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 Prologue 
 
    Jesus H. Christ! 
 
    I’ve looked bad the next morning, after partying up a storm before, but this was ridiculous. 
 
    I stared into the bathroom mirror and cringed. I looked like a gang-banged porn star at the end of a taping. Well…except for my face. 
 
    My face was clean of…stuff. 
 
    It’s the little things. 
 
    The entire weekend had been one big blur of poor choices and reckless decisions, and while I wasn’t a stranger to having a good time, even I had to admit, this weekend had been beyond the pale. 
 
    I’ve never drank my weight in alcohol before like I did last night. 
 
    I’ve never been so drunk I went out and got a tattoo like I did Friday night. 
 
    I’ve never been so turned on that I let a man take me in a dark alleyway like I did Thursday night. 
 
    Or up against the back of the casino like I did Friday night. 
 
    Or offered up my ass, begging and pleading, like I did last night. 
 
    I never should have answered my goddamn phone. That had been my first mistake. 
 
    I had flown to Las Vegas to get the hell away from Gabriel Buchanan and what do I do? I answer his call like a complete, lovesick-besotted fool. I answered his fucking phone call and spent the last three days in an alcohol-induced sex-a-thon with the man. 
 
    The man I was trying to break away from. 
 
    The man I was trying to forget. 
 
    The man I had given my virginity to. 
 
    The man who broke my heart with every phone call, every conversation and every touch of his body. 
 
    We weren’t children anymore. 
 
    We weren’t young adults searching for our way through college, either. 
 
    I was still Justice Hillman, high school graduate, who went on to work as a clerk for Dr. Daughtry, who just happened to be the biggest pervert on the planet. 
 
    I made enough to live on, but I was nowhere near close to being in Gabriel Buchanan’s league. 
 
    I was never close enough to be in Gabriel Buchanan’s league. But, then, few people were. 
 
    I continued to stare at myself in the mirror. My hair looked like an explosion of colors matted on the top of my head; you could hardly see any of the natural blonde. My eye makeup looked like I was going for the zombie look. My face pale, my blue eyes bloodshot. 
 
    I really did look like a porn star after a gang bang. 
 
    But to be fair, Gabriel fucked like a porn star. 
 
    However, no matter how horrible the image was that stared back at me; the matted hair, the bloodshot eyes, the clown makeup, the godawful hickeys that lined my neck and chest, none of it was distracting me from the shine and weight of the stupid, idiotic, unbelievably giant ring that sat on my ring finger. 
 
    No matter how many times I closed my eyes, only to reopen them, it was still there. 
 
    Laughing at me. 
 
    Taunting me. 
 
    Torturing me. 
 
    All I could do was pray that Gabriel didn’t have one on his hand. Maybe this was all a joke, and the ring was a souvenir, or a toy out of a coin machine. 
 
    I mean, it looked real. 
 
    It felt real. 
 
    Felt like a real fucking stupid ass mistake. 
 
    Okay, I couldn’t put it off any longer. I had to go back out there and see if Gabriel was wearing a ring too and if there were any papers lying around to confirm how stupid I was over this man. 
 
    I cracked open the bathroom floor and crept my way towards the bed and the naked man that was sleeping on his stomach in it. 
 
    Standing over the bed, my eyes fell on what sickingly looked like a wedding certificate. Gabriel moaned and stretched, and when he rolled himself onto his back, his arms flying out beside him, that’s when I saw it. The matching ring to my wedding set. I fucking married Gabriel Buchanan last night. 
 
    Sonofabitch! 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 1 
 
    Justice~ 
 
    I felt my phone buzzing in my back pocket, but I ignored it. 
 
    I ignored it because I knew who it was and I knew what he wanted, and while for a very long time, what he wanted was the same thing I had wanted, but I didn’t want that anymore. 
 
    I wanted more. 
 
    I wanted love. 
 
    I wanted…maybe not forever, but a chance at forever. 
 
    My phone buzzed again, and again, and I continued to ignore it. 
 
    Besides, I was at work and Dr. Daughtry didn’t appreciate...now, let me get this right…‘the younger generation who don’t know how to do anything other than stare at their phones’. Yeah. So, I was not going to be that ‘younger generation’ and irritate him enough to lose my job. 
 
    Thomas Daughtry owned a rather successful dental practice, and he had originally hired me as a part-time bookkeeper while I was still in high school (I think mostly out of pity), but he had kept me on and hired me full-time when I graduated because it turned out I was a whiz at accounting. I didn’t have any formal schooling or mentoring, but he had been so pleased with my efficiency and accuracy, he let the fact that I didn’t have a degree slide. 
 
    He paid me enough to live off of, and while there might not be any Prada handbags in my closet, I lived comfortably enough to support myself and occasionally buy a beer or two. 
 
    The only downside to my job was that Dr. Daughtry was a straight up perv. A married perv, at that. 
 
    He was great at straddling the line between appropriate work behavior and risqué comments about my body or outfit. He had never crossed the line though, and while still very inappropriate, none of his antics were enough to make me give up such a good paying job. 
 
    Well, a good paying job in my eyes. 
 
    I grew up the epitome of your stereotypical trailer park trash. My father was a dirty drunk who barely held down a job and my mother was an unhappy, verbally abusive harpy. I was an only child (thank God) and so I was usually the sole recipient of their bad moods. 
 
    My parents’ focus was primarily on making each other miserable, so I started working part time as soon as I legally could while still going to school. It wasn’t until my senior year of school that I found the job with Dr. Daughtry through a teacher recommendation. 
 
    I had bought my own clothes, school supplies, food, hygiene necessities…you name it. My only saving grace was that my parents didn’t take my money from me. They were content enough with the fact that they didn’t have to come out of their own pockets to provide for me. 
 
    It took me a lot of years and saving up to be able to get a one-bedroom apartment in a decent neighborhood and I loved that I had done it all on my own. I wasn’t going to risk it all just to answer my phone for a booty call time and place. 
 
    Even if that booty call came with a nine-inch dick as wide as my wrist. 
 
    Gabriel Buchanan was the man attached to that magnificent piece of man meat and the bane of my existence. 
 
    How did he earn a title as important as The Bane, you wonder? 
 
    Because I was madly in love with him and it didn’t matter. My feelings of love were irrelevant and made no impact on anything other than my makeup whenever I got caught up in my feelings and threw myself epic pity parties. 
 
    The Buchanan brothers were royalty in the town of Square Garden, Indiana. It was a decent size town an hour’s drive away from the city where Buchanan Industries helped run the world. It was a powerhouse business where the reigns were handed down from generation to generation. There was Mason Buchanan, the oldest, then Aiden Buchanan, and finally, the twins, Michael and Gabriel. 
 
    I was the same age as Gabriel and Michael and had gone to school with them. We had graduated in the same class, and while Gabriel went to Blaineview (one of the most elite, private colleges in the country), I stayed back in Square Garden working. I knew I was never destined for college. I would never have been able to afford it and my grades weren’t good enough for full ride scholarships. 
 
    My phone buzzed in my pocket again, so I looked up at the clock on the wall to see how close I was to the end of my shift. It was Friday and Dr. Daughtry always closed up shop at midday and it was close enough to one o’clock that Gabriel could wait until then for a response. If I was going to start a new direction in my life, I might as well start now. 
 
    Dr. Daughtry poked his head into my shoebox office that was more a closet than an actual office. “Start shutting it down, Justice,” he said, smiling. “It’s time to start the weekend off.” 
 
    I smiled back because, for once, he seemed to sound genuine. “You don’t have to tell me twice, Dr. Daughtry.” 
 
    He shook his head. “Are you ever going to call me Thomas, Justice?” 
 
    “Nope,” I said, popping the ‘p’ as I shut down my computer and started locking up my desk drawers. 
 
    He chuckled and, thankfully, left it at that. “Okay, okay. See you Monday. Have a great weekend.” 
 
    I gave him another smile. “Thank you,” I replied. “You, too.” 
 
    As soon as he cleared the doorway, I hurried to gather my purse and jacket so I could walk out with the other employees. I learned the hard way how creepy the good doctor could be when left alone with him and I was never going to put myself in that position again. 
 
    I waved to Lori, one of the dental hygienists, and Hannah, the receptionist, on my way through the lobby and out the front door. The second I cleared the doorway, I pulled out my phone and saw the four missed texts from Gabriel. 
 
      
 
    Starting BI on Monday, so I’ll c u this wknd. 
 
      
 
    ?????? 
 
      
 
    Is there a reason ur ignoring my texts? 
 
      
 
    Just noticed the time. Hit me up when ur off. 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath as I leaned up against my white, used Nissan Maxima. I knew he and Michael were supposed to take their rightful places at BI on Monday now that they’ve graduated and earned their degrees. I’ve known the path all the Buchanan Brothers were going to take since the first day I ever understood who they were. But the heartache at this new turning point in Gabriel’s life still felt heavy in my chest. 
 
    I’d been sleeping with Gabriel Buchanan since our junior year of high school, and now here we were, 22 years old, and we were still just sleeping with each other. 
 
    Hell, we didn’t even sleep. 
 
    We had sex. 
 
    That’s it. 
 
    That’s all. 
 
    If we slept, it was because we’d nod off between rounds of sex. If we woke up in the same bed together the next morning, it was because Gabriel wanted to start his day balls deep inside some vagina, not because he couldn’t bear to part from me. 
 
    I wasn’t confused about my purpose in Gabriel Buchanan’s life. I haven’t been since the day I handed over my virginity to him. The problem was, back then, I was positive I could take what little pieces of Gabriel he wanted to give me and not get caught up in a whirlwind of feelings for him. And it worked. 
 
    For a little while, it worked. But the longer we continued to sleep together, the more difficult it was not to fall for him. 
 
    See, while Gabriel might be only using me for sex, he wasn’t a jerk about it. He always treated me as if we were real friends and he was always respectful…well, unless we were naked. When we were in bed together, all bets were off. Gabriel Buchanan was a dirty bastard in between the sheets. 
 
    The thing was, that except for his brothers (because they were abnormally close), no one knew Gabriel and I had been sleeping together. I had been Gabriel’s dirty little secret, and six years later, I still was. And now six years and one day later, I realized I didn’t want to still be. 
 
    I never questioned Gabriel about what he did when we weren’t together, and I wasn’t so naïve as to believe that he hadn’t been knee deep in females when he went off to Blaineview, but all this time later, Gabriel Buchanan was still the only man I’d ever slept with. 
 
    I looked down at my phone, and steeling my spine, sent off a text that would change my life. 
 
    No matter how much I loved Gabriel, it was time to experience what it was like to be in a real relationship with someone who loved me back. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
    Gabriel~ 
 
    I stared down at the text that came across my phone and figured it was a mistake. Justice must have been texting someone else, and the messages got crossed over. 
 
    At least, that’s what I was telling myself as I tried my hardest to ignore the hallowing out I felt in the pit of my stomach. 
 
      
 
    Busy this wknd. Got errands 2 run. Talk 2 u ltr. 
 
      
 
    I reread the text and ignored how my thumbs trembled over the screen’s keyboard. I’ve been seeing Justice Hillman since we were sophomores in high school. That was over six years ago, and never once, has she ever not agreed to see me or make time for me. 
 
    Never. 
 
    I texted back. 
 
      
 
    Busy doing what? 
 
      
 
    I waited. 
 
    And waited. 
 
    And waited some more. 
 
    Almost a half hour later, her reply came through. 
 
      
 
    Going n2 city with Beatrice 2nite. Cleaning top 2 btm 2morrow all day. 
 
      
 
    What the fuck? 
 
    She’s going into the fucking city tonight? What the fuck for? 
 
    And, so what, if she was cleaning her apartment all day tomorrow? That still left all of Saturday night free. I could spend the night and then head back home on Sunday and get ready for my official first day at Buchanan Industries. With Michael, my twin, and I finally graduating and getting our degrees, we could finally join our older brothers, Mason and Aiden, in the running of BI that’s been in our family for generations. 
 
    I felt a slap on my back right before I heard, “Jesus, Gabe. What did that phone ever do to you?” 
 
    I looked over at Michael and scowled. “When did you get here?” 
 
    “Snuck in last night after about two,” he answered as he made himself at home in my kitchen. I smirked but didn’t comment. We’ve lived in the same house all our lives, so it wasn’t a surprised that we were still trying to adjust to solitary homes. 
 
    And it didn’t matter if we didn’t. I’d live with my brothers forever if that’s how things had to be. We were extremely close, but growing up the way we did, our commitment to one another had always been a good thing. Our father was a tyrant and our mother had been neglectful, so we relied on each other a lot. 
 
    Mason was the oldest and, really, the patriarch of the Buchanans. Our father liked to pretend that he still had a say in how we lived our lives and what went on at BI, but we all knew the truth. Mason ran shit, and he ran it with our best intentions at heart, always. 
 
    Being the oldest and having to live with our father’s abuse the longest, Mason was a bit of a psychopath. He was unfeeling and did not connect well with others. Mason was cold, hard and calculating. He didn’t suffer fools easily, and since he couldn’t really identify with feelings, he was as brutal and as cutthroat as they came. 
 
    He was also a fucking genius. 
 
    Mase had a photographic memory, and he had the ability to multi-task anything thrown his way. There was no limit to how many balls he could juggle in the air and he could control each of those balls with absolute certainty. And he had always been the dutiful son and carefully followed the path our father had created for us, but when my father tried to come between him and his wife, Shane, when they were dating in college, Mason had gone toe to toe with our father and came out the winner. 
 
    Now, four years later, he was head of Buchanan Industries and he was still willing, able and eager to slay any of Shane’s dragons. No one loved their wife the way Mason loved Shane. 
 
    No one. 
 
    Then there was my second oldest brother, Aiden. We all looked similar, but Aiden shared mine and Michael’s green eyes, where Mason’s eyes were grey. But, other than that, we were all obviously Buchanans, through and through. 
 
    Now, Aiden was head of finance at BI. The man had a mind like a computer. He could do math in his head and he could calculate numbers, odds, situational outcomes and strategize like nobody’s business. He was a good guy, and even though he had been subjected to the ways of our father and the invisibility of our mother, he hadn’t turned out to be quite the sociopath Mason had. He was an all-around good man with good intentions. And, while Aiden had shown no signs of insanity, he did always have a weakness for the ladies. Aiden’s biggest appreciation in life was for the female species. He thought women were the most miraculous beings on earth and I didn’t necessarily disagree. 
 
    Growing up, our father had warned us against the evils of gold-digging whores and drummed into us how any woman would be happy to land a Buchanan. He frightened the living shit out of us with horrid tales of what can become of you if you let a woman lure you into her clutches. It wasn’t until we were teens in high school that we realized how full of shit he was. Oh, we still knew to protect ourselves against the fairer sex, but we weren’t warding off females with cloves of garlic and Holy Water anymore. 
 
    But once Aiden graduated from Blaineview and went to work for BI, the first week there, he met Denise, and every other woman on the planet cease to exist to him. He straight up railroaded her and went after her with all the force of a goddamn freight train. And, even though, Aiden still has a soft spot for women in general, his wife is his biggest treasure and he’s not shy about letting everyone know it. 
 
    That left me and Michael. I was older than Mike by three minutes and my father never let him forget it. For some reason, my father loved to abuse Michael more than the rest of us, and even though we all did what we could to protect him, once Mason and Aiden left for college, our father had more freedom to beat, berate and bully. 
 
    Michael and I were identical in every way. The only way you could tell us apart is if you paid attention to Michael’s skin. He had small scars decorating his body randomly from some of the more severe beatings he received from dear old Dad. The quickest and easiest way to tell us apart was the faint slash scarred underneath his right eye. Even our tattoos matched. 
 
    Now, while I considered myself pretty laid back, Michael could be funny, charming and calming when he wanted to be. He had always been able to keep a level head about him and remain calm when all hell was breaking loose. He was perfect for his role overseeing the Human Resources division of BI. 
 
    The only strike against my favorite brother was that, while it didn’t happen often, Michael’s temper was violently out of control when he snapped. It was both terrifying and a beautiful sight to see. There were many times we thought he would actually kill our father when he lost control of those carefully construction binds that held him in place. While Mason was a psychopath in a carefully planned murder kind of way, Michael was all fire and brimstone and would burn a city to the ground in his rage. 
 
    He was also a virgin by choice. Michael confided in me once that he was afraid he’d never find a woman who would accept everything he brought to the table, and I didn’t blame him. Whoever ends up with Michael will have to be stronger than he is in order to help keep his demons at bay. 
 
    As for me, I could get a good read on people. I could tell you, within five minutes of meeting someone, if they were full of shit or not. That’s why I was overseeing the marketing and client division of BI. I was good with people and what made them tick. If I had a downside, I’d have to agree with Mason, in that it was my loyalty. If a person had that, there wasn’t anything I wouldn’t do for them. 
 
    Including burying a body. 
 
    I guess that’s why I was so bothered by Justice’s text. It was completely out of character for her and it made me wonder what she had going on that she wasn’t telling me. I let my fingers fly across my phone. 
 
      
 
    The city? 
 
      
 
    Her reply had me squeezing the phone so hard, it’s a wonder it didn’t crack. 
 
      
 
    Girls night out. Dancing, drinking & being 22  
 
      
 
    I didn’t text her back because I was trying to work out an explanation for the heat coursing through my body. I was also already making plans in my head to be in her apartment when she got home tonight. I had a key and I’ll be goddamn if I wasn’t going to be there to make sure she came home alone. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
    Justice~ 
 
    Gabriel had never responded to my text about girls’ night out and I was sadly disappointed. He obviously didn’t care that I was going out clubbing in the city, but then, Gabriel could have any woman he wanted…why would he care what I was doing? 
 
    I felt Beatrice’s body weight behind her shoulder nudge. “Goodness gracious, Just,” she said over the music. “You are all Grumpy Gertrude tonight.” 
 
    I turned my head and cocked it to the side, eyeballing her. “Is that even a thing?” I asked. “I mean, I know Negative Nancy and Debbie Downer, but Grumpy Gertrude? I think you just made her up.” 
 
    She smiled her perfect Colgate smile. “I had to invent something,” she explained. “You’re not a negative person and if you were a downer, you’d have stayed home. So, Grumpy Gertrude had to come to life.” 
 
    I couldn’t help it. I laughed. It could have been her ridiculous reasoning or the alcohol coursing through my bloodstream, but her nonsense made me laugh. “You’re ridiculous.” 
 
    Her shoulders popped up really quickly, and she gave me a sheepish grin. “Maybe,” she conceded. “But don’t judge me just yet. It’s amazing the level of ridiculousness I’m capable of when I’m drinking.” Beatrice raised her glass, and I raised mine so she could clink glasses in a toast to her claim. 
 
    We were sitting at the bar, and we were lucky to be doing that much. When we had arrived, Midtown had already been packed with drinking dancing bodies, but we were able to snag these seats when two girls were heading out and did us a solid. 
 
    Midtown was the newest downtown club and I could see why. This was my first time here, even though Beatrice’s invited me a million times over the years, and I was actually enjoying the atmosphere of the place. I was kind of bummed that it took me so long to accept her invitation. 
 
    Beatrice Easton and I met when Dr. Daughtry had sent me to a medical supply store to buy some supplies directly when we had run out of inventory. Beatrice worked at Medical & More as a salesperson, but she really knew her shit and was a fountain of information and helpful tips. 
 
    We had become fast friends, and except for Gabriel, she knew everything about me, and I considered her my best friend, even if I wasn’t hers. Beatrice was friendly and outgoing, so she never had a shortage of friends she could hang out with. 
 
    “So, what’s the game plan?” she asked. 
 
    I cocked my head again. “Game plan for what?” 
 
    Beatrice rolled her eyes. “To get rid of your virginity, you dork,” she stated as a matter of fact. Unfortunately for me, I had chosen that moment to take a sip of my drink and I started choking on it. 
 
    Beatrice started pounding me in the middle of my back, trying to help. But she wasn’t. She really wasn’t. Once I got myself under control, I turned to her and yelped, “What do you mean, get rid of my virginity?” 
 
    She rolled her eyes again. “Come on, Justice,” she whined. “I’ve known you for four years and I have never seen you with a guy or have heard you talk about a guy.” It’s true. “I just figured you were painfully shy or something and you were scared of boys.” 
 
    I couldn’t help myself. “How do you know I’m not secretly in love with you and just waiting for the day you realized it and we can go on and live happily ever after?” I teased. 
 
    Beatrice laughed. “Because I notice all the times your eyes gloss over, and you drool whenever we’re watching The Kingsmen and Eggsy’s in a scene.” 
 
    Hmmmm…she had a point. Too bad I was pretty much telling her the truth if you just switched her name out for Gabriel’s. 
 
    I’m not sure when Gabriel Buchanan first took notice of me, but the first time he spoke to me was in our sophomore year of high school when we had been paired up in an American History project. Sure, I had seen him around and he was even in a couple of my classes, but I’d never spoken to him before. I hadn’t spoken to any of the Buchanan brothers. 
 
    The first time Gabriel and I met up in the library to do research for our project, he had sat across from me and I’ll never forget the jolt of electricity that sparked throughout my body, rendering me stupid when that spark hit my brain. 
 
    Gabriel had sat down, looked over at me, and giving me his undivided attention, smiled at me and I was done for. I sat there staring at him like a complete idiot until he snapped me out of my trance by asking me how I wanted to go about gathering the research. 
 
    Here’s the thing. Gabriel Buchanan (like all the Buchanan brothers) is gorgeous beyond what should be legally allowed. Gabriel was the very definition of tall, dark and handsome, except he was way beyond handsome. 
 
    Even as a sophomore in high school, Gabriel had already reached a height of a little over six-feet. He had a head full of the signature Buchanan black hair that begged to have a hand run through it. He had matching arched brows that sat over a pair of mind-numbing green eyes. His older brother Aiden had them too, whereas the oldest, Mason, had grey eyes. 
 
    Gabriel had a straight, Romanesque nose, strong cheekbones, lips full and soft with a cut jawline that was always clean shaven, and Michael had been the same. The Buchanan Twins really were identical with their…everything. 
 
    Well, maybe not everything. 
 
    While I did eventually find out that beneath Gabriel’s Henley shirts, designer jeans and million-dollar sneakers was a body worth salivating, I can’t speak on what Michael Buchanan looks like naked. But if he looks anything like Gabriel, then God help us all. 
 
    The first time I interacted with the both of them at the same time, I was literally stunned speechless. My mind would not stop spinning with the vision of both of them standing in front of me, talking and smiling. 
 
    Oh, did I mention they had dimples? Because they fucking did. 
 
    An identical pair of deep, indented crescents that rendered you dim-witted with their power. I actually had to ask them to repeat what they were saying because I kept getting lost in the greenness of their eyes and the all-around beauty of their faces. 
 
    Over the years, Gabriel’s physique hadn’t changed much. He still had broad shoulders, big, strong arms, cut pecs, a six-pack I loved running my tongue over, an Adonis belt and sturdy, muscular legs and I knew he kept in shape by working out five times a week or so. The only thing real changes were the ink on his skin. He liked tattoos, and they looked delicious on his body. 
 
    Ugh, his body… 
 
    I wish I could tell Beatrice the truth. There were so many times I longed to unburden myself with this unrequited love I had for Gabriel, but I had my pride. If I was going to be Gabriel’s dirty little secret, then by God, he would be mine, too. 
 
    So, since I couldn’t tell her the truth…“Well, I’ll have you know, there was a whole 18 years of living before I met you, girly,” I teased. “Just because I’ve been focusing on my job these past few years doesn’t mean I don’t know the feeling of a man.” 
 
    Her nose scrunched up. “The feeling of a man? Who the hell talks like that?” 
 
    I puffed out another laugh when I answered, “Someone who’s obviously had too much to drink.” 
 
    “We’re not even close enough to being cut off yet,” she disagreed. “Too much to drink status comes with glassy eyes, peeing too much, dancing to any song that comes on, and if God is being merciful tonight, our skirts up around our waists while we’re getting pounded into oblivion.” She sighed. “Ah, the dream.” 
 
    I wanted to caution her against getting pounded into oblivion by a man she just met, but I couldn’t. Being pounded into oblivion by a stranger sounded like music to my ears right now. 
 
    So, instead of lecturing on all things pink and pure, I said, “Don’t forget the condoms. If we’re going to be whores, we’re going to be responsible, safe whores, you got me?” 
 
    Beatrice smirked. “But of course, Mom.” 
 
    I looked out over the crowd, taking in how everyone was having a good time and appearing to be carefree and loving life and I wanted that to be me. 
 
    I wanted to be happy. I wanted to enjoy being 22 years old. I wanted to enjoy it being single or enjoy it being in a relationship. I didn’t want to settle for confusion, depression and limbo status. And as much as I loved Gabriel, the situation I’ve found myself in with him wasn’t enough anymore. 
 
    My love for Gabriel was real, and I knew there might be a chance that I’d always have this little piece of sorrow hovering in the corners of my heart from not being with him, but I had to try. 
 
    I had to test the waters. I’ve never been with another guy, and maybe given the chance, I could find something deeper and meaningful with someone willing to try with me. 
 
    Someone who thought I was worth the effort. 
 
    I glanced out back towards the sea of bodies that seemed to be having a good time and I made up my mind. “Let’s get glassy eyed, pee when need be, dance like fools and find us some guys to pound us into oblivion,” I battle cried. 
 
    Beatrice’s grin took over her entire face. “Let’s do it!” 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
    Gabriel~ 
 
    It was past two in the morning when I saw a car pull up to the curb in front of Justice’s apartment building. I’d been standing by the window for over half an hour eyeballing every pair of headlights that cut through the night. 
 
    I waited as long as my sanity would allow me and I had texted her around 11pm, about three hours after I’d let myself into her apartment and gotten comfortable. 
 
    It felt weird being in her apartment without her. Whenever Justice and I were together, we were together. Except for occasional runs to the store or me showing up before she got off work, we spent every second together when I was in town. 
 
    This experience of having to wait on her, while she was out living it up in the city, was not a good feeling. And the feeling got worse as I watched her half-ass stumble out of a car, wave goodbye to somebody and make her way up the walkway smiling. 
 
    She was fucking smiling and I hope to God it was because she was drunk as shit and not…anything else. 
 
    I let the curtain fall back into place, and crossing my arms over my chest, I watched the front door, waiting for her to open the door. Nerves danced in the pit of my stomach with every passing second. 
 
    Justice and I became friends when we were 15 years old and were paired up for a classroom assignment, and we became much more a year later when we were 16. We had been each other’s first in damn near everything and we’d been giving into that connection ever since. But, in all that time, we’ve never had a falling out. Not even one argument, and I had a feeling, this first one, was going to be a doozy. 
 
    Because there was no doubt in my mind that there would be a fight. 
 
    I heard the doorknob jingle and the telltale signs of locks opening. The lamp in the living room was on, so she was going to know instantly that I was here. Or that someone was in her apartment. 
 
    And I was right. The second she passed the threshold, she gasped. Her head darted around, and her eyes widened when she noticed me standing by the window. My eyes raked over her body, and if I hadn’t been pissed before, I sure the fuck was now. 
 
    Her mermaid dyed hair was falling in waves down her back, shining like a goddamn waterfall. Her face was flushed, and her eye makeup was a little worn, but it didn’t take away from the features that made up her beautiful face. 
 
    Justice’s hair was naturally blonde, but she always kept it dyed in an array of brilliant colors. It worked for her personality and her slim stature. She had long, thin brows that worked with her pale eyelashes to showcase a stunning pair of bright blue eyes. Her skin was smooth and flawless. Her nose was perfectly straight and centered on her face. Her cheeks were high and always rosy. And she had a pair of lips that made the best of men wonder about them. 
 
    I was 6’1”, so her 5’5” height made her feel perfect in my arms. And over the years, my hands, lips, tongue and cock have memorized the slope of her shoulders, the femininity of her arms, the gracefulness of her neck, the pleasure of her perfect hand-sized breast, the softness of her tapered waist, the lushness of her flared out hips, the strength of her toned, lean legs and every hidden secret she’s ever shared with me. 
 
    And now she was standing before me, hair down her back, eyes made up to mesmerize and an outfit designed to seduce. 
 
    Her black top was a barely-there tank top and pushed her tits up, showing off more cleavage than anyone should be allowed to see. She paired it was a scrap of material that I imagined was supposed to be a fucking skirt of some kind, but instead, it just wrapped around her hips, barely covering her ass. Her legs were bare, but her feet were encased in a pair of classic black, fuck-me heels that added another four inches to her height. 
 
    And. I. Saw. Red. 
 
    “Gabriel,” she gasped. “What on earth are you doing here?” 
 
    Her question pissed me off, but the fact she had shut and locked the door behind her calmed me a bit. She was alone and the relief sliding down my spine was tangible. 
 
    “Where the fuck have you been?” I snapped, ignoring her question. “And why in the fuck are you dressed like you’re trolling for dick?” 
 
    Justice’s eyes widened and then narrowed as my words sunk in. She stormed across her living room, threw her purse on the couch, and marched right up to me. 
 
    She placed her hands on her hips and fumed, “Excuse me?” 
 
    I peered down at her. “Answer me, goddamn it!” 
 
    She leaned back, and I swear to God, scoffed in my face. “None of your goddamn business, Gabriel,” she snapped. “I don’t answer to you. Or have you conveniently forgotten that little fact?” 
 
    Never mind earlier about seeing red. That had been a mild pinkish hue. 
 
    Now this? 
 
    This right now? 
 
    This was seeing motherfucking red! 
 
    I snatched her up by her arm and yanked her towards me. She was drunk and unsteady on her heels, so she fell into me easily. “Care to repeat that?” I growled in barely controlled anger. 
 
    I don’t know if it was liquid courage or outright disregard for her safety, but she didn’t back down, even though my rage was evident all over my face. “I do not answer to you, Gabriel,” she repeated. “We’re friends at the best of times, so don’t go thinking you have any say over my life outside having your dick out.” 
 
    I dropped my hand from her arm and took two giant steps away from her. Anger unlike anything I have ever felt was simmering in the core of my being and snaking out to consume every part of my body. The only thing I could hope for was that she was drunk off her ass, because if she wasn’t… 
 
    If she wasn’t, this wasn’t good. For me. 
 
    I took a couple of deep breaths before I trusted myself to speak. “What were you doing tonight?” 
 
    Justice lifted her chin, but I could see the tremor in her bottom lip. She pulled her shoulders back and straightened her spine before saying, “Enjoying a girls’ night out with Beatrice.” 
 
    “Is that all?” I asked. “Just a night of innocent drinking and drunken gossiping?” 
 
    Her eyes shot sideways and the avoidance in her gaze was like a punch in the gut, and I knew her next words were going to gut me. “It…it started out that way, but…” she trailed off. 
 
    “Look at me, Justice.” When she didn’t comply, I made it clear it wasn’t a request. “I said fucking look at me!” Her blue eyes found my greens ones again and I asked, “But then what?” 
 
    She was struggling to get the words out, but when she did, it took me a second to process what she was saying because… 
 
    “I ended up meeting a really nice guy named Nathaniel and we have a date tomorrow night.” 
 
    What the actual fuck? 
 
    She met a nice guy named Nathaniel, and they were going on a date tomorrow night? 
 
    She met a fucking asshole named Nathaniel, and she was going out on a fucking date with him? 
 
    Jealousy was burning me from the inside out. It felt like acid was flowing through my veins, corroding my ability to feel. I didn’t want to do it, but I asked the one question I didn’t really want the answer to. “And how many other guys have you dated since we’ve been together?” 
 
    Her reply floored me. 
 
    Justice started laughing, and it wasn’t a happy, joyful laugh. No. It sounded bitter and cold to my ears. It sounded sad. “Since we’ve been together?” she asked incredulously. She shook her head, and I’d never see her look so despondent. “We’re not together, Gabriel,” she stated solemnly. “Hell, we’re not even friends with benefits,” she went on. “We fuck, Gabe. We fuck at your convenience and when you’re in the mood for comfortable pussy and don’t want to put in work for someone different. What the fuck do you care how many other guys I’ve dated?” 
 
    There were too many emotions battling inside my body for me to be able to identify one and hold on to it. There were so many things wrong with what she just said, I didn’t know where to start. I decided to go with the one thing I wanted to know the most. “Are you going to really go out on a date tomorrow night?” 
 
    She shook her head and said the one thing I never thought I’d hear from her. “I think you should go, Gabriel,” she said, quietly. “I know it’s rather late, but I’m sure you could find a hotel room or something. Even go stay at your parents, maybe.” 
 
    My head fell back and the hollow laugh that rumbled from my throat echoed throughout the room. I looked back over at her and I couldn’t believe this was happening. “Because of Nathaniel?” 
 
    “Yes,” she answered. 
 
    Wow. 
 
    And the hits just keep on coming. 
 
    I wanted to tear the place apart, but instead, I asked, “You’re kicking me out for a guy you just met tonight? Seriously, Justice?” 
 
    I could see the fight leave her, and I wasn’t sure which version of Drunk Justice I liked least. We’ve never fought before and I wasn’t really sure how to go about fixing this when all I wanted to do was piss a circle around her, warding off any competition. 
 
    She walked over to the couch, dropped down, and looking up at me said, “No. I’m not asking you to leave for a guy I just met, Gabriel. I’m asking you to leave for a chance to date a guy who could turn out to be The One, you know?” 
 
    No. 
 
    No, I didn’t know. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
    Justice~ 
 
    Gabriel didn’t say anything. He just stood there looking at me like a snake coiled and ready to strike. 
 
    I had been so surprised to see him standing in my living room; the shock had almost instantly killed my buzz. I hadn’t been expecting him. I never thought he’d care enough to show up here and wait on me. 
 
    I finally couldn’t take it anymore. His green gaze was tearing through me like my words had put all my fears in technicolor for him to see. I propped my elbows on my knees and dropped my head in my hands. I was so absorbed in my confused heartbreak; I hadn’t heard Gabriel making his way across the living room to stand in front of me. 
 
    I gasped when I felt his hands on my shoulders and he was lifting me onto my feet. Before I could process what he was about, Gabriel snaked a hand behind my neck and tangled my hair around his fist and yanked. His other hand went to my left hip and dug in. 
 
    I hissed from the pain at my hip and scalp, but I didn’t tell him to let go. I actually wanted him to hold on tighter. I wanted him to never let go. 
 
    I wanted Gabriel to want me. I just wanted him to love me more. 
 
    His green eyes were burning through me. “The One, huh?” He didn’t let me answer. “The One to what exactly, Justice?” Again, he didn’t let me answer. “Because I’m the one who knows exactly where to touch you to make you come undone. I’m the one who knows exactly how many times you can cum from my tongue before you start begging for my cock. I’m the one who knows how to pinch those pretty, pink nipples hard enough to make you flood your panties.” Gabriel’s hold tightened with each recount of his knowledge of me and my body. “I’m the one who knows that you can swallow nine inches of dick and not gag. I’m the one who’s memorized every fold of that sweet, tight pussy of yours.” 
 
    “Gabriel…” He was killing me, and I could feel my body catching on fucking fire for him. 
 
    “And, I swear to God, I better be the only one who knows how good you ride a cock. Don’t forget, Justice, I’m the one who was covered in your blood the first time you ever opened your legs up for cock and I pushed into pussy.” I gasped at his recount of when we lost our virginities to one another. “I’m the one who still slides into you, even now, when you’re a bloody mess.” 
 
    I couldn’t stop the color blooming in my cheeks. Gabriel had no restrictions in the bedroom. Over the years, he’s entered me plenty of times while I was on my period. 
 
    “Gabriel, please…” I’m not sure what I was pleading for, but I knew whatever it was, it revolved around him. 
 
    Gabriel leaned down and growled in my ear, “And I’m the one who knows just how wet you get when you have a nice, thick, hard cock up your ass, too, baby.” I whimpered and thoughts of Nathaniel and my hope for The One were gone. 
 
    All that mattered was Gabriel. 
 
    And how I was so pathetic. 
 
    He pulled back, so he was looking into my eyes again, and in a voice that could freeze the bowels of Hell, he said, “And, so help me God, Justice, there better had not have been any other men...” 
 
    I wanted to scream at him. 
 
    I wanted to scream NO! There’s only you! But I didn’t. 
 
    I just answered him honestly, “There’s only been you.” 
 
    “And tonight…Nathaniel? Did you let him touch you?” 
 
    I shook my head. “No,” I whispered. 
 
    Something in his eyes misfired, like the idea of another man touching me was enough to trigger a touch of insanity. The next thing I knew, Gabriel pushed me over the arm of the couch. My face was in the throw pillows that decorated the couch and my ass was up in the air presented to him for the taking. 
 
    My scattered thoughts were barely staring to settle when I felt Gabriel hands pushing my skirt up over my hips and yanking my black lace panties clean off my body. God, yes! I kept trying to remember all the reasons I was going to cut him out of my life, but I couldn’t think when he had his hands on me. 
 
    With an almost desperate need, Gabriel slammed into me and my scream bounced off the apartment walls. His hand dug into the flesh of my hips and he rammed into me as if his life depended on it. 
 
    He gave me no time to adjust to his size, and the invasion felt all-consuming. Thank God my body had been turned on and ready or else he would have torn me apart for sure. Even as slicked up as I was, taking Gabriel was always a challenge. 
 
    I straightened my arms, and propping my weight onto my flatten palms, I held myself up and let Gabriel own me from behind. His thrusts were pulling the most pornographic moans from my throat, but they were drowned out by his words of possessiveness. 
 
    But even through the haze of raw, sexual desire, my heart felt heavy, and I still felt sad and pathetic. And the more Gabriel drilled himself into my body, the more my heart ached at knowing that the odds of me finding this kind of passion with someone else were slim to none. 
 
    Gabriel’s been my everything since I was 15 years old. I was such an insecure, trailer park nobody that it took Gabe a year to convince me he really wanted me. Even becoming friends had been difficult for me because I couldn’t understand why Gabriel Buchanan would want to be my friend. 
 
    We remained close during our junior and senior years of school, but once he went off to college, he hadn’t come home often, and we started to drift apart. The phone calls were few and far between because we never had that kind of relationship to where we spoke on the phone. I’d gone on to get a job, and I did my best to not think about what he was doing and who he was meeting in college. I didn’t want to face a truth that would probably cut me. 
 
    But, four years later, it was time to grow up, and this moment here, was likely going to be the last time I’d ever be with Gabriel. 
 
    The weight of sadness was almost enough to make me cry even though Gabe was slamming into me so hard, it was painful. 
 
    My head was yanked backwards as Gabriel dug his hand into my hair and pulled on my scalp. My body was bowed as he had one hand on my hip, holding me in place against the couch, and the other was pulling my head back. 
 
    Gabriel leaned over me and his breath was like hot fire on my ear. “Do you honestly think Nathaniel’s going to be able to give you this, Justice?” he growled as he said Nathaniel’s name with a sneer. “You’ve been taking my dick for six fucking years, and suddenly, it’s not good enough anymore?” 
 
    I thought my heart was already broken, but apparently not, because Gabriel’s words pushed the pain around harder. This wasn’t about sex, but of course, he would think so, because that’s all this has ever been for him. Even when he was reciting how he was ‘The One’, it had all centered around all the sexual things he’s done to me over the years. 
 
    “Gabe…” I wasn’t sure if it was the alcohol or my emotional turmoil, but I felt like I needed to say something, but I had no idea what it was I wanted to say. 
 
    What I did know was that, no matter how skilled Gabriel was or how big his dick was, I couldn’t get out of my head long enough to enjoy what he was doing. I wasn’t going to orgasm, and it’d be the first time in six years that Gabriel wouldn’t be able to make me cum. And I think he knew it because his movements became more fanatical and his words harsher. Crueler. Meaner. 
 
    “What?” he asked. “I can’t even make you cum anymore?” Historically by now, I would have cum at least twice. Gabriel never failed to deliver, and I was always so desperate for his attentions, my excitement when we did get together, always had me detonating almost instantly. “Are you so excited about your date with Nathaniel a nine-inch cock can’t even get you off anymore?” 
 
    My hands fisted around the pillows on the couch and I couldn’t stop the sob that escaped. The harder he fucked me, the more heartbroken I became. “Ga-” 
 
    Gabriel let go of my hair and grabbed onto both my hips and the force of his thrusts were enough to make me scream out. I wanted to beg him to stop, but I knew if I did, he would immediately pull himself from my body and I couldn’t bear that right now. If this was the last time I would be with Gabriel, I wanted him to at least finish. Stupid, sad and pathetic, I know. 
 
    His roar echoed throughout the room as he dug his fingers into my flesh, holding me still, as he came inside me. Normally, this is the part that turned me on the most, but this time, it just brought on more heartache. 
 
    After a few excruciating seconds, Gabriel pulled out of me and stepped away. I stood up and did my best to support myself on my shaky legs, but I had to place a hand on the back of the couch to steady myself, as I heard Gabe zipping up his pants. 
 
    I finally found the courage to look up at Gabriel and I instantly wish I hadn’t. He looked murderous. His green eyes burned like the fires of Hell and his face looked like, out of all the people in the world, he hated me the most. “Gabr-” 
 
    He held his hand up to silence me, and without sparing me a second glance, stormed across the room and slammed the door behind him. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
    Gabriel~ 
 
    The hourlong drive back home had to be the most excruciating hour of my life. I wasn’t safe from anything. Any song that came on, either fueled my anger, or depressed the hell out of me. If I turned off the radio, then the silence had my mind so worked up by its thoughts, I was ready to turn my car around and commit murder. 
 
    I pulled up to Michael’s, not caring it was past four in the morning. I had a key to his condo, so I could let myself in without waking him. However, I had every intention of waking him. I needed to talk to someone before I ended up on the six o’clock news for murdering Nathaniel. 
 
    I parked my car in the building’s garage. Michael had two assigned spaces, but only one car, so the other was often used by me, Mase, Aiden or one of my sisters-in-law. 
 
    It still felt a little surreal not living together. We had grown up around each other constantly in the same house. When Mason had gone off to college, I still had Aiden and Michael at home with me. When Aiden followed Mason a year later, I still had Michael, and we had moved in with Mason and Aiden in their off-campus house when we attended Blaineview two years later. 
 
    The same pattern existed when Mason had graduated college and started working at BI. I still had Aiden and Michael with me. And when Aiden graduated and started at BI, I still had Michael living with me. The campus house was now rented out to scholarship students. Well, not exactly rented. They got to stay there for free as long as they maintained a certain GPA. That was Shane’s idea. 
 
    When Michael and I graduated, we made the grownup decision to buy condos and live separately, and even though we had keys to each other’s homes and we could come and go as we pleased, it still felt weird sometimes. I wasn’t used to the quiet. 
 
    I unlocked the front door and wasn’t even concerned with how hard the door shut behind me. I headed straight for Michael’s home office where I knew the bar was. I wish I could say I balked at drinking liquor at four in the morning, but I didn’t. I just didn’t give a fuck right now. 
 
    The door was already opened, so I just stormed right on in and pulled out a bottle of McCallan, and still having some sense left, pulled out a glass and started pouring instead of drinking straight from the damn bottle. 
 
    I was down one glass when Michael finally walked in; barefoot, hair a mess and wearing some lounge pants. “What the hell, Gabe?” And then his eyes widened when he saw me drinking. “What the fuck, Gabriel? Are you drinking at…” his gaze started shooting around the room until it landed on the clock behind him. “Are you drinking whiskey at five in the fucking morning?” 
 
    I deadpanned him as I took another swallow of the whiskey. 
 
    Michael ran his hands through his hair and down his face. “Jesus, Gabe,” he muttered as he made his way further into the room until he was seated on the edge of his desk. “What’s going on, man?” 
 
    I toss the remaining liquid back and poured number three. Without looking at him, I told him the truth. “Justice was out partying for some girls’ night bullshit last night and she met some guy who she’s going out on a date with tomorrow night. Or tonight, I guess.” 
 
    Michael let out a low whistle as he hopped off his desk and made his way to one of the barstools and sat. I pulled out another glass and poured him a drink. All those rumors people hear about twins and the weird connection were true where Michael and I were concerned. So, I wasn’t surprised that he joined me for a drink when, minutes earlier, he was appalled by my early morning alcoholism. 
 
    “Are you okay?” And then he winced when he realized what his words registered. “Never mind, man. Sorry.” He took a drink and then asked, “So, what happened?” 
 
    With great difficulty, I recalled the night’s events, and I didn’t leave anything out. Not even the fact that I couldn’t make Justice cum. We were so close, we’d never held back with each other. And that wasn’t just a twin thing. We shared shit with Mason and Aiden that most people would consider private, but not us. And Shane and Denise marrying into the family hadn’t changed that. They just became a part of the circle and gave us a female’s perspective when warranted. 
 
    Michael’s brows furrowed. “I don’t understand, Gabe,” he muttered. “Why would she think you guys are just fucking? I mean, you’ve been in love with her since we were 15 for fuck’s sake. You’ve never been with another woman or have ever been tempted to be. Even with the distance, when we were in college, you stayed faithful to her. Why would she…” He shook his head. “I don’t understand.” 
 
    The next words out of my mind showcased just how much a fucking asshole I was. “That’s probably because I’ve never told her I love her.” 
 
    Michael’s whiskey shot out of his mouth and across the carpet. He turned towards me, green eyes that matched mine, big as saucers. “What?!” 
 
    I shrugged a shoulder, feeling like a jackass. “It never came up,” I excused, lamely. 
 
    His furrowed brows shot towards his hairline. He set his glass on the bar and peered over at me. “Are you seriously telling me that you’ve been with Justice for over six fucking years and love’s never come up once?” Michael looked utterly shocked. “How does that even happen?” 
 
    I knew it made me sound like a tool, but the fucker could prioritize a little here. Couldn’t he see I was a goddamn mess? “We haven’t talked much these past four years,” I snapped. “I hardly got to see her and so I spent most of our time together buried between her thighs, Mike!” 
 
    He still looked confused. “Okay,” he conceded. “I get that, but what about high school? You guys were friends for a year and more than that for two more. Why didn’t you tell her then?” 
 
    I tossed back my fourth glass and what ensued next looked like a ridiculous tug of war between children. Michael reached for the bottle before I could pour a fifth glass and I wasn’t about to give up the bottle that easily. “Give that back, goddamn it!” I barked. 
 
    “You’ve had enough,” he parented. 
 
    “The fuck I have, Mike,” I argued. “It’ll be enough when I’m passed the fuck out and can’t think about this shit anymore.” 
 
    He wrenched the bottle away, and I seriously contemplated beating the shit out of my twin to get it back. But I knew deep down if I ever did kick Michael’s ass it would be because he let me. Michael was fuck all dangerously lethal when angered. “Answer the fucking question, Gabe.” 
 
    I cracked my neck, tilting my head to one side then the other. “You know better than anyone how skittish she was when we first met. It took me a fucking year to even get her to let me fucking kiss her, Michael. Hell, it took me months to convince her we were friends before finally convincing her to be with me. How do you think she would have reacted if I had told her I was in love with her one week after meeting her?” I didn’t wait for his reply. “I’ll tell you how she would have reacted. Justice would have run for the fucking hills and never looked back.” 
 
    Michael’s face softened. He nodded once, knowing I was right. “Yeah, man, but six years later?” 
 
    My jaw clenched as I gritted my teeth. “She’s never said it to me, either, Michael. So, I’m not the only one here,” I pointed out. 
 
    His eyes narrowed, and I swore he wanted to deck me. “I don’t understand how you could be so good at reading people but suck at recognizing anything about Justice.” 
 
    I scoffed, clearly offended. I knew everything about Justice. Well…I thought I did. “What the fuck does that mean?” 
 
    “Jesus Christ, Gabriel,” he muttered incredulously. “How am I the only one with no female experience, girlfriend or otherwise, but you three have no clue what to do with the women in your lives?” I knew he was referring to Mason’s fuck up with Shane and Aiden’s fuck up with Denise. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know, Oh, Wise One,” I deadpanned. 
 
    Michael rolled his eyes at me. “You’re a Buchanan, Gabe,” he pointed out, needlessly. “Whether it’s deserved or not, that entire town worships our last name. Justice was raised poor and lived in a goddamn trailer park for fuck’s sake. And even though there is nothing wrong with that, you don’t think she was just as intimidated by our last name as everyone else?” 
 
    I scoffed at the possibility. “Maybe at first, Mike, but we’ve been together for six years,” I reminded him. “If she was star struck in the beginning, she as fuck isn’t now.” 
 
    He cocked his head at me. “Look, Gabe, I can’t say for sure, because who knows what the hell goes on in a woman’s mind, but from everything you just told me, it sounds as if she really believes you guys have just been fucking all this time and…” Michael averted his eyes and I knew this was going to be bad. He sighed. “You keep saying you guys have been together for over six years, but Gabe, man…” 
 
    “Just fucking say it, Michael!” I snapped. 
 
    “Fine,” he glowered. “In all these six years that you’ve supposedly been with Justice, you have never, once invited her over to meet us, spend time with us, get to know us or even meet the girls. All the birthdays, weddings, parties, work functions, any of it, you have never, ever showed up with Justice on your arm.” 
 
    “That’s because Dad-” 
 
    “Dad’s reign of bullshit ended four years ago with Shane,” he pointed out. “What’s been your excuse since then?” 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
    Justice~ 
 
    I threw my purse and travel case on the bed, and walking over to the floor to ceiling window, wondered what I thought I could accomplish by coming here. 
 
    After Gabriel left, and I cried myself to sleep Saturday morning, I had called my boss and asked him if I could cash in a couple of my vacation days. At first, I was worried about the last-minute request, but once I told him I only wanted Thursday and Friday off, giving myself a four-day weekend, Dr. Daughtry was fine with it. 
 
    So, I had texted Nathanial on Saturday and told him the truth about not being sure if I was ready to go on a date when I had some baggage I needed to unload first. He had surprised me with the sweetest laugh and then went on to explain that he was in the same boat. Friday night was his first attempt at getting over an ex-girlfriend, and even though he thought I was great, he still felt uneasy about trying to force the healing process. 
 
    We ended up talking for about an hour and came to an agreement that, if the timing was right, maybe when we were both ready, we could move on together. 
 
    When Sunday rolled around, I let Beatrice convince me to book a spa day. She was barely getting over her hangover and she thought a spa day would be just what we needed to face Monday. I hadn’t needed a spa day, but I needed something to keep my mind off Gabriel. And now, five days later, I was in Las Vegas still trying to keep my mind off Gabriel. 
 
    I wasn’t surprised that he hadn’t called me. I knew he and Michael were starting their first days at Buchanan Industries and Gabriel had vaguely mentioned that they would spend their first four weeks working in every department and getting to know all the employees. Michael and Gabriel wouldn’t be in their official roles for another month or so. 
 
    So, I knew he was busy. And even if he wasn’t, it didn’t matter. Gabriel and I didn’t have a relationship where we spoke on the phone or through texts. Nope. When he wanted to get laid by me specifically, he’d send a text that he was on his way, and as always, I’d reply with an ‘OK’. Gabriel would walk in, undress, attack, get dressed, then leave. 
 
    We never went to dinner. We’ve never gone to a movie. We’ve never walked down the grocery aisle to shop for food. We’d never gone to the park. It’s amazing when you think about it. We’ve been sleeping together for six years and we’ve done nothing other than fuck. 
 
    Even when we were teenagers, we spent most of our time in my trailer screwing. My parents were so neglectful, they didn’t notice Gabriel sneaking in and out of my bedroom window. And considering that we lived in a trailer, the noises he made should have alerted them to something. But they just hadn’t cared enough to investigate those noises. 
 
    At first, I didn’t mind the secrecy. I had been so enthralled at the idea that Gabriel Buchanan actually liked me; I was blind to just how seedy our relationship was. When he had finally convinced me he was sincere in wanting to be more than just my friend, I hadn’t wanted anyone to know, because I didn’t want anyone bursting our perfect little bubble. 
 
    I was afraid if anyone found out, they’d eventually convince Gabe that he could do so much better than a piece of poor trailer park trash. At the time, I knew his brothers had known about us, and I was sure that Mason would have made him end things between us, but as the weeks and months went by, they never interfered. At least, not that I knew of. 
 
    It was when Gabriel went off to college that my insecurities reared their ugly heads. Blaineview was one of the most prestigious private colleges in the country. It’s where the One Percent sent their children to fulfill the requirements to take over the family empires. Except for the scholarship students, Blaineview was crawling with the new generations of the wealthy. 
 
    The college was also crawling with girls who were being groomed to hang on the arms of men like Gabriel Buchanan. Sophisticated, gorgeous, wealthy, graceful, elegant…you know, all the things I wasn’t. 
 
    Gabriel had been at Blaineview for two months before he sent me a text that he was coming to see me. 
 
    I had cried. 
 
    And while I cried, I tortured my brain with all the possible reasons he could have texted me. I wondered if he missed me. I wondered if he was tired of new pussy and was feeling homesick. I even wondered if he was coming back to me because I was willing to let him fuck me up the ass and maybe the girls at Blaineview weren’t that obvious yet. 
 
    And because I was so terrified of losing Gabriel, I had kept all my questions and fears to myself. Instead, he came over and I’ll never forget how I let him do whatever he wanted to do to me that night. I mean, for the most part, Gabe’s always had free reign of my body, but that night I begged him to leave nothing to his imagination. I begged him to treat me like a body with no mind, no emotions and no choice. 
 
    I had cried myself to sleep for four days after he had left. 
 
    The thought of having to share him with the world and be happy with the leftovers he was willing to gift me with had me wanting to slit my own throat. 
 
    My insecurities, lack of self-esteem and all-around pathetic weakness were burning like the brightest beacons known to man. 
 
    Gabriel was no longer my safe place. He was now a mirror to all the ways I was useless and dismal. 
 
    I loved Gabriel. I’ve loved him since I was 16 years old, but I wasn’t happy with him. Or, rather, I wasn’t happy with our situation. But I was too much of a coward to say anything. While I might blame Gabe for being obtuse and insensitive, I wouldn’t blame him for my cowardice. 
 
    That was all me. 
 
    Honestly, I wasn’t even sure if it mattered anymore. He hasn’t called or texted and I wasn’t eager to reach out myself. 
 
    So, I came to Vegas hoping that I could drink my depression away and hopefully find a man who could help me escape the chains that held me down. 
 
    I’ve never been with anyone besides Gabriel. From my first kiss to my first everything else, they had all belonged to Gabriel. Maybe if I experienced those things with someone else, I’d be able to find enough pleasure that Gabe’s hold on me might loosen, if not disappear altogether. 
 
    The unfortunate part was there was no way I’d be able to do this sober. I turned away from the window and eyed the mini bar. I wasn’t even sure how to go about doing something like this. Did I just pick a bar and drink until a guy approached me? And how safe was hooking up with a virtual stranger anyhow? I was here alone. No one would know until Monday if I’d been abducted or murdered. 
 
    I grimaced. Ugh, what a grim thought. 
 
    Well, it was only Wednesday night. I could unpack, unwind and relax. Perhaps, I could put in another spa day tomorrow and make sure everything was waxed, trimmed, buffed and exfoliated to perfection before I took it all off for some random stranger. 
 
    I could sleep in, take a lazy day, get beautified, go shopping and then drink myself to gather enough courage to face the single, drunk men of Las Vegas. 
 
    Deciding to ignore the mini bar until tomorrow evening, I walked over to the bed and grabbed my phone out of my purse. I shot Beatrice a quick text letting her know I arrived safely and wished she was here with me. 
 
    There was still nothing from Gabriel, but while my chest felt heavy, I still wasn’t surprised. He was learning how to run an empire. I’m sure he had more important things to attend to than his booty call’s emotional breakdown. 
 
    I flopped down on the bed and studied the ceiling as I admitted a little self responsibility. It wasn’t Gabriel’s fault I never told him how I felt. He really couldn’t be blamed for thinking our arrangement was still working for me when I never said otherwise. 
 
    I guess the girl in me wished he had been the one to say something. I didn’t want to be just another woman throwing myself at him, in hopes of being the next Mrs. Buchanan, with unlimited funds at my disposal. 
 
    I wanted Gabriel to choose me. I wanted to be the one he wanted. And I wanted him to know that his money and last name had nothing to do with why I was in love with him. I wanted him to believe that I only wanted him. So, along with the fear of losing him, that was the reason I never pushed for more. 
 
    But even knowing all that, knowing I’m partly to blame for my clusterfuck of emotions, I still needed to find a way to move on without him. If he wasn’t going to choose me voluntarily, then I wasn’t going to push him to where he had to make the decision to have to choose. 
 
    This one-woman trip to Vegas might make me look and feel like a loser, but I wasn’t going to let that stop me from trying. Gabriel got to go to college, meet new people, enjoy new experiences…why couldn’t I? 
 
    Well, I mean not go to college, but meet new people and enjoy new experiences. 
 
    I sat up and whist away my thoughts. I unpacked and decided to go grab some dinner, hopefully, somewhere cheap. Even though I worked hard and earn a decent wage, I was still poor, and this trip was all being done on a budget. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
    Gabriel~ 
 
    Whatever it was, it wasn’t good. 
 
    Mason rarely stepped on our toes or came at us in a commanding manner. He worked hard not to continue my father’s legacy of bullying and intimidation. So, when he called me and barked out that he needed to see me immediately, I knew something was wrong. 
 
    The only thing calming me was that I knew it had nothing to do with my brothers or their wives. Mason had sounded too composed for that. It had to be work related, but I’ve only been here for four days. That’s not nearly enough time for me to fuck something up. 
 
    I didn’t bother knocking when I got to his office. I opened the door and walked right in. Mason was sitting behind his massive oak desk, his head popping up when the door sounded behind me. 
 
    I walked across the plush carpeted floor and dropped down in one of the two armchairs facing his desk. “What’s up?” 
 
    Mason placed his elbows on the desk and steepled his fingers together. “What’s going on between you and Justice?” he asked, surprising the hell out of me. 
 
    “Michael told you?” I mean, I wasn’t upset if Mike did; like I said, we didn’t keep secrets. But I just wasn’t expecting this line of questioning. 
 
    “Yes,” Mason replied, arching a brow, clearly indicating that he didn’t like not being in the loop. Mason didn’t sweat the small stuff, but he considered anything that had to do with the women in our lives not small stuff. “Something you should have told me yourself.” 
 
    I let out a deep breath and told him everything. And I do mean everything. If anyone could separate facts from emotions and see the truth, it was Mason. 
 
    When I finished, Mason picked his phone up off the desk and started swiping and tapping and whatever else. Looking down at his phone, he said, “You know how I hired that investigator to keep tabs on the Morgans after all that shit went down with Shane?” I nodded. 
 
    Mason’s senior year of college Branson Morgan had attacked Shane and Mason had gone after the entire family-even their pets-and brought them down. He handed their company over to Shane for her to do whatever she wished with it. She now runs it with the help of Aiden’s wife, Denise. 
 
    “Well, I still kept him on Branson because…well, I wanted to make sure he’s never near Shane ever again.” He handed his phone over to me and on the screen was a picture of Branson Morgan, free after only serving three and a half years in prison. 
 
    My eyes flickered up to Mason and then back to the screen. “Okay,” I replied. “So, what am I looking at?” The neon signs above his head were a dead giveaway of where he was at. “Looks like he’s in Las Vegas and nowhere near Shane.” 
 
    Mason sighed and the depth of it had me looking back up at him. “Look in the background, Gabriel,” he said. “What do you see?” 
 
    I looked back down at the phone, and ignoring Branson, dread settled in the pit of my stomach when I finally noticed what Mason was talking about. 
 
    Justice was in fucking Las Vegas. 
 
    The picture showed her rolling a travel bag behind her as she walked into the hotel lobby of…well, I wasn’t sure which hotel. The picture didn’t show any signature buildings or attractions. I doubted she’d be able to afford to stay on the strip, anyway. 
 
    I tore my eyes away from the picture when Mason’s voice cut through my wayward thoughts. “What would Justice Hillman be doing in Las Vegas, besides running from you, Gabriel?” 
 
    Mason’s phone felt heavy in my hand. Shame like I’ve never known slithered throughout my body. I’ve always prided myself on my unwavering loyalty for those who I loved, but in this moment, my loyalty didn’t mean shit, because I hadn’t been loyal to Justice, in the least. 
 
    I looked up at my big brother and having to admit that I knew nothing about Justice’s life was the hardest thing I’ve ever had to do. I knew every inch of her body and I knew that I’ve loved her since I was 15, but that’s it. I knew very little about what she enjoyed outside the bedroom and I knew she worked for a doctor of some sort doing clerical stuff. And I knew she had a friend named Beatrice whom I’ve never met. “I…I don’t know, Mase,” I confessed. “She could be there for work or something with her friend Beatrice?” 
 
    Mason looked sad for me and that gutted me. “Was she right, Gabriel?” he asked. “Have you guys only been having sex for the past six years? Do you really know nothing about her?” 
 
    My jaw clenched, and I’d never felt so disgusted with myself. “It’s more than sex, Mason,” I said, looking him in the eye. “But…but it’s always just sex, if that makes sense.” 
 
    “I get it, Gabe,” he replied. “I really do. Hell, I see Shane every day and it’s all I can do to keep my hands off her. So, I get that you might get carried away whenever you go see her, but…” he trailed off, looking for the right words. “But based on what happened between you two this weekend and that she’s in Las Vegas now, I’d say she’s moving on to someone else who can give her everything else that’s missing from the relationship she’s had with you.” 
 
    “I can give it to her,” I immediately jumped in to defend myself against the unknown competition. 
 
    Mason’s brows rose. “I have no doubt you can, Gabriel,” he agreed. “But I suggest you get on a plane now and start doing it before she has a chance to meet someone else.” 
 
    I let his words bounce around in my head and I knew that if Justice did move on, it would be nobody’s fault but my own. “I really fucked this up, huh?” 
 
    And the reason we all still looked up to Mason, even though we were all grown men, was clear with his next words. “Yeah, you did,” he agreed. “But once you fully accept that Dad’s not running the show anymore, I have every faith you can fix it.” 
 
    I stood up and handed Mason his phone back. It had been pinging with emails and messages all this time, but, not once, did he ask for it back. “I should have married her years ago, Mason,” I told him, even though he already knew that to be true. 
 
    “I know, Gabe,” he said solemnly. “She’s a good girl and we all kind of suck for not making the effort to pull her in before now.” 
 
    I loved how he was sharing the responsibility for the mess I created. In every aspect of his life, Mason was ruthless, except when it came to us. The fact that he took time out of his day to alert me to the fact that Justice was in Vegas and how, now, he wanted me to fuck off the rest of my first week at work to go get her was just another example of how much we mean to him. 
 
    Many people would think we were pussies if they knew the dynamics of our relationships, but I didn’t hesitate when I walked over to my brother and hugged him. “Thanks, Mase,” I gruffed out. 
 
    He clapped me on the back. “No problem, Gabriel.” 
 
    When I released him, I stepped back and asked, “Can you let Michael and Aiden know-” 
 
    He waved his hand at me. “I’ll let them know,” he assured me. “Just get going before she does something you’re going to regret forever, Gabriel.” I nodded and then left Mason’s office like the devil was nipping at my heels. 
 
    It kind of felt that way. 
 
    It felt like I was in the race for the rest of my life. 
 
    I knew I fucked up. I knew I should have treated her better, but it never occurred to me that Justice might be unhappy or feel unfulfilled. 
 
    She never fucking said anything. 
 
    Now, I know that’s not an excuse for my insensitive behavior, but…fuck, maybe Michael was right. I’m able to read everyone else like a fucking book, but Justice never gave anything away. And I didn’t bother to look too closely. I was just happy as fuck when she finally let herself become my friend. And I sure as fuck didn’t want to jinx anything when she finally let herself become much more. 
 
    I should have eloped with her the second Shane came into the picture and Mason dethroned our father. Fuck, I should have done a lot of things differently. 
 
    But now riding in the car to the airport, I prayed I wasn’t too late. Could I forgive her if I got there, and she told me I was too late? 
 
    Jesus. 
 
    The thought of another man’s hands on her was sobering. I knew she hadn’t gone out with Nathanial the same way I would be able to find her in Las Vegas. Justice had her locations on her phone turned on, and as illegal or questionable as it may have been, we had someone on retainer who was…uh, crafty with things like cell phones and all that and I had him alert me of where she’s been since I left her Saturday morning. Her phone showed that she’d only been home and to work. I think she hit the grocery store a couple of times too. 
 
    I was boarding the company jet when I realized this was the first time I’ve ever been grateful for the opulence BI afforded us. If I had to have used an actual airport, it would have taken forever for a last-minute flight. And I didn’t want to drive the million days it would have taken me to drive there. 
 
    I sat down, and dropping my head back against the headrest, I was finally able to take a breath and calm myself. I had to get a plan of action in place, and the first part of that plan was to stop at the first jewelry store I came across and buy a goddamn diamond. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
    Justice~ 
 
    The music was lively, and the people were…well, they were in Vegas. Enough said. 
 
    I picked the first bar I found in the first casino on the strip. It was still early by party standards, but it was still crowded enough to feel the dancing and drinking vibe. 
 
    I sipped on my margarita, having already taken two shots of tequila, I didn’t want to be fall-down drunk before I had the chance to meet someone and see my plan through. 
 
    It’s true what they say. Las Vegas is unlike anyplace else in the world. Its reputation gave even the shiest people the balls to do shit they never would have imagined themselves doing. You could truly drink yourself stupid and it wouldn’t be anything this place hasn’t seen already. 
 
    No one judged and if they did, they kept it to themselves. Vegas was, both, alluring and dangerous. If there was ever a time or place where I could be a straight up whore, it was here and now. 
 
    Not that I planned on being an outright hoebag, but I needed to start somewhere. I needed new penis, and with that, the hope I can shake Gabriel Buchanan and find some sort of happiness. 
 
    I didn’t want much. I mean, I had a good supporting job, a nice, clean apartment, a loyal friend…I had more than most. All that was missing was love. That special someone who made me feel safe and important. 
 
    All Gabriel made me feel was passion and heartache. It was time to move on from that. 
 
    It was all timing when I asked the bartender to please watch my seat and I headed to the restroom to refresh myself. 
 
    As soon as I made it inside, my phone rang. Gabriel’s name flashed across the screen and debated answering it. I almost didn’t, but I didn’t want to play games. After six years, we both deserved better than that. “Hello?” 
 
    “Where the fuck are you?” 
 
    Wow. Talk about having nerve. But I suppose when you grew up as a Buchanan, that nerve was ingrained since birth. 
 
    I didn’t know if it was because I was in Vegas, or if it was because the tides were changing and coming to terms with losing Gabriel made me not afraid to lose him anymore, or if it was the tequila shots, the margaritas, or the ambiance, but for the first time in six years, I didn’t let Gabriel call the shots. “You walk out on me and ignore me for four days and then have the nerve to call me and demand to know where I’m at? How about none of your business,” I said, all proud of myself. “That means-in case you missed it-that it’s none of your business where I’m at, Gabriel.” 
 
    Was that a growl? “So, help me God, Justice, you better tell me where the fuck you’re at right now!” 
 
    And because it’s Las Vegas and going back to the mention of feeling brave, I said, “I’m looking for your replacement. So, if you don’t mind…” 
 
    I smiled at myself in the mirror, and even though it was drunk…well, buzzed girl bravery, I was still very proud of myself. Gabriel Buchanan was not going to take me for granted any longer. I was not going to be that pathetic girl; a slave to her love, waiting around for his phone call and scraps of time. 
 
    And I was pretty sure Gabriel would be happy to get rid of me. This was his chance to walk away guilt-free and find someone worthy of the Buchanan name and the status that came with it. 
 
    “Justice?” 
 
    His voice snapped me out of my Olympic Gold moment of bravery. “Yes?” 
 
    “I want you to listen to me,” he said, slowly, coldly and deliberately. “I want you to listen, and I want you to listen well.” 
 
    My Olympic Gold moment was fading fast. “O...okay,” I eked out. 
 
    “I will find you, Justice,” he stated, rather surely. “I will find you and if you’re with another man when I do, he will not make it out knowing you alive. Do you hear me?” 
 
    I gasped. 
 
    What the hell? 
 
    Did Gabriel just threaten to kill someone? 
 
    “Quit being ridiculous, Gabe,” I whispered into the phone. 
 
    “Where the fuck are you, Justice?!” 
 
    I wasn’t going to let it be that easy for him. For years he’s never had to put any effort into being with me. He’s never had to take me to dinner, to a movie, buy flowers…anything. If he wanted me now, he was going to have to work for it. 
 
    He was going to have to work for me. 
 
    “I’ll tell you what, Gabe,” I said, snarkily, because…again, Las Vegas brave while he was in Indiana. “If you can find me by,” I checked the time on my phone, “midnight, I’ll go with you willingly.” I heard another growl. “And by that, I mean I’ll go with you and let you do whatever you want to me.” 
 
    Gabriel’s voice was all hardened steel. “I can already do whatever the fuck I want to you,” he reminded me. 
 
    It was true. I really couldn’t call him on that. But while we’ve done a lot of stuff, there were still a lot of things we’ve never done before. 
 
    It was time to point that out. “True,” I agreed. “But what if I said that if you do find me before midnight, I’ll let you do whatever you want to me, wherever you want, however you want?” 
 
    He was quiet for a few seconds before asking, “Are you drunk, Justice?” 
 
    I laughed. His concern might be genuine, but he was a little too late with it for me to care. “Yep, I am,” I told him honestly. “And if you don’t find me by midnight, then I guess I’ll just have to find someone else to benefit from the tequila and my unconditional…conditions.” 
 
    “Just-” I hung up on him. 
 
    Fuck Gabriel Buchanan. 
 
    Fuck him and everything he makes me feel. 
 
    I knew it was the alcohol making me feel brave. And I knew, come morning, I’d be hungover like a motherfucker, regretting my bravery. But, right now, I didn’t care. 
 
    Right now, I wanted someone who would at least pretend to care about me, even if it was for one night. I wanted to know what it felt like to have someone care about me and not just want me for sex. 
 
    I knew the odds of finding a guy like that in the Las Vegas scene were slim, but maybe if I could just find a nice guy who seduced instead of attacked, I could pretend. 
 
    I gave myself one more once over and headed back out to the bar. Even though the bartender said she’d save my seat, I couldn’t really expect it of her. She had a job to do, and it wasn’t to babysit a barstool. 
 
    When I went back out, I was pleasantly surprised to find my drink and spot still open. I caught the bartender’s eye and smiled my thanks. She smiled back, but when I went to reach for my margarita, she reached over and snatched it from my hand, replacing it with a fresh one. 
 
    I looked up at her and she said, “Never leave your drink unattended, sweetie. Las Vegas might be exciting, but it’s also dangerous as hell.” She winked at me and went to serve her other customers. 
 
    I sat and stared in awe at my fresh drink. It wasn’t often that I was on the receiving end of someone being so nice. A complete stranger made an effort to make sure I was safe and having a good time. It gave me hope for my mission. 
 
    I could find a nice guy who would treat me well. They were out there. They existed. Maybe not in Las Vegas nightclubs or the bars back home, but they did exist. Maybe I needed to start getting out more and participate in community events or something. 
 
    I shook my head; enough depressing thoughts. I wasn’t here for a pity party. I’ve had enough of those to last a lifetime. 
 
    Katy Perry’s Dark Horse started blaring from the speakers as it hyped up the people brave enough to be dancing. I wasn’t quite that drunk yet, so I sat-danced in my seat. I loved this song. It was catchy, sexy and exciting. 
 
    It wasn’t until the song was halfway over that I felt the prickle of electricity tingle down my spine. My entire body stilled, and my heart started beating like a marathon runner’s after a race. 
 
    There’s only one person who created that kind of pull from me. There’s only one person who my body recognized on a most singular level like that. 
 
    No way. 
 
    There’s no way Gabriel was here. 
 
    I was staring down at my drink, not moving, when a pair of sinewy, masculine arms encased in dress sleeves, rolled up to the elbow, planted on either side of me, caging me in. 
 
    I knew it was Gabriel then, without a doubt. I’d know his scent anywhere. His front was pressed against my back and his breath tickled my ear when he leaned in and whispered, “It only took me an hour to find you, Justice.” My entire spine shivered. “So, seeing as how I met your little deadline, how about I pull that sorry excuse for a dress you’re wearing up, right here on this bar stool, whip out my dick and fuck you right here in front of everyone?” 
 
    It took a couple of seconds to find my voice, but all I said was, “Gabriel…” 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 10 
 
    Gabriel~ 
 
    If it wasn’t for the existence of cell phones and social media, I would have. I would have called her on her little ultimatum and fucked her at this bar in front of everyone. 
 
    But even as pissed off as I was, even as horny as I was, even as unhinged as I was, I was in the wrong here. Justice was just doing what any other woman on the planet does, eventually. She was out looking for love. And all because she didn’t know she already had it. 
 
    She had mine. 
 
    I knew better than to tell her that right now though. She wouldn’t believe me. She would just think it was some last-minute manipulation tactic to calm her down. And I wouldn’t blame her. 
 
    I didn’t blame her for any of this. I was the one who read people for a living and I completely dropped the ball with her. 
 
    “Do you have a tab?” She didn’t voice her answer. She just shook her head no. I reached for my wallet, grabbed a hundred and threw it on the bar. It didn’t matter if she already paid or not, left a tip or not. It was time I started taking care of what was mine, and even if she didn’t know it yet, she was mine. 
 
    I’ve just been doing a piss-poor job of it up until now. 
 
    Justice hopped off the barstool and my hand immediately went to her waist to steady her. “Are you okay?” 
 
    She grabbed her purse and slung the strap over her shoulder. “I’m fine,” she clipped out. Something told me my arrival was quickly killing her buzz. 
 
    Fuck it. 
 
    She threw down the gauntlet; it was my job to pick it up. 
 
    I grabbed her by her arm, pushed her up against the nearest wall and crushed my lips down on hers. Her tongue tasted of tequila and her whimper was like a sad arrow straight to my heart. 
 
    I held her face in my hands as I poured every regret I was feeling into this one kiss. When I had seen her sitting by herself at the bar, my knees had almost given out with relief that I had found her alone and before midnight. 
 
    Justice and I had never argued, had never disagreed. Two fights in one week had me wanting to force us back into our perfect little bubble where we just fucked endlessly. But I knew we couldn’t go back there. Primarily because it hadn’t been perfect for her. It had been perfect for me; I had my girl and all the time in the world to go to college, get my shit together and take my rightful place at BI. But it hadn’t been perfect for her. 
 
    Justice had been lonely, and I wanted to kick myself in the nuts because of my cluelessness. 
 
    Her hands gripped my shirt so tight, they threatened the strength of the buttons holding my shirt together. I was one moan from her lips away from lifting her up and fucking her up against the wall. It wasn’t until a group of guys started cattle calling that I remember that, Vegas or not, fucking in public was still technically against the law. 
 
    Goddamn cell phones and laws. 
 
    I pulled away, and grabbing her by her hand, dragged her behind me. I wasn’t sure where I was going, I just knew I needed to get her somewhere dark and semi-private. It wasn’t the four days without her that had me feeling desperate. We’ve gone weeks without seeing each other before. It was the unsettling feeling of possibly never being with her again that had me feeling out of sorts. 
 
    Not to mention the kick to my ego knowing that the last time we were together I hadn’t made her cum. In six years, Justice has never failed to cum all over me. She had a hair trigger when it came to her orgasms. Once I got that first one out of the way, the following orgasms came easily. The bed was always soaked after our nights together, and her not cumming last week had really fucked with me. 
 
    “Where are we going?” she asked, as she tried to keep up with my pace. 
 
    I didn’t answer. I just dragged her out of the casino and walked the sidewalk looking around until I spotted a dark nook in between one of the casinos and their parking garage. 
 
    Justice was still asking questions when I pushed her up against the block wall. “Gabe, wha-” 
 
    I reached down and ran my hand up her leg until I reached her lace panties. Without any concern for anything else in the world, I ripped the flimsy piece of fabric from her body. Her eyes widened as she realized what was happening. I had my pants unbuttoned, unzipped and my dick out before she had the chance to protest. 
 
    I lifted her up and drove into her hot, tight cunt. 
 
    “Gabriel!” 
 
    I hadn’t prepared her, so I knew that wasn’t exactly a cry of pleasure. Even soaking wet, Justice always needed time to adjust to my size. A nine-inch dick was no joke. 
 
    Her hands curled into my shoulders so hard, her nails broke the skin even through my dress shirt. “Oh, my God, Gabriel!” 
 
    I ignored her cries and kept pounding away inside her pussy, and soon enough, her body became aroused and she was beginning to become slick all around me. 
 
    Once her cries turned into moans of pleasure, I laid down the rules. “This pussy is mine, Justice,” I growled between pants. “Mine. You’re mine. Every fucking inch of you belongs to me.” 
 
    “Gabriel…” 
 
    “I’m the only one who gets to kiss you, taste you, tease you and fuck you,” I stated. “Me and only me, Justice.” 
 
    I imprisoned her body against the wall with mine and with one hand I forced her to look at me. Her eyes were hooded, her breaths labored, and her skin flushed. She looked fucking spectacular. “Please, Gabriel…” 
 
    I stilled inside of her. My dick up inside her snug cunt as far as it could go in this position. I needed to know I haven’t fucked this up. “How many other men have there been, Justice?” 
 
    Her eyes widened and then immediately filled up with tears. I’d never seen her cry before. I’ve never seen her be anything other than happy to see me. So, those quiet, crocodile tears were gutting me. In six years, she’s never shown me an emotion besides lust and contentment. 
 
    Fuck. Me. Now that I think about it, in six years there should have been fights, arguments, tears, laughs and happiness. But looking back, there’s only ever been lust and contentment. 
 
    “There’s only been you, Gabriel,” she sobbed. “I’ve never even touched another man.” 
 
    I started moving inside her again. This time harder and deeper. She went back to moaning and the confliction of her moaning in pleasure while tears slid down her face had me on the edges of insanity. 
 
    “There’ll never be another man for you, baby. Ever,” I declared as her body started to clench around me. She was on the verge of cumming all over me and I wasn’t going to stop until there was a puddle of us at our feet. “That’s it, baby. Cum all over my fucking cock.” Her hand tightened as her body fell over the edge. Her pussy tightened and convulsed around my dick causing me to follow right behind her. 
 
    One of the things I loved about being with Justice is that we had never used condoms. From the first time to now. When we knew we were taking our friendship to the next level, she had gotten on birth control and my cock has never known latex. 
 
    I’ve cum down her throat, in her pussy, inside her ass, all over her face, neck and tits. I’ve even massaged my cum into her back and her ass like lotion. Justice has literally been covered in my cum from head to toe throughout these last six years. And the caveman in me loved that. 
 
    I loved experiencing her evolution from a shy virgin to a woman who’s let me cum in her ass. And now she let me fuck her in public; something we’ve never done before. 
 
    Once her tremors subsided, I pulled out of her and helped steady her on her feet. I tucked my dick back into my pants and then helped her smooth out her dress. 
 
    When she looked up at me, her face still showed the evidence of her tears and that’s when I realized how much of a dick I really have been to her. 
 
    I cradled her face and wiped her tears away with my thumbs. “Justi-” 
 
    She waved a hand in insignificance at me. “It’s just the alcohol, Gabriel,” she uttered, embarrassed. 
 
    Fuck that. “Baby, look at me.” I waited until her big blue eyes found mine. “There’s only you, Justice.” The tears started up again, but I kept going. “I’ve never been with anyone else. I’ve never wanted to be with anyone else. It’s been only you since I was 15 fucking years old.” She let out a tired sob. “Justice, baby, I see nobody but you. I’ve never been able to see past you to notice anyone else.” 
 
    Her small hands tightened around my wrists. “Do you swear?” she asked through her tears. 
 
    I really needed to get my ass kicked. In all these years, it never occurred to me that she thought I’d been with other women. Sure, I knew it might have been a valid concern when I had gone off to college, but she had never brought it up. She had never said anything. 
 
    “I swear to God, there’s nobody but you.” I leaned down and kissed her softly on the lips. “And I’m going to spend the entire weekend making sure you never forget it.” 
 
    “I don’t want to think this weekend,” she said. “I just want to feel you, Gabriel.” 
 
    “I can do that.” And I did. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 11 
 
    Justice~ 
 
    Jesus H. Christ! 
 
    I’ve looked bad the next morning, after partying up a storm before, but this was ridiculous. 
 
    I felt like my head was going to explode. 
 
    Or maybe I just wanted it to. 
 
    I stared into the bathroom mirror and cringed. I looked like a gang-banged porn star at the end of a taping. Well…except for my face. 
 
    My face was clean of…stuff. 
 
    And I had a robe on. 
 
    It’s the little things. 
 
    Considering how this weekend had gone, I should be grateful for the little things. 
 
    The entire weekend had been one big blur of poor choices and reckless decisions, and while I wasn’t a stranger to having a good time, even I had to admit, this weekend had been beyond the pale. 
 
    I’ve never drank my weight in alcohol before like I did last night. 
 
    I’ve never been so drunk I went out and got a tattoo like I did Friday night. 
 
    I’ve never been so turned on that I let a man take me in a dark alleyway like I did Thursday night. 
 
    Or up against the back of the casino like I did Friday night. 
 
    Or offered up my ass, begging and pleading, like I did last night. 
 
    I never should have answered my goddamn phone. That had been my first mistake. 
 
    I had flown to Las Vegas to get the hell away from Gabriel Buchanan and what do I do? I answer his call like a complete, lovesick -besotted fool. I answered his fucking phone call and spent the last three days in an alcohol-induced sex-a-thon with the man. 
 
    The man I was trying to break away from. 
 
    The man I was trying to forget. 
 
    The man I had given my virginity to. 
 
    The man who broke my heart with every phone call, every conversation and every touch of his body. 
 
    We weren’t children anymore. 
 
    We weren’t young adults searching for our way through college, either. 
 
    I was still Justice Hillman, high school graduate, who went on to work as a clerk for Dr. Daughtry, who just happened to be the biggest pervert on the planet. 
 
    And Gabriel was still Gabriel Buchanan with all his power, money and prestige. 
 
    I made enough to live on, but I was nowhere near close to being in Gabriel Buchanan’s league. I was never close enough to be in Gabriel Buchanan’s league. But, then, few people were. 
 
    I continued to stare at myself in the mirror. My hair looked like an explosion of colors matted on the top of my head; you could hardly see any of the natural blonde. My eye make-up looked like I was going for the zombie look. My face pale, my blue eyes bloodshot. 
 
    I really did look like a porn star after a gang bang. 
 
    But to be fair, Gabriel fucked like a porn star. 
 
    Last night had been the be all, end all of our weekend stupidity. I was so drunk last night that most of it was blips of images and nothing more. Even as drunk as I was on Thursday and Friday night, I still remembered most of what we had done. Even the stupid tattoos. 
 
    But last night…last night would have made the most depraved of villains proud. Last night was the skeleton in your closet you wanted to go with you to the grave. 
 
    We drank like fools, danced like idiots, ran around like wayward children and fucked liked we were on ecstasy. Gabe’s done a myriad of things to me in the six years we’ve been sleeping together, but this is the first time we’ve spent three full days doing nothing but drinking and screwing. My body ached and hurt in places that I was going to regret days from now. 
 
    Anal sex felt phenomenal when in the moment, but if you weren’t careful, unpleasantness followed for days after. And I begged Gabriel to hold nothing back when I let him slip inside my ass last night. 
 
    And the fucker didn’t. 
 
    However, no matter how horrible the image was that stared back at me; the matted hair, the bloodshot eyes, the clown make-up, the godawful hickeys that lined my neck and chest, none of it was distracting me from the shine and weight of the stupid, idiotic, unbelievably giant ring that sat on my ring finger. 
 
    No matter how many times I closed my eyes, only to reopen them, it was still there. 
 
    Laughing at me. 
 
    Taunting me. 
 
    Torturing me. 
 
    All I could do was pray that Gabriel didn’t have one on his hand. Maybe this was all a joke, and the ring was a souvenir or a toy out of a coin machine. 
 
    I mean, it looked real. 
 
    It felt real. 
 
    Felt like a real fucking stupid ass mistake. 
 
    Even though I knew the truth in the pit of my stomach, I still prayed that I was wrong. There’s no way I married Gabriel last night. Hell, there’s no way he married me. I mean, it’s one thing to tell me I’ve been the only one, it’s another thing to fucking marry me. 
 
    Okay, I couldn’t put it off any longer. I had to go back out there and see if Gabriel was wearing a ring too and if there were any papers lying around to confirm how stupid I was over this man. 
 
    I cracked open the bathroom floor and crept my way towards the bed and the naked man that was sleeping on his stomach in it. 
 
    Even though I felt like I was going to vomit my life all over the place, my eyes still took in an appreciative glance at his naked body. Those abs, alone, might be worth marrying the man for. 
 
    Jesus Christ. 
 
    Standing over the bed, I managed to pull my eyes away from Gabriel’s sleeping body and they fell on what, sickingly, looked like a wedding certificate. Gabriel moaned and stretched, and when he rolled himself onto his back, his arms flying out beside him, that’s when I saw it. The matching ring to my wedding set. I fucking married Gabriel Buchanan last night. 
 
    Sonofabitch! 
 
    I didn’t understand. 
 
    Bartenders are required by law to yank a patron’s keys if they feel they’re too drunk to drive, but it’s okay to marry two people who are blitz out of their minds? How is that even right? Or ethical? 
 
    The state of Nevada should totally pass a law requiring a breathalyzer test before agreeing to marry someone. 
 
    I dropped on the bed, not caring if I woke Gabriel or not. This was a fucking disaster. How did I go from wanting Gabriel to take me on a simple date to marrying the man? Sure, I loved him. I can fully admit to that. But Gabriel didn’t love me. Even if he hasn’t been with anyone else, he’s never once hinted to having feelings for me. 
 
    Well, at least, not before this weekend. 
 
    Oh, God, what were his brothers going to say? How was Mason Buchanan going to react when he finds out his little brother married the girl from the trailer park? 
 
    I stood up, grabbed the offending marriage certificate and went to find my phone. I tightened the robe around me as I searched for a phone number on the certificate and license. 
 
    AHA! I found one for the chapel. 
 
    I dialed the number and prayed for someone to answer. God answered my prayers on the third ring. “Good Morning. Thank you for calling the Little White Wedding Chapel. I’m Christine, how may I help you?” 
 
    “Oh, God, Christine,” I rushed out like we were BFFs. “My name is Justice Hillm…” Oh my God! I didn’t even know my last name right now! “…Justice Hillman and there’s some morning after evidence that indicates that I may have gotten married last night.” 
 
    “Justice Hillman…hmm,” she mused. 
 
    “Uh, Buchanan, then,” I said, trying to help. “Gabriel and Justice Buch...uhm, Buchanan.” 
 
    “Oh, now I remember,” she said, breezily. “The matching tattoos.” 
 
    I groaned. Jesus don’t remind me. “I’m calling because I need to know how to get a divorce. Or an annulment. Or a goddamn lobotomy.” 
 
    “Well, you hav-” I yelped and turned around as the phone was plucked from my fingers. Gabriel was standing there, in all his glorious nudity, looking pissed. “Wh…what…” 
 
    “I know you’re hungover and feeling like shit, Justice,” he snapped, gruffly. “I don’t feel any better. However, that doesn’t change shit about last night.” 
 
    “Gabriel…” 
 
    He turned his back on me. “I’m ordering some breakfast. What would you like Mrs. Buchanan?” 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 12 
 
    Gabriel~ 
 
    After ordering room service, I headed for the shower. My head was pounding, and my body was oozing a cocktail of liquors out of every pore. 
 
    I’ve never partied like this before in my life, and experiencing the aftermath of it now, I’m glad I never did. 
 
    Mason had never let us lose sight of who we were and what we represented, so we never got sloppy drunk or partook in drugs. There was no way we would ever risk getting caught up in fights, pregnancy scares or the like. Well, except for when Mason beat the shit out of Branson Morgan when he flirted with Shane at a party during our college years. 
 
    But I have been drunk before. I have partied until I passed out, but it was in the privacy of our own home with just me and my brothers and their wives. So, I wasn’t a stranger to hangovers, but I was to one this strong. I also knew food would fix me right up though. However, I couldn’t speak for Justice. 
 
    I let the water beat on my shoulders as I recalled how she called the wedding chapel to find out how to divorce me. I was pissed. Kind of still am. 
 
    In her drunken, sexually blitzed out stupor, she had confessed to loving me. She had confessed to loving me since we were16 and she even admitted how she kept her mouth shut all these years because she’d rather have a piece of me than nothing at all. 
 
    She hadn’t let me comment as she explained how it was no longer enough, though. She wanted real love with a real boyfriend who took her on real dates and wasn’t ashamed of her. 
 
    I loved Justice. Always have. So, love wasn’t an issue when I married her, but even I can admit I did it here and now because her accusation that I was ashamed of her had boiled my blood. 
 
    I was not ashamed of her. 
 
    I’ve never been ashamed of her. 
 
    At first, my issue was my father’s stance on the opposite sex. He thought women were the devil, and he warned us constantly to be on our guard against them. He didn’t approve of us running around getting laid and he had really believed that, when the time came, he would be the one to pick our respectable, appropriate brides. 
 
    Mason had ended that fairy tale the second he couldn’t stay away from Shane any longer. And Michael had been right. I had our father as an excuse the first couple of years, but I didn’t have an excuse for my behavior for the past four. Well, other than being a self-absorbed bastard, that is. 
 
    When Justice said she wanted a man who wasn’t ashamed of her. I had dragged her drunken ass to the registrar’s office, got a license and made our way to the nearest wedding chapel. 
 
    We recited the traditional vows, and pulling out the rings I had bought when I first got to Las Vegas, slipped them on, kissed her and a marriage was born. 
 
    And, all, without a pre-nup. Because, in all honesty, if Justice ever did leave me, the rest of what I had wouldn’t be worth a shit. 
 
    I was finally going to get around to taking an actual shower, with soap and all, when I heard the door creak open. “The food’s here.” 
 
    “Okay,” I replied. “I’ll be out in a minute.” 
 
    The door shut, and I took a deep breath. I loved this girl so much, but I had no idea how to connect with her outside the bedroom. Or sober, apparently. 
 
    My body jolted in surprise when the shower door swung open. I turned my head to find a naked Justice standing just outside the shower. “I need a shower too,” she said, timidly. 
 
    And I needed my dick in her pussy, but I didn’t say that. Instead, I just simply stepped aside and allowed her room to enter. She stepped under the showerhead and the water turned her mermaid colored hair into a flowing prism of colors. 
 
    When she turned her back towards me and reached for the soap in the holder, her wedding rings sparkled with so much shine, I lost it. 
 
    I grabbed her by her hips, shoved her up against the wall and pressed her hands against the tile over her head. 
 
    I wanted to stare at those rings while I fucked her. 
 
    I wanted to fuck my wife again. 
 
    “Gabriel…” 
 
    “You don’t know what you’ve done, Justice,” I told her. 
 
    Holding her left arm hostage above her head with one hand, I let my other hand trail over her shoulders, down her spine and in between the crease of her ass cheeks. I could feel the ridges of her tight, puckered ass from being overused last night. 
 
    As water sluiced down our bodies adding lubrication, I eased a finger inside her ass. She moaned. “Wh…what do you mean?” 
 
    “I mean, before when you were just my girlfriend, I had complete control of your body and what I wanted to do with it.” I slowly pulled and pushed with my finger, getting her ready for another hard ass fucking. “But now that you’re my wife…” She whimpered. “…now that I’m your husband, that means I fucking own you, Justice.” 
 
    “Gabe…” 
 
    “I fucking own you,” I repeated. “And that means your little ultimatum was more of a premonition than anything, Justice.” I nipped at the shell of her ear. “Now I really can do whatever I want to, whenever I want to, however the fuck I want to.” 
 
    I grabbed her hip and pulled her ass out. I was so much taller than her, but it wasn’t a hardship to bend my knees and line my cock up against her ass. I eased in and she let out a sorrowful whimper. I knew she was sore, but I was making a point here. 
 
    The fuck I’d ever let her divorce me. 
 
    Once I was seated to the hilt, I made more demands of her. “Say it, Just,” I ordered. “Tell me you’re mine and I own every inch of you.” She didn’t answer me fast enough, so I started pounding into her until she was begging me to cum inside her. “If you want my cum, fucking say it!” 
 
    “Yours, Gabriel,” she finally conceded. “It’s all yours.” 
 
    Just when I thought I couldn’t be any more pissed at her. “Not it,” I growled. “You.” 
 
    “Gabriel, please,” she begged. 
 
    “Not until you fucking say it, Just.” 
 
    She pushed her ass back, trying to take more of me, but I held her hips still. She finally couldn’t take it anymore. “Yours, Gabriel. I’m yours. Only yours.” 
 
    I jack hammered into her body with a singular focus and it wasn’t long before she tightened around me and she was screaming out my name. A few thrusts later, I was joining her, unleashing whatever I had left in me. 
 
    We’ve been fucking for three days straight. My sources were depleting faster than they were generating. It was a weird experience to cum without streams and steams of semen to accompany the orgasm. 
 
    I finally pulled out of her, and grabbing the shampoo, I squirted some in my hand and proceeded to wash Justice’s hair. For the next half hour, I washed and scrubbed her clean and then surrendered the soap so she could do the same for me. 
 
    It felt…good. 
 
    Matrimonial. 
 
    We wrapped ourselves in the hotel robes and silently ate what we could, considering we were still slightly hungover, even after the shower. The silence was a comfortable one, but I knew we’d have to talk about our marriage at some point. 
 
    I did not want to leave here as a married couple only to end up going to separate homes. I understood that Justice had a career and a home and that she might not be keen on just uprooting her life and moving in with me, but we couldn’t live apart. 
 
    I didn’t regret marrying her and divorce was not an option, but I could have thought this through a little better. I suppose I could always commute. The drive was only an hour long. It would only be the late nights that would be a bitch to deal with, but I could do it. 
 
    I owed her. 
 
    I owed her six years of making her feel like she was second best. Hell, she probably didn’t even think she ranked that high. I had parents, three brothers and two sisters-in-law. Who knew where she thought she stood on my list of priorities. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    I looked over at her quietly munching on some plain toast, and suddenly, I didn’t want to put it off any longer. “We can fly back tomorrow. I’ll pack some stuff and be at your place by the evening.” 
 
    The toast slipped through her fingers as she gaped at me. “Wh…what?” 
 
    I leaned forward, across the table, and said, “I sleep where my wife sleeps, Justice.” 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 13 
 
    Justice~ 
 
    It was Sunday night, and I kept straightening up my house because, even though Gabriel’s been here a million times, his arrival tonight was different. 
 
    My head was finally rejecting the final aftereffects of my drunken Las Vegas binge and the only evidence that remained was the stupid tattoo that decorated the prominent hill that made up my collarbone. When I made it home, showered and finally studied the piece of art, there was absolutely no way to deny I was drunk out of my mind. There was no way on earth I’d get a tattoo on such a painful part of my body had I been sober. 
 
    Hell, had I been sober, I wouldn’t have gotten a tattoo at all. 
 
    In very delicate script the tattoo read ‘If you could only see me…’. It was done beautifully with small, accented designs floating around it. The only problem was that Gabriel had a very similar tattoo in the exact same spot, only his read ‘I do…because you’re the only thing I do see.’. If we hadn’t been drunk and had actually been in love with each other, the tattoos would have been sweet. But since we were and we aren’t, they just felt ridiculous. 
 
    And now I was waiting for him to show up, suitcase in hand, because he was going to commute to work while we figured shit out. 
 
    What was there to figure out? We needed to get a divorce and move the hell on. I mean, once upon a time, this would have been everything I ever wanted, but I didn’t want Gabriel because we got drunk in Vegas or because he wasn’t ready to accept change. 
 
    He got upset because I said I wanted to start dating other people, and like a kid who’s never had to share his toys, he followed me to Las Vegas, and created a tattoo having, fraudulent marital mess. 
 
    I still loved him, though. That hadn’t changed. Even though I wasn’t letting love render me completely stupid, and I knew, realistically, I had to move on from Gabriel, I still loved him. I still craved him, and I still fantasized about having his little black-haired, green-eyed babies. 
 
    And then there was the silly, wistful girl who loved how the rings looked on her finger. Loved how Justice Buchanan just rolled off her tongue. Loved how Gabriel referred to me as his wife. 
 
    God, I was in such a chaotic shit storm. 
 
    I was about to fluff up the couch pillows once more when I heard the jingle of the doorknob. My stomach fluttered with…I don’t know what. I just know that the last time Gabriel was in my apartment, we fought, he fucked me and then he left me. 
 
    I’d never felt uncomfortable in my own home, but watching Gabriel walk in with a suitcase in his hand, had me feeling all kinds of anxious and unsure. 
 
    And I’d really been thrown for a loop when he shut the door behind him, walked up to me, place a kiss on the top of my head and then headed towards my bedroom. 
 
    I stood there stunned for a few seconds before I got my feet to work and followed him. I must be a glutton for punishment. I couldn’t let things lie for one night before we had to tackle our work weeks. 
 
    We’d both been hungover when we flew home, so we didn’t speak much then and we had to talk. We had to talk about this whether he wanted to or not. This shit was serious. 
 
    Gabriel was standing next to my bed pulling his clothes and toiletries out of his suitcase when I walked in and, God, I wished he wasn’t so damn good looking. It made it hard to concentrate when the man looked liked like a goddamn Greek God. 
 
    Without looking up from what he was doing, he announced, “We’ll be staying this upcoming weekend in the city at my place.” 
 
    I leaned one shoulder up against the doorframe. “We are?” 
 
    “Yeah,” he answered, still unpacking his things. “I told my brothers we got married and we’re going to have a small family dinner at Mason’s so you can meet Shane and Denise.” 
 
    And just like that, my emotions spiraled into an unreasonable mess. I wanted to scream at him that I should have met his sisters-in-laws years ago. I wanted to scream at him that I shouldn’t feel this anxious about being around his brothers when I’ve been fucking him for over six years. 
 
    I wanted to scream at him to get the hell out of my house. 
 
    My feelings were hurt that I hadn’t been worthy enough to meet them before. But now that I had his last name-no matter how temporarily-I was finally good enough to be graced by their presences. 
 
    Real or imagined, the slight stung. 
 
    “I don’t see why.” I replied, straightening upright from the doorframe. 
 
    That’s when he finally stopped his machinations and looked over at me. Gabriel’s family was everything to him. So, by the look in his face, I could tell my casual wording didn’t sit well with him. “You don’t think it’s necessary to meet your sisters-in-law or get to know your brothers-in-law better?” he asked, his voice icy. 
 
    I’ve seen Mason and Aiden, but I’ve never met them. I got a couple of head nods when they’ve been in town dropping Gabriel off at my house, but that’s it. Michael’s the only Buchanan, besides Gabriel, that I’ve ever spoken to. He and Gabriel had been inseparable, so I was around him a bit during our high school years. 
 
    “They’re really not my in-laws, Gabriel,” I said, hoping my voice was steadier than I felt. “It seems pointless when I’ll be filing for divorce as soon as I talk to someone tomorrow on how to go about it.” 
 
    Gabriel folded his muscular arms over his chest, and I could feel my breathing speed up. The man made me feel shamefully weak, and I hated it. Love was supposed to make you feel strong. It was supposed to make you feel like the Wonder Twins activating all the time. Love was supposed to give you a partner who made you feel invincible. 
 
    My love for Gabriel just made me feel foolish. 
 
    “And what makes you think I’m going to let you divorce me, Justice?” he asked simply, and to the point. 
 
    He couldn’t stop me, and no judge would hinder it knowing the marriage was a result of a drunken bender in Las Vegas. “You can’t stop me, Gabe,” I pointed out. 
 
    “So, Saturday night when we were fucking on every surface of that hotel room, when you were begging me to fuck you up the ass because no one could ever make you feel the way I do…that was all drunken bullshit?” 
 
    I couldn’t stop my body from breaking out in goose bumps. Gabriel was pissed even though his voice was leveled and matter of fact. “No,” I answered, honestly. “You know I’ve never been with anyone else, Gabriel. You are the only man who’s ever made me feel…” Horny? Slutty? Like an outright whore? I wasn’t sure which word or phrase I should use to finish that sentence. 
 
    His steps were measured and purposeful. Once he was standing in front of me, he asked, “And how about when you told me how much you loved me? How you’ve loved me since we were 16? How you’ll never love anyone else as much as you love me? How about that shit?” he growled. “Was any of that true?” 
 
    “Gab-” 
 
    “Do you remember our vows?” he asked, interrupting me. “Because I sure the fuck do,” he informed me. I could feel my eyes widening. “Even as drunk as I was, I was still present during our wedding and the reciting of our vows to each other.” 
 
    “I…they were just traditional vows, weren’t they?” I asked, feeling like a complete tool. 
 
    “Yes, they were,” he confirmed, and before I knew what he was about, Gabriel grabbed me by the throat and pushed me up against the bedroom all on the other side of the door. His hand squeezed around my neck and I wanted to cry with how utterly shameless I was for him. “And as all the old, real traditional vows go-the ones we used, by the way-we finished off our vows of marriage with ‘til death do us part’.” 
 
    “You can’t be serious, Gab-” 
 
    “I will only be married once in my life, Justice. And that will be to you,” he snarled. “You’re out of your mind if you think I’m going to let you divorce me, so you can get that thought out of your head right now.” 
 
    Fuck it. 
 
    There was only one way I was going to be able to shut this down. Shut him down. And that was with the truth. “Do you love me, Gabriel?” I said, finally asking the one thing I’ve always been scared to know the answer to. “Are you in love with me like I’m in love with you?” 
 
    The pressure on my neck constricted and Gabriel said the one thing I always knew, deep inside, would be the truth. “No, Justice,” he replied. “I’m not in love with you the way you’re in love with me.” 
 
    I always pictured this moment acting out in a million different ways, but I never imagined it’d be acted out so coldly. I always thought there’d be tears, yelling, destroyed furniture, begging, pleading…but never coldness. 
 
    But that’s what I felt. Cold. Cold all over. 
 
    However, the one thing Gabriel didn’t realize was that during all these years together, I studied him. I knew I couldn’t go up against him in a toe to toe fashion. He’s a Buchanan. He’d crush me. So, I’d let him win this battle, but I was definitely going to win the war. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 14 
 
    Gabriel~ 
 
    “Shouldn’t you be on your honeymoon or somewhere?” 
 
    I looked up from the pile of reports on my desk as Michael waltzed in without knocking. “You would think,” I muttered before returning my attention back to the paperwork on my desk. 
 
    “Trouble in paradise already?” he asked. “I was sure a ring and declaration of love would smooth Justice’s justifiably ruffled feathers.” 
 
    I leaned back in my chair and ignored all the work I had to do when it was obvious that Michael wasn’t going anywhere, anytime soon. “Well, it didn’t,” I grimaced. “She wants a divorce.” 
 
    Michael visibly winced at that as he sat down on one of the chairs sitting directly across from my desk. “Seriously?” I nodded. “But…come on, Gabe. She has to know that you’d never let her leave you.” 
 
    You would think. “She thinks the only reason I married her was because I was drunk and feeling like a territorial kid who was told he had to share his toys.” 
 
    Michael let out a low whistle. “Ouch.” 
 
    “It felt a little more painful than a mere ‘ouch’ let me assure you,” I snipped at him. 
 
    Michael pulled out his phone and danced his fingers across the screen. His phone had been chiming, so I figured he was returning a text or responding to an email. 
 
    He stuffed his phone back in his pocket and graced me with his attention again. “So, I take it the shindig is off?” 
 
    I shook my head. “She said she didn’t see the point in meeting everyone when we’d be headed for divorce by the end of the week.” 
 
    Michael’s brows shot up. “Jesus, Gabe,” he breathed out. “How badly did you treat her?” 
 
    Michael’s words brought on an unsuspecting pang in my chest. “I didn’t treat her badly,” I snapped. “I just…” Fuck. “I just…didn’t treat her like she deserved to be treated.” 
 
    “Uh, isn’t that the same thing?” 
 
    “No,” I argued, not really convinced. “It was more…neglect, I suppose, than treating her badly.” 
 
    Before Michael could comment, the door to my office opened, and Mason and Aiden came filing in. I guess I now know what Mike was doing on his phone earlier. 
 
    Aiden sat down in the chair next to Michael’s while Mason pulled a chair from the mini conference table and placed it next to Michael. “Problems?” he asked. 
 
    I sat up and threw my entire upper body down on my desk. Dramatic? Sure. Warranted? Definitely. 
 
    “I’m going to take that as a ‘yes’,” Aiden said, dryly. 
 
    I turned my head, still resting on my desk, and looking over at Mason, ignored Aiden. “I fucked up, Mase.” 
 
    His lips curled inward, and he just gave me a solemn nod. “Figured when Michael texted us saying you fucked up.” 
 
    I sat up and regarded my brothers. I knew they couldn’t help me if they didn’t know everything. So, I confessed my sins since the day I met Justice up until last night’s fuck up. There was a heartbeat of silence before they finally spoke up. 
 
    “You’re a goddamn idiot,” Michael grimaced. 
 
    “I should kick your fucking ass,” Aiden added. 
 
    “Godfuckingdamnit,” Mason muttered, running his hands through his hair. 
 
    “I know. I know,” I said wishing I could have a do-over. 
 
    Mason shook his head. “Jesus Christ, Gabe,” he huffed. “If Shane finds out how you’ve taken that girl for granted, she’s going to gut you and stick your head on a stake as a reminder to men everywhere.” 
 
    “While Denise is busy mopping up your blood and guts off the floor,” Aiden chimed in. 
 
    They weren’t necessarily wrong. And it’s not like I didn’t deserve it. I was just at a loss. 
 
    When I told Justice that I didn’t love her the way she loved me, it was true. But that was because there’s no way she could possibly love me as much as I loved her. I loved her within days of meeting her. It took her a whole goddamn year to even let me kiss her. 
 
    I loved her so much; I monopolized every minute we had together by being inside her. I didn’t want to see a movie when I was with her. I didn’t want to go to dinner. I didn’t want to share her with my family. 
 
    I just wanted to be inside her for as long as the time I had with her would allow. I didn’t need the outside world when I was with her. I didn’t want it. So, no, I didn’t love her the way she loved me. I loved her much, much more. 
 
    But before I could explain what I had meant, she had shut down. Right before my eyes, Justice had closed herself off, and I knew she wouldn’t have been opened to hear anything I had to say after that. 
 
    I was fucking this up because I’ve never had to fight for Justice. She’s always been there for me. She has always waited for me and has given herself to me with no resistance whatsoever. 
 
    Sure, it took me a year to convince her to be more than just my friend, but once she gave herself over to me, she’d always been there. I didn’t know how to fight for her because I’ve never had to fight for anyone before in my life. Not like this. 
 
    “I don’t need the ‘I told you so’s,” I growled. “I need advice. Real advice.” 
 
    “Dude,” Aiden began, “I don’t think anything short of complete honesty and begging will get you out of this mess.” 
 
    “The problem is she doesn’t know you love her, have always loved her, and that you married her because you wanted to, right?” Mason asked, rhetorically. “So, we just have to figure out how to convince her that you really do love her while keeping her from divorcing your idiotic ass.” 
 
    I looked over a Michael and he just sighed. “What?” 
 
    He shook his head. “Like I told you the other day,” he smirked. “How am I the only one in this family without any experience with women, but I’m smarter by half when dealing with them?” 
 
    Mason side-eyed him. “Oh, well…by all means, Master, please tell us the answer to all problems female,” he quipped wryly. 
 
    Michael chuckled. “You can try to beat me down with your sarcasm all you want, Mase,” he said. “But if memory serves me correctly, I’m the one who help you clean up that mess with Shane. And, if my memory still serves me correctly, I’m also the one who convinced Denise to ignore all of Aiden’s crazy ways.” 
 
    I laughed. There was nothing to do but laugh, because Michael was right. “He’s got you guys there.” 
 
    “It’s because my mind hasn’t been addled by love or sexual cravings,” Michael explained in his best analytical manner. “I’m still able to think clearly.” 
 
    Aiden sighed. “Fuck,” he muttered. “The kid might have a point.” 
 
    Mason didn’t respond. He just reached out gesturing for Michael to take the stage. 
 
    God, I loved my brothers. 
 
    “Here’s what you’re going to do, Gabe,” he began, no nonsense. “You’re going to let her divorce you-” 
 
    “What?!” 
 
    “What the fuck?!” 
 
    “Are you high?!” 
 
    Mason’s shock was evident. Aiden’s irritation was showing. And I had to ask if he was high, because that was the only reason I could think of, for him to say something so fucking stupid. 
 
    “Simmer down you goddamn cavemen,” Michael laughed. 
 
    Aiden leaned in. “I cannot wait until you meet someone,” he growled. “I’m going to love rubbing it in your face when your caveman comes out.” 
 
    Mason gave Aiden an incredulous look. “You better pray to God his caveman doesn’t ever come out. We’ll be cleaning up a goddamn crime scene if it does.” 
 
    Michael waved away Mason’s worries. “If you guys would shut the fuck up and let me finish, please…” We all shut our mouths. “Let her move forward with divorcing you, Gabe. And while she’s doing that, we’ll start helping her plan your wedding.” 
 
    I was still confused. “What?” 
 
    “Justice’s concern is that you only married her because you were drunk and feeling threatened, right?” I nodded. “So, we show her that you’re marrying her because you love her.” 
 
    I shook my head. “I will not be divorced, Mike. Not ever.” 
 
    He rolled his eyes. “Justice won’t get that far,” he explained. “By the time we’re done with her, she’ll be so sick of invitations, lace, cake…anything wedding related, she’ll realize it’s just easier to stay married to you.” 
 
    “That’s super hardcore manipulating, Michael,” Mason pointed out. 
 
    “Means, ends, and all that jazz,” Mike replied. “Besides, her love for him is not what’s in question here. She wants to be married to him. She just wants him to want to be married to her.” 
 
    I agreed with Mason. This was super manipulative, but I didn’t know what else to do. Letting her ‘divorce’ me while forcing her to plan a sober wedding might just work. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 15 
 
    Justice~ 
 
    Apparently, it’s harder than it sounded to get in touch with a divorce lawyer. 
 
    I had spent my lunch time eating and looking up divorce lawyers in the area. Some sites seemed promising, and some seemed sleazy. But everyone I contacted greeted me the same way; I could make an appointment to meet for some time next week. 
 
    Now, while a week might not seem like a big deal to most people, for me it was a huge problem. The longer I stayed married to Gabriel, the harder it would be to walk away from him. 
 
    I had just finished taking the longest shower of my life, and I was walking into the kitchen, when I heard Gabriel’s keys unlocking the front door. It could only be Gabriel, since no one else had a key. 
 
    He had already been gone this morning when I had woken up, so we haven’t spoken since he made it clear he didn’t love me last night. 
 
    My stomach still churned every time I replayed his words in my head, so I ignored him and went about my business. 
 
    Since this wasn’t a real marriage, I didn’t feel the need to greet him at the door or have his dinner ready. I don’t know what he did to feed himself when he was at home, but he was alive and well, so he must manage well enough. He could manage now. 
 
    And even though I was the one pushing for this, I still hated how I’d gone from loving him and basking in the passion of our times together to barely being able to speak to him. 
 
    I was cutting up an apple when his voice sounded from behind me. “Is that what you’re having for dinner?” 
 
    I spun around to find him leaning against the refrigerator, arms crossed, his suit jacket gone, and the sleeves of his dress shirt rolled up to his elbows. It just wasn’t fair that he should look so good. And it really wasn’t fucking fair that God had made two of him. Gabriel and Michael side by side was a sight to behold, that’s for sure. 
 
    “No,” I replied as civilly as I could. “It’s just a snack. It’s only…wait, what are you doing here so early?” Gabriel had mentioned, before he and Michael started at BI, that since Mason and Aiden were usually stuck at the office until six, he imagined the same would be demanded of him and Michael. And then there was the hour drive to my house from the city. 
 
    “I left work early,” he answered, not adding anything more. 
 
    “Oh.” I turned my back to him and went back to cutting up my apple. 
 
    “I talked to Mason,” he said from behind me. “He said I could put in a request tomorrow with speak with BI’s legal representation. He was pretty sure they could recommend a good divorce lawyer for you.” 
 
    My stomach sank to my knees and my hands started to shake at his words. And then I cursed myself for being 20 different kinds of a fool. This is what I wanted, right? I didn’t want to be with a man who only married me because he was drunk and feeling foolish. I wanted to end this sham of a marriage, right? 
 
    So, why the fuck did I feel like crying? 
 
    I had felt like crying this morning when I had taken the rings off, and now, I wanted to cry because he was giving me what I wanted. 
 
    What an emotional fuck up I was. 
 
    I had to clear my throat before replying, “I don’t think I’d be able to afford anyone BI’s attorneys would recommend.” 
 
    I heard a small sigh. “Justice, I would never let you pay for something like that. I’ll foot the bill.” 
 
    Before I could comment-or fall to the floor in a crying, confused heaping mess-there was a knock on the front door. I turned to Gabriel, because it couldn’t be for me. Beatrice always texted before she came over and I had no other friends. No one visited me. It had to be for Gabriel. 
 
    My suspicions were confirmed when he opened the door and in entered his lookalike, followed by the two older Buchanans and two women who I knew must be Shane Buchanan and Denise Buchanan. 
 
    What. The. Hell? 
 
    I watched stunned as Michael walked over and sat his gorgeous ass on the kitchen table, and Aiden and Mason came to stand next to Gabriel. Shane and Denise walked over and stood next to where Michael was sitting. 
 
    I had a kitchen full of Buchanans and it was goddamn nerve racking. 
 
    Shane and Denise Buchanan were just as beautiful as I imagined they would be. I had never met them or had the urge to Google them, but they were absolutely gorgeous. 
 
    Shane had brown hair and a stunning pair of hazel eyes and she was petite in stature. Denise had brown hair with a curl that can only come from mixed heritages and her hazel eyes were just as stunning as Shane’s. Denise was also curvy as hell and she rocked the hell out of those curves. 
 
    I was two seconds away from having a heart attack when Michael spoke up. “So, Justice,” he began, “since I’m sick and tired of hearing their whining, I need you to settle something for me.” I numbly stared at him. “Is it going to be too much of a distraction for me to be standing next to Gabe as his Best Man because I’m better looking than he is?” 
 
    What. In. The. Hell? 
 
    “I’m sorry…wh…what?” My eyes blinking a mile a minute. 
 
    “Well, I know you have a friend named Beatrice, who I imagine will be your Maid of Honor, since you hardly know the girls,” he said gesturing to his sisters-in-law. Hardly? This is the first time I’ve ever even laid eyes on them. “It makes sense that I’d be Gabriel’s Best Man and Mase and Aiden would be groomsmen escorting Shane and Dibtab down the aisle, right?” 
 
    I had no idea what he was talking about, but one thing did stand out. “Dibtab?” 
 
    Denise Buchanan rolled her eyes as she cleared things up. “It’s short for Denise I Belong To Aiden Buchanan.” Against my will, my gaze shot towards Aiden and I watched in jealous awe as he winked at his wife; the love on his face clear. 
 
    I really wanted to cry then. 
 
    “The thing is,” Michael continued, “will it be distracting to have me standing next to Gabriel? We wouldn’t want the bride to get confused.” I looked over at him and the fucker winked at me. Winked at me and flashed a goddamn smile. 
 
    Christ, these men were brutal. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” I finally asked. 
 
    This time, Shane Buchanan joined in. “Fools,” she uttered loud enough for all four men to hear her. “Absolute fools.” She smiled at me and then proceeded to explain Michael’s ridiculous ramblings. “Gabriel told us you wanted to divorce him, and we didn’t blame you one bit.” 
 
    “Yeah, I mean no one’s dream wedding is a drunken Elvis wedding in Vegas,” Denise added. 
 
    “There was no Elvis,” Gabriel said, feeling the need to clear up that misconception. 
 
    “So, while the divorce is going through, we’re going to help you plan the wedding of your dreams,” Shane announced, her face all alit with smiles and pleasant dreams. 
 
    “What?!” 
 
    “It’s going to be so beautiful,” Denise said, dreamily, ignoring my outburst. “Our first real wedding.” 
 
    Okay. That threw me off and put my outburst on hold. “What do you mean by a first real wedding? What about you and Aiden? Or Shane and Mason?” 
 
    Shane laughed, and it sounded lyrical. Like if butterflies could laugh. “We got married, alright, but there weren’t any weddings.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Denise continued for her. “Aiden was so worried I’d change my mind, he dragged a man of good faith to the BI building and forced him to marry us.” 
 
    “Mason and I had a small ceremony where basically the same thing happened,” Shane added. 
 
    My eyes danced back and forth between Aiden and Mason and the smiles on their faces at the memories were the sweetest things I’ve ever seen. These men loved their wives. 
 
    Michael looked back at me. “And don’t look at me,” he said, grinning. “When I meet the right woman, I’m going to conk her on the head, drag her to the closest church and make her my wife before I knock her up with millions of my babies.” 
 
    I was so mad at Gabriel for involving his family in our drama, but I couldn’t help but laugh at Michael’s ridiculous statement. “A million kids are a lot, don’t you think?” 
 
    “If I love her, not at all,” he answered, sincerely. 
 
    Suddenly, this was too much. I looked over at Gabriel. “Can we talk? Privately?” 
 
    There was a chorus of objections from his family before Gabriel said, “Okay.” 
 
    He walked over, grabbed my hand in his, and led me to the bedroom. Gabriel shut the door behind us and turned towards me. “What’s up?” 
 
    “I’m not sure what,” I gestured towards the door, “all that is out there, but…we’re getting a divorce, Gabriel, not planning a wedding.” 
 
    He stepped towards me until I was forced to step back or get stepped on. When my back hit the wall, he said, “Give me one good reason why we should get a divorce, Justice. Just one.” 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 16 
 
    Gabriel~ 
 
    I stared down at her waiting for her answer but knowing nothing she could say would make a difference. Even if Michael’s plan didn’t work, there was no way I was letting Justice divorce me. 
 
    Justice planted her hands on her hips and glared up at me. “How about the fact that you don’t love me?” 
 
    It felt like I was grinding the enamel clean off my molars. “When have I ever said I didn’t love you?” 
 
    Her eyes widened. “You bastard!” she seethed. “Just last night I asked if you loved me and you said no.” 
 
    I stepped to her and loomed over her, making sure her focus was on me and my next words. “No,” I corrected. “You asked me if I loved you the same way you loved me, and I told you no.” Her brows rose and her head twitched, indicating that I had just confirmed her accusation. How wrong she was. “I don’t love you the way you love me, Justice. I love you far beyond what you could ever comprehend.” 
 
    Her eyelids started blinking at an insane pace as she looked up at me in shock. After a few seconds of silence, she stuttered, “Ww…wha…what?” 
 
    I reached up and cradled her face in my hands. “I fell in love with you three days into that stupid American History project when we were 15 fucking years old, Justice. I fell in love with you when we were 15 years old and have been in love with you every fucking day since then.” 
 
    I didn’t know what I was expecting, but what happened next, wasn’t it. 
 
    Suddenly, Justice turned into someone I’d never seen before, questioning every time I thought I could read a person and know what they were about. 
 
    Her small fists came crashing against my chest. Her screams held no regard for the fact that my family was down the hall. Her sobs were genuine, and her anger was real. 
 
    Very real. 
 
    “No!” she wailed and shrieked. “You don’t get to do that!” 
 
    I tried to restrain her hands, but she was everywhere. “Jus-” 
 
    “No!” she screamed again. “You do not get to stand there after everything and dare to tell me you love me! You don’t love me. There’s no way you could possibly love me!” 
 
    Now I was getting pissed. “Why the hell not?” I yelled back. 
 
    “Because you don’t know me!” she ranted, not caring if her voice was carrying or not. “You know nothing about me, Gabriel. Do you know my favorite color? My favorite food? Where I work? Do you know my favorite movie? If I’m allergic to anything? What my parents’ goddamn names are even?” Every word out of her mouth was like the lash of a whip. “Do you know what my favorite flower is? Or what a day at work is like for me? Do you even know what I do for a living?” 
 
    “Jus-” 
 
    “No!” she repeated. “You don’t know anything about me other than how I like to be fucked, Gabriel!” 
 
    I snatched her by her arms and shoved her against the wall. “That’s enough!” 
 
    She tried to shake off my hold on her, but she was unsuccessful. “It’s true,” she raged. “All you know about me is how much dick my body can take before passing out. You’re not in love with me, Gabriel. You’re in love with my pussy. Well, guess what? You can just go and fall in love with someone else’s pussy, because I’m done with you!” And just when I thought it couldn’t get worse, she fanned her hand in front of my face. Her motherfucking rings were missing from her finger. “And as soon as the divorce papers are signed, I’m going to be doing my best to fall in love with someone else’s dick!” 
 
    Back in my subconscious, I wondered if this is what it felt like when Michael would lose his mind in a fit of unadulterated rage. 
 
    Because I was feeling a rage unlike anything I ever thought I was capable of. 
 
    My fist came raining down on the wall next to her head, and it wasn’t until the door burst open and my brothers surrounded me, that I realized I had seriously lost all sense of sanity. 
 
    “Gabriel. Come on, Gabe…” Michael’s voice was floating around in my ear, but it sounded far away. 
 
    I felt hands on me; my shoulders, my arm, my stomach…and voices. But the voices were drowned out by the roar of blood in my ears and the sounds of my lungs trying to operate and function. My rage was holding me captive, and I wasn’t ready to be reasonable. 
 
    Aiden was standing on one side of me, with Mason on the other, and Michael in front of me, blocking me. I looked around him and saw the girls standing next to a sobbing Justice. Like her hair was a kaleidoscope of colors, she was a kaleidoscope of emotions shimming all around her. 
 
    “Gab-” 
 
    I ignored Michael and got back to screaming at Justice. “I swear to God, if you ever let another man touch you, I will fucking kill him!” I could sense my brothers wincing around me, and they weren’t wincing because I was yelling at her, threatening to kill some unknown man. No. They were wincing because they felt her challenge as men who knew what they would do if their women ever cheated on them. 
 
    “Go to hell!” she yelled back. 
 
    I knew she was in the right. I knew all her anger and hurt was warranted. I knew this was all my fault. I had been careless with her love and her loyalty. I had been neglectful, selfish and insensitive. But none of that was going to change the fact that we were married, and she was mine. 
 
    Marriage was sacred, goddamnit. 
 
    “Gabe, maybe we-” 
 
    This time, it was Aiden I ignored, even though I knew me yelling at Justice was probably driving him to the edge. Goddamn, Aiden. My green eyes turned towards his. “She’s mine, Aid-” 
 
    “I know, I know,” he said, trying to calm me down. 
 
    “Gabriel, maybe we need to leave and give Justice so-” 
 
    My eyes flew to Mason’s grey, concerned ones. “Would you leave Shane?” It was a dick thing to say, but I was beyond thinking of anything besides Justice’s threats to leave me for someone else. 
 
    Mason stepped in, pushing Michael aside, and stared down at me. In a voice that could freeze Hell, but could only be heard by us men, he hissed, “No, I wouldn’t. But I also didn’t fuck her for six years, neglecting everything else about her. This shit storm of drama is your fault, Gabriel. Not hers! And because of that, her feelings are what matter right now, not yours.” 
 
    Mason was right. 
 
    And I knew he was right. But… 
 
    “Mason, she can’t divorce me,” I said, the pleading evident in my voice, but I really wasn’t giving a fuck. Justice could not divorce me. 
 
    His hands grabbed onto my shoulders and his eyes stayed centered on mine, trying to anchor me. “I know,” he whispered. “She won’t, Gabriel. We…we’ll figure something out. But this is not helping your case. She’s entitled to feel everything she’s feeling and if she decides to make your life miserable for the next six years to even the score, well…then she’s entitled to that, too.” 
 
    I stared at my brother and I knew he was right on all accounts. None of this was on her. 
 
    I took a deep breath and did my best to get myself under control. I gave all my brothers a short, clipped nod to let them know I was okay, and they could quit restraining me. When they stepped aside, I looked over to see Denise looking like she wanted to make a break for it, Shane looking like she was going to start crying any second now (and then God help us all), and Justice looking like a woman ready to engage in a battle to the death. Her face was blotchy, and her eyes were red, but she was standing tall and her eyes were shooting fatal daggers at me. 
 
    Before I could say anything, Justice’s voice was like the crack of a whip across the room. “Get out of my house, Gabriel.” I was about to take Mason’s advice and concede, but then she added, “And don’t come back.” 
 
    I was standing in front of her before anyone could stop me. I looked down into her blazing gaze. “I’m going to leave to give you time to calm the fuck down,” I relented. “But you’re out of your fucking mind if you think I’m not coming back. This is not over, Justice. You’re my wife. Don’t you get that? My fucking wife.” 
 
    Her hands were fists at her side, and she let out a hollow laugh. “I’m an idiot, that’s what I am, Gabriel. A bonafide idiot and have been for six years.” She shook her head at me. “But not anymore,” she sing-songed. 
 
    Shane stepped in between us, knowing that I would automatically make room for her. “Gabriel, let’s just…give Justice some space. I’m sure having us all here is rather…uncomfortable,” she said, her voice soft and delicate. 
 
    I looked at my sister and I knew I couldn’t refuse her. She was right. And even if she wasn’t, I wasn’t going to upset her. Mason would kill me. 
 
    I glanced over at Justice. “This isn’t over, Justice. You can go ahead with your plans to divorce me, but only because I was a dick in Las Vegas, and you deserve the kind of wedding you’ve always dreamed of.” 
 
    She looked at me and it was a miracle I hadn’t dropped to my knees. “The wedding I’ve always dreamed of included a man who I planned on loving for the rest of my life, Gabriel. And that man isn’t you.” 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 17 
 
    Justice~ 
 
    It’s been two days since I’ve last seen or heard from Gabriel or any of the Buchanans, not that I had expected to hear from any of them, save for Gabriel. But now that it’s been a couple of days and I’m not all jacked up with feelings of resentment, I cringe at the memory of how I behaved in front of all of them. 
 
    After my spectacular declaration that Gabriel wasn’t going to be the man I was going to love forever, his brothers had rushed over and, literally, had dragged him away as I stood standing there, a complete emotional mess. 
 
    Denise Buchanan had reached out and placed her hand on my back, apologizing before she followed the men. Shane had stood before me, regarding me, studying me, before she had wrapped her arms around me and held on. 
 
    I didn’t know what it was about her, but I found myself hugging her back, and just crying in her arms. Once I was able to gain some measure of control over my emotions, she had stepped back, and looking me in the eye, said, “He hurt you. I get that. I understand that more than you know, Justice.” She gave me a small, patient smile. “But I also know that he will spend the rest of his life making up for it. He loves you. He’s always loved you. And…and even though you didn’t know that, the rest of us did. So…I’m not saying you should just roll over and forgive him, I’m just saying use these few days he’s going to give you to really understand what you want and what you’re feeling. Don’t divorce him out of spite. If you’re going to divorce him, do it because you really can’t see yourself ever being happy with him.” Her words had just brought on more tears, and before I could comment, she stopped at the doorway, looked back at me, and added, “Ask yourself if it’s worth the fight, Justice.” She gave me another small smile. “Because I can guarantee you that you’re going to be in for the fight of your life if you decide to move forward and leave Gabriel. That man is not going to let you go. Ever.” 
 
    I hadn’t commented, and I had stood where I was standing until I heard the front door open and close. It was only then that I had dropped onto my bed and cried myself to sleep. 
 
    I had looked like a punching bag the next day at work, but I blamed it on allergies, and thank God, it was allergy season, because everyone bought it. Even Dr. Daughtry kept his pervy ways to a minimum. I hadn’t put my wedding rings back on, and I felt kind of sleazy leaving them off, because whether I liked it or not, I was married. I just didn’t know what I was going to do, and I didn’t want to have to explain how I was married one week and then divorced the next. 
 
    Balancing some invoices, I answered my phone without looking at the screen. “Hello?” 
 
    “Lunch at noon and I’m not taking ‘no’ for an answer,” Beatrice demanded in lieu of a greeting. 
 
    “Well, hello to you, too, Beatrice,” I teased. “How are you this fine day?” 
 
    She laughed into the phone. “I’ll be great once we’re sitting down for lunch,” she teased back. 
 
    “You know I only have a half hour lunchtime,” I reminded her. Dr. Daughtry gave us the option of taking an hour lunch or half hour lunch, and while 30 minutes might not seem like a big deal, it was at the end of the workday. 
 
    “I’ll order ahead, and we can eat at Sparks,” she said, fixing that dilemma. 
 
    “It’s a deal,” I conceded. I missed Beatrice. We hadn’t hung out since our night in the city when I met Nathanial, who was turning out to be a cool guy. We friended each other on social media and he often sent me funny GIFs texts and jokes. 
 
    “Okay,” she squealed. “I’ll see you at noon.” 
 
    I went back to work and did my best to drown out the world around me. Lunch would be rough because I couldn’t hide Gabriel from Beatrice any longer. I’ve been navigating this thing with Gabriel all by myself for the past six years and I was doing a jacked-up job of it. I needed a friend and some advice and the only other people who knew about us were his family and I already knew which side they were on. 
 
    Noon finally came, and I was walking into Sparks, looking for Beatrice. I finally spotted her in a corner table and made my way over. I dropped into the seat across from her. “Hey, Girly.” 
 
    Beatrice smiled her megawatt smile at me. “Hey,” she said as she gestured towards the food sitting in front of me. “I got you a Cobb Salad with a turkey sandwich.” 
 
    I removed my purse and placed it in the seat next to me. “Thanks, Bea.” 
 
    “Okay, so what’s going on, lady?” she asked, diving straight into the deep end. “I’ve hardly spoken to you since the night you met Nathanial and the last-minute Las Vegas trip.” 
 
    I launched in on how Nathanial and I agreed to be friends until or unless life changes for us in the meantime and bid my time before going into the details about my trip. 
 
    “I swear,” she huffed. “All the nice guys are taken or unemotionally available. And you want to know why they’re unemotionally available? Because they’re good guys, and if they break up with someone, they’re genuinely torn up about it.” 
 
    I laughed. She wasn’t necessarily wrong. “I don’t know, Beatrice,” I replied. “I think Nathanial and I are destined to be friends only.” 
 
    She cocked her head and her voice was so soft and compassionate when she said, “Awe, come on, Just. It could work.” 
 
    Okay. Here we go. 
 
    I shook my head at her. “I’m going to tell you something, but before I do, please don’t get mad at me and I promise to go into further details tonight after work. Right now, there’s not enough time.” 
 
    Her eyes rounded and her lips curve. “Oh, my God! You totally did him, didn’t you? You totally did the deed and aren’t a virgin anymore, huh? Oh, oh, oh…did he go to Vegas with you? Is that why it was a last-minute trip?” 
 
    I rolled my eyes at her enthusiasm over my losing my virginity. “Will you hush up?” I chastised. “The entire place doesn’t need to hear about who I’m sleeping with or not sleeping with.” 
 
    She finished the bite of nachos she had grabbed before saying, “I’ll hush up as soon as you spill the details, ma’am.” 
 
    I took a deep breath and went for broke. “I didn’t sleep with Nathanial and he wasn’t the reason I went to Las Vegas, Beatrice.” 
 
    “Well, then, what the hell, Justice?” 
 
    “I didn’t sleep with Nathanial because I…uhm, I’ve been sleeping with Gabriel Buchanan since we were 16 years old. And I went to Las Vegas to try to screw him out of my system with some random stranger I’d never have to see again.” 
 
    Beatrice started choking on her drink of tea so badly, I had to stand up, walk around and start patting her on the back to help get her under control. “Are you okay?” 
 
    She wheezed and coughed and sputtered, “Wh…w…wha…what?” 
 
    I sat back down in my seat and grimaced. Was I a bad friend that I had kept this from her for so long? “I’m sorry, Bea-” 
 
    Beatrice leaned forward. “Gabriel Buchanan as in The Gabriel Buchanan? As in Buchanan Industries Buchanans? That fucking Gabriel Buchanan?” 
 
    I let out a sigh. “Yeah,” I confessed. “That’s the one.” 
 
    Her beautiful blue eyes bugged clean out of her head. “Holy shit, Justice!” she whispered yelled. “You’re doing the deed with Gabriel Buchanan and you’ve been doing it since high school?” 
 
    My shoulders lost all forms of life and I slunk into my seat. “Yeah,” I confirmed lamely. 
 
    “I don’t understand,” she went on. “If I were sleeping with a man who looks like that, I’d have taken out a billboard announcing it to the fucking world.” 
 
    Little did she know. “There’s more,” I prepared her. 
 
    “I swear to God, Justice, if you tell me you’re screwing Michael Buchanan too, I’m going to faint,” she declared. 
 
    I threw a baby tomato at her. “Eewww…no!” I exclaimed, laughing. “I am not sleeping with…them.” 
 
    She leaned back in her seat and breathed out a dramatic sigh. “Jesus,” she shook her head. “I was about to lose my mind there for a sec.” Beatrice cocked a brow and gave me the most mischievous grin. “Okay, so spill, sister.” 
 
    “I promise to spill tonight after work,” I said, knowing we were short on time. “But…there’s also something else.” 
 
    Her eyes bugged again. “Something, beyond the fact that you’ve been sleeping with Gabriel Buchanan and have managed to keep it a secret for six goddamn years? I mean, seriously, Justice. The CIA should recruit your ass.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes at her. “So, you know how I went to Vegas to screw him out of my system?” She nodded. “Well, he found me and…he found me, and we sort of…” 
 
    “Oh, my all that is holy and right in this world,” she breathed. “You married Gabriel Buchanan in Las Vegas, didn’t you?” 
 
    I dropped my head on the table right next to my salad, not caring if I was going to be covered in salad dressing later, and mumbled, “Yep.” 
 
    “Well, I’ll be a sonofabitch,” she replied. The rest of lunch was eaten in silence. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 18 
 
    Gabriel~ 
 
    I spent the last two days trying to prove I wasn’t a total loser and starting my rotation at BI. Mason and Aiden had spent a month rotating through the departments, getting to know people and their purpose here at BI. This hands-on personal touch was required by Mason, and I, personally, thought it was a great idea. 
 
    However, the first week I had cut out early to follow Justice to Las Vegas, and most of this week I had been cutting out early because of the commute. Well, deciding to take Mason’s advice and give Justice some space, I was able to put in the hours I should have and was really making a dent in meeting our employees and getting grounded in our client accounts. 
 
    I was making a lot of progress, but Justice was still there, in the back of my mind, making me fucking crazy. That scene at her apartment had been an ugly one. I’d never lost control like that before, but finally telling her I loved her, only to have her throw it back in my face, as a lie, had been enough to push me over the edge. 
 
    But I wasn’t a completely self-absorbed dick. I knew this was my fault. I knew her insecurities and refusal to see the truth was all my fault. I knew this. I just didn’t know how to undo six years of neglect. And I was all for Michael’s plan, but the more serious she sounded about divorcing me, the more panicked I became. 
 
    The phone on my desk rang, and so, I placed Justice in the back of my mind the way I needed to. I picked up the receiver without checking to see who it was. “Hello?” 
 
    “Hey,” came Shane’s voice over the line and I immediately smiled. 
 
    “Hey, Sis. What’s up?” I asked, leaning back in my chair. 
 
    “Well, I know you’re busy-” 
 
    “I’m never too busy for you, Shane. Mason won’t allow it,” I chuckled. 
 
    Shane laughed just like I knew she would. “I need to send a proof to marketing, but-” 
 
    “I’ll be right there.” I hung up, not letting her finish, and headed for Shane’s floor. She had an entire floor assigned for her division of BI. When she had agreed to take The Morgan Corporation on a smaller scale and make it a go, Mason had renovated so that the entire floor below us housed Shane’s subsidiary. The only stipulation Mason had made was that she was to keep her subsidiary named The Morgan Company. It was his little perverse way of still sticking it to Branson Morgan and his family for the attack on Shane four years ago. And, even though Shane wasn’t the vindictive type, she knew how torn up Mason had been over not being able to protect her, so she gave him this one, little consolation. 
 
    I finally made my way down to Shane’s floor, but I was not about to pass Dibtab’s office and not peek my head in. I gave it a quick knock and then opened the door, peeking my head in. Denise was standing over her corner conference table looking over some things. “Hey, Sexy Momma,” I said, announcing my arrival. 
 
    She didn’t bother looking up from what she was studying. “Hey, Trouble,” she greeted. 
 
    I laughed. “That’s Michael,” I corrected her. “I’m the good one.” 
 
    Denise snorted, still not looking at me. “There’s not a good one amongst you four,” she said wryly. 
 
    “That’s a lie,” I retorted. “Aiden’s good.” 
 
    That’s when she finally looked over at me, my head still peeking in through the door, and smiled. “Yes, he is,” she said, all teenage starry-eyed. 
 
    “You guys make me sick,” I countered, changing my mind about Aiden being a good guy. Couldn’t she see I was a wreck over the state of my marriage? Rude, I swear. 
 
    She laughed. “You love me, and you know it,” she sassed. 
 
    I smiled and shut the door. I did love the wench, and she did know it. Aiden had gone at her hard when he first met her, but I’m glad he did. Denise was a class act and my favorite Buchanan next to Shane. 
 
    When I finally made my way to Shane’s office, I didn’t bother knocking. She was expecting me so I knew I wasn’t going to walk into anything I couldn’t un-see. That honor goes to Aiden when he walked in on Shane blowing Mason a couple of years ago. We all thought it was funny as fuck, but Aiden had been mortified. He said Shane was too precious to be on her knees, to which Mason replied that Shane was a motherfucking goddess when she was on her knees. 
 
    Good times. 
 
    When I walked in, I saw that she wasn’t alone, and my heart warmed at the pair standing in her office. “Hey, Mr. and Mrs. Logan.” 
 
    Maggie Logan smiled. “Gabriel, how many times do we have to tell you boys to call us Adam and Maggie?” 
 
    I shrugged a shoulder and gave her a sheepish smile. “I’m working on it,” I told her. “Maybe if you guys came down more often, I’d get better at calling you Maggie and Adam.” Shane’s foster parents laughed, and Shane’s smile lit up the room. 
 
    Shane grew up in foster care her entire life until she was 15 and the Logan’s took her in. She fostered out of their home and had gone on in life sort of doubting their devotion to her. Once Mason made her believe in real love and belonging, she reconnected with the Logans and let them be the parents they always wanted to be to her. They still fostered children, but BI paid all their bills and each child they fostered left home at 18 with a big, fat check and a better hope for the future. 
 
    “Adam and Maggie stopped by to surprise me for lunch,” Shane said, joining in on the conversation. “I’d take this proof myself, but it’ll be late-” 
 
    I waved my hand at her. “Say no more, Sis,” I interrupted. “I’ll walk it over. Go on and have a good lunch.” 
 
    Shane let out a deep breath. “I really need to get an assistant,” she muttered. 
 
    I wisely kept my mouth shut. Mason’s been bugging her to get an assistant for the past year, but Shane was still struggling with being a Buchanan. It’s been over four years, but she still acted like she was working her way up to prove herself. She said she didn’t feel comfortable having an assistant. She wasn’t comfortable with ordering someone around. 
 
    What Shane didn’t realize was that she wouldn’t be ordering anyone around. Anyone lucky enough to work for her or be around her would just want to help her. She brought that out in people. 
 
    I didn’t spare the Logans a glance when I aired my dirty laundry. They were Shane’s family, therefore, making them my family. “Sooooooooooooooo, how about this?” I blurted out. “How about after I get my marriage back on track, and Justice doesn’t leave me, she can be your assistant?” 
 
    “Oh, my,” Maggie rushed out, as Adam exclaimed, “You got married, Gabriel?” 
 
    I turned to them and didn’t want them thinking we had excluded them in any way. “I’ve been dating Justice Hillman for six years, but I was a dick and so she ran off to Las Vegas to drink me away,” I explained with no shame whatsoever. “But I followed her like the certified stalker I am, and we got married in Las Vegas. No Elvis, though.” They both blinked their eyes at me, dumbstruck, no doubt. “But don’t worry,” I continued, “if she does divorce me, we’ll be getting remarried and you guys will definitely be invited to that.” 
 
    “Uh…congratulations, son,” Adam murmured. 
 
    “Yes. Congratulations, Gabriel,” Maggie echoed. 
 
    I smiled. I mean, what else could I do. The entire thing sounded like a badly scripted soap opera. I turned to Shane and held my hand out for the marketing file. “Gimme, ma’am.” 
 
    Shane walked over to her desk, picked up the marketing file and walked it over to me. I took it as I leaned in to kiss her cheek. “Hey, Sis,” I greeted late. 
 
    She cocked her head and studied my face. “You look like shit, Gabriel,” she said, chuckling sadly. 
 
    “I feel like shit,” I replied, honestly. 
 
    “It’s been a couple of days, Gabe,” she reminded me. “I think it’s safe to go to her now.” 
 
    Again, because we were family, and I had no shame in front of them, I said, “I think I’m scared of my reception. I can take anger. I can take rage. I can take sadness. I can take a lot of reactions from her. But I pray I don’t get indifference, or I don’t know what I’ll do.” 
 
    I could hear Adam clearing his throat. I wasn’t sure if I was making them uncomfortable, but they’d need to get over it. Embarrassing moments are what it meant to be a Buchanan. 
 
    I looked over at the man and smirked. “Any advice for a man whose wife wants to divorce him?” 
 
    He glanced over at Maggie and laughed a little. “Uh, fortunately, I’ve never been faced with an argument big enough to throw around threats of divorce, but Maggie has been mad as hell at me a few times in our lives.” Maggie chuckled, but didn’t add any of her cents. “So, the only thing I can tell you when faced with an angry woman…well, you can cup your balls, drop to your knees, and beg for forgiveness. Orrr, you can take control of the situation and her, and show her the real man inside you, that she seems to have forgotten is in there.” 
 
    Maggie looked over at him. “That’s your advice?” 
 
    I laughed and winked at Maggie. “Thanks, Adam. That sounds like perfect advice. I think I’ll keep that in mind later tonight.” I hope Justice was ready, because I was coming for her. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 19 
 
    Justice~ 
 
    Much like a couple of weeks ago, I ignored the buzzing of my phone. And then I ignored the ringing of it, too. 
 
    Besides Gabriel, there’s only one other person who would call me, and she was here at the bar with me. So, that meant the calls and texts could only be from Gabriel, and I was having too good of a time to let him ruin it. 
 
    Beatrice and I were four beers and two tequila shots in when I finally ended my Gabriel tale and told her all. She was shocked, flabbergasted and stunned by my little love story, but she didn’t disappoint. “Jesus Christ, Justice,” she uttered. “How did you manage to keep this all to yourself all these years?” 
 
    I shrugged a buzzed shoulder. “I never had real friends growing up. I was used to solving my own problems. I guess I just kept with tradition.” 
 
    She turned on her barstool and leaned into me. “Okay,” she began, “don’t think me a total classless whore, but you gotta tell me, Just. Is Gabriel as good in the sack as he looks like he should be?” 
 
    I let out a drunken laugh because the answer was pathetic. “I don’t know,” I answered, honestly. “I’ve never slept with anyone else, Bea. He could totally suck, and I wouldn’t know it.” She blinked twice and then busted out laughing. Soon we were both laughing like loons on our barstools. 
 
    When she finally got herself under control, she wiped the tears from her eyes and said, “Oh, my God, Justice, that is too funny.” 
 
    I stopped laughing, but my grin spread across my face. “It is not funny,” I argued. “It’s sadly true. I have no one to compare him to. He could be packing a small dick and not be able to fuck worth a damn and I wouldn’t know any better.” 
 
    She raised a brow as she shook her head at me. “You’ve been fucking the man for six years, Justice,” she countered. “Even if you have no other experience, you wouldn’t still be fucking him if he wasn’t making you cum on the regular.” 
 
    She had a point. 
 
    Besides, I’d never been a sheltered virgin. I knew the basics, and I knew the average penis was between five and six inches. Gabriel was packing a whopping nine. And, save for that one time, he’s never failed to make me orgasm. So, yeah, it was probably safe to say that he was good in bed. 
 
    “It doesn’t matter if he’s good in bed or not,” I continued, as her eyes widened at my words. “I’m sure I can find someone just as hot in the sack at whatever he’s been able to do.” 
 
    “Just-” 
 
    “So, what if he has a big dick,” I went on as if I wasn’t shocking her. “I’m sure if I look hard enough, I can find another man who’s just as gifted. As a matter of-” 
 
    “Justice!” 
 
    I leaned back and my brows rose. “What?” Bea just let out a deep sigh and shook her head. 
 
    And that’s when I knew. 
 
    Goddamn, motherfucking, hell. 
 
    I felt his hand run up the middle of my back until he clasped the nape of my neck in his large hand and squeezed. I could sense him leaning in and it was confirmed when I felt his breath on the shell of my ear. “If I were you,” he seethed, his voice dark and deadly. “I would choose my next words wisely, Justice.” 
 
    I shivered at the heat in his voice. Gabriel was pissed, and I sort of couldn’t blame him. No matter how we came to find ourselves here, I was his wife, and he had just overheard me talking about screwing other men for comparison. 
 
    I suddenly felt ashamed. 
 
    I was married-no matter how it came to be-and I was acting like I wasn’t. The very least I could do was wait until we were divorced to start…start behaving as if I wasn’t. 
 
    My stomached turned with alcohol, liquor and remorse as I remembered that I still wasn’t wearing my rings. It was one thing to be at work and not wanting anyone to ask questions; it was another thing to be at a bar drinking with my ring finger bare. 
 
    I wanted to find enough anger and resentment to convince myself that I didn’t owe Gabriel anything, but drunk or not, I recited wedding vows and I was rubbing them in the dirt. 
 
    I kept my eyes focused on Bea. “Wh…what are you doing here?” How did he find me? 
 
    “You have your locations on,” he informed me. “It wasn’t too hard to find you.” He squeezed my neck harder. “Sounds like you have quite the night planned.” 
 
    I turned my body to face him, but his hold on my neck was so firm, I couldn’t move. It wasn’t until he relinquished his hold on me a few seconds later that I realized it had been a power play. I looked up at his magnificently fuming eyes. “Wh…why are you looking for me?” Bea let out a small cough, but I ignored her. 
 
    “I tend to worry when my wife doesn’t answer my texts or phone calls,” he replied, his voice filled with controlled anger. 
 
    I was about to ask why was he calling me when Beatrice chimed in-out of curiosity or to diffuse the tension, I wasn’t sure. “Hi,” she said, smiling at Gabriel. “I’m Beatrice Easton, Justice’s friend.” 
 
    Gabriel worked his jaw and I could see him fighting to be cordial. His eyes finally left mine as he looked over at Bea. “Hello, Beatrice,” he said smoothly. “I’m Gabriel Buchanan, Justice’s husband.” 
 
    Bea grinned at him. “Yeah, I heard,” she replied. “I gotta admit, though. I’m kind of disappointed there was no Elvis. I mean, if you’re going to go drunken Las Vegas wedding, you gotta have an Elvis.” 
 
    Gabriel’s voice held no warmth. “I’m not sure what all Justice has told you, but the circumstances of our wedding do not make our marriage any less legal and binding,” he growled. 
 
    Bea threw her hands up in a surrendering motion. “Oh, hey,” she said, her buzz killed just like that, along with mine. “I have a pretty good guess as to what you’re thinking there, Husband-Man, but let me let you in on a little knowledge. Along with your snazzy Las Vegas wedding, Justice also told me about your lovely six-year courtship, so if your wife is sitting here without her rings on, talking about looking for dick…well, it’s not because I dragged her here, that’s for sure.” 
 
    Gabriel stepped forward until he was standing next to me. “An admitted mistake I am doing my best to rectify,” he snapped back. 
 
    Bea leaned back and smiled. “I sure hope so,” she replied. “Justice is an amazing woman, and even though all the evidence points to you being a dick, I don’t think you are.” I looked up and saw Gabriel cock his head at her; not sure where she was going with her ramblings. “I think she should give you a chance.” 
 
    I gasped and narrowed my eyes at the traitor. “Beatrice!” 
 
    She looked at me and shrugged. “That’s just my opinion, though.” And then the hussy winked at me. 
 
    “So, then, you don’t mind if I drag you guys out of here?” Gabriel asked, completing ignoring the fact that I was not in agreement with Bea. 
 
    “What? Why me, too?” she exclaimed, clearly losing focus of her betrayal. 
 
    Gabriel’s arm wrapped around my back, and my foolish body leaned into him. “Because I’m not leaving my wife’s best friend alone and drunk in a bar, Beatrice,” he explained calmly. But I knew the truth. Gabriel was being cordial and respectful, but the man was still pissed. He was just going to wait until we got home to unleash. 
 
    “I am perfectly sa-” 
 
    Gabriel held his hand up to stop her. “Get up like a good little drunken adventurer and follow us out or I will carry you, Beatrice,” he instructed, shocking the shit out of both of us. “I am doing my best to convince Justice to stay married to me. So, the last thing I’m going to do is leave her best friend behind in a bar just to hear about her being cut up into tiny pieces the next morning and having Justice really never forgive me. So….” He pulled out his wallet, nodded towards the bartender, and stepping in between me and Beat, dropped three one-hundred-dollar bills on the bar. 
 
    “Dude,” Beatrice deadpanned, eyeing the bills he threw on the bar. “How drunk do you think we are that warrants a three-hundred-dollar bar tab?” 
 
    Gabriel side-eyed her. “I don’t care if you guys only purchased one drink,” he retorted. “I will always pay for Justice and make sure she’s covered.” 
 
    Beatrice leaned her head to the side to look at me. “Look, I know he was a dick for six years, but come onnnnnnnn…” 
 
    I knew she was joking. And because we’d been friends for so long, I knew she wasn’t the type of person whose eyes twinkled over money or status, but her teasing comment put a huge spotlight on the fact that Gabriel was loaded. This is the first time we’ve ever been out in public together, and him overpaying my tab was making me hugely uncomfortable. I had been too mad in Vegas to make it an issue the first time, and too drunk to argue the rest of the time. 
 
    Ignoring Bea’s joke, I stood up, grabbed my purse and took out three twenties, tossing them on Gabriel’s pile. 
 
    “What are you doing?” he asked, eying the additional bills. 
 
    “Supporting myself,” I replied before walking out, leaving them to follow. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 20 
 
    Gabriel~ 
 
    I was pissed. 
 
    That was a given. 
 
    But, right now, I wasn’t sure what I was more pissed about; the fact that Justice was drunkenly rambling about comparing me to other men, or how she paid for her drinks even after I already laid down enough cash to cover their tab. 
 
    Beatrice had filled the car with her chatterbox ways all the way to her place, but once we dropped her off at her apartment, the drive to Justice’s had been endured with loud as fuck silence. 
 
    Now, we were back at Justice’s apartment, and the second she had unlocked the front door, she had headed to the bathroom and was in the shower inside three minutes of our arrival. I had used her shower time to change out of my suit into a blue tank top and white basketball shorts. I was sitting on the bed when she walked out, and I almost broke a molar when I saw that she was dressed in a pair of pajama pants and a sleep t-shirt. 
 
    Once upon a time, Justice changed in front of me if she was wearing any clothes, at all. 
 
    I honestly wondered how much more of this I could take. 
 
    I watched as she removed the towel from her hair, and she started towel drying her rainbowed strands. 
 
    Christ, I loved that about her. 
 
    She had grown up poor and lived in a trailer park. She sported used clothes, and she had to work for everything she had. But her circumstances never dimmed her shine. Instead of worrying that rainbow colored hair or bright lipstick might make her seem weird, she embraced her varying expressions of herself. 
 
    “Why did you add money to the tab that was clearly covered, Just?” The talking about other guys took a backseat to the money, simply because there was no way she’d be fucking someone else, no matter how much shit she talked. 
 
    Her hands stopped mid-dry, and she looked over at me. She was silent for a few seconds, as if she was choosing her wording, but then she said, “I can buy my own drinks, Gabriel.” 
 
    This girl was going to be hell on my dental plan. “I never implied that you couldn’t,” I replied. “But, as the man in this relationship, I pick up the tab, Justice. Always.” 
 
    She turned to face me full-on, hair drying all but forgotten. “I’ve been paying my own way since I was old enough to hold down a job, Gabriel. That shit doesn’t just suddenly come to an end because you’re blessed enough to be able to scatter hundreds around with no consequence.” 
 
    I stood up and walked towards her. I stopped once I was standing directly in front of her. I looked down into her pretty blue eyes. “I’ve got news for you, baby. That shit came to an end the second you said, ‘I do’. I pay for everything moving forward, and if I’m not around, then you use my credit cards until we add you to all my accounts. Bec-” 
 
    Justice’s eyes rounded and she took a step back from me; her face pure disbelief. “Are you out of your mind?” She didn’t give me a chance to assure her I was very sane. “I am not…you’re crazy if you think…No. Just no,” she said, adamantly shaking her head at me. 
 
    I put my hands on my hips. “No, what?” 
 
    “I’m not taking your money, Gabriel,” she scoffed. “There’s no way in hell I’m touching your money.” 
 
    I definitely need to make a dentist appointment. “It’s not my money, Justice,” I growled. “It’s our money.” 
 
    She looked at me as if I just sprouted two horns on my head. “It is most definitely not our money, Gabriel. It’s Buchanan money and I am not a Buchanan.” 
 
    I had her back flat up against the wall before she could take her next breath. “I’m fucking done playing games with you, Justice,” I snarled in her face. “You are a Buchanan. You should have been a Buchanan years ago, but I was a jerk. I admit that. I admit that and I’m so fucking sorry for how I took you for granted all those years.” Her eyes started to shine with resentful tears, but I was way past letting her tears sway me. I was going to take motherfucking control just like Adam advised. “I plan on spending the rest of my days making it up to you, but from this second forward, you will stop talking about divorce, other men, or how you’re not a Buchanan or entitled to my money. You are my wife, Justice. And as such, I will always take care of you financially, emotionally and sexually. Me, and only me!” 
 
    Justice squared her shoulders and met me head-on. “And if I don’t? Then what, Gabriel? How are you planning to control me, exactly?” 
 
    I need all women of the world to stop right now and pay attention to this moment in time. 
 
    Do not ever challenge a man to prove he’s a man. 
 
    Nope. 
 
    Just don’t do it. 
 
    It will never end well for any parties involved. 
 
    A pussy will back down, or possibly, become cruel to make you feel beneath him. 
 
    A man? 
 
    A real man? 
 
    Well, he’s going to lose his motherfucking mind, exactly how I did. 
 
    I stormed over to the dresser in the corner and yanked open her jewelry box, spilling its contents all over the goddamn place, until my eyes found Justice’s wedding rings tucked in the placement folds of the box. I jerked those sonsofbitches out of the box, stormed my way back to Justice-who, incidentally, was looking at me all wide-eyed and bewildered-grabbed her hand and jammed those motherfuckers back on her ring finger. 
 
    She closed her hand into a fist; trying to keep the rings on, or ready to deck me, I wasn’t sure. But her voice trembled when she tried to speak. “G…Gab...riel…” 
 
    I held her immobile against the wall, my body blocking any movement. I leaned down until my face was in the crook of her neck and my voice filled her ear. “Try me, Justice,” I whispered, as my hand came up and wrapped around her throat. “Because if there’s one thing you know, as evident by the money you tossed on the bar tonight, is that I have the money to ruin any man who comes near you.” I squeezed her throat, and praise Jesus, she couldn’t stop the little moan that escaped her lips. “I, also, have enough money to fight a divorce for-fucking-ever, Justice. For. Fucking. Ever.” 
 
    Keeping my hand wrapped around her throat, I pulled back so I could look at her face. Her eyes were closed, and she was biting her lower lip. I counted it as a victory because, while I might not know her favorite movie, I knew exactly what she looked like when she was turned on. 
 
    And Justice was turned on. 
 
    I planted one hand flat against the wall next to her head, while the one I had wrapped around her throat slid downward, over her tits, past her stomach and into the elastic waistband of her pajama pants. Her little scrap of lace offered no protection against my fingers. She moaned, and I took advantage of how well I knew her body. 
 
    Justice loved to get finger fucked. 
 
    She once confessed that it made her feel dirty. She liked the idea of being fucked without being fucked. 
 
    My fingers slipped inside her tight, wet warmth and I curled my finger, finding her magic spot easily. I’ve spent the last six years doing nothing but fuck this woman, I knew everything it took to make her shameless. Justice started moaning and her hands wrapped around the forearm of the hand that was inside her pants. 
 
    I leaned back down, so I could whisper in her ear as I added another finger to my assault on her pussy. “Tell me you don’t want me, Justice,” I taunted. We both knew she did. She was a soaking wet mess. “Tell me you don’t love how good I fuck you.” 
 
    “Please, Gabriel…” 
 
    I knew she was battling with telling me to go to Hell or begging me to make her cum. And I knew she was going to loathe her weakness come morning, but I didn’t care. I was fighting for my life here. I placed a soft kiss on the slope of her neck and her entire body shivered. I started jamming my fingers harder and deeper into her cunt and she couldn’t disguise the sounds of her pleasure. 
 
    I kept fingering her until she let out a deep moan and I could feel her body’s minor contractions, getting ready for her to explode. I gave her a couple of more pumps and then I removed my fingers from her body and took a step back. 
 
    At first, she looked lust worn, and I knew she was waiting for me to undress, but as I just stood there, confusion flittered across her pretty face. “Gabe?” 
 
    I crossed my arms over my chest, her scent on my fingers driving me crazy, and arched a brow. “Say it,” I demanded. 
 
    Her confusion gave way to shock and then anger. “So, withholding sex is your way of making me cave?”, she asked, pissed as hell. “Well, fuck you, Gabriel Buchanan. Fuck. You.” 
 
    I was back standing in front of her, my hand around her throat again. “Fuck me?” I snapped. “Very well, Justice.” We’d see who was fucked by morning. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 21 
 
    Justice~ 
 
    I was a fucking idiot. 
 
    Seriously certified. 
 
    I could probably speak on a world tour helping people to not be fucking idiots. 
 
    I could go on Oprah. That’s how seriously fucked up I was. 
 
    The strong, independent woman in me wanted to kick Gabriel out of my apartment and tell him to go get fucked and never come back. 
 
    The lovesick, weak, horny woman in me was very aware of his hand around my throat and how wet my panties had become without reaching fulfillment. 
 
    And the sad truth was, that even though all we’ve ever done was have sex, sex with Gabriel was a life changing experience every time. I didn’t have to sleep with other men to verify just how good Gabriel was in bed. The man had no limits. Over the years we’ve done some of the most wicked things, and the fact that we’ve learned how to do those things together…well, it meant something to me. But because I didn’t want to look like a weakling, I issued him a challenge. 
 
    “Prove it’s not just about sex,” I said, looking deeply into his angered green gaze. “If you can fuck me all night long, and at the same time, proving that we’re not all just about sex…I’ll…I won’t get a divorce.” 
 
    Gabriel’s eyes dilated and the corner of his lip lifted in the most cockiest manner. He thought he knew me so well, that he’s already won. “No more talk about divorce. Not ever taking your rings off ever fucking again. Not another word about other men. And no more talk about how our money is my money,” he stipulated. 
 
    I lifted my chin. He was going to lose, so it wasn’t that big of a hardship to agree. “Fine,” I conceded. “We’ll still have a lot of things to work out, but I’ll treat this like a real marriage, and we’ll work through those issues like a real couple.” 
 
    This time he full-on grinned, causing his dimples to really pop and making me weak-kneed. “Oh, baby,” he cooed as he tightened his hand around my neck. “I don’t even know where to begin.” 
 
    I didn’t comment, but my body started humming when Gabriel started undressing me. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of my panties and pulled them down over my legs, along with my pants, and I dutifully stepped out of them. 
 
    Next, he whipped my t-shirt up over my head, and just like that, I was standing before him completely naked, eagerly awaiting what was to come next. 
 
    I watched with bated breath as Gabriel dropped to his knees and my breath hitched when he hooked my right leg over his shoulder. Sweet Jesus. My head dropped back, my eyes closed, and my fingers swam through his dark hair at the first swipe of his gifted tongue. Gabriel was an expert at everything he did in bed and eating pussy was no exception. 
 
    “Oh, God…” I moaned just like he knew he could make me. 
 
    Gabriel growled, and the vibrations teased my pussy and my left leg bent a little in sublime pleasure. His hands were cupping the back of my thighs, holding me up, as he kept his face buried between my thighs. Each lick was long, firm, and languidly fluid between my folds. Maybe being married to him for the rest of my life wasn’t such a bad idea, after all. 
 
    I was deep in thought about his skills when he paused long enough to say, “I’m not going to stop fucking with your pussy until you’ve cum so many times, it actually hurts you.” I felt a pang in my chest at his words. He was doing the complete opposite of what I challenged him to do. He was making this all about sex and I wanted more. 
 
    Gabriel must have sensed the shift in my mood because, all of the sudden, he stood up, and lifting me so that my legs and arms were wrapped around him, he walked us to the bed and laid me down, covering me with his rock-hard body. 
 
    I closed my eyes and waited for his invasion, absolutely positive he was going to tear into me, but instead, he kissed his way back down my body and picked up where he had left off. 
 
    Gabriel used his big, strong hands to spread my legs wide, and this time, there wasn’t any place that could hide. He had full access to my core, and he started making out with my pussy. He used his tongues, his lips and his fingers to fill me up and take me to the edge. 
 
    The pressure he applied to my clit over, and over again, with the swipe of his tongue had me barreling over the edge in record time. And that brought on the realization that this is the first time Gabriel and I have been in each other’s company and we hadn’t been fucking every second of it. 
 
    My heart broke as I grabbed onto his hair and pulled. “Gabriel,” I managed to utter as tremors racked my body and turned my mind into a traitor. 
 
    I could feel Gabriel peppering kisses all along the inside of my thighs and it was the sweetest torture. And then he did something…well, odd. 
 
    Or, maybe not odd, but something he’s never done before. 
 
    He kissed a path of pecks down the inside of my right leg until he reached my ankle, and then he started back up on my other leg. 
 
    My body was still coming down off my high when he positioned himself back in between my legs and start lapping up my cream. “I want the taste of you on my tongue every fucking day, Justice,” he breathed right before he went back to eating my pussy. And because I was already sensitive from the first orgasm, it took only a few seconds for the second one to rush out in a tidal wave throughout my body. “Gabriel!” 
 
    “What, baby?” he murmured, as he started kissing his way up my body. 
 
    I couldn’t speak when he reached my breasts and took the right peak into his mouth and started sucking and nipping away at it. Gabriel held one breast in his hand as he licked and sucked, and his other hand was now snaking its way down my body until his fingers teased my sensitive nub passing over to enter my body. Gabriel sunk two fingers into my still twitching pussy, and it felt glorious. 
 
    He curled those digits and was pushing them in and out of my body, making sure to hit my g-spot with each entry. Gabriel was going to make me cum again, and I wasn’t sure if my body would be able to handle it. 
 
    And while most girls wouldn’t complain about multiple orgasms, I wanted Gabriel buried deep inside me. I wanted that connection that kept us in each other’s lives all these years later. “Gabriel, please…” I pleaded. 
 
    “Please, what?” he mumbled, his mouth still full of my nipple and breast. I didn’t have big boobs, and my body was pretty petite versus being curvy, but Gabriel always made me feel like a goddess in bed. 
 
    “Fuck me,” I begged, shamelessly. The one thing Gabriel’s inhibitions in the bedroom did for me was that I wasn’t afraid or embarrassed to ask for what I wanted. No suggestion was too shocking for Gabriel and nothing that ever came out of my mouth turned him off. 
 
    I remember the first time I was on my period and Gabriel had come over after school to have sex. He had immediately gone for the button on my jeans, and when I had broken the news to him that I had started my period that morning, he had gone into the bathroom, grabbed a towel and laid it across my bed. When I had asked him what the hell was he doing, he had said I was out of my mind if I thought a little bit of blood was going to keep his cock from being buried inside my pussy. 
 
    I had been shocked, appalled and embarrassed. But more than that, I had been turned on. It had turned me on knowing that Gabriel wanted me above what was polite in society. Throughout our lives together, Gabriel has neglected in giving me a lot of things but making me feel desired has never been one of them. 
 
    “Nu uh, baby,” he said as he moved to work on my other breast, still pumping me full of his fingers. 
 
    I opened my eyes and lifted my head to look down at him. “What do you mean, ‘nu uh’?” 
 
    He didn’t stop what he was doing with his fingers, but he took his mouth off my tit long enough to look at me and say, “I have every intention of fucking you with my fingers and my tongue until you can’t cum anymore, Justice. And the second you’re passed out on this bed, I’m going to go take a shower and rub one out, then come back in here and sleep with you in my arms.” 
 
    There’s. No. Fucking. Way. 
 
    “How…but,” I stuttered like a fool. “I want you inside me, Gabriel.” 
 
    “Not as badly as I want to prove to you that you’re not just here for me to fuck,” he snapped, his green eyes on fire and his jaw clenched. “You have never just been someone convenient that I fucked.” 
 
    His fingers stabbed into my body and the rust in his voice had me confused. I didn’t know what I was supposed to be feeling in this moment. Lust was clashing with sense and I didn’t know which one was winning. My hips lifted, forcing him to go deeper, forcing him to make me cum. But my mind was trying to concentrate on his words. “Gab-” 
 
    “I’ve loved you since I was 15 years old,” he went on. “Whether you believe me or not doesn’t change that fact. I love you. I’ve always fucking loved you and I’m going to prove it to you when I get up and take care of my dick on my own when we both know you’ll let me do whatever the fuck I want to you.” 
 
    Hours later, I passed out crying without Gabriel having put his dick inside me not once. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 22 
 
    Gabriel~ 
 
    I was sitting in my office with Cort Christensen and I was two seconds away from telling him to suck my dick. 
 
    I’m not sure who he thought he was dealing with, or why he’d think that I was somehow weak in my job, but the asshole was going to learn really quick what it meant to be a Buchanan. Yeah, Mason was the most brutal out of us all because he was a stone-cold shark, but the rest of us weren’t pussies. 
 
    Mason trusted all of us to pull our weight. He didn’t live in our professional pockets or check on us constantly. He let us do our thing, and he knew we were just as capable as he was. We’d all been walking the hallways of BI since we could walk. We knew our shit. All four of us. 
 
    So, why this motherfucker thought he could come in here and bully me was beyond me. 
 
    I leaned forward and placed my arms on my desk. I took in Cort Christensen’s hundred-dollar haircut that I’m pretty sure was highlighted because that was just too much blonde on a person. I took in his brand name, tailored suit and his shiny wingtips. I took in how he did his best to come off casual, but his posture was tight. And, most of all, I took in how his eyes squinted when saying certain keywords. 
 
    Fuck this motherfucker. 
 
    After listening to this tool rattle off a practice speech about how our marking to date isn’t creating a confidence in him, cementing his decision to use BI as his investment firm, I finally spoke. “While I appreciate your candor, Cort,” Who names their fucking kid Cort? And if his real name is Courtney, then go by Courtney, for fuck’s sake. “I’m a bit confused.” 
 
    He smirked as if he was dealing with an amateur. “What exactly are you confused about, Gabriel?” 
 
    I cocked my head at the fucker. “I’m confused as to what, exactly, you’re doing here? Why did you schedule a meeting to meet with me?” 
 
    Cort’s cocky grin slipped a bit, but he quickly recovered. “I’ve recently come into a windfall of sorts and I was looking for an investment firm to work with. BI’s financial investment division is reputed to be one of the best in the country.” He shrugged a shoulder. “I’m simply shopping around.” 
 
    You know what’s worse than assholes with money? People who become assholes because they suddenly got money. And that’s what Cort Christensen was. A dirtbag who got lucky and now he thought he was someone. 
 
    I gave him a quick understanding nod and leaned back in my chair. “Well, see, Cort,” I said, not bothering to hide the condescending tone in my voice. “One minute you’re telling me BI is lacking in client confidence, but just now, you’re telling me about BI’s stellar reputation. So, just be straight with me and tell me what it is you’re hoping to accomplish here today.” 
 
    “A beneficial partnership, of course,” he retorted, and I wanted to tell him to kiss my beneficial ass. “I think I should get all my investment fees and commissions waived for the first year until BI has proven itself to be the firm to handle my monies.” 
 
    Thank God, Michael went into Human Resources. He would have cleaned this asshole’s clock after the second sentence that had come out of his mouth, questioning our reputation and abilities. 
 
    “Well, Cort…we’ve never done that before for any client, and some of our clients have been with us for decades,” I replied as professionally as I could. “There’s no way I’d consider doing that now.” 
 
    And like a tool with newfound money, he said, “You do you realized we’re talking millions here, right?” 
 
    I’ve never felt any particular way about my family’s money, but we were a foot into the billions ever since Mason took over Buchanan Industries, superseding my father’s one-billion milestone. I gave two fucks about Cort Christensen’s millions. “Cort,” I said again, because it just fascinated the hell out of me that someone would go by that ridiculous name. “I don’t care if our clients have invested a hundred million dollars with us or twenty dollars. We treat all our investment clients with equal respect and importance.” 
 
    He arched a perfectly groom blonde brow and tried to sick my big brother on me. “I wonder what Mason Buchanan would say if he knew his newest employee was thumbing his nose at millions of dollars worth of investments.” 
 
    This motherfucker. 
 
    My next move was motivated by my dislike for this asshole, my lack of sleep, my pissed off dick and the fact that Justice and I had to work today, dragging us both out of bed. “Well, why don’t we find out,” I said, already picking up the phone and dialing Mason’s extension. 
 
    My brother’s voice came over the phone. “What’s up?” 
 
    “Hope I’m not bothering you, Mason,” I said into the phone, while my eyes were locked onto Cort Christensen’s sleazy blue ones. 
 
    “No bother, Gabriel. How may I help you?” he asked, and I could tell by the professionalism in his voice he knew he was on speaker and he knew there was a reason he was on speaker. 
 
    “I have Cort Christensen in my office who’s thinking of investing with us,” I stated, professionally. “However, BI’s marketing hasn’t impressed him much, and he wants to invest only if he gets all fees and commissions waived for the first year, until we’ve proven ourselves, of course.” Mason’s silence had me almost laughing. “When I explained that we don’t make these kinds of…concessions, he thought maybe this proposal should be run by my boss-that’s you, by the way-because a few million is nothing to scoff at.” 
 
    I wanted to use this moment of silence to pull out my phone and record Cort’s reaction to whatever Mason was going to say next, but I was trying to be my professional best. 
 
    “I see,” Mason replied, his voice cold and dark. “Well, Cort. May I call you Cort?” 
 
    The idiot sat up in his chair and leaned forward. “Yes, Mason,” he replied, and I couldn’t stop myself from wincing when he said Mason’s name. 
 
    “Well, Cort,” Mason repeated. “I think the first thing I should clear up is that I am not Gabriel’s boss.” I watched as Cort’s face paled a bit. He thought he knew what he was going up against, but no one knows what they’re going up against when dealing with Mason. “Buchanan Industries is owned evenly by Gabriel Buchanan, Aiden Buchanan, Michael Buchanan and myself.” 
 
    “Uh…” Cort’s confidence was waning rapidly. 
 
    “Second, Buchanan Industries doesn’t need to prove itself to any-goddamn-body,” Mason snapped, his psychotic side making an appearance. “If you had any idea, at all, what BI represented, you’d know that we deal in billions every day. You think you can walk into this building and bully us with your several millions? Do yourself a favor and be gone from Gabriel’s office before I decide to blackball you from every major investment firm in the country. SMA, Global, Inc. included, as Julian Moretti is a good friend of mine.” 
 
    This time I couldn’t contain my immaturity. “Thanks, Mase,” I said, smiling into the phone. After hanging up, I stood up and Cort Christensen stood with me. “Well, as you can see, we won’t be doing business together, Cort.” 
 
    “Oh, wait,” he said, stammering. “I…maybe we got off on the wrong foot.” 
 
    “No, actually we didn’t,” I corrected. “Five minutes into our meeting, I already knew you were a dirtbag, Cort. Now, do us both a favor and just leave before you make a bigger ass of yourself. Because, if there’s one thing that Mason Buchanan is not, it’s a show-boater. He’ll fuck your life up if you don’t watch yourself.” 
 
    Cort Christensen did his best to pick his dignity up off the floor, but he was failing. So, I just stood there smiling at him as he made his way to the door without uttering another word. 
 
    What a fucktard. 
 
    Once the door shut behind him, I dropped back down in my seat and just laughed. God, I needed that. Last night had been brutal and not just because my dick was untouched while I spent all night fingers, face and tongue deep in Justice’s pussy, but because my entire future hindered on whether I had proven that she was more than just an easy lay to me. 
 
    I had to be at work so early this morning; I had left Justice sleeping, so I didn’t even know if all my efforts had proven futile or not. 
 
    God, I hope they did. 
 
    Needing something to center me, I dialed Michael. He answered mid-ring. “Yeah?” 
 
    “Jesus, Mike,” I chuckled. “Were you staring at your phone or something?” 
 
    He laughed. “No, you fuck. I was about to make a call when my phone rang, you ass.” I laughed. “So, what’s up?” 
 
    I cut right to the heart of the matter. “I have a wife who doesn’t believe I love her,” I said, knowing he already knew this. 
 
    Michael sighed, and I felt it all the way in bones. “It’s the secrecy that’s the problem, Gabe.” 
 
    Secrecy? “What do you mean?” 
 
    “You’re married, Gabe, and people still don’t know about her,” he pointed out. “You’ve been in love with this girl since you were 15, and yet, nobody knows that but your family. And now, six years later, you’re married to this girl, and still, nobody knows it. Why would she believe that you love her?” 
 
    Well, motherfucker. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 23 
 
    Justice~ 
 
    I unlocked the door to my apartment, and all I wanted to do was take a long, hot bubble bath. I was so exhausted from last night/this morning, that I wanted to bathe and crash out. I didn’t even care about dinner or if Gabriel was going to make his commute today or not. 
 
    Last night had been some serious fucked up business in psychological warfare. 
 
    And Gabriel won. 
 
    He spent all night pleasuring my body until he reached his goal and the orgasm became painful and uncomfortable. It was unlike anything I’d ever heard of, and he kept up the torture all the while not finding any release himself. 
 
    I wasn’t an asshole, though. I had challenged him, and he rose to the challenge. I needed to keep my word and try to make our marriage work. I just didn’t know how. Six years of sleeping with the man, but I had no idea how to be in a relationship with him. 
 
    And, then, there’s the money. 
 
    God, the money. 
 
    There was no way I was putting my name on any of Gabriel’s accounts. 
 
    No. Fucking. Way. 
 
    I’d be willing to let him pay my rent and utilities if he needed to prove he was the breadwinner, but there was no way I was going to give myself access to his money. Nope. Not happening. 
 
    I was pulling a couple of towels out of the linen closet when the doorbell rang, and I actually contemplated freezing in place, hoping that whoever it was would go away. But when the bell sounded second time, I told myself to quit being a tool and answer the damn door. 
 
    When I pressed my eye to the peephole, I saw Gabriel’s profile and wondered what he was doing knocking? And why the hell was he off work so early? I swung the door open, and when Gabriel turned towards me and smiled, I realized why he had knocked instead of letting himself in. 
 
    What the hell was Michael Buchanan doing here? 
 
    I opened the door and stepped to the side, letting him in. I shut the door and turned to him, crossing my arms over my chest. “Gabriel’s not here, Michael,” I said, positive that’s the reason he was here. I mean, why else would Michael Buchanan make an hour’s drive commute if not to see his twin? 
 
    He ignored me, making himself comfy on the couch. Once he got comfortable, he grinned up at me and it gave me chills how gorgeous he was. Michael had a small sliver of a scar underneath his eye that he’s always had since I’ve ever known him, and that was the only way I could tell them apart physically. 
 
    And while he was Gabriel’s exact replica, Michael had an aura about him that made him untouchably stunning, whereas Gabriel was hot as sin. 
 
    “I’m not here for Gabe, Justice,” he answered through his smile. “I’m here to see you.” 
 
    My arms dropped to my side and nervousness took over. I’ve never spoken with Michael in any real capacity growing up. He’d greet me, make a casual remark or tease a little, but we’ve never really spoken or had a conversation. “Wh…why?” 
 
    Michael cocked his head at me and kept his smile in place. Those damn dimples were fucking with me. “Why don’t you come sit down, Sis,” he instructed as he patted the cushion next to him. 
 
    No fucking way was I sitting next to this man. He might be here to chop me up into little pieces because I was making his brother unhappy. Nope. Instead, I took the armchair facing the couch, and did my best to ignore the pang in my chest when he called me Sis. “What are you doing here, Michael?” I wasn’t a coward, but the last time this man was in my apartment, I was screaming at his brother like a certified psycho. 
 
    “Do you love my brother?” he asked, point blank. 
 
    I’m sure my face conveyed my shock. I was not expecting him to get so personal, so quickly. It was a few seconds before I could answer. “Y…” I cleared my throat. If we were going to do this, I didn’t want to sound like a tool. “Yes, I do.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    This time I didn’t even try to mask my shock at his question. I was completely dumbfounded as that was not a question I was expecting. “W…what do you mean, why?” 
 
    Michael leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees, clasping his hand together in front of him. “I mean exactly that, Justice,” he replied smoothly. “Why do you love Gabriel?” 
 
    Was this a test? 
 
    “I…well…” I trailed off, not sure how to answer him. 
 
    His brows rose. “You don’t know why you love my brother?” But before I could answer, Michael went on. “See, that’s the one thing I don’t understand with all of this. You accused my brother of some serious neglect-to which he fully admits to-but to hear what you think of him…well, why would you love someone who mistreated you? How could you fall in love with someone who treated you badly? I’m not accusing you of anything, or trying to insult your feelings, Justice. I just want you to help me understand, if you will.” 
 
    I stared at his face and saw Gabriel and my eyes started to water. I didn’t know the answer to Michael’s question because a little bit of the truth was starting to seep through the cracks of my righteousness. 
 
    Gabriel didn’t mistreat me, per se. Whenever we were together, he was always attentive and spent every second being wrapped around me in some way, shape or fashion. Those times were wonderful. It was the times when he was away that were sad and unbearable. 
 
    Michael’s smile faded into a small, understanding grimace. “Can I tell you what I think?” I nodded mutely, tears still in my eyes. “I think you fell in love with Gabe because Gabe’s a great guy. I think you fell in love with him because all the times he was with you, he was really with you. Nothing outside you guys being together matter to Gabriel, and you can’t tell me he didn’t show you that side of him,” he said, defending his brother. “Gabriel fell in love with you three days after meeting you, Justice. He fell in love with you and didn’t know anything else after that. I can see why you would think that it was just sex for him, but if it was just sex…what made you fall in love with him?” 
 
    The tears fell as Michael made me relive every time I’ve ever been with Gabriel through a new set of eyes. They fell as I remembered all the times Gabriel would jump on me the second he saw me, consuming me, as if he hadn’t seen me in years. I remembered all the times he would massage and worship my body in between bouts of sex. I remembered the bubble baths. I remember all the dinners we cooked together. I remembered the little notes he’d leave me after I fell asleep. 
 
    But what I remember most was the night we lost our virginities. I had blocked out his words because I had been too young, too nervous and too enthralled with Gabriel Buchanan to actually understand what they had meant at the time. But I understood now. 
 
    Gabriel had covered me with his body, and piercing me with those intense green eyes of his, he had said, “Years from now you’re never going to have to search the back of your mind to remember this night, Justice, because I plan on giving you this night for the rest of your life.” 
 
    I had thought he just meant that a girl never forgets her first. But I can see how he meant that I was never going to forget my first because he would also be my last. 
 
    I covered my face with my hands and just started crying. I felt Michael’s arms, and I leaned into him as he held me, letting me cry it all out. After a few minutes, I sobbed, “I’ve been so horrible to him, Michael.” 
 
    He let out an exaggerated scoff. “Well, let’s not get carried away here,” he joked. “The man still owes you a movie night, for Christ’s sake.” 
 
    And just like that, I started laughing into his arms. 
 
    We sat in silence for a while as he let me get my emotions under control. When he was certain I wasn’t going to lose it again, he said, “My brother loves you, Justice. Make him pay for being an insensitive jerk, but don’t pay him for not loving you, because that’s not a price that belongs on his head.” 
 
    He was right. “Thank you, Michael,” I whispered, meaning it with every fiber of my broken heart. 
 
    Before he could comment, another knock at the door sounded. I jerked in Michael’s arms, a little startled by who it could be. I stood up and looked down at Michael. “How bad do I look?” 
 
    He grinned. “Pretty bad.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes, wiped off my face, and headed to the door. I was such a wreck; I didn’t bother to look through the peephole. 
 
    I really, really, really should have looked through the peephole. 
 
    On the other side of the thresh hold stood my parents, Buck and Leah Hillman. 
 
    “What in the hell are you two doing here?” I gasped, stunned. I mean, I hadn’t seen my parents since I moved out of our trailer, the day I turned 18 years old. 
 
    Buck’s eyes narrowed, while Leah plastered on a fake as fuck smile. “Oh, don’t be like that, Justice, honey,” Leah cooed. “We heard you got married and well, we’re here to congratulate you.” 
 
    And just like that, I knew why there were here. 
 
    They heard I had gotten married, but more importantly, they heard who I had gotten married to. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 24 
 
    Gabriel~ 
 
    It was a miracle I hadn’t killed anyone on my drive over. 
 
    The second Michael had called me to tell me Justice’s parents had shown up at her doorstep, I was calling Mason and flying out of my office. 
 
    Justice’s parents were pieces of shit and them bothering her now could only mean one thing. They must have heard she got married and that she married me. I knew they’d be gone by the time I got there, but it still didn’t lessen my urgency. I trusted Michael, and I knew he’d protect her and put her parents in their place, but that was supposed to be my role and I needed her, and them, to know what exactly it means that Justice is a Buchanan now. 
 
    I made it to her apartment in record time, barely putting my car in park, before I was taking the stairs two at a time to get to her. 
 
    When I opened the door, I walked in to see Justice sleeping on the couch, her head in Michael’s lap. He was sitting up, his head hanging over the back of the couch, eyes closed, his right hand caressing Justice’s hair. 
 
    My heart lurched at the sight. I didn’t think it was ever going to be possible for me to ever stop appreciating my brothers. 
 
    I slowed my pace, but as I approached the couch, Michael’s eyes opened, and he turned his head to face me. I was about to ask him what happened, but he put his finger up to his lips to silence me. I nodded, showing him I understood, and then I watched as he, gently, lifted Justice’s head, maneuver around her and place her head back onto one of the throw pillows. 
 
    Michael jerked his head towards the hallway that led to the bedrooms and I followed. Once we were in Justice’s bedroom, I couldn’t control myself any longer. “What happened?” 
 
    Mike lifted a brow, indicating that he got a real, unfortunate dose of Buck and Leah Hillman. “Jesus, Gabe,” he breathed out. “It’s a wonder how she grew up to be such a good girl. Her parents are fucking horrible.” 
 
    I grimaced. “I know,” I agreed. “They’ve always been horrible. Hell, they never once ever tried to put a stop to me climbing into Justice’s window when we were in high school. As long as she didn’t ask them for anything and stayed out of trouble, they didn’t bother with her.” 
 
    Michael shook his head. “They showed up and said they had heard that Justice had gotten married and her mother tried to play it off as if their feelings had been hurt because they hadn’t been invited to the wedding.” I scoffed. “Right? I kind of just stood there standing behind her and watched as she refused to let them in the apartment.” Mike grinned. “Your girl has balls, Gabe.” 
 
    My chest filled with pride. Justice did have balls when they were warranted. “Yeah, she does.” 
 
    “Anyway, when her mom’s fake concern didn’t work, her dad started in all how she owed them and some other bullshit.” He shrugged a shoulder. “They wanted money.” 
 
    “I figured.” God, what fucking assholes. 
 
    Michael snorted. “Yeah, real pieces of work, those two.” 
 
    “So, what made them leave?” I was curious to see if Justice had gone ballistic on them or if Michael went all Grim Reaper. 
 
    “Justice was holding her own, and honestly, I don’t think they had even noticed me in the apartment. It was when her father tried to push his way inside that I made my appearance known.” 
 
    I had to smirk. I could only imagine how Michael made his presence known. “And how did you do that?” 
 
    He grinned. “I walked up behind her and pretended to be you.” I finally had to laugh. His grin turned into a mischievous smile. “I told them that since there were obviously here for money, then they must know that I-or, well, you-had enough money to make sure they were never heard from again.” 
 
    My eyes bulged, all laughter gone. “You threatened to have them murdered, Michael?” 
 
    Michael cocked his head and scoffed. “Why, yes, Gabriel,” he said, his voice sounding as logical as I’ve ever heard it. “Yes, I did threaten to have them murdered. And before you start praying for my soul, you know those two parasites, so I’m pretty confident you would have threatened to have them murdered your damn self.” 
 
    Okay. He had a point. 
 
    I shook my head at the bizaare nature of this conversation. “And what did Justice say when you threatened to murder her parents?” 
 
    My blood thirsty brother’s entire face lit up. “She told them she’d testify that it was self-defense if their bodies were ever found and we ended up in court.” 
 
    I chuckled. 
 
    My entire future flashed before my eyes and I saw myself having to keep Michael and Justice away from each other. Or have the best criminal lawyer in the country on retainer. 
 
    I took a deep breath as I realized I wouldn’t have it any other way. I looked over at the closest person in the world to me and my heart warmed like it did every time we were serious. “Thank, Mike,” I said, the gratefulness I had for him and my brothers cemented into my very core. “I appreciate it.” 
 
    He winked. “Don’t mention it.” 
 
    I was about to go check on Justice when a thought occurred to me. I looked back at Michael and my forehead furrowed. “What the hell are you doing here, anyway?” 
 
    Michael laughed and clasped his hand on my right shoulder. “I’m here saving your marriage,” he chortled. “You can thank me by naming your first kid after me.” 
 
    I scowled. “Aren’t Aiden and Denise supposed to name their first kid after you in thanks, too?” 
 
    His smile took up his entire face. “We can’t have too many Michaels in the family, Gabe.” 
 
    “You’re certifiable, you know that, right?” He just shrugged a shoulder, totally accepting his mental diagnosis. 
 
    We made our way back into the living room, with Michael taking leave, and me kneeling next to the couch, looking at my sleeping wife. 
 
    Justice was so beautiful with her crazy colored hair, her honest blue eyes, and her strong backbone. I’d had seen her around school before we were ever paired up on that project that I’ll forever be grateful for, but she had kept to herself and I still believed in my father’s depiction of females, so I never approached her; I never approached any girl. But three days into our project, she became the only thing that matter to me, outside my brothers. That’s why I never questioned Mason when he told us he fell in love with Shane at first sight. It’s, also, why I never questioned Aiden when he steamrolled Denise. I knew instant love existed because that motherfucker came after me when I was only 15 years old. 
 
    Now, I just had to prove it to Justice. 
 
    I reached out and started caressing her cheek. “Hey, baby…” I kept touching her until her eyes fluttered open. 
 
    She blinked herself awake and after a few seconds of studying my face, she whispered, “Gabriel…” 
 
    I smiled. “Hey, baby.” I stood up and stepped back as she stretched and became fully awake. 
 
    Justice sat up and her head started to swivel around, taking everything in. “Where’s Michael?” 
 
    “He just left,” I answered, and when her eyes met mine, I said, “He told me about your parents.” 
 
    Her ocean colored orbs rounded, and she stood up, placing her hands on her hips, facing me. “Can you believe those…those…those them?” she asked, affronted. “I…I couldn’t…Jesus, Gabriel. Had it not been for Michael, I might have beaten them with a lamp!” 
 
    I was definitely going to have to keep those two apart from now on. “Good thing you didn’t,” I deadpanned. “Blood splatter is always the weak link in manslaughter cases.” 
 
    She gave me a small smile before her hands left her hips and she started laughing. “This is not funny, Gabe.” 
 
    God, I loved it when she called me Gabe. Everyone called me Gabriel, except my family. Every now and again they’d call me with the familiarity of Gabe, even Shane and Denise, and I loved it. I only allowed the special people in my life to call me Gabe. My relationship with my mother was coming around, but I think her formal rearing will cause her to always call me Gabriel. 
 
    “No,” I agreed. “Capital Murder is not funny.” 
 
    Her nose scrunched up. “I thought it was only Capital Murder if you were murdering someone for money.” 
 
    Another thing we needed to talk about. Well, not murdering anyone for money, but about our money that she seemed to think was only my money. I looked at her, and knowing she was in a good, playful place, made me loathe having to bring up anything serious. But we needed to sit down and hash this shit out. After last night, I needed to know if I had won her trust and if she was going to keep her word about give me a chance to make this right. “We need to talk, baby.” 
 
    And just like I feared, her teasing disposition vanished, and her face took on a serious look. “I know, Gabriel,” she said. 
 
    I sat down on the couch and patted the cushion next to me. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 25 
 
    Justice~ 
 
    I sat down next to Gabriel and I knew from the look on his face he thought this wasn’t going to be pleasant. And before Michael’s visit, it might not have been. Oh, I would have stuck by our agreement, but I would still have been filled with a lot of resentment. 
 
    He turned to face me, and I did the same, making our knees touch. Gabriel took a deep breath and started. “Look, Just-” 
 
    “Gabriel,” I said, interrupting whatever he was about to say. “Can you…can I say something, and you just listen?” 
 
    He sighed. “Justice, I-” 
 
    I leaned into him. “Please, Gabriel.” He searched my eyes, and finally after a few seconds, he just nodded, letting me talk. “I love you, Gabriel.” His face softened, but his eyes looked heartbroken. I knew he thought I was leaving him. “I’ve loved you since I was 16 years old and…” I squared my shoulders and made sure to look him in the eye. I could admit where I might have been wrong. “And I…I guess I was focusing so much on what was missing, I failed to remember what wasn’t.” 
 
    Gabriel placed a hand on my knee. “Baby…” 
 
    My eyes teared up a little, but I didn’t let that stop me. “No. Just, please let me finish, Gabriel,” I pleaded. He mashed his lips together, removed his hand and nodded again. “Michael asked me if I was in love with you and why.” I let out a soft laugh at how Michael’s question had thrown me for such a loop. I had wanted to break away from Gabriel because I didn’t think he loved me and I wanted someone who did; someone who knew me and wanted to show me off, regardless of where I grew up. And because we primarily spent all our time together in bed, the other little things had taken a backseat to the things we had done outside the bedroom. We might have only gone as far as the living room or kitchen, but we’ve cooked together, laughed together, watched sports together. We’ve decorated my apartment for the holidays together. We’ve done a lot of things besides just have sex. It took Michael’s simple question to remind me of that.” 
 
    “Yeah, he told me he came over here to talk to you,” Gabriel confessed. 
 
    “Yeah,” I gave a low chuckle. “That man is something else.” 
 
    Gabriel gave me his first genuine smile since we sat down. “Yeah, he is,” he agreed. “But I wouldn’t trade him for anything in the world.” 
 
    My heart swelled at his words. Michael was Gabriel’s world, and it was clear by Michael’s visit that Gabriel was his. Most people would chalk it up to being a twin thing, but I think it was more. I think the Buchanans were just that tight-knit a group. 
 
    Suddenly, I couldn’t help myself. I climbed over Gabriel until I was straddling him, and I loved how his hands automatically went to my hips to hold me in place. I placed my hands on his chest and I found myself mesmerized by the beauty of his face. 
 
    God, I loved this man. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Gabriel.” 
 
    His green beauties rounded, and he reared his head back, his hands tightening on my hips. “What?” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I repeated. “I was so focused on what I wasn’t getting from you, I wasn’t giving you credit for the things you have given me.” 
 
    Gabriel’s shoulders sagged. “Baby…” 
 
    I ignored him. “I…I think I was confusing you not loving me the way I wanted you to with not loving me at all.” 
 
    “Justice, I-” 
 
    I interrupted again. “But, when Michael asked me why I loved you…what it was that made me fall in love with you, I realized…well, just because we didn’t go to dinner or the movies, that didn’t mean you weren’t doing other wonderful things with me, hence me falling in love with you.” 
 
    “Justice, I never meant to take you for granted,” he said, me finally letting him speak. “And I have nothing against going to dinner or the movies, but…” His hands came up to cradle my face. “God, I love you,” he whispered, going totally off track of what he was going to say. 
 
    I smiled. “Yeah?” 
 
    He placed his hands back on my hips and squeezed. “I should have asked you if there was anything I could do better,” he said, stunning me. “I made the mistake of thinking that because being in bed with you was enough for me, that it was enough for you.” 
 
    I pulled a face. “And I should have told you that I wanted more than just sex-a-thons with you.” I leaned in and placed a kiss on his lips. When I straightened, I repeated how sorry I was. “I’m really sorry, Gabriel.” 
 
    “Baby, you don’t know how happy I am to hear that, but there’s more here than our love for each other,” he replied. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Justice, we’re married,” he stressed the word ‘married’ as if I had suddenly forgotten. Trust me, it was hard to ignore the weight on my finger. 
 
    “I know,” I replied, not sure where he was going with this. 
 
    He sighed. “We can’t be in this limbo of a life anymore. Now that I know how you feel and we’re going to move forward with everything, we can’t keep living apart.” Before I could comment, he added, “And that includes how you feel about our money.” 
 
    I winced. 
 
    I couldn’t help it. 
 
    “Gabriel, I don’t need the kind of life that requires that kind of money,” I told him, honestly. “I have a job and it pays my bills and…and I can’t just become some wealthy, bored housewife.” 
 
    Gabriel started laughing. “Jesus Christ, woman. I’m not sure what you imagine us to be, but can you picture Shane and Denise sitting around all day sipping cocktails and talking about the latest handbag line?” 
 
    I recalled my brief encounter with the two women and how there was no hesitation in calling their husbands fools. They had also been dressed in casual wear and they didn’t seem hoity-toity. “No, I suppose not,” I agreed. 
 
    He gave me the most tender smile. “Justice, I don’t want to come off as if your life is interchangeable or as if your life here isn’t important or significant. And…and I’ll do the hour commute each way without any issue if that’s the decision we come to, but I’d like you to think over a couple of things first.” 
 
    I nodded. “Okay, what?” 
 
    “Shane needs an assistant,” he said, verifying that his sister-in-law was indeed down to earth. “She’s been trying to get by without one for the past two years, but she finally caved and confessed to needing one. I asked her if she’d be willing to give you an interview if you were willing.” 
 
    Wow. 
 
    “There’s also my condo,” he continued. “It’s bigger and has more space for when I knock you up.” 
 
    I gasped and slapped his chest. “Gabriel Buchanan!” 
 
    He laughed at me. “What?” 
 
    “That is not how a person describes a child created out of love,” I teased. 
 
    His dimples popped. “So, is that a yes?” 
 
    This was my entire future we were talking about, and while some people might cry nepotism, I wanted to be with Gabriel. It’s what I’ve wanted all along. “I’ll interview with Shane, but if she doesn’t pick me, I’ll still need to work, Gabriel.” I could see he was about to object, so I cut him off before he could even start. “I’ll let you pay all the bills and…and I’ll even let you put my name on your accounts. But, Gabe, I need to work. I need that…independence. So, if Shane doesn’t hire me, I’ll try to find a job in the city, and I’ll quit and move in with you when I do.” 
 
    I could tell it was killing him. But he gave me this. “Okay,” he breathed out. “I can…I can do that.” 
 
    “There’s also one more thing,” I said, hoping I wasn’t already becoming an entitled wife 15 minutes into this thing. “I don’t want to leave Bea behind. I know she’s happy working and living here, but…Gabriel, she’s my only friend.” 
 
    Gabriel tucked a stray lock of blue hair behind my ear as he looked at me. “Anything you want, Justice,” he replied. “Just say the word, baby.” 
 
    My eyes spilled. “Really?” 
 
    “She’ll have a job tomorrow if she wants it,” he confirmed, his hands at my face again, thumbing my tears away.” 
 
    I wrapped my arms around his neck, and I didn’t think I’d ever been as happy as I was right now. All my dreams were coming true. The biggest dream being that Gabriel Buchanan really did love me. “I love you, so much, Gabe.” 
 
    I could feel his heart beating against mine. “God, I hope so,” he whispered. “Because my life has been tied to yours since we were 15 years old. It’ll be tied to yours forever.” 
 
   


  
 

 Epilogue 
 
    Justice~ 
 
    It’s been six months since I started working as Shane’s assistant and I don’t think I’ve ever known someone as special as Shane Buchanan. She had a way of making you fall in love with her and she was just so damn…warm. 
 
    The last few months have also been a whirlwind of getting to know Mason, Aiden, Michael and Denise. At first, I couldn’t believe how welcoming they all were. They treated me as if I’d been socializing with them for years. It had been both sweet and humbling. 
 
    They were even super nice to Bea. Aiden was initially on board to hire her for his department, but Shane had said she could use an extra body, and what Shane says goes. 
 
    And I’d never been happier. 
 
    I was reviewing Shane’s calendar when Denise peaked her head into my office. “Hey, Sis?” 
 
    I looked over at her. “Hey, Dib-” 
 
    “Don’t,” she chuckled. 
 
    I laughed. “Whatcha need, Woman?” 
 
    Denise jerked her head to the side. “Emergency meeting in Mason’s office,” she grimaced. 
 
    Emergency? 
 
    “Is everything okay?” I asked, worried. 
 
    “Don’t know,” she said. “But I imagine if it was that bad, Gabriel and Aiden would have come running over here to get us by now.” 
 
    She had a point. One thing I can say about the Buchanan men is that they were borderline psychotic when it came to their wives. Gabriel included. 
 
    I locked out my computer, stood up and followed Denise to Mason’s office. As we approached his office door, Sophia came around the corner like a whirlwind. 
 
    Denise opened the door to Mason’s office, and walking in, I saw that everyone else was already in his office. My first thought was that he was really going to go ahead with his threat to sell the entire company off and live the rest of his life in bed with Shane. The guys claim that it’s just an inside joke, but something told me that Mason eighty percent meant it. 
 
    I automatically walked over to Gabriel, and the second I was close enough, his arm snaked out and he pulled me into his embrace. His arms were still my favorite place to be. 
 
    Once we were all situated, Mason cleared his throat, and I just knew he was selling the business and we were never going to see him or Shane ever again. “Thank you, guys, for dropping everything for this meeting…” 
 
    “We had a choice?” Michael asked, and I watched as he ducked a flying pen. Michael was always ducking random items. 
 
    Shane and Aiden laughed, but the rest of us waited with bated breath at Mason’s announcement. Well, at least, I was. 
 
    “Okay, okay, okay,” Mason said, a huge smile plastered across his face. “We just wanted to let you guys know that…” he looked down at his wife and winked at her. 
 
    Shane grinned up at him, and then turning back to face us, she blurted out, “I’m pregnant!” 
 
    Holy. Shit. 
 
    Mason and Shane Buchanan were going to have the next coming of Jesus. I mean, what else would a child born to Mason and Shane Buchanan be? 
 
    Everyone erupted in cheers, laughter and tears. Holy shit. The next generation of Buchanans was in the making. This kid was going to be the perfect mix of Shane’s sweet nature and Mason’s psychopathic tendencies. 
 
    He/She was going to be perfect. 
 
    When it was my turn to hug Shane, I whispered in her ear, “You’re going to be the most perfect mother in existence, Shane.” 
 
    She smiled, her entire face glowing. “I hope so.” 
 
    Before I could comment, Gabriel dragged into his arms. His smile was infectious. “We’re going to be the best aunt and uncle in the world,” he beamed. 
 
    “And parents?” I asked. “Do you think we’re going to be good parents?” 
 
    Gabriel smirked and his eye gleamed. “Let ditch this party and go do what it takes to find out?” 
 
    And we did. 
 
      
 
    The End. 
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