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Just Friends is book 3 of the Johnson Family series. If you read it, you know that Alannah used to 
steal Trenton’s clothes. I had intended to include a short scene in the novel, showing when he 
discovered the thefts, and my editor and I even joked about it, but in the end I decided not to 
include it because I didn’t think it fit in the story. I wrote this short after the release, to address the 
stolen clothes situation. The vignette takes place after they’ve been in a relationship for a while, but 
before they start living together in The Rules. Enjoy!  
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Trenton opened the door to Alannah’s townhouse and caught her with one foot on the staircase, 
about to go upstairs. She turned startled eyes to him. 
 
“Hey, I didn’t know you were coming over,” she said. 
 
 
“I have to call first?” he teased. 
 
“No. I just…wasn’t expecting you. I’m gonna go change.” 
 
“There’s nothing wrong with what you have on.” The mustard-colored button down looked a few 
sizes too large on her, and she had it knotted at the waist with the sleeves rolled up. “Come here. I 
haven’t seen you in couple of days.” 
 
He reached for her, but his hands stopped midair when he noticed the initials TJ on the pocket of 
the shirt. Frowning, he asked, “Is that my shirt?” 
 
“Huh?” Alannah looked up at him with wide-eyed innocence. 
 
His eyes skipped to the shorts she wore, which were actually a pair of red and blue plaid boxers. 
“Are those my boxers?” 
 
“Huh?” 
 
His eyes flicked up to hers. “You’re hard of hearing now?” 
 
“No.” She swallowed. 
 
Trenton stepped back and took a good look at her. “That is my shirt. I can’t remember the last time 
I saw that thing. It’s been missing for months and you’ve had it all along.” 
 
“I borrowed it.” 
 
“Oh really? I don’t remember loaning it to you.” 
 
“You sure? Because you’ve loaned me shirts before.” 
 
“And you’ve never given them back.” One time she’d slept over at his place and slept in one of his 
T-shirts. She promised to wash it but he’d never seen it again. 
 
“Don’t exaggerate.” 
 
“Never given them back.” He let that sink in. “That’s how I know I didn’t give you that one. It’s an 
expensive shirt and has my initials embroidered on the pocket. I couldn’t risk you not giving it back. 



Since I didn’t loan it to you, you obviously stole it.” 
 
“Stole is a harsh word, isn’t it?” 
 
His eyes narrowed. “Where are the rest of them?” 
 
“Rest of what?” 
 
“My clothes, Lana. I know you have more. It’s obvious you have more.” 
 
“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 
 
“Lana.” 
 
Her mouth settled into a firm line, and when he didn’t budge, she said, “Fine.” 
 
With a huff, she stomped up the stairs and he followed, watching her hips move from side to side in 
his underwear. He couldn’t help smiling a little as he considered removing the boxers and palming 
her cute behind. 
 
In her bedroom, she pulled out a drawer, and his eyes widened when he saw the stash of shirts and 
boxers. 
 
“Are you serious? You have all this?” 
 
“You didn’t even miss them. You have a ton of clothes.” 
 
“That doesn’t mean it’s okay to steal my shit.” He grabbed a garment. “I remember these boxers.” 
He picked up another item. “And this shirt. I told you I didn’t know what I’d done with it. You 
looked me right in the eye and said, ‘That’s strange. I wonder where it could be.’” 
 
“That-that’s cause I didn’t know where it was right at that moment,” Alannah floundered. 
 
Trenton tossed the clothes to the dresser, crossed his arms, and stared at her. 
 
“It’s true!” she said. “It-it could have been in the hamper or the drawer at the time. I didn’t know 
exactly where it was.” 
 
“How long have you been doing this?” 
 
She sighed, and her shoulders dropped. “Years. I didn’t take a lot. That’s why you didn’t notice.” 
 
“Now you’re busted.” An idea entered Trenton’s mind and he smiled to himself. He lifted a 
wrinkled white shirt from the drawer. “Put this on.” 
 
Alannah eyed him suspiciously. “Why?” 
 
“You’re not really in a position to argue with me right now. Put on the shirt.” 



 
She snatched it from his hand and removed the mustard-colored one she wore. She stood half-
naked in front of him, her small breasts and dusky nipples on display. He licked his lips, and a small, 
knowing smile lit her face. She took her own sweet time pulling on the white shirt, stretching and 
arching her back with exaggerated motions just to push her arms through the sleeves. 
 
“Yeah, I like you in the white one. Leave the top two buttons undone,” Trenton instructed, his voice 
lower and hoarser. He came to stand directly in front of her. “What do you think the penalty for 
stealing should be?” He flicked the sides of the shirt apart so the curves of her breasts were visible. 
 
“Something lenient and not too harsh,” she answered quietly. 
 
He stroked his chin. “I was thinking a good long thrashing with something long and hard.” 
 
“Or that would be fine.” 
 
He laughed and pulled her close, hands on her hips. She wound her arms around his neck and 
leaned into him, the sensation of her warm body stirring his loins to life. 
 
“Why’d you steal my clothes?” he asked, looking down into her upturned face. 
 
“To be close to you,” she whispered, getting up on her toes and stroking the back of his neck. 
 
He saw the affection and love in her eyes, which had been there all along. For so long he’d been 
afraid to acknowledge his feelings for her and hers for him. 
 
“So you steal my clothes and you steal my heart. You’re nothing but a thief. A sexy, freckle-faced 
thief.” He kissed the tip of her nose, then moved his mouth lower to taste her soft lips. His hands 
cupped her bottom and she moaned, rotating her hips into his as their mouths moved against each 
other. 
 
Trenton lifted his head. “You don’t have to steal. You can have anything you want anytime you want 
it.” 
 
He backed her toward the bed and they lowered onto it, kissing and caressing each other through 
their clothes. He nestled his hips between her legs, rubbing his hard length into the warm crevice of 
her thighs. 
 
“I know I can have anything I want,” Alannah said softly, as she slowly unhooked the buttons on 
the shirt she wore. She peeled back the material to expose her breasts. “But all I want is your love.”  
 
Trenton looked her in the eyes. “You know what?” 
 
“What?” she whispered. 
 
“You already have my love. And you always will.” 
 
With a smile on her lips, Alannah pulled his head down to hers and they made slow, sweet love until 



her body—wrapped tight around his—trembled as they fell into a satisfying climax.  
_______ 
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