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He’s coming back.

He left and never contacted me.

Heck, why would he contact me when he has women knocking on his door daily?

I lift my hands and swipe them over my face while expelling a puff of air. Kicking the front door to my parents’ place shut, I turn. Mom’s standing there with a somber expression. 

I don’t need to tell her. “Oh honey. Are you okay?” She places the laundry basket in her grasp down. She races to close the distance between us, then wraps her arms tightly around me. 

My body is numb from head to toe. It’s stupid. He never knew how I felt. I shouldn’t be carrying on like this—it’s silly. 

“Spencer’s coming back. I overheard people talking at the office today.” My voice is barely a whisper.

“Yes, I had heard as well.” Silence falls between us before she speaks again. “Honey, perhaps it’s time to tell him what you left unsaid.” 

Is she serious? 

He’s some big hot-shot football player now. Why would he care how someone as ordinary as me feels? 

Mom holds me at arm’s length. I shake my head. I can’t do it. The mere thought of being shut down is something my weary heart can’t bear. Spencer leaving was painful enough.

“I don’t want to lay eyes on him, let alone speak to him, Mom. Why is he coming back?” 

“Simone’s wedding, I believe.” She shrugs.

“The wedding. No, surely, she would have told me, wouldn’t she?” 

A soft look passes over her face. “I’m not sure why she hasn’t. Perhaps it was short notice. Maybe ignore him like he’s done to you.” 

I half-smile at her suggestion. I know she’s right. I shouldn’t give him the time of day, but how do I ignore my childhood best friend and lifetime crush? Nope, can’t do it. 

Stepping back from her embrace, I say, “He probably doesn’t even want to talk to me. He could have a girlfriend for all I know. He’s gone through that many girls I’m sure I’m not even a blip on his radar.” I shrug, throwing my hands in the air. There’s a huge lump of emotions clogging my throat, so I swallow slowly. 

Every day since he’s left, I’ve told myself I had no choice but to let him go. It was the right thing to do. Yet I question my decision each time he plows likes a bulldozer into my thoughts. Pretty pathetic on my behalf. He invades my dreams like a broken record which keeps playing that same song over and over. It never stops.

“Do you want to stay for dinner? It’s dad’s favorite … roast chicken,” Mom says. 

My mouth salivates at the mention of a roast chicken dinner. I’m not in the best mood for company. “As good as that sounds, Mom, I’m going to pass this time. I want to go home and curl up and drink some wine.” 

She shakes her head. Oh gosh. Here we go again. Is she going to start on my drinking again? There’s nothing like a nice glass to calm my shattered nerves. “Don’t start mom.”

She raises her hands. “I will say nothing. You know how I feel.” I nod.

I make my way to the door. I stop, my hand hovering over the knob. I can’t believe he’s coming back. My Spence … although. … I turn. “Perhaps he won’t even remember me, Mom.” My voice shakes.

A sad smile touches her lips. “You’d be hard to forget. It’s his loss if he has.”

I smile weakly. “Thanks, Mom. You’ve always got my back.”

“Always and forever. Bye honey.” She beams. 

“Bye mom.”

Heading toward my apartment, I make a quick call to my favorite Chinese take-out, Lee Chu’s. It feels like the kind of night to binge on all the bad things. I need to drown the thoughts of Spencer that invade my mind.

I need to talk to Simone. I pull out my cell phone, speed dial her number, and connect it to the Bluetooth in my car. I want to know if what I’ve heard is true. How could she not tell me he was coming back? What friend wouldn’t inform her maid of honor?

Simone answers after the second ring. “I’m sorry.” 

She obviously knows what I’m calling about. “Why didn’t you tell m-me?” My voice cracks, but I quickly recover. “Simone, he was my best friend … and crush. You know this. But once college was done, he left. How am I supposed to face him?”

“I know. I should have told you. In all honesty, we weren’t even a hundred percent sure he would be coming. When Jackson asked him to be a part of the wedding, he never gave a solid answer, until late last week.” 

I want to scream, I’ve done fine without you in my life, Spencer. 

I’m happy. 

I am happy—aren’t I? I mull the question over. My hands grip tighter on the steering wheel. How am I going to deal? What am I going to say? “Simone, my heart broke when he left.”

“Oh, April, I’m sorry. Do you want me to come over?”

I release a breath. “No, it’s okay. I’ve got Chinese being delivered, and wine is waiting for me in the fridge.”

“So long as you’re sure. I want you to be comfortable on my wedding day …” She pauses, but I can tell she has more to say. “Spencer is Jackson’s best man, which means you’ll be partnered with him.” 

Partnered with him. 

Her confession rolls around in my head, her words progressively start to sink in. Then they slam me like a freight train. I need the wine, stat.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” I cry.

“I’m sorry. I know I should’ve prepared you. Should have told you it was a possibility he was coming and that he would be a part of the wedding. He wasn’t sure of his schedule until recently.”

“Yes, you should have. Sorry Simone, I need to go. I need some time to process all this. I’ll talk to you later.”

“Bye. Again I’m really sorry.” 

I end the call. I know I shouldn’t be mad, but I’m not sure how else to feel right now. After all, it is her wedding, and she can invite whoever she wants. 

I pull to a stop outside my apartment building. It dings and a message from Simone lights up the screen. I open it.

 

Simone: Please forgive me. I’m so terribly sorry.

 

Of course, I’ll forgive her, but not tonight. She knows all about my past with Spencer. How it affected me. Gosh, I wanted to leave and just runaway with him. We had so much history—we were friends at ten years old when his family moved into the house next door. He saw me at my best and worst. He wiped away my tears and made me laugh at the same time. If a boy broke my heart, he was right there giving them a black eye if it was deserved. 

We got into trouble—a lot. In high school, we’d sneak out late at night to parties. 

And when he left after college, I desperately wanted to tell him my heart was his, but I couldn’t because I wasn’t going to be the reason he didn’t go on to achieve his one big dream. I wouldn’t do that to him. I wouldn’t stand in his way. 

The vision of his back as he walked away—my heart broke into a million pieces. Whether I want to admit it or not, my heart continues to break every single time I hear someone speak his name, or when I read it splashed throughout the tabloids. And the pictures of him with women hanging off his arm make me want to hurl something at the wall. 

Why do I torture myself watching his games? Is it because I might actually like football? I don’t think it is; I think it’s because I was there right from the first kick he made in his very first game, so I wish I could still be there now to see them all, even if it hurts.

“Arrhh.” Spencer, why did you have to come back?

After entering my apartment, I drop my bag on the floor and I race to the fridge. I need wine. After quickly opening it, I press the bottle to my lips and gulp back mouthful after mouthful. 

Who cares about glasses? Just means doing dishes, and the effects are quicker this way.

Where is Spencer now. Is he in town already? Or on his way?

A loud knock at the door startles me enough that I nearly drop the bottle. “Chinese,” I whisper. 

My mouth waters as I scramble to grab my wallet from my bag and answer the door.

“Sorry for the delay.” My head’s down as I dig in my wallet for the correct change. I look up, and my wallet falls to the floor.

Coins ding as they hit the floorboards

Holy, crap! Spencer! He’s come back.
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Spencer. He’s all man. Dark hair. Perfectly chiseled face. And those rich deep green eyes, smoldering as they bore into mine. 

He looks the same but with more muscle.

I frown. Is it really him? Or am I thinking about him so much that I’m imagining this entire situation? 

I take a hesitant step toward him; his eyes never leave mine. Without warning, I bring my hand up and slap him. 

The stinging in my fingers makes it all real. His hand comes up to his cheek. “Ow! What was that for?”

“Crap! You’re real.” 

He’s actually here. 

I step back, and then slam the door in his face. 

I cup my hands over my cheeks. Oh my goodness. Spencer is at my damn door. My legs turn to jelly and collapse beneath me. What the hell is he doing here? 

A sharp knock at the door startles me. 

“April, open the door. Please?” His muffled voice causes a million butterflies to flutter inside my stomach. I can’t bring myself to open the door and face him. My body cements itself to the carpet. “April, please?” he begs, with worry enlaced in his words.

I open my mouth to respond. I can’t speak. The shock of him being here causes all my words to catch in my throat. I clear my throat and force myself off the floor. In an attempt to settle my erratic heart, I suck in two deep breaths. With a trembling hand, I open the door.

“Wh-What are you doing here?” I whisper.

He looks down, shuffling his feet. “I went to your house and your mom told me where you live. Nice place you have.” 

How could she tell him? Mom probably thinks she’s doing me a favor in pushing him my way. She’s supposed to have my back.

Words evade me. I can’t stop staring at him. I wonder if he’s the same charismatic Spencer I once knew. 

“Are you going to invite me in? I want to catch up with my best friend.” He leans into me, wrapping me in his arms. His musky scent envelops me, and I’m taken right back to the day he left. He releases me and steps back, wiping his hands over his pants nervously.

“Pfft ... best friend,” I breathe loud enough for him to hear. “Yeah, you can come in.” I move back, and he walks past me. 

His eyes seem to be roaming over my private living area. “Why the cold shoulder, April? I thought you’d be a little more welcoming. The slap across the face wasn’t what I was expecting.” He chuckles. 

Honestly, can he really be that stupid? He ignored me for the last three years. Now he is here. Instead of the hurt I felt earlier, I experience a raw anger churning in my gut. I clench the door handle so tight my knuckles turn a ghostly white.

“You left me and never reached out again. What am I meant to think? You’re only here because you’re invited to Jackson and Simone’s wedding. Otherwise, we still wouldn’t be talking.” 

Spencer’s mouth hangs open slightly. I snatch the bag of Chinese food from his grip.

He lowers his head, then brings his eyes up to meet mine. “I’m sorry, April,” he replies with a pained expression across his face.

“Yep, thanks.” Digging through the bag filled with my dinner, I make sure it’s all there. It is, so I turn and walk back into my apartment, straight into the kitchen, and begin pulling everything out of the bag onto the bench. My entire body trembles. Spencer Cook is here—in my apartment. I can’t get over this. 

Glancing upward through my eyelashes, I watch as Spencer slowly moves around my small living room, stopping at the many photographs I’ve hung on my walls. There are none of him. I put all them out of sight a long time ago, and I wonder if he’s looking for our old memories, or old pictures, from back in the day. Spencer was my past, but apparently, my past has shown up completely unannounced and unwelcomed.

“Wow! Talk about a flash back,” he mumbles casually. He stands in front of a photograph of Simone and me in high school. A wide smile is on his face. My heart flutters slightly. 

Taking my plate of food to the living room, and my half-drunk bottle of wine that I lift up and gulp another mouthful out of, I wonder when Spencer plans to leave and let me get on with my night. Like, he couldn’t call before he came over. I have a life. I could have had company, male company for all he knew. 

“Whoa… settle down,” Spencer says in a tone reminiscent of a school headmaster. He points to the bottle of wine in my hand. 

I raise my eyebrows at him. “What’s it to you? I’m thirsty.”

Spencer sits on the opposite end of the couch, and I’m creeped out by the way he keeps his eyes on me as I shove a forkful of food into my mouth. Then he starts laughing. He’s laughing at me now. “Geez, April, settle down. What’s gotten into you? Chew your food and drink from a glass …” 

I swallow. My stomach twists as his stare holds mine. I’ve missed my friend. I’m the one who never told him how I felt. How was he to know? Is this all my fault?

 “You … you’re what’s gotten into me.” Liquid courage steps in, and I blurt out what I’ve been holding onto for all those years since he left. “I ... I started falling for you.” The words spew out. Well it’s better than continually holding on to those emotions that have plagued me. I drop my face into my hands, then look back up at him. 

“What?” He stares at me, his brows furrow.

I put my plate on the floor and take another drink. This isn’t how I planned to tell him, but the moment has come, and I can’t stop myself. “You’re what happened to me. I had to let you go. To go live your life and succeed at what you’re good at. You left and never looked back. Nothing from you in three damn years, Spencer. Yet, here you are tonight, only because our friends are getting married. So, forgive me if I’m not very welcoming.” I pause, and he sits there still staring at me, like this is news to him, like he’s never heard such a broadcast. I wish I could hear what was going through his mind. 

His focus breaks. He stands and then paces. I watch him, watch the cogs ticking over like he’s processing what I just said. “Why are you saying this?” His expression changes to one of anger. Or is it hurt? I’m not sure.

“I don’t know. I think because I’ve been holding on to my feelings for so long. It seemed like the perfect time tonight, since, you know, you’re here.” I shrug. Plus, the wine has helped with my courage, but he doesn’t need to know that. 

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Would you have come running back if I had? Given up your chance of becoming the person you wanted to be for me, I didn’t want you to miss your opportunity.” My voice cracks. My heart aches with each word I speak. Damn my friends for getting married.

“You still should have told me, April.” He runs his hand through his hair. “I would have …” He breathes out a large breath, his hand resting on his chest.

“What? Given up your chance at the career you wanted? I didn’t want to hold you back. You were my best friend and the love of my life and I wanted you to succeed. Only I never told you that I loved you, because it wouldn’t have changed anything.” Tears sting my eyes. I’ve put myself together before and now I’m going to have to do it all over again.

He takes one step. My body freezes. There are so many unspoken words between us. 

 “I should go.” He says. 

Before I can stop him, or say another word, he turns and walks out, slamming the door behind him. It vibrates through me and rattles the pictures hanging on the wall.

After walking to my television cabinet, I open the drawer, and my eyes fall on a picture in a dust covered old frame. A younger Spencer grins back at me. He’s a lot slimmer than he is now, but the same cheeky grin plastered on his face. We were in high school. His arm is draped over my shoulders—I loved being close to him. I never had to ask for a hug; he’d always give me one, and I looked forward to them. 

I remember the day this was taken. He’d just punched one of my ex-boyfriends for dumping me because I wouldn’t have sex with him. Yeah, really swell guy he was. The ass decided to take it too far by telling everyone I was frigid. That didn’t go down so well with Spence. Needless to say, no one gave me a hard time after that, but then again, I never really had another boyfriend. 

Spencer was my bodyguard, my best friend, and someone I cared deeply for. Care for. 

I run my fingers gently over the image, smiling at the memory. What have I done? I’m going to have to stare at him all through this wedding. 

Perhaps this is what I needed to finally move on—to forget everything I’ve ever felt and get back into the dating scene again. That’s what I’ll do. I know a few single people coming to the wedding. 

It’s time to have some fun.

 





[image: ]

 

 

 

“You did what?” Simone screams over the music in the club. The bartender pours us each another shot. We toss them back.

I inhale and the scent of beer and sweat fill the dry air in the club. “I told him pretty much all of it. I didn’t go into details, but he got the picture.” I shrug. It’s been two days since I’ve seen Spencer. The wedding isn’t for another three, so hopefully, he still plans to actually show up after our chat the other night. 

“You left it three years too late to tell him. You should have done it sooner,” she slurs, almost slipping off her chair. I quickly grab her arm, almost falling myself. We burst out laughing. 

“I didn’t want to be the reason he gave up his dreams. I still care about him, so much.”

She leaps off her stool, takes my hand, and leads me to the dance floor. “Let’s not discuss him anymore tonight. This is my bachelorette party. Let’s get drunk and have some fun. Where are the other girls? They should be here by now.” Her eyes scan the room. 

Mine fall on the doorway where a familiar figure steps through the threshold—Jackson, followed by Spencer. My stomach twists, and my body heats up.

“I don’t see the girls, but I see someone else.” I immediately want to run out the back door. Nearest exit please bartender.

“Who?” 

I point to the doorway. 

Simone screams, startling me, and before I get a chance to say anything she’s across the room and in Jackson’s arms. There goes our girls’ night. There’s no way Simone will leave Jackson’s side now. So much for a fun bachelorette party. 

I turn my vision to the screen of my lit phone, only to find a message from the two other bridesmaids saying they can’t make it. What bridesmaid cancels on such a night so late? Bad ones. I sigh. Just as well, the night’s gone out the window anyway with his arrival.

Dragging my feet, slumped from my shoulders, I find myself back at the bar; it’s time to drown my misery with alcohol. 

I get the barman’s attention. “Another shot please, and perhaps leave the bottle nearby.” He places a shot glass in front of me and fills it with tequila. I rip open a packet of salt with my teeth and lick it from my hand as fast as I poured it. Tequila. The moment I throw it back, the barman holds out a lemon. I take it, suck it, scrunch my face. He gifts me with a grin and places the bottle on the counter—forget the salt and lemon, I’m all about the alcohol now.

“Rough night, hey?” He frowns. 

“You could say that, and it’s about to become rougher.” I pause and look at his name. “Andy. I’m April.”

“Nice to meet you, April. Why’s your night about to get worse?” He leans on the counter and stares. His pale blue eyes shine and hold me captive.

I shake my head, breaking our gaze, and find myself looking over the crowd. Must not look at handsome man with pretty eyes. Find something else to spy while you talk to him.

“What’s making your night so bad?” he asks again.

 “Someone I haven’t seen in a long time has come back, and now things are just ... weird.” I turn back to Andy. “Not only that—”

“Oh, hell, is that Spencer Cook?” Andy cuts me off. His eyes grow big. Grief, he’s awestruck at the man who’s walking toward the bar. Toward me. Perfect. 

I turn my back to Spencer and fill my shot glass, tossing it back before refilling it again. I pause when heat radiates over my back. His body close to mine, his breath hitting my neck. A shiver runs down my spine. My body reacts, damn it! I want to turn around and kiss his perfect face. I grip my bottle and shot glass tighter.

 “Mr. Cook, welcome. Is there anything I can get you?” Andy’s voice interrupts my thoughts, and I find myself focusing on his lips that still seem to be moving. He fumbles over his words. Seriously. Perhaps it’s only me who doesn’t see Spencer as the golden boy this town has named him.

“Hey, yeah. Can I open a tab? I’m after two rum and Cokes, and I’ll pay for whatever this pretty lady is having.”

I spin around. His electrifying body is mere inches from mine. “I don’t need you to pay for anything.”

His grin melts my panties. “Oh, April. I know you don’t need me to, but I want to. Take it as a peace offering.” He shrugs and reaches around me for the drinks Andy has so quickly made up for him. “Come … join us at the table.” 

After those final words, I watch him walk away through the crowd. My feet want to follow but my heart stops me.

“You know him?” Andy’s star-struck face beams back at me. He’s like a kid in a candy store.

“Yeah, we went to school together. He was my best friend,” I whisper the last part. I should be over there with Simone, making sure she’s having a great night. Even if the boys have turned up.

“Wow! That’s so cool,” Andy gushes. 

“Yeah.” I take my bottle and glass and walk away before Andy can bombard me with a million questions about Spencer. This is why I don’t announce our friendship. His fans would suffocate me.

When I see Simone’s face, it tells me everything I need to know. She’s happy. She’s marrying the love of her life, and I can’t help but smile because she’s just so in love, but the disappointment I have for myself quickly dampens my mood. I’ve let so many good, decent guys slip through my fingers because of what I’ve been holding on to. Who I’ve been holding onto. 

Spencer took my heart with him when he hopped in his car and drove away. I’ve never been the same. I’ll never be the same. And I can’t stop myself from loving him even from a distance. He’s such a boy—too blind to see what was right in front of him. 

“Sit, April.” Simone gestures to the seat beside her. 

Somehow, they managed to snag a table. It’s a rare occasion as this bar is one of the busiest, classiest establishments in town. I sit and pour another shot. 

“Are you going to drink that entire bottle?” Simone asks.

I hand her the filled glass. “Nope, you’re going to help me. It’s your bachelorette party. Time to get drunk and have fun before you leave me behind as you bask in married life.” 

Simone throws back her drink, then wraps her arms around me. “I’ll never leave you. You’re my sister, sister. I need you.” 

We both laugh. We are each other’s sister, even if we’re not blood.

After a few more shots, I watch almost every girl in the club go to Spencer, most of them snapping the perfect selfie, all of them practically throwing themselves at him. He laughs and flirts, and it’s in these moments I realize it probably wouldn’t have worked out between us anyway. I’m not the type of girl who could handle the kind of pressure that would come with being his girlfriend: the fans, the chaos everywhere we went. Even guys throw themselves at Spencer. 

My bottle of tequila becomes my best friend. I hold it closer. Cherish the buzz its beginning to give me. It’s like a life raft, something that’s saving me from the insanity I’m feeling being this close to him.

Simone grabs my hand, pulling me from the chair. “Let’s dance.” 

I love to dance. The rhythm pulses through my veins, and our bodies move. I’m enjoying our night.

Simone leans over and yells into my ear, “Are you okay?” 

I nod and give her a thumbs up. I don’t want to discuss it; I want to be one with the music and let the alcohol flow over me, giving me the sense of freedom I’m currently craving.

When Jackson comes up behind Simone, they immediately start grinding against one another. I’m out of place. I’m the third wheel. I need to leave. 

I turn and hurry off the dance floor. I don’t get much farther because I’m suddenly face-to-face with Spencer. He stands a foot away from me. My heart pounds nervously against my ribs. He moves closer, and when he does, all the people around me fade away. 

Slowly, he stalks even closer until my chest is pressed against his. My body tingles with an uncontrollable want I’ve never felt before. 

Spencer’s arms snake around my waist. He begins to move, one of his legs finding its way between mine until we’re pressed against each other. 

I look into his eyes, and there’s lust there. A burning desire. His gaze drops to my mouth and comes back up, I’m met with a heated stare. I lick my lips. I want to know what his kisses feel like. 

It’s one swift move, one moment I hoped would come … His lips gently brush against the corner of my mouth. Spencer is teasing me. 

I can’t hold back. I’m unable to stop myself—I need to taste him. I don’t wait another second longer. Our lips connect and I kiss him with all the love I’ve held back all these years.
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The world around us melts away. My body is on fire. 

Spencer’s hands roam up under my shirt. He pulls me tighter against him. “Do you want to get out of here?” 

It’s like a cold bucket of water is doused over me. 

I move away. “What are you doing? What am I doing?” He opens his mouth to answer, I cut in. “This is a mistake. You’re going to leave again.” My hands rush through my knotted hair. My palms are sweaty. What the hell was I thinking? 

He’s only going to leave me again and I’ve set myself up for heartbreak. It feels as if I’m already standing on the sidewalk, giving him another hug and watching him walk away again.

He reaches for me, but I step back. “April, please?”

I shake my head. “I can’t do this. I’m sorry.” I turn and race back to our table needing space. Scanning the room for Simone and Jackson, I grab my bag. They’re stepping off the dance floor, and I meet them halfway.

“I’m sorry. I’m not feeling well all of a sudden. I’m going to go. Jackson, make sure you look after her.” Before Simone can ask the questions I’m sure are on the tip of her tongue, Jackson pulls her closer to him and plants a passionate kiss on her lips. “I’ll see you both later.”

I turn to leave, but Simone grabs my arm and pulls me into a hug. “Are you okay?” 

My chin trembles. I don’t want to cry, not here, not in this club, and especially not in front of Spencer who’s making his way toward us.

“Yeah,” I force out. 

Simone lets me go. With a quick dash, I head through the door and jump in the nearest cab. I just need to get through the wedding, then I can go back to pretending like he doesn’t exist

[image: ]

Something’s making a hellish banging sound. My head pounds to the rhythm of the knocks, which I think are coming from my front door. I sit up and look at my clock. 8:30 a.m. Who the hell would dare knock on my door this early? People should be at work, not bothering those still sleeping off a hangover.

Slowly, I make it to the door, holding back the bile that keeps threatening. Deep breaths, April. Deep breaths. The knocking begins again in earnest. “Will you stop with the banging?” I yell, causing my head to hurt once again. Thankfully, the banging stops.

When I manage to get to the door without being sick, I open it to find a freshly showered Spencer, with a grin on his face that I want to smack off. He’s dressed in a navy blue shirt and dark jeans. He looks so damn delicious. How can someone wake up so chirpy after a late night out? I don’t even remember what time I got home.

“What do you want?” I groan, resting my head against my door.

Shoving his hands in his jeans pockets, he says, “We need to talk.” 

Hearing his voice wakes up my senses. If only it would ease the sickness stirring in my stomach. 

“I don’t have the energy for this conversation right now. I want to go and lie down.” With each word my stomach flips, and not in a good way. I can feel the urge to vomit coming, so I bolt to the sink and bring up whatever it was that I ate when I got home last night. It won’t stop coming. I turn on the tap and attempt a few mouthfuls of water.

A warm hand rests on my back and starts rubbing. 

Oh, hell, no. 

“You need to leave,” I say quickly before my head is down in the sink again. 

“I’m not going anywhere.” The firmness in his words tells me he’s here for answers of some kind. 

I’ve got nothing to give right now.

After a moment, when I know I’m not going to be sick again, I shut off the tap and stand up. Turning to face Spencer, I must look like death. His hand comes up and shifts some of my hair away from my face. 

“Since you’re not going anywhere, I’m going back to bed to lie down.” I move to step around his large frame, but he gently lifts me into his arms. My more than tender head stops me from fighting him, and I rest against his chest while taking a deep breath. His scent has always been the same, a woodsy smell mixed with some pine. It’s soothing, so I take another deep inhale.

He lays me on my bed and pulls the covers up, then I watch him move around my room. It seems so natural to have him here, looking after me. He’s always looked out for me. If I was sick when we were teenagers, he’d climb through my window and lie with me in his arms. He didn’t care if he got sick too, and somehow he always made me feel better.

He kicks off his shoes. 

“What are you doing?” I croak.

“Something to make you feel better.” 

My chest soars. 

The bed dips as he slides in under my blankets, fully clothed. One of his arms goes under the pillow my head is on, and the other wraps around my waist. He pulls me closer. My skin heats as my body fits perfectly to his. Like this is how it’s supposed to be. It should have been Spencer and me all along. I should never have let him go. 

Now, I have another decision to make. Do I allow him into my life, or do I not let him walk away again?

Silence fills my room. All I can hear is Spencer’s low breathing. It’s soothing. My eyes drift closed.

After some time, Spencer shuffles. 

“You awake?” He breathes against my bare neck, making my insides giddy with excitement. 

I groan in response to his question. 

“I’m sorry about last night. It shouldn’t have happened, and I’m sorry. It was terrible timing.” 

My brow knits together. What’s he referring to? There are parts of last night that are a black haze. I remember the boys turning up and then I downed a lot of shots. The blackness …

Slowly, I roll over to face him. I open my eyes, and his green orbs stare back at me. He really is sorry about whatever happened. “What happened? Things are a little hazy when it comes to last night.”

His mouth forms a perfect O, and he releases a heavy sigh. “I was really hoping you’d remember, so I wouldn’t have to go through the details with you and then have you mad at me again.” He pauses, waiting for I don’t know what. 

I raise my eyebrows as if to say, tell me. 

“We kissed.” 

My hand goes to my open mouth. The two words bring a small light through the haze that clogs my memories of last night. We were dancing, we got close, we kissed.

I try remembering how it felt, but that part evades me. I want to kick myself for not remembering our kiss. Our first kiss. 

“We kissed?” I ask to double-check.

He nods. “Are you mad?” 

I shake my head. 

“Oh, good. I was worried you were going to kick me out and send me on my way again.”

“What do you mean, again? I didn’t send you on your way the other day. You left.”

His hand comes up to my face, his fingers gliding over my soft skin. “I was talking about three years ago. You let me leave; you sent me on my way.” 

 “I did. You were going places, and I’d have only held you back. Then I knew you’d probably hate me. I did what I thought was right at the time.” I shrug. While staring at Spencer, I notice there’s hurt there. Is he upset with me for letting him leave?

“You assumed I would be better off without you. Is that it?”

“Something like that. You had big dreams, Spencer. I didn’t want to stop you.” My heart pounds with each word spoken.

He rolls onto his back, and I’ve lost his warmth. I want it back, immediately. I want him to hold me again. 

“April, you could have come with me.”

I sit and turn to look at him. It might not have been the best idea though; my stomach swirls and flips, reminding me of all the alcohol I consumed last night. “No, I couldn’t have. If you’d wanted me to come, you would have asked me. And if you’d stayed, you would have resented me for stopping you. I don’t know. I thought I did the right thing at the time.”

He sits and gets out of bed before pacing across the floor in front of the bed. His hands rake through his messy hair. My head throbs as I lie back down. 

He stops, turning toward me. “I wouldn’t have resented you. Do you think so little of me?” His words come out harshly, anger clouding his eyes. 

“How do you know you wouldn’t? And I’ve seen the girls you’ve been with since you left. I’d never measure up to their standard.” I throw my hands in the air in an ‘I give up’ gesture. 

Spencer stops, his head down. He keeps balling his fists. Then he looks at me. His gaze is a fiery one. “Do you ever wonder why none of those girls stuck?”

“Because you like different ladies? I don’t know.” I shrug.

He gives a small laugh. “No. There’s only ever been one girl for me, and she let me walk away.”

What did he say? Are my ears playing a trick on me? 

“What? I assumed you’d put our friendship on hold. Since you never reached out,” I state. 

His mouth opens to respond, and I put my hands up. He pauses. His head drops. I’ve hurt him. His voice is soft when he says. “I’m sorry. For everything. I’m really sorry. I should have done better, been a better friend.”

“Why did you stop talking to me?” I think I deserve an answer. I fold my arms over my chest. 

Spencer stares at me. I wish I knew what was going through his head. I know he’s sorry, but he didn’t talk to me after he left, and I need to know why. We were best friends. What changed?

The silence stretches and my patience begins to thin. “Why did you stop talking to me? And how do I know you won’t just ghost me out again?” I pause for a moment, and I’m met with silence before I say. “Just forget I said anything, and when you’re ready you can come and talk to me.” 

Without a word, he grabs his shoes and walks out, and I’m left with my mouth hanging open. I honestly didn’t think he’d actually leave. I was trying to hurry him along. 

Tears sting my eyes. Rolling over, I let sleep take me and wish that Spencer Cook had stayed away.
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My ringing cell phone startles me awake. I scramble for it. Simone’s name lights my screen.

“What do you want?” I grumble.

She cackles. “Well, hello to you, too. You do realize the rehearsal dinner is tonight?” 

“Damn it,” I groan. 

“Figured you’d need a reminder.”

“I’ve had a rough night and morning. Cut me some slack.” Thankfully, the sickly feeling I had in my stomach has now subsided.

“Yeah, you need to fill me in on that. We’ve had Spencer here, and he’s a grumpy sod right now. Damn near took my head off when I asked him where he disappeared to this morning.” 

“He came here and we spoke.”

“Ohhh ... well, that makes perfect sense. What did you talk about? Actually, keep that for later. Right now, you need to get ready and be at the restaurant in an hour. Wear the red strapless dress,” she says excitedly and hangs up. I toss my cell on my bed where Spencer had been hours ago. I’ve literally slept the day away.

After climbing out of bed with a long drawn-out sigh, I dig through my closet to find the one dress I’ve had stored away for a moment like this. I saw this outfit in the window of one of the more exclusive clothing shops in town, and the moment I laid eyes on it I knew I had to have it. The dress has a perfectly fitted, strapless bodice, with a flowing, knee-length, satin skirt. It still has its tag attached. I lay it out on my bed and stare at it. I shift back to my closet and pull out my black velvet high heels. 

“Let’s do this,” I say, and get myself all dressed up for the night while trying to put Spencer out of my thoughts. I won’t allow him and his attitude to ruin my best friend’s night—or mine.
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An hour later, I’m walking in the door of one of the fancier restaurants in our small town. Simone and Jackson have booked it out for the night with all their family and friends. Scanning the room, I spot Simone chatting with a waiter. She eagerly waves at me. 

I sense eyes on me. When mine land on Spencer, a grim look is set on his face. He’s still not over our chat or whatever it was. Screw him. He can be all moody; I’m enjoying my friends’ night. I walk toward a waiter holding a tray of champagne, grab one, and down an entire glass, before taking another and sipping it. I will not let him affect me. This isn’t how it’s going to go.

“There’s my beautiful girl.” My father holds his arms open, and I give him a hug. Nothing in this world beats my dad’s hugs.

“Hey, Dad. How’s things at work? Missing me?” I laugh.

“Not tonight, April. We’re not discussing business. Tonight is all about Simone and Jackson.” Dad’s right. He releases me.

“Where’s Mom?” I ask.

He points behind me. I turn and my stomach twists; she’s talking with Spencer. Smiling, even. I haven’t told her about our interactions yet. She must have gone up to him, in the split second I’d turned away. 

Mom’s always liked him. She wasn’t surprised when I off loaded all my feelings on her after he left. She continually told me I should contact him, reach out, but I couldn’t bring myself to do so. I didn’t want to put myself through the possibility of being hurt or worse, rejected.

Mom and Spencer turn toward us. I give Dad another quick hug and begin to make my way to Simone, who’s chatting with a couple of other guests.

“OMG, you look stunning!” Her eyes follow the length of me. “That dress is perfection. I’m so glad you’re wearing it.”

I smile. “Me, too. How’s your night going? What do you want me to do?”

She steps closer. “So, I told my other bridesmaids I didn’t want them at my wedding.” 

My mouth drops. “What?”

“Yep. I figured they’ve had nothing to do with my special day and haven’t helped out at all. Jackson only has Spencer as his best man, so I only want you as my maid of honor.” She shrugs her words off matter-of-factly.

What did she do?  “Have you lost your mind? Your wedding is in two days. What about the places for them, and all the money you put into the dresses, hair, everything? That’s a lot of money going to waste.”

Simone holds her hands up, stopping my tirade. “It’s okay. I’ve been thinking about it for a while, and the other night when they didn’t show up to my bachelorette party, that was the last straw. I couldn’t care less about what they think of me. They aren’t my true friends; you are. You’ve helped me every step of the way. You’re amazing. And as for their stuff, the dress place let me return their gowns, which they will sell and I’ve already informed the caterers. Don’t worry, everything is fine.”

“She really is, isn’t she?” We both turn toward the voice and it’s Hudson, Simone’s cousin. My stomach drops to the floor. I haven’t seen him since I walked out of our date about two months ago. I’d seen something flash up about Spencer on the television at the bar we were at, and I couldn’t handle it.

“Hudson,” Simone yells as she throws herself into his arms. 

They’re what you’d call close cousins. She made Jackson seek his approval before her father’s. He’s looked out for her. 

My date with Hudson was awkward, and I couldn’t get out of there fast enough. In hindsight, I should have called him the next day, but it would have been like shoving a needle in my ear. He did try to speak to me again, but I refused to answer and didn’t want to explain why I’d practically taken off like a marathon runner. I’m a terrible person.

“Hey, April, you look beautiful. So do you, Simone.” He smiles releasing her. Jackson comes up to us and wraps his arm around Simone’s waist. He gives me a small nod. 

I’m surprised he’s being nice. I thought for sure he’d resent me. Simone giggles and gives her husband-to-be a hug. 

Well, tonight has just become super awkward. On one side of the room I have Spencer, love of my life, and on the other side, I’ve got the other guy. The one who wanted to be with me, who has everything going for him, and yet, I couldn’t stick out our perfect date. This is completely messed up.

A light tinging starts filling the restaurant. Almost everyone has a glass in hand, tapping it with a piece of cutlery. Simone laughs. Jackson seeks her out and plants a kiss on her smiling face. Every time they hear that noise they have to kiss; it’s tradition. It’s so sweet. I love seeing how crazy they are about each other. 

Jackson faces everyone, holding a microphone and pulls out a little post it note. I try to escape Hudson by dashing down a hallway that goes toward the back of the room, so he doesn’t have the chance to talk to me about our failed date. I don’t get a chance to make it down the hallway when he says my name. “April … you trying to evade me?”

“Pfft, no. Why would you say that? I was just going to sit and listen to Jackson’s speech, and down a few more of these free drinks.” It’s like he can hear the lie. 

He steps a little closer, so close I can feel his body heat. It seems Hudson still hasn’t learned the art of not invading people’s personal space. He did it quite a lot on our date. It was the most uncomfortable I’d been in a long time.

I take a small step back. 

“So, were you ever going to return my calls or messages? You left me high and dry.” 

There’s that knife to the stomach. “I’m sorry about that. I wasn’t feeling very well.” I giggle nervously, in an attempt to brush off the weird vibes coming between us. 

His dark eyes squint a little, and he tilts his head to the side. If he weren’t Simone’s cousin, I’d totally peg him as the stalker-slash-serial-killer type. Yeah, maybe serial killer’s a bit much. 

Clapping erupts around us. Hudson looks toward the happy couple, standing in front of all their guests. I use that moment to escape. I take off as fast as my high heels will allow. I glance behind me to see if he’s following and heave a sigh of relief when I discover he’s not. With my head turned back, I suddenly collide with what feels like a wall. Large arms wrap around me, steadying me. A familiar scent tickles my senses, causing my stomach to erupt with butterflies.

“Where’s the fire?” Spencer laughs.

“Oh, it’s you.” I step out of his arms only wanting to be back in them. Spencer has an unnatural effect on me. No matter what I do, he fills my head, my thoughts. Why?

“What are you running from?” He looks behind me. “Or should I say who?” he asks the last part in a whisper. 

“What’s wrong, April? Are you still avoiding me?” 

My heart drops when I hear Hudson’s damn voice.
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The guy doesn’t seem to take a hint. Spinning around, I face Hudson once again. Only this time I can feel Spencer’s body heat at my back. I begin to burn from the inside, and it’s a good burn. It’s an ‘I want  you to wrap me in your arms and make me yours all night long’ burn.

I clear my throat. “No, I had to …” I pause. What am I going to say? Think. Think. Think. “I was coming to meet my boyfriend.” The last word comes out like a squeak.

Hudson’s eyes bulge, and his entire demeanor changes. He’s turned into a scared tiny, weeny mouse. “Your boyfriend?” 

I can’t help but smirk and raise my eyebrows. 

“Spencer Cook is your boyfriend?”

I shrug. “Yeah.” Then something clicks. He could use this against me. I lean into him and whisper, “Hudson, you know if you speak about this to anyone, you’ll be sued. We’re not something to be splashed all over the news. You got that?” I look him square in the eyes, holding his frightened gaze. 

“My lips are sealed. Good luck to both of you.” He scurries away like a little mouse.

Spencer starts laughing. “I’m your boyfriend, hey?” 

I groan. Here we go. “I needed to get rid of him. He gives me the creep vibe, and you happened to appear at the right moment.” I punch him playfully in the shoulder. “Thanks. Now I’m off to find another drink and some damn food, I’m starving.” I go to step around him, but he grabs my elbow. When I look up, I see the heat in his stare. That burn is back. 

“We need to talk.” There’s no question. He takes my hand and drags me down the hallway I was scurrying towards before Hudson caught me, then out the door, and into the side alley. Thankfully, I manage to keep my footing in these sky-high heels.

Before I can voice my thoughts, he pushes me against the cold brick wall, crushing his mouth against mine. That burn is now an inferno, so hot that heat curls around my spine. His tongue seeks access and I allow it. Every inch of me craves his touch. 

His hand pulls me tighter against him. 

I moan. “Spencer,” I whisper. I want more. So much more. In one swift move, Spencer grips my butt lifting me up and pushing against me. 

“April …” He sighs as his mouth devours mine. 

“Spencer, we need to stop.” Another kiss. “I’m not doing this in the str—” I stop. 

He pins himself against me. Spencer’s making it very hard to stop this from happening.

“You don’t play fair do you?” I giggle, pressing my lips to his again, really savoring his taste and touch.

His chest vibrates against mine as he laughs. “Never with you.”

A familiar voice startles us. “What the—?” 

We break apart, turning toward Simone. She has a massive grin spread across her face. “So, I know this is kind of meant to happen with the best man and maid of honor, but I thought for sure you …” she points at me, “… would tell me what the hell was going on and give me all the details.” She crosses her arms, staring at us. 

Spencer lowers me to the ground, and I straighten my dress. 

“You, get back inside and be the best man.” She ushers Spencer away.

I watch him go. He turns and gifts me with one of his panty-melting grins. What has he done to me? I know I want more from him. This isn’t how it’s supposed to go. I need answers first.

“And you—what the hell? I want details … now!” Simone says excitedly. I can’t help the stupid smile that creeps over my face. 

“I don’t know what’s going on. It’s as though he’s seeing me as more than his friend. We kissed last night at the club, and then he came over today and left in a huff when I told him I wanted to know why he didn’t talk to me for three years.”

Simone holds up her hands, stopping me. “Whoa! Stop right there. You didn’t hear from him at all in the last three years?” 

I nod. 

“That doesn’t make sense. I never spoke to him, but I’m sure Jackson kept in contact with him.” 

“It is what it is. I can’t change the past.”?”

“April, I think he really cares for you. You should give him a chance.” Her hand rests on my shoulders. 

I swipe my hands down my dress, not wanting to make eye contact with her. If only she knew how much I actually want him right now. Having a taste of something so sweet makes me want it so much more. 

“Simone, I’m worried I’ll be the one who gets hurt in the end. He’s a football superstar. He has a new woman every weekend … possibly every night. Tell me how I don’t let things like groupies and the girls who throw themselves at him get to me.” I finally look up. 

Simone has a tender glint in her eyes. “Oh, April … love is hard. Are you willing to let him walk away again, and not find out if there’s something super special between the both of you? Damn, girl! The way he watched you when you entered the room tonight … his eyes never left you,” she swoons.

I know she’s right. And I want Spencer to tell me how he feels, not show me, although showing me is excellent as well. A smile tugs at my lips, and Simone smiles back at me. “I don’t know what’s going to happen. I can only hope he tells me how he feels before he leaves again. I will give him plenty of chances to talk to me.”

“Are you kidding me?” She closes her eyes, rubbing her neck. “You’re really not that stupid, are you? Don’t even speak right now.” She stops me rebutting. “Can you please stop being so foolish and just tell him how you feel? Stop hiding, and stop worrying. You can only try, and if it all falls down, I’ll be here to pick you up again. At least you’ll know you gave it a shot and that will stop you wondering about all the what ifs.”

There’s a short silence. “Since when did you become the love guru?” 

“You and Spencer are going to be the death of me. There’s so much heat between the two of you, and you’re both being so damn absurd. Just give in to your feelings and tell each other. Give me some piece of mind, woman.” She throws her hands in the air. “Now, I’m going back to my celebration. Don’t make me talk to you again about this situation, or I’ll be forced to smack you silly.”

We erupt with laughter. “Come on. Let’s get you married. Only two days to go.” When I say the words, something settles in the pit of my stomach. Spencer will be leaving soon. 

Am I ready to give myself over to him and see where it goes? 

Or would that be the worst mistake of my life?
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With a smile on my face, I make sure Simone and Jackson have a beautiful night. But I can’t shake the feeling of losing Spencer again. 

When I’m lying in bed, he’s all I can think about. I reach for my cell, the light coming on; it reads 2:07 a.m. I’m not sure I’ll be getting much sleep tonight, and tomorrow is the day. I have so many errands to run in preparation for the wedding. I have the list. Simone will be meeting me early at the dressmaker’s for our final fittings, to make sure everything’s perfect for the day.

I wonder if Spencer is awake. I type up a quick message.

 

April: You up?

 

Seconds later, my phone chimes.

 

Spencer: Yeah. Are you all right? Sorry I didn’t get another chance to talk to you again tonight.

April: That’s okay. Yes, I’m all right. Can’t sleep. Why are you awake?

Spencer: Same. I have a certain someone on my mind.

 

My stomach flips.

 

April: Oh really? Who might that be?

Spencer: You.

 

I squeeze my cell tighter as I read and re-read the message.

 

April: Are you going to tell me why you didn’t contact me for the last three years?

 

I need to know. My cell remains silent for what seems like forever. When I think he’s fallen asleep or not going to reply, it chimes. 

 

Spencer: That’s a conversation best kept for face-to-face. 

Spencer: Open the door.

 

Spencer? Kicking off the blankets, I scramble out of bed and race to the door. 

“Spencer?” I ask, knowing full well it’s Spencer.

“Yeah, it’s me,” he responds in a low, sexy voice.

When I open the door, he’s standing there in the white button-up shirt and black slacks he wore at dinner. 

“Did you even go home?”

He shakes his head. “Can I come in?” 

I move aside as he steps in. His aroma fills my senses, and just like that, I’m back in the alley, our lips connecting, and each touch lighting up my senses.

“Is everything all right?” I ask breathlessly as the thoughts of earlier invade my mind. Why is he here?   

Spencer walks to the couch and I follow. He doesn’t seem himself. He’s silent for a beat. 

I sit beside him and wait, wanting to reach out and touch him. Hug him. Kiss him.

“You keep asking me why I didn’t talk to you.” His piercing gaze holds mine, and I nod. “I’ve been in love with you since high school. I didn’t want you to sacrifice your life you had here and the dreams you had to be with me.” 

My heart stops, I have a sudden urge to jump into his arms and kiss him senseless. This overwhelming tightness in my chest is something I’ve never experienced. I’m sure I heard him right. He loves me. 

“When I got the football offer, I took it. It became too painful to just be friends and I thought you didn’t like me, so I needed a clean break. I knew if I spoke to you I’d come back, and I wasn’t sure where we stood. You let me walk away once before. I’m not sure I can walk away again.”

“Wait, stop. You thought I didn’t love you? I let you go because I didn’t want to hold you back from achieving your dreams. You always spoke about how you wanted to make it big, be the best, and now you are. You’ve got it all.”

“The one thing I’m missing is you.”

“What?”

“April, I want you to come with me when I go back.”

“Wait … what?” I bolt upright and start pacing the room.

He stands and takes my hand in his, stopping me. I look up at him, at the softness in his eyes. “You heard me.”

His mouth crashes onto mine before I finish.

My body soars. 

He loves me. 

I love him. 

Warmth spreads through my body. Spencer has always had an electrifying effect on me. It’s always been him. 

“I’ve waited so long for you,” he whispers against my lips, before claiming them once again. And it’s as though the years between us have melted to nothing and it’s as if Spencer never left.
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The sun shines through my window, and it’s like the heavens have opened up for me today. Last night was everything I could have imagined. 

Spencer’s massive arm curls around my waist and pulls me back into him. A smile lights up my face. 

“Don’t even think about getting out of this bed,” he says in his hoarse morning voice. There’s no way I’m planning on getting up right now. 

My cell rings, so I reach over to answer it. Spencer holds me to him.

“I have to get that.” I giggle.

His hand comes up and cups my face as I turn my head toward him. His lips press against mine and I’m lost in his kiss. This moment is something I’ve waited for. Now he’s here.

My cell rings again. I pull away. “I have to get it.” I roll over and see it’s Simone. “Good morning, bride-to-be.”

“Are you forgetting something?” Her words are short and snappy. 

Then it dawns on me.

“Crap, I’m sorry. I slept in. I’ll be there in fifteen minutes. I’m super sorry.” I scramble out of bed, ignoring Spencer’s efforts at keeping me there. I end the call and turn to him. “I was supposed to meet Simone today for last-minute wedding preparations. As much as I’d love to stay in bed and roll around in the sheets, I have to go.” I race to my walk-in closet, take out a yellow summer dress and pull it over my head.

When I enter the room again, Spencer hasn’t moved. He lies there, his arms propped up behind his head, watching me with a sexy grin on his beautiful face. His perfectly sculpted body teases me, enticing me to jump back into bed with him. I shake the delicious thoughts from my head and focus. 

“You can either stay or go. But if you leave, please lock the door behind you. I’ll be gone most of the day. And if you’re gone, I’ll see you at the wedding tomorrow,” I continue to ramble as I race around the room collecting my shoes, bag, and cell. 

I stop. Spencer’s out of bed and standing in front of me in his briefs. Gah! He’s like a cake, tempting me to devour him in one bite.

“Can I see you tonight?” His hand cups my cheek, and he places feather-light kisses on my neck all the way up to my lips.

“I’ll be with Simone tonight,” I say breathlessly, desperately wanting to get back into bed with him.

“Oh, April … we still have so much to talk about.” Spencer’s large arms wrap around me. I melt into him, my body on fire with each of his touches. Each kiss is like a breath of fresh air. I want so much more.

“We will talk tomorrow, I promise. I really have to go. Simone’s going to kill me, or actually, when she finds out about you, she might kill you instead.” We look at each other and laugh. 

Everything’s right in the world with Spencer here. 

Then it dawns on me: he’ll be leaving after the wedding. My happy bubble bursts. My chest begins to tighten, and my eyes start to burn. I have to go. I place a heated kiss on his lips and before he can question anything, I’m out the door.

When I climb into the car, I can’t stop the flood of tears. Why is the world so cruel? One minute, everything’s perfect and I have the guy I’ve wanted in like forever, but in two days he’ll be gone. 

Can I do the long-distance thing? But then he’ll be back to being surrounded by different girls every minute of the day. Did what he said last night mean anything?  He asked me to go with him. I could. Sure, I’d have to rent my apartment, and Dad would have to find someone to fill in for me at work, but I could make do. I could take a leap of faith and give this a go and see where it takes us.

I’ve fallen for him all over again, and this time, if he walks away, I’m not sure I’ll be able to repair my heart. It will be shattered beyond repair. 

But then again, after last time, I’m not sure it ever fully healed.
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“What the hell, April?” Simone rushes to me when I step into the dressmaker’s shop. The tears haven’t stopped. They pause, and then I think about Spencer and they’re back in full swing. I could fill multiple cups with my tears.

“I can’t … He can’t …” Words aren’t forming properly. I can’t bring myself to speak.

Simone ushers me over to the couch outside the fitting rooms. “Get her a glass of wine,” she snaps at the shop assistant, who races off. “What’s happened? Did Spencer hurt you? I’m going to call Jackson and get him kicked off the wedding party if he has.” Anger tears through her words. I look at her, and concern is written all over her face.

The shop assistant brings the wine and I down it in one gulp. “Get the bottle,” I say with a hollowness.

“Please, April, tell me what’s happened?” 

After another glass of wine, my mind isn’t so messed up. “I slept with Spencer. He told me he’s loved me for a long time.” I look to Simone, her eyes wide, ready to bulge out of their sockets. “I’ve loved him for like forever as well.”

“Isn’t this a good thing, though?” Simone asks softly. Her arm is wrapped around my shoulders.

“Simone, I woke up this morning feeling like I was living in heaven on earth. I had Spencer in my bed and everything was right in the world. Until it dawned on me ... he has to leave again.” Her mouth forms an O shape. “I’m going to be left alone once more. What if he only said those things because he wanted one night with me, and that’s it?”

“Oh, love, don’t think like that. He’s a smart man, and if he wanted to keep his frank and beans in one place, he wouldn’t do that to my best friend.” 

I can’t help but laugh. Simone always has a way of making me crack a smile, even in the hardest times. “You’re going to castrate him for me?”

She shrugs. “If I have to.” We break out in fits of giggles. 

“Don’t worry; I’m sure he won’t hurt you. Personally, I think he cares about you … a lot.” Her words comfort me. I really hope she’s right.

“Okay. Sorry. I’m ruining your day.”

“Pfft … don’t worry about that. Now, let’s try on these dresses and drink wine.” I place my drink down on the glass table as she takes my free hand, and the shop assistant leads us to the fitting rooms.

Our morning is spent trying on our dresses. Simone looks like a princess in her fitted bodice and super-big and fluffy tulle skirt. It’s a Cinderella dress. Perfect for her on her special day in her reception that will be full of color and light. She’s a beautiful soul and deserves the best. Spencer isn’t brought up again for the rest of our fun-filled day, but he never truly leaves my mind.
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Simone parks out the front of my place. 

“I have all my stuff in a pile ready to go. Give me five.”

“It’s fine. Go! We have a night of fun to be had. Also, I’ve told Jackson and Spencer to pick your car up and take it to the reception venue tomorrow.”

“You’re a thinker.” I laugh.

“Jackson isn’t only marrying me for my looks.” She gives me a cheeky grin.

“You sure about that?” I scurry out of the car before she hits me and race up to my apartment. Unlocking the door, I realize all the lights are on. Thanks, Spencer. 

When I step farther inside, I stop. My entire living area is covered in flowers of every kind. There are roses of every color. White and pink lilies. Bright yellow sunflowers, daisies, and some I don’t even know the name of. 

“What the?” My mouth drops at the beautiful sight before my eyes, and then I hear footsteps.

“I forgot to tell you to grab—” Simone’s words come to a halt. She stops beside me. Her expression mirrors my own.

She looks at me. “Spencer?”

I shrug. “I would assume so. No one else has been in my apartment.” I aimlessly walk around and take in every color and flower. Tears fill my eyes. “What does this mean, Simone?”

She doesn’t answer. 

I turn to make sure she’s still here. 

She holds a piece of paper in her hands, tears sliding down her cheeks. 

“What’s that?”

She brushes away her tears and hands me the paper. “Something that will give you the answer you’ve been waiting for.”

With a trembling hand, I read the note. There’s a handwritten note. My heart hammers in my chest, and everything around me fades away as I read the words.
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“Is he serious? Did you know about this?” I ask Simone. Jackson is Spencer’s friend after all.

“I swear, I didn’t. Jackson never told me anything, but this is the stuff you read about in romance novels. Jackson’s never done anything like this for me. Girl, if you don’t say yes to him, I might be doing a runaway bride act tomorrow.”

“Oh my goodness, Simone. Am I dreaming?” I pinch my arm, and the sting tells me it’s real. “He wants me to leave with him. What am I going to do?” I cry. I’m at a loss for words. Things like this don’t happen to me.

Simone grips my shoulders, a stern look in her eyes. “Are you going to let him walk away again?”

“I don’t want to,” I say without missing a beat. I don’t want to be without Spencer again. Is this something I could do? “What about my family? My apartment? My job? You? I’m not sure I’m ready to leave.”

Simone gives me a shake. “The answer is a simple one. Don’t worry about your family; I’m sure they can find someone to help out. I’ll still talk to you every day, so long as you don’t turn into one of those bitchy WAGs, or whatever it is they call themselves.” 

I laugh. “You’re stupid if you think I’d become one of those girls.” 

Things fall silent. I turn and gaze over the room again. He did this. He went out of his way to make this special. I pull my cell from my pocket.

 

April: Thanks so much for the flowers.

 

It doesn’t take long for a response.

 

Spencer: Glad you like them.

April: Like them? I love them.

Spencer: Do you have an answer for me?

 

What am I going to do? 

Do I go with him? 

Do I stay here? 

What is my life going to be like with him? 

All these questions roll around my brain. I hope I make the right choice.

 

April: I don’t know yet. Sorry.

Spencer: Take all the time you need. I’ve waited for you for this long; what’s a little longer? I’ll see you tomorrow, beautiful. xx

 

“Oh my goodness, marry him already.” 

I jump at Simone’s voice from over my shoulder. “Do you mind, woman? And no, I’m not about to marry him. It’s been three years, and I think we need to spend some time together again.”

“Very true, but remember to let go of what happened in the past, focus on the future. You’re the one he wants.” 

Her words sink in. She’s right. I need to take a chance on love.
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“So what are you going to tell him? Are you going to go?” Simone has posed the question to me what feels like every hour since we left my place last night.

“It’s your wedding day. Let’s focus on you,” I say. We sit in the hairdresser chairs, getting our hair and makeup done. “You’re going to look stunning today. Jackson’s going to fall over when he sees you.”

“That better be the only reason he falls. If Spencer had him drunk last night, I might not make it down the aisle. I don’t want to get married to someone who’s half-drunk with a giant hangover. What kind of wedding day would that be?”

“I’m sure Spencer wouldn’t be that silly and neither would Jackson. Stop stressing over things you know wouldn’t have happened.” At least I hope not. I grab my cell to send Spencer a quick message.

 

April: Please tell me Jackson isn’t drunk or smelling of alcohol.

Spencer: He smells fine, and he’s had one scotch.

April: Okay, just checking. Simone threatened if he was drunk, she wasn’t going through with it.

Spencer: LOL I wouldn’t let him do that. Not that I think he would. He keeps talking about Simone and how much he loves her.

April: Aww … that’s what I thought. Thanks.

Spencer: Do you have an answer for me, yet?

 

I knew this would be coming. I know my answer, but I’m not giving it to him over a text message.

 

April: Nope. Ask me later and I might.

Spencer: You can count on it.

 

“Who’s that? Is it Spencer? Have you decided what you’re doing yet?” Simone never lets up.

“I was checking on Jackson. He’s not drunk, and he’s ready to marry the love of his life. And before you ask again … no, I don’t have an answer.” I don’t want her to blurt it out before I get a chance to.

“I bet it’s going to be yes, because you’d be stupid if you didn’t go.” 

I raise my eyebrows. 

“You would be,” she insists. 

“I don’t think I’d be stupid to protect my heart.”

“I bet it’s going to be yes.” 

I roll my eyes. “Shut it, and let’s get you ready. Can we have another wine over here for the bride? Her glass is empty.”

“Stop trying to change the subject. I’ll let it slide. I just want to know if I’m going to lose my best friend.”

Her words pull at my heart. “You won’t be losing me. I’ll come back all the time, and I’ll talk to you daily.”

“Aha! I knew it. You’re going.” She does a little jiggy dance in her seat. 

I shake my head. I should have known she’d trick me. “Do not say anything. Let’s get you married, then I’ll tell him.”

“Your secret’s safe with me. I promise.” 

And I know it is. I can’t wipe the stupid smile from my face, and hers mirrors my own. “I’m so happy for you. Have you told your parents?”

“I rang them last night while you were in the shower. They’re happy for me. I can’t believe I’m going with Spencer. After all these years. Dreams really do come true.”

“Oh my goodness, today’s going to be the most perfect day for both of us.” We smile brightly at each other. Today is one for the books, that’s for sure.

My cell rings, and its Simone’s mom. I told her to call me if there were any dramas that needed fixing. Simone’s worried look sets on me. 

“Hello?” I answer.

“Hey, April. I’m trying really hard not to stress the hell out, excuse my cussing, but Simone’s centerpieces have been dropped, thanks to some careless idiot.” Her words spill through the cell at lightning speed, her stress and annoyance evident.

I try my best not to alert Simone to the issue. Then an idea comes to me. “Mrs. Brooks, don’t stress, I have the perfect idea. You’ll need my mom’s help, but my apartment is flooded with flowers that are going to wilt. They’ll go perfectly with the white and silver theme. Could we pull together some vases and use the flowers?” I hold my breath, hoping it helps.

After a moment’s silence, Mrs. Brooks says, “Oh my goodness, thank you, April. I’ll get that organized right now, and I’ll give your mom a call. Give my love to my daughter, and tell her not to stress.”

“You know I’m on it.”

The minute I hang up, Simone pounces on me for details of what’s going on. Once I fill her in, I watch her face go from full-on meltdown to smiling once again. I know I’ve made the right decision.

Everything for Simone and Jackson’s wedding is going to be perfect. If there are any problems with the flowers, then we haven’t heard anything. I feel in my heart that everything’s going to go like a Cinderella story. 

She has the man of her dreams, and so do I. We couldn’t ask for more.
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Two hours later, we’re dressed and ready to go to the park. My best friend is getting married.

“Everything’s ready to go. The boys are at the ceremony venue, waiting for the stunning bride to make her appearance,” I announce as we gather our flowers, fluff out Simone’s dress and finalize the finishing touches.

“All right, Mom, it’s time for you to go. We’ll be right behind you.” Simone gives her mother a kiss on the cheek, and she leaves. I make sure everything’s perfect once again. I’m wearing a bright red, slim-fitted dress. It’s very sleek and smooth—perfectly me in each and every way.

“Let’s go,” I say. Simone’s dad helps her to the car and we settle her in, followed by stuffing her big fluffy dress in. We laugh as her dad tries to fit himself in beside the dress.

I’m driven in a separate car, which is fine, since I’m not sure I would have fitted in with that dress, Simone, and her dad. I giggle at that thought.

Arriving at the park, the sun is shining and the guests are gathering. I look up toward the celebrant, where Jackson and Spencer stand chatting. I can’t help but stare at Spencer. He’s wearing black suit pants and a white shirt with his sleeves rolled up. Jackson’s dressed the same. They look handsome. 

Minutes later Simone arrives, and I cue the person in charge of the music. It starts, and all the guests stand. Myself and Simone’s dad help Simone out of the car, then I hear the music and I walk first.

My chest vibrates with excitement and nerves. My eyes connect with Spencer’s; his smile is broad, bright, and captivating. I’d love to kiss him right now, but that will have to wait until later. My stomach twists at the thought of his mouth on mine again.

I smile at Jackson, whose eyes flick behind me. I catch the shimmering glint of tears filling his eyes. Beautiful…

When Simone reaches Jackson, I hear him whisper, “You look stunning. I love you.”

“I love you too,” she replies. 

The ceremony goes without a hitch. As they kiss at the end, tears fill my eyes. I attempt to blink them away with the threat of messing up my makeup.  

We spend the next few hours having photographs taken. Every time Spencer is close to me, he touches me in some way. At one stage, his hand lands on my butt cheek. I keep trying to compose myself for the photographs with his wandering hands. It turns into an afternoon full of love, fun, and friends.

“Have you got an answer for me, yet?” he whispers into my ear. Tingles weave their way down my spine. I look to Simone and Jackson, who are lost in each other. We’re waiting for the moment when it’s time to head to the reception.

I desperately want to give him the answer. It’s not the right time, though. “Not yet. Ask me later,” is all I say. Then I lean up and kiss him. He grabs my waist, pulling me into him. I shake my head. “No, not here. This is their day. Not ours.” 

“I’m not going to be patient for much longer,” he growls playfully into my neck. 

I giggle. “You won’t have to. Let them enjoy their evening while I enjoy you in this outfit.”

“I can’t wait to get you out of yours.” 

I playfully tap him, and he laughs.

“Time to go, you pair,” Jackson announces. 

We follow the newlyweds to the reception area. The reception area is set on a lake with a stunning view. Simone had a marquee set up for the night. Jackson and Simone are announced, and we step in behind them. The venue’s team have done an amazing job of the decorations—fairy lights are pinned up nicely behind the bridal table and each table has a bouquet of flowers from my living room. Spencer’s flowers have come in handy.

“Those look familiar.”

“We had an emergency, so they’re getting a second use.” I link my arm through his.

“They’re perfect. Just like you.” He rests his hand on mine as he leads me into the room. He helps me into my seat, placing a light kiss on my cheek. I feel the heat rising on my face.

“You pair are adorable,” Simone says, leaning over to me. “Have you told him yet?” she whispers.

I shake my head. “Not yet.”

“Will you do it already?”

“I will in a little while. You’ll know when I do,” I assure her. Spencer won’t be able to hold back his excitement.

The night progresses, and the meal is superb. Every chance I get, I check out the one man who’s held my heart for a long time.

“Time for the bridal dance,” the MC announces. “We invite the bride and groom onto the dance floor.”

“Stolen” by Dashboard Confessional starts playing. Tears fill my eyes as I watch my friend and her soul mate dance as husband and wife for the first time. I couldn’t be happier for them. I grab the serviette to dab away at the tears without ruining my makeup.

After a moment, Simone gives me the cue to get up and dance with them. Spencer takes my hand and leads me to the dance floor. He wraps his warm hand around my waist and pulls me to him.

“I love you, April.” 

I melt while looking into his shimmering eyes. He loves me. “I love you too. I have for a long time.”

“And?” he urges.

“And … I’m coming with you.” 

He releases me, before picking me up and twirling me around. “Wahoo!” He shouts.

“You told him?” Simone yells. 

I nod my response, with tears in my eyes. 

She squeals. “I’m so happy for you both. Now hurry up and get married.”

“No rush for a wedding,” I say.

“But you’d consider one in a year or two?” he asks in a low, gravelly voice.

I smile up at him. “You’ll have to wait until you actually ask the question.” 

Everything’s how it should be. I have the man of my dreams, and he’s completely stolen my heart.

Spencer looks into my eyes. “I have you now. You’re my final play, everything I ever need.”
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Turn the page to read the first chapter of Monday Night Guy.
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Damn. I’m late.

My hands clutch a bunch of books tightly to my chest while I sprint and weave my way through bodies along the path to get to my first class.

“Addison!”

I halt in my tracks and turn toward the unfamiliar female voice. Stacey, Parker’s girlfriend, is looking directly at me. A puff of air is pushed from my lungs as a large body collides with mine. I fall to the ground, hard. My books clatter on the pavement. Pain throbs in my ass, and a stinging sensation alerts me to a graze on my elbow.

Dammit!

Closing my eyes tightly, I offer up a prayer. Please don’t let anyone have seen that.

My eyes spring open only to be met with a familiar face and messy longish black hair. Annoyance flares within me. “What the hell, Jimmy?” I yell, as I rub my freshly skinned elbow.

He swiftly lifts his body off the ground, not responding. Instead, he scoops up a few books and walks to where I’m sitting on the ground. He stops at my feet, his massive frame towering over me. “That was all your fault. Next time, don’t stop.” He chuckles as he turns away.

My face flames. Not from embarrassment, but anger. Jimmy and his merry duo are pains in my ass.

I gather my books off the ground as the sound of laughter fills the air. I glance up, only to see Jimmy now standing with Parker, Dane, and Stacey, who’s hanging off her boyfriend’s arm. This group has made my college life a living hell. It amazes me how one slip-up made things go from good to bad in the space of a few hours. One night. One kiss.

One huge mistake.

My eyes connect with Parker’s, and want burns in his big blues. It’s a look I’m all too familiar with when it comes to him. He takes no time in looking me up and down with desire. I don’t understand. His girlfriend is standing right beside him. Why does he do that?

Parker, Jimmy, and Dane continue their mirth at something as silly as me falling over. Childish much? How can our college put faith in them to take home the basketball trophy?

After picking up my last textbook, my glare shifts back to the group. Parker’s grin makes my hand twitch. I want to slap the smile clear off his face. My first day is starting out perfect. Not!

“What are you looking at, Addison? You should take a picture. It’ll last longer,” Parker jokes, nudging Jimmy with his elbow which results in more snickering.

I quickly avert my eyes. Squaring my shoulders, I try not to let his words affect me, but they do. I liked Parker at one stage, but because I rejected him and stayed with my boyfriend, he plays these stupid games. Messing with my emotions. “Shut it, Parker.”

My stomach twists at the familiar growl behind me. I spin around. Hayden stands with his chest pumped out, ready for a fight. His storm gray eyes stare down at me. Chills shoot up my spine. Everything about Hayden appears perfect: perfect hair, perfect body, and star quarterback on the football team… but it’s not. He’s not perfect. Far from it.

I watch his jaw tic—something he does when he’s angry or annoyed.

Turning back toward Parker, I notice his stupid grin is still there, but he and his boys have stopped laughing. Heat presses against my back, and I know it’s Hayden. “Stop harassing my girlfriend, Parker, or you’ll find yourself in a world of hurt,” he warns. His tone dangerous.

Hayden’s entire demeanor reminds me of a lion claiming a lioness. I know he’s not joking.

We’ve been together since the middle of my freshman year. I’m known as Hayden Masters’s girlfriend. He’s a junior and recognized by everyone. Since the incident at the end of my freshman year, he’s become neurotic.

Parker raises his hands in defense. “No harm done.”

Hayden takes my arm, gripping it tight enough to leave a mark. He pulls me back, forcing me to stand beside him. When I look up again, I notice Stacey’s gone. Hayden’s grip tightens, and I try my best to keep a straight face, but his pressure is too much. I screw my face up as his nails press into the tender skin under my arm.

Parker steps toward us. “Let her go, Hayden. Can’t you see you’re hurting her?” His face is set in stone as his eyes focus on Hayden’s grip.

Not wanting more of a spectacle, I step away from Hayden, forcibly pulling my arm out of his grasp. He releases me.

I stare at him. There’s annoyance in his glare. Why can’t he be the boyfriend he was when we first met? Oh, that’s right—I’m the one who messed it all up. The one night I had a little too much to drink at an end-of-year party, and I locked lips with Parker. I want to kick myself every time I think about what happened. But Hayden makes sure to use it against me often, making me feel like the worst person in the world. Now, I’m a shell of the girl I once was. I hide what small amount of confidence I still have, and I definitely don’t show it around Hayden. Otherwise, I’ll get my legs cut out from under me.

I cast my eyes toward the ground, and mumble, “Sorry. I’m late for class. I’ll see you later.”

Turning, I quickly run away. Throwing a glance back over my shoulder, I catch Hayden walking away from the trio in the opposite direction, but Parker’s gaze is firmly on me. An unreadable look I’ve not seen before rests on his face. His friends don’t appear to have noticed since they’re still laughing and carrying on like clowns.

I wonder why he stood up for me.

Dread fills my entire body. Hayden will be angry at Parker for telling him what to do.

My relationship with Hayden is toxic. I rub at the hurt still lingering in my arm. The cut on my elbow is nothing. It’s the bruises inside that hurt way more.

If you enjoyed that sneak peek you can purchase your copy here.
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