though,” I mutter
quietly.Stella takes off after Seb, leaving me alone to lick my wounds once more. But I know
they’re not going to let me hide for very long. Hauling myself to my feet, I stumble through to the
bathroom with my hand pressed against my ribs. “Jesus,” I mutter when I come to a stop in front
of the mirror and take in the state of my face. It had barely healed from our fight in the Wolves’
Den last week. My lip has split back open in the exact same place, blood making its way down
my chin. Lifting my arm, I wipe it away with the back of my hand and hang my head, allowing
myself a few seconds of self-pity before I have to go out there and face their wrath. Stella knows.
Fuck knows how, but she does. And the disappointment in her angry stare chilled me down to
the bone. The reality of what I’d done was already hitting me hard enough. I really don’t need her
telling me just how badly I fucked up tonight. Not that I think for a second I’m going to get out of
it. “Here,” Seb says, throwing a bag of ice and a tea towel at me the second I emerge from the
safety of my bedroom. “I know how brutal her punches can be.”“Thanks,” I mutter, pressing it to
my swollen eye. “I guess you’re going to need this too.” He walks out of the kitchen with two
bottles of vodka in his hand, two glasses in the other. He gives me one of the bottles before
lowering the glasses to my coffee table and pouring generous measures for him and
Stella. “What, no glass?”“From what I’ve witnessed so far, I’m assuming you’re going to need the
bottle,” he quips. And to be fair, I can’t exactly argue. Falling down on the opposite sofa from the
two of them, I twist the cap off the bottle and bring it to my lips, chugging down way more than I
usually would. Once my throat can’t take any more and my belly is beginning to warm, I slam it
down on the coffee table and stare my sister dead in the eyes. “How’d you find out?” I ask simply,
needing to know what she already knows before I figure out a way around this minefield.“So…
funny story…” she starts, making my fists curl with impatience. “I came back from a workout with
Emmie and ran straight into this broken mess of a girl fleeing the building.”“Fuck,” I hiss under my
breath. But of course, she doesn’t miss it. “I assumed Alex had pumped her and dumped her
until she revealed that she had no fucking clue who Alex was. So that meant she could only have
been running from one other person.”I fucking knew bringing her back here was a risk, but it was
the only place I could successfully set up all the cameras without it looking like a totally kinky
setup. Not that I really think she would have minded all that much. “I took her home,” Stella
states. And although her voice is bitter and full of venom, something inside me breathes a
massive sigh of relief that she looked after Jodie for me. That someone was there to help hold
her together and deliver her back safely. “And this is where shit gets really fucked up,” she says,



making Seb pay even closer attention. “Her mom invited me in. I followed them into the living
room, and you’ll never fucking guess whose photos damn near cover every surface of that
room.”Seb’s brows pull together in confusion as he looks between the two of us as if the answer
is going to be written all over our faces. “Go on,” he prompts, desperately needing the
answer. “Jonas.”“What?” he asks, half shocked, half amused. “Why would they have photos of
that cunt in their…”“Yeah, Toby. Why exactly would that be?” Stella asks, her eyes narrowing on
me. Lifting my hand, I push my hair back from my brow, slumping lower on the sofa. “She’s
Joker’s sister. Jonas’s daughter.”Silence rings out around the flat as they both absorb that
information. “Wait…” Seb says, sitting forward and holding his hand up to stop fuck knows who
from talking. “You’ve been fucking Jonas’s daughter?”“Oh,” Stella pipes up before I even get a
chance to say anything. “It’s so much worse than that. Isn’t it, Toby?”Dropping my head back on
the sofa, I squeeze my eyes closed as an unbearable silence falls between us. “Go on, put my
imagination to rest. Because I’ve got to tell you, it’s working on overdrive right now,” she
continues after a few agonising minutes where all I do is pray that they’ll leave me to suffer in
peace. “I used her to hurt him, okay?”“No, not really,” Stella scoffs. “Did you see the state of her,
Toby? It was like you’d literally shoved your hand inside her chest and ripped her heart out.”Her
words cut me right down to the core, the pain in my chest only increasing as I think about Jodie
curled around the toilet in my bathroom once more. “What did you do, Tobes?” Seb growls,
clearly about as impressed by all of this as his missus. “I did some of what that cunt has done to
Mum and me over the years. I stripped everything away and then gave him the pleasure of
watching his daughter fall from grace right before his eyes.” I don’t look up as I say this to judge
their reactions. I don’t need to. Their disbelief, shock, and disgust burn right into my skin. “And
how do you feel now?” Stella asks. “Vindicated? Free?” she offers. Dragging my head from the
cushion, I look into her angry eyes. I just stare at her. Apparently, that’s enough, because her
expression completely changes. “Toby,” she sighs, the first bit of softness I’ve heard tonight
flowing through her tone. “You’ve fallen for her, haven’t you?”My lips part to respond, to argue.
Because I can’t. I can’t fall for the fucking spawn of Satan’s daughter. I fucking can’t. But then
images of our time together flash through my mind. Her wild smile that first night when we
walked into Hades. How grateful she was the night I took her to the waffle shop, stopping her
from spending another lonely night in with a tub of ice cream for company. The way she held me
so tight the afternoon I rescued her from the coffee shop after she was fired. “No,” I state,
refusing to accept that there is anything more than the revenge I craved so badly. Seb scoffs at
my answer, and I lift a brow.“I may never have met this woman, but it’s pretty damn clear sitting
here that she’s knocked you on your fucking arse, man.”“Fuck off. She was just a game. One that
I’ve won.”“So what were you hoping for? You cause Jonas some heartbreak by hurting Jodie and
it would suddenly make you even for all the shit he’s pulled on you over the years?” Stella asks.
The way she explains the plan I’ve been scheming up for years makes it sound
insane. “Something like that,” I mutter, swiping the bottle of vodka from the coffee table and
swallowing down shot after shot in the hope it’ll eventually lessen the pain.3JODIEI roll over, my



stomach growling with its need for food and my mouth dry. The scent of coffee permeates from
downstairs where I’m sure Mum is sitting, wringing her hands together with worry. Just as she
should be, when I finally find the strength to walk out of this room and start talking. If it turns out
that she knew about any of this—if I discover she hid the truth about my life, about who my father
was from me all these years—then I don’t know how I’m going to react. I understand her need to
protect me. But I’m nineteen. I’m an adult. I’m able to make informed choices about my life, drive
a car, get married, every-fucking-thing. If she decided that I wasn’t old enough, wise enough, or
strong enough to handle the truth, then I’m not sure that this is even where I should be right
now. The betrayal and the lies are what sting the most. Or at least that’s what I’m focusing on,
because the pain in my chest is just too agonising to even attempt to address. Just thinking
about him makes a lump of emotion clog my throat and red-hot tears burn my eyes. I knew I was
falling hard, and I knew it was wrong. I wasn’t in any kind of place to be falling in love while I was
still drowning in grief. But that didn’t stop me. And it sure didn’t help that Toby seemed to be my
perfect guy, the perfect boyfriend. I knew it was too good to be true. I just wanted to believe that
after all the shit that had been thrown my way, I was finally getting some good karma for
once. How fucking wrong was I?There was nothing good about what we had. Hell, at this point,
I’m not even sure there’s anything good about the guy I let into my heart.My fingers curl around
the duvet covering me as pain lashes at my insides. For the past four days, I’ve locked myself
inside my dark room, only leaving for a quick trip to the bathroom. Bri has kept me stocked up
with junk food, coffee, and alcohol. But aside from her visits, I’ve allowed myself to finally be
drawn under by the grief and devastation that is my life.I don’t feel good about it, but I haven’t
had the strength or brain power to do anything else. Bri told Courtney that I was sick and was
going to have to put back starting at the club, for which I think I’m grateful. The thought of getting
dressed up and shaking my arse for some sleazeball men right now makes my stomach turn. But
the reality is that while I’m hiding in here, the world is still turning outside and we’re still going to
be evicted. And even if Mum has hidden all this from me for all of my life, can I really see her out
on the street all because she quite clearly fell in love with the wrong man?No, I can’t.With a sigh,
I try to muster up as much strength as I can and throw the sheets back. Bri isn’t going to be here
today. She’s at school and is busy tonight. I think she might be lying about that though to force
me back to life, something I can hardly be annoyed about. She’s spent days being my shoulder
to cry on, allowing me to wallow, but it doesn’t stop the frustration bubbling up beneath my skin
that she’s pulling some tough love bullshit on me to get me moving. My body is stiff from days of
zero exercise as I make my way to the bathroom. The sound of Mum’s voice downstairs hits my
ears and I pause for a beat with my heart in my throat that someone else might be here. When I
don’t hear a response, I assume she must be on the phone and continue forward. I’m gross. My
hair is greasy, my skin is… ugh. I’ve been sitting around in my own filth for days. I really don’t
want to even think about it let alone see the evidence. I brush my teeth as I have the past few
times, without looking in the mirror in front of me. I dread what I might find staring back. Standing
under the stream of water, I try to force myself to let go of everything that happened in Toby’s flat



the other night. I try to forget that the man I’ve been mourning all these weeks isn’t actually dead,
because it’s not like he’s going to come back to us any time soon. And even if he did, he’d never
be the same man to me. Our connection might have shifted, our link stronger than ever, but it
won’t change anything. Toby might be a liar, a master manipulator, and a sick and twisted
fucking bastard, but there’s one thing I believe him about, and that’s how the man I’ve called my
father all these years treated him and his mum. The pain that was in his eyes, etched into his
every feature couldn’t have been faked. It just couldn’t. There’s no doubt in my mind that both of
them suffered at his hands. Something twists at my insides, but I have no idea if it’s relief or
guilt.My dad never laid a finger on me, and as far as I know he always treated Mum with the
respect she deserved. He was only ever the perfect father, although I can’t help wondering if he
was just too good. Did he go over and above with us, knowing how he was treating his real wife,
his other son?But Toby isn’t his son. Just like I thought I wasn’t his daughter. I drop my head into
my hands as a loud groan rips from my lips. As much as I might hate Toby right now and think his
actions were deplorable, I can’t stop a huge part of me understanding. I wish I didn’t. But I do. I
spent too long looking into the eyes of a scared little boy not to understand his need for revenge.
His need to cause the man who hurt him and his mum the same pain. But understanding is
never going to make what he did right. And understanding and forgiving are very different
things. I put off going downstairs for as long as possible, despite the fact that Mum knows I’m
alive because I found a cup of coffee waiting for me in my bedroom when I returned. I’ve refused
to talk to her the past few days, and she’s mostly respected my privacy to fall apart alone. I have
no idea what Bri has said to her, but I know it’s not the truth, because I swore her to secrecy with
the details I gave her about that night. Not that I even came close to telling her everything. I
mean, how can I even explain all of that? It was utter insanity. The kind of shit you expect to see
in a fucked-up documentary. Stuff like that is not meant to happen in real life. It’s not until my hair
is dried and straightened that I finally sum up the courage to head downstairs. With my now cold
mug clutched in my hands, I go in search of Mum. I can’t put this conversation off any longer. I
need to know the truth. I deserve to know the truth. The second I come to a stop in the kitchen
doorway, she pauses what she’s doing and looks up at me. “Jodie,” she breathes, as if she can’t
quite believe I’m standing here. “Hey,” I say quietly, stepping farther into the room, noticing that
she’s in the middle of baking my favourite cookies.Whenever I was sad as a kid, she would
always make them for me. Just the scent of them baking would cheer me up in an instant. I’m not
sure they’ll have that effect today though. My misery and pain are too deeply ingrained right now
for sugar to fix much. “Take a seat, I’ll make you another,” she says, nodding to the empty mug in
my hands. “Thanks.” My voice is hard, void of the emotions that are causing a storm inside of me
as I pass it over and do as she suggested. “It’s so good to see you up and about. I was so worried
—”“Did you know?” I blurt without meaning to. I’ve spent almost as much time obsessing about
her part in this as I have Toby’s actions over the past four days that I can’t hold it in anymore. She
pauses, the set of her shoulders hard as she grips onto the counter as if she needs it to hold her
up. “Did you know… about them? About his other family.”Mum doesn’t say anything, but the way



she hangs her head tells me everything I need to know. “Baby,” she starts, spinning around to
face me. “No, Mum. Don’t baby me. I’m an adult. I deserve to know the truth. I’ve deserved it for a
long time, actually.”“I’ll tell you everything I know,” she says sadly before turning back to the
coffee machine. I don’t ever remember feeling uncomfortable in my mum’s company before, but
those few moments while she makes us both a fresh drink are unbearable. Uncertainty swirls
around inside me like a brewing storm, reminding me that despite my hope, she’s probably
going to tell me something I’m not going to want to hear. After what feels like an eternity, she
finally walks toward me and lowers my coffee with a trembling hand. “Talk to me, Jodie.”“Me?” I
hiss in disbelief. “I’m not the one who needs to be talking. You’ll tell me everything you know,
remember?” I say, throwing her words back in her face. “I know, I know. And I will. I just want to
know what you already know.”“How about you assume I know nothing and tell me the truth like
you should have done years ago,” I suggest, the bitterness of my tone leaving no space for
argument. Her sad, tired eyes hold mine and just a little guilt tugs at my heart. What I’m asking of
her is going to hurt. But that doesn’t mean I’m going to let her off. “You already know most of this
but… I first met your dad when I was fifteen. He was…” She sighs, her eyes getting this glassy,
far off look as she takes herself back. “Larger than life. The bad boy all my friends and I went
weak at the knees for. “We’d just been to the cinema and literally walked into them loitering
outside a corner shop, looking all angry and dangerous. “The second our eyes connected,
something changed. I always thought love at first sight was fantasy reserved for films and
romance novels. But standing out there in that street, and at only fifteen, I knew. He was it.“We
started seeing each other from then on. Things got serious pretty fast. Your grandparents weren’t
impressed when I first took him home, as I’m sure you can imagine.” A small smile graces her
lips despite the loss darkening her eyes. I think of my late grandparents. Prim, proper, and
completely traditional in their ideals of the world. This isn’t the first time over the years that their
disapproval of Mum’s partner has come up. “I know this, Mum. What about the bit where you
found out who he really was?” I prompt. “Deep down, I always knew. There was a lot of gang
trouble happening at that time around the city, so the day he turned up on my doorstep a broken
mess, I was hardly surprised to discover his place in the world. I saw it that first night. The
ultimate bad boy.”I shake my head, memories of Toby’s face, the bruises on his body the night he
rescued me from the coffee shop filling my mind. “I think he expected the truth to scare me away.
I was just sixteen when he finally told me, but there was nothing that could have separated me
from him. I told him that I loved him, and that I would stand beside him through anything.”She lifts
her hand, catching a tear that finally falls. “He was such a good man, Jodie. My everything.” My
lips part to say something, but she beats me to it. “But I’m more than aware that he had many,
many sides to him, and that we were very lucky to see the sweet guy that was mostly hidden
beneath the surface.”“Lucky?” I spit. “He married someone else. Lived an entirely different life.
He lied to me and Joe for years, Mum. How can you not see how fucked up this is?”“Trust me,
baby. I see it. But…” She lets out a heavy sigh. “I never could let him go.”Silence falls between us
as I try to even comprehend what she’s telling me. That she loved him so much that she allowed



all of this to happen. “I already had Joe by the time the truth came out about his other life,
although I had been suspicious for a while. I begged him to let me be a part of his life but he
always refused. Told me that I didn’t have the right blood running through my veins for our
relationship, our family, to be considered real in the eyes of the Family. But he had plans to
change that. He assured me that one day, he would have enough power that he could do what
he wanted, marry who he desired.”“And you believed him enough to just sit back and wait?”“I
know how it sounds, Jodie. Trust me, I do. But I had a young child, a man I loved, a home. I was
happy. None of it was conventional, but it worked. The time we had apart only made the times we
had together all that much more powerful. It made our connection stronger. “The only time I ever
had a massive issue with the whole thing was when you were born.”“Oh?” I ask, already knowing
what’s probably going to follow. “Although he never said the words, I knew he wanted boys. I
might not have been able to provide the full Greek DNA he needed to produce the little heirs as
he really craved, but he could still make his own little army. “Just like with Joe, we never found out
your sex beforehand, but the second you were born, placed in my arms and it was announced
you were a girl, nothing but pure happiness and love covered your father’s face. “I won’t lie, I was
worried, but he never treated you any less than Joe, never loved you any differently.”“But—” I
prompt.“But he felt a need to protect you in a way he never did with Joe. “I was so angry when he
came up with this story about you being someone else’s and not putting his name down on your
birth certificate. But he was worried you’d somehow end up in the middle of his other life, and he
didn’t want that for you.”“So you both just lied to my face. For years.”“I couldn’t argue about
keeping you safe, baby.”“And who would want me?” I say, the volume of my voice increasing with
the sheer insanity of what I’m listening to. My gut twists as my mind takes me back to Toby’s
flat. Toby. That’s who was going to want me.Not that Dad could have known that all this was
going to play out, or maybe he did. He must have hurt enough people over the years who want to
return the favour. I guess it all makes sense really, in the mind of a fucking psychopath. “He had
another family, Mum. How could you—”“It was a loveless marriage of convenience, Jojo. It was
something he needed to do as a part of his role within the Family. His heart was here, with us.”I
shake my head, not needing any more evidence for where I get my naivety from. “Did you ever
think about them? About his wife? His son?”“He’s not Jonas’s son, Jodie. She was playing away
just as Jonas was.”She lifts her coffee and takes a sip. I don’t follow suit for fear I’ll bring it back
up just as quickly as it goes down. “That’s not the point, Mum,” I bark, pushing my chair out
behind me. “Do you have any idea what it might have been like, being in that aspect of his
life?”“They just existed together for the sake of the Family,” she says, deadly seriously. “Jesus,
Mum. Did you even know the man you gave your entire life to?”“What?” she asks, her brows
shooting up. “O-of course I did. I loved your dad more than anything. And he lo—”“He was a
monster, Mum,” I spit, angry over her poor judgement.“N-no, he was a good—”“How much do
you know about his other son, Mum?”She shakes her head. “Nothing really. They lived separate
lives.”“No they didn’t. Their lives were very much intertwined, and he suffered, they suffered
more than you can comprehend at the hands of my father,” I seethe. She pales at my words.“I’m



sorry, Mum. But you made a massive fucking mistake with all of this. That man you’ve shared
your life with is not the man you knew.”I storm toward the hallway, more than ready to escape this
bullshit. She’s been brainwashed by him, of that I’m sure. She might not have suffered at the
hands of Jonas like Toby and his mum has, but without doubt, he’s worked his twisted fucking
evil on her, ensuring she follows his plan and bends to his rules. I’d put money on it… if we had
any. “Jojo, what are you—”“You really don’t know who his son is, do you?”She stares at me, her
brow furrowed in confusion as grief and pain continue to darken her eyes. I literally see the
moment the penny drops. Her entire body jolts as realisation hits her. “No,” she breathes. “T-
Toby?”“Yeah, it seems you’re not the only one who’s been playing with the devil.”I take off,
grabbing the bag I’d already packed before coming down here. The dread that has been sitting
heavy in my stomach for the past few days told me how this conversation was going to go, and I
just knew that I’d need to get away after it. “Jodie, where are you going?” Mum shouts, rushing
behind me as I pull my coat from the hook. “I can’t be here right now. I’m sorry, Mum. I just
can’t.”With my bag over my shoulder and my coat in my hand, I blow out of the house and into
the cold, leaving the lies and the betrayal behind me. If only it was that easy.4TOBYI pull the door
open only seconds after the buzzer rings through my flat and meet the eyes of the woman
standing on the other side of the door. All the air rushes out of my lungs as she steps inside and I
all but fall into her arms.
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Melissa, Book Boyfriend and Husband Make Three, “If you thought Reckless Knight was mind
blowing, buckle up Princess, you haven’t seen anything yet.. I am SPEECHLESS. If you thought
Reckless Knight was mind blowing, buckle up Princess, you haven’t seen anything yet.In
Reckless Princess, Toby brought his A-game, ovaries will explode, alpha-hole with a side of
groveling, yes please.Reckless Knight has firmly established itself as the year's darkest read
and a new all-time favorite. Lorraine has truly instilled something exceptional in this series, none
more so than in the Reckless Trilogy.Reckless Knight had me cursing Toby under my breath
while I also wanted to hug him. His every move was fueled by heartbreak, vengeance, and pure
rage. It was too late by the time he realized the consequences of his actions. It was more
focused on the characters' actions, whereas Reckless Princess is filled with thunderous
emotions on every page.Reckless Princess captivated me from beginning to end. Each of them
had experienced their fair share of heartbreak and destruction. Toby had no idea how much pain
he was inflicting on himself as a result of his own actions. It was as though he didn’t realize the
true depth of the poison eating him alive, until that poison spread to the woman that became a
part of his soul.Toby demonstrates that, while he may have had poison coursing through his
veins, it was the woman who was supposed to be his vengeance who offered him the antidote.
He was hell-bent on her complete destruction, all the while she was saving him.I don't think I
blinked from the time I opened this to the time I finished reading every word. There's so much to
say, but I'm at a loss for words to do this story justice.I adore everything about this series,
especially the darkness and romance, but also this group of friends. The women aren't wilting
violets waiting for a man to come and save them. These heroines are sassy, fierce, and total
BAes. The banter is some of the best I've ever read. On the same page, they can switch from
sarcastic wit to opening up their hearts. Even when they are throwing punches, their love and
loyalty to one another shines through..I'm trying harder than usual to keep it vague. This is a
series that should be read without looking for spoilers. There are so many twists and turns that
you would be doing yourself a disservice if you went in blind.Lorraine has once again shattered
all expectations; her ability to outdo herself time and time again is a true testament to an artist
honing their craft.From the very first page to its last, Reckless Princess will have readers
captivated. Reckless Princess is rife with passion, a swoony alpha-hole, a sassy heroine,
thunderous emotions, witty banter, hair-raising twists and turns, steam, and an ending that will
have swearing to the bookish gods. Reckless Dynasty is the only thing that can cure this book
hangover.”

jjdejong, “All the feels. Tobias Doukas, sir we need to have a chat! You and your hopefully
someday brother-in-law have been my two fave guys. Thinking you were the nice one was
completely wrong because, sir you are truly a bad guy in all the best possible ways. Even when
your revenge doesn’t go the way you think it will.Toby has dropped a lot of information on Jodie



and now he has a lot of groveling to do. Jodie’s whole life has been turned upside down. The dad
who always treated her like a princess isn’t who she thought he was Not only that, but the big
brother who always protected her has done some things that cost her even more. As things
come to light she realizes so much more and part of that is that she has feelings for Toby, but are
they enough to get her through all the pain that has come forward?I mean Tracy is becoming the
queen of cliffhangers. This one though, this one was rough. I am needing the last book for these
two and soon because I need some answers. I love the closeness that all the characters have.
The guys are truly brothers in every sense of the word and then add in Stella, Emmie, Cali and
now Jodie and they all protect one another. But seeing the brother/sister team together is just
something special. Toby protects his sister with everything he has and we have seen him take a
bullet for her. Stella doesn’t shy away from the tough stuff when it comes to her big brother. They
may only be 11 months apart, but she is just as much of a force as Toby is. Keep them coming
Tracy!”

Jennifer Mitchell, “4.5  . Reckless Princess picks up from the previous book after Jody walks out
on Toby after discovering where her dad is and all that Toby did for revenge.Toby was left trying
to figure a way to get her back and wanting to fight for her. We get to see the nice side of Toby
that we first met with in earlier series but we still get to see the guy who protects his family will do
anything for the one he loves no matter what he needs to do…I liked Jody a little more in this
book and I’m hoping she grows a little more on me in the next one!!I am ABSOLUTELY thrilled
we got too see the gang actually together again throughout this whole book! It was a major thing
I was missing in the previous book!! This series started about with the Family and how they were
involved in every aspect of each other’s lives that I actually felt bereft from it in the previous one.I
really hope Jonas does meet his maker and soon! He deserves it… I don’t want Jody to take that
away even if Toby is giving her the option. That’s just my opinion on the matter.While we were left
on a little cliffhanger it didn’t feel as heavy as the others and I’m ok with that lol. Though that
doesn’t mean I’m not waiting and less eagerly for the conclusion on where this story takes us!!”

Shaez, “Jodi and Toby continue!!. Jodi and Toby's story continues after the impressive cliff we
reached in book 1! Will Toby have regrets? Will Jodi want to see him again? Is Toby still the
sweet guy we love?Reckless Princess answers these questions and more. The characters know
their roles, and we can feel their pain, sorrows and love through the story. As we get to know
more about Toby and Jodi, the visits of the rest of Knights Ridge cast are a great welcome and
pure entertainment.I am excited to read what will happen in book 3, for Jodi and Toby!!Reasons I
enjoyed this book:Action-packed, Entertaining, Page-turner, Steamy, Unpredictable, Wonderful
characters”

Swooning Heart Eyes, “Love this series. I LOVE this series! I can’t get enough. Each book gets
better and better. The story lines are so twisty and delicious. I adore Jodie.My favorite part of this



book were the friendships. We have always had the guys’ bromance going on, and we started to
get some good female friendship in the previous books, but I loved Bri. Like a lot.Ps. Do not even
get me started on how much this book left me DYING for Dark Knight. OMG the hints in this one
about future stories have me wishing time would speed up. Go ahead and take all my money
Tracy because I’m invested!”

Mz T-Bash, “He's miserable, She's a wreck. RECKLESS PRINCESS #8Knight's Ridge Empire
seriesTracy LorrainePOV:DualToby & JodiePart 2 of Toby & Jodie's trilogy within the Knight's
Ridge Empire series.Taking off from where RECKLESS KNIGHT ended.Finding out that she
was being used as a pawn in Toby's revenge against Jonas. Jodie's life as she knew has been a
lie. Toby has well and truly broken her heart.Toby thought that his plan to wreck Jonas, reveal his
weakness would make up for all those years of abuse he put his mum and himself through. But
seeing the broken look on Jodie's face and the hateful words she said to him when she ran from
him. He's now thinking that he is the monster Jonas made him into. He's now disgusted with
himself about his actions. And is coming to terms with his behaviour towards Jodie. He really
didn't plan to fall for her, but he has. And he's going to do what he can to prove himself to her. He
knows that he doesn't deserve her.Now that Jodie knows everything about Jonas and her
brother Joe. She doesn't know what or how to process everything. Her world has crumbled. She
thought Toby was too good to be true. They could have had something. She understands where
Toby was coming from. But it's all the lies she's been told throughout her whole life.Meanwhile,
there seems to be some sort of understanding between the Cirillo Family and the Wolves. And
with Emmie's Uncle Cruz taking over the gavel over at the Reapers MC, the future is looking
good.But is there something brewing with the OG Wolves?The way that Jodie fits in with Stella,
Emmie and Cali is great! I can see them having each other's backs. And causing a load of
trouble for the guys.Will Jodie clear everything with her mother?Will Jodie forgive Toby?How
weird would it be if Jodie & Stella get together with their mothers for a chat?How much space will
Toby give her?He's miserable, she's a wreck.That cliffhanger! Fast paced emotional read.Can't
wait to see how everything works out in RECKLESS DYNASTY.”

k marks, “What a cliffhanger. Why are the cliffhangers always so good. I mean part of me wants
to scream and part of me just counts down the days to the next book. I've loved Toby from the
start and with each book I just love him more. He is such a broken soul yet still manages to be
there for whoever needs him. The more you read about what he has been through the more you
understand him and hope that him and Jodie get to be together despite what ever happens to
Jonas. So can't wait for the next book.”

Deanna Charlotte, “Must read. I absolutely loved this book. After having Toby described as the
quiet one, he is defiantly not. But he is amazing as our all the characters in these books.Jodi and
Toby’s story has me hooked and I couldn’t put this book down, and I didn’t want it to end. The



ending of this book had my heart in my throat and that cliffhanger OMG, roll on the next book.”

Elesha Britton-Farnsworth, “Reckless princess. This was another amazing instalment to Toby
and Jodie's story. This was about gaining trust, forgiveness and acceptance. This was an
emotional ride, with some witty banter from the gang. Plenty of chemistry and steam. Drama,
action and danger from the Lovell estate that leaves us with a cliff hanger ending. Incredible
characters and a gripping read.”

only.ever.books, “Continued not how I expected it. Tracy writes the best stories but her cliffys
are ...wow... I expected a lot but nothing is guaranteed inthis book. It picks up seamlessly where
the first book leaves off. Toby makes a 180 degree turn fromthe beginning. he has come to an
important realization. For Jodie, new insights become her reality.Her entire story is and has been
rewritten. Emotional chaos on all sides and the question of how tocontinue, can it go on at all. I
am, hands down, in this part really a huge fan of Toby. Yes, he screwedup a lot in the first book,
more than that, but here he makes up a lot of ground for me. Jodie has alot to deal with and I'm
right there with her. In this part, a lot builds up, explains itself and givesroom for several
possibilities. I also found it very nice and important that the other characters wereso often a part
here. The end? Oh man, how can you wait until the next part for the answers. Mentalcinema at
its best. Emotionally deeper than the predecessor, in all directions, but sooooo wellwritten. I was
in the middle of it instead of just being there. A really rousing series that includesmany directions”
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